
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
   A Life of Submission
 
    
 
   By JJ Argus
 
    
 
   Copyright  2010
 
    
 
   Electronic edition
 
    
 
   JJ Argus has written more than 250 novels, and been published in hardcover, softcover, and innumerable magazines and digests. This work is the result of the long, hard effort and creativity of the author. Please do not post or resell it without permission.
 
    
 
   This story is a work of fiction. All characters are over eighteen.
 
    
 
   Cover photo courtesy of Restrained Elegance
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter One
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   For all practical purposes, the life I led, the friends I knew, the formal education to which I had been exposed, all came to an end three weeks and four days after my nineteenth birthday. I recall worrying all the previous night over an upcoming assignment in Torts, attempting to memorize a variety of precedents to little success. It's odd, to recall things like that, to remember with such clarity the foolish worries which were soon to be so vastly overshadowed by unforeseen events.
 
   I was in my first year at university, studying law. I would like to say I had felt a calling to the profession, a desire to right great wrongs or see to the proper dispensation of justice, but in truth I was looking for little other than status and monetary success. Not, I suspect, unlike the majority of my fellows. All of us saw the law, and its clever manipulation as a venue to large houses outside the city, expensive cars and trips to the south of France during the holidays.
 
   As it was my first year I was enjoying the freedom of being away from home, from no longer being required to obey what I then considered the unreasonably strict rules set for me by my uncle and aunt (my parents having died a decade earlier). I had begun to experiment with both drugs and alcohol, partying long into the nights on weekends, and enjoying life.
 
   Like most girls I had also begun experimenting with the shades of exposure different types of clothing and fabrics afforded me. My skirts had crept slowly upward as I grew more confident in my legs, and more daring in the length of them I might safely reveal without drawing censure from friends and acquaintances. My blouses occasionally grew quite tight or thin, and on my birthday I had worn my first really low cut dress to the party. 
 
   That had been an evening which had left me slightly blushing and in a state of suppressed arousal. For to have my cleavage so well-displayed, to bare the tops of my softly rounded breasts in public, had been quite a daring act for me, and after my initial self-consciousness (My stomach had been filled with butterflies the first hour)  and embarrassment I had felt a rather cocky sense of pride in my seductive appearance.
 
   Boys,  or rather, young men, I suppose one should say,  were quite important at the time. I wasn't at all sure I understood them, or that I ever would. They were a constantly confusing group, now bright and pleasant, now sullen and angry. I knew I felt a small thrill along my spine when I was near some of them, when they touched me in a certain way, or even looked at me in a way which communicated the desires they felt for me. 
 
   Of course I felt some of those desires myself, but being a young lady of good reputation I had to be quite careful about how I allowed those desires to be expressed, or how much I permitted the boys to get away with. I did not want people whispering unpleasant things behind my back, after all, insinuating my lack of character or virtue. Not only did I have a rather large measure of pride, but such things would hardly enhance my career prospects, nor help to build relationships based on respect among classmates who were, I thought, to become my future colleagues.
 
   I would often afterwards consider the irony in that effort, in the hands I had fought off, the wrestling matches I had engaged in,  and the sexual explorations I had not dared continue.
 
   I should say that I was quite an attractive girl, or so everyone had been telling me up to that point in my life. My hair was a soft blonde, perhaps only slightly too pale for truest gold. I wore it straight, an inch or two past my shoulders, parted in the middle, with no bangs.
 
   My hair was thick and rich, however, folding firmly and lightly along the contours of my oval face. My nose was smallish, and slightly upturned, and my eyes were, and still are, quite a bright shade of blue. I had pert lips and white teeth which drew many compliments to my smile.
 
   I had been quite adequately, if not generously endowed, so to speak, with rather nice breasts for my slender frame, and quite good legs, as well. My breasts were never great round things to draw the eye, but they were quite high and firm, and filled out the pink string bikini I had begun to daringly wear quite nicely. Being just two inches short of six feet tall my legs were long and striking, and when I wore a short skirt the boys - and men as well - seemed to appreciate them. 
 
   I was, of course, aware of being attractive, and took pride in it, despite knowing how little of that was due to any actions on my part. I was flattered and pleased by the attention, but still quite nervous and even a little embarrassed about certain elements of it. Knowing, as I walked down a hall, or along the sidewalk, that men twice my age were examining my bottom, or my legs, and perhaps thinking quite lewd thoughts about me was still both exciting and disconcerting.
 
   At nineteen, sex was still a foreign concept to me. Other girls my age had a great deal of experience in it, so in that respect my life experience was somewhat retarded. This was not due to any great moral decision on my part, but rather, indecision, uncertainty about when I should suffer my virginity to be taken, and to whom I should offer it. Circumstances had never quite seemed right. Either the gentleman in question was unworthy, or unreliable (I did not want tales of my deflowering to pass among my peers) or the setting was simply wrong. I had no intention, for example, of being deflowered in the back of a darkened automobile, or in a closet at a party.
 
   Not that I had not experimented. I was no prude, after all. I had begun with the normal fumbling, allowing boys to grope at my breasts and bottom, then graduated into allowing their hands within my blouse, and begun the arduous task of learning how to please their members with my hands, and then with my mouth. I liked the latter more than the former, as it made me feel quite wicked.
 
   I was relatively normal, anyway, or perhaps just slightly inexperienced for my age. I had only a little less than the normal amount of exposure to sexual activities, while still retaining my virginity. I was intrigued by the idea of sex, even excited by it. But I was somewhat shy, and exposing my body completely - to a boy - was a daunting prospect.
 
   And nothing less would do. I had too many fantasies to accept some dreary deflowering at the hands of a half drunken lout, a lout, moreover, who would thrust himself into my body, grunting like an animal, and then roll over and fall asleep. When I did give myself it would be to someone handsome and marvellous, and sober, in a bed, or perhaps, before a blazing fireplace. He and I would both be passionate, and completely naked.
 
   And it would, of course, be glorious.
 
   I had discovered masturbation rather early on, not apurpose, you realize, but quite by accident. And through careful experimentation and very discreet conversations with girlfriends, I had come to realize that my responses to sexual touching were quite a deal more extreme than that of my peers. 
 
   My breasts were quite sensitive, especially the nipples, which would swell to fat, taut little buttons with my arousal. They would grow hotter and hotter, and become so sensitive that even the touch of a gentle breeze would send wicked pleasure flowing through my breasts and body. The touch of another's fingers could set them on fire, and the one time a boy had managed to get his mouth against one I had almost lost control of myself, so great was the wonder and passion.
 
   Other girls reported little, if any real pleasure from the fondling they received there. My breasts, however, would seem to swell up just like the nipples, the skin growing tight and straining over my flesh, becoming, like my nipples, more sensitive the longer they were touched. My breasts would grow hot, and begin to throb, and after a time it seemed that every touch made me swoon and shudder with the sexual electricity flowing through them.
 
   I had climaxed three times during dates, merely from having boys caress and knead my breasts. I had managed to conceal this, partly due to their drunkenness, and, I suppose, because they weren't expecting it, had little experience, and did not recognize the signs. But it concerned me because, like all the girls then, I had no desire to be seen as different, especially in the area of sex.
 
   Things were even worse "down there". From my own touching, and the little bit of petting which boys had managed to inflict upon me there I knew that were a boy to get his fingers at my private parts for very long at all I would surely go mad and become little more than a quivering, wanton sexual animal. This was a great worry to me, for as I have already stated I did have a deal of pride, both in my appearance and in my reputation. I wanted people's respect, and I knew full well this would be deeply eroded by gossip about my wantonness and lack of control.
 
   In any case, any choice regarding this was to be taken from me from that day three weeks and four days after my nineteenth birthday. It's odd how one can live out such a day, carrying on the routine day to day activities one is accustomed to, without any suspicions on what lay just ahead.
 
   It was a Tuesday. I had Constitutional Law that morning, and yawned through half the lecture while duly making the usual precise notes to study later. I had on a green dress of reasonable length,  given the times and situation, but sitting and, I admit, slumping somewhat in my chair, the hem had ridden up. I recall becoming aware of the repeated glances of a male student a few places over, and feeling a degree of annoyance mixed with the usual small shadow of pride.
 
   I wondered what he was thinking as he looked at me. Studying my legs, no doubt, and thinking rude things about what he would have liked to do to me. It was a large auditorium and I had no idea of his name, and yet I knew he wanted me, and knew that, just as the lecture bored me, he had turned his mind to more interesting things. Was he imagining me in the nude even then? Was he picturing me beneath him as he made love to me?
 
   That was a decidedly odd thought which I had come to feel more and more - the awareness that a complete stranger could, at any given moment, be doing scandalous things to one in his mind even as one sat or stood about in complete innocence.
 
   Still somewhat naive about men this knowledge had come to me from my friend Elizabeth. We had been having lunch in one of the cafeterias, chatting idly, when she had spotted a pair of young men looking our way and nudged me.
 
   "What do you suppose they're talking about?" she asked with a grin and a wink.
 
   "I'm sure I don't know."
 
   She laughed softly. "Do you suppose it has anything to do with that tight top of yours?"
 
   I blushed at that, looking down at how taut the thin blue material was across my breasts, thin and tight enough that I could see the small outlines of my nipples pressing against it.
 
   "It's not that tight," I said defensively.
 
   She laughed again and I folded my arms across my chest.
 
   "Too late. They'll have you already."
 
   "What does that mean?"
 
   "You don't have any brothers, do you, Amanda?"
 
   I shook my head wordlessly.
 
   "Boys are always thinking about us sexually, you know."
 
   "You mean undressing us with their eyes," I said. "That's nothing new."
 
   "I don't mean just that. I mean fantasizing about you, you know, having sex with them."
 
   I snorted and shrugged, though the thought brought a little quiver to my loins.
 
   "Believe it. You can chat for thirty seconds with a boy during the afternoon, and later that evening in the shower he'll be fantasizing about how he threw you down on your back across a table and ravished you wildly."
 
   "Oh please."
 
   "My last boyfriend George confessed to me that the first time he saw me, on the bus, he fantasized about four different ways of taking me, and each night he'd masturbate while doing me."
 
   "That's sick!"
 
   "That, my sweet innocent, is the way they all are. I bet half the boys in any class you're in have done you in their minds at least once."
 
   I could not help blushing at such words, turning my eyes towards the two at the far table and wondering how they had imagined it. Had I been bent over the table, or perhaps on my knees on the floor? Had I been on my back on a bed, or perhaps in a sunlit field? Suddenly the idea that all the boys I had known and chatted with, gone to school with or sat beside on buses had been doing lewd and disgusting things to me in their imaginations, even masturbating to images of these fantasies opened a small door in my mind. Was I that attractive that they all wanted to have sex with me?
 
   Elizabeth disabused me of that notion quickly.
 
   "It's not that you're the most beautiful girl around," she said.
 
   "Gee, thanks," I replied sarcastically.
 
   She giggled.
 
   "They do it to me, too, and to Karen and Chris and any other girl who's reasonably decent looking. It's something instinctive in them. They're all perverts, you know. And they're so visual they like to run these little dirty movies in their minds, with whoever catches their eyes as their co-star."
 
   I had known instinctively that she was telling the truth. And for some days afterwards every time I talked with a boy I would feel a strange little thrum between my legs as I wondered if he had done me in his mind, if he had stripped me naked and taken me. Or were they even then thinking of me in that way, imagining me on my back naked, spreading my legs for them?
 
   This was quite embarrassing, and yet there was something so wonderfully wicked about the thought; about being a participant in these imaginary couplings with so many boys and men, many of them complete strangers. Did the bus driver do it to me at night while in bed? Did my torts professor, who was often glancing at my breasts, ravish me while in the shower? Did Allan, that shy boy from Contract Law imagine me kneeling before him naked?
 
   So as that strange boy watched me I felt my lower belly begin to thrum again, wondering what part I was playing in his mind. Was he saving me from some terrible fate so that I could reward him with my body? Or were his fantasies more primitive than that, all graphic close-ups of my body, as in some of those pornographic movies I had seen?
 
   And yet, of course, we did not know each other, and as the lecture ended I gathered up my things, put them into my leather bag, got up, and left, as did he. We neither spoke nor looked at each other, and I wandered through the busy hallway and outside, going to the bus stop and thence downtown.
 
   I bought a few toiletries and groceries, mind on mundane things, unaware I would use none of them. I then returned to the rooming house I shared with four other students to find only one, Peter, at home. He was a short, but broad shouldered boy, and as usual when he saw me his eyes travelled upwards from my legs before pausing at my face.
 
   "Amanda," he said.
 
   "`Lo," I said.
 
   And how many times had he taken me in his mind?
 
   "How would you like to loan me..."
 
   "No," I said quickly, pushing past him to go to my own room.
 
   "Come on, Amanda," he pleaded.
 
   "I'm not made of money," I called over my shoulder. And you never pay back on time and never without having to be nagged for days."
 
   "I always pay back in the end," he protested.
 
   I gave him a sour look and let myself into my room.
 
   It was not much, as rooms went, being small and square, with a small square window, a low roof, and walls which hadn't' been painted in twenty years. It had a small bed, a dresser, a desk and a table. There was a small stereo on the table, while makeup and jewellery littered the dresser. The desk was half buried beneath piles of schoolbooks and clothing, and I set my bag atop the mass before turning to close the door.
 
   "Just a fiver," Peter begged, having followed me into the room.
 
   "Go away."
 
   He plucked one of my bras off the edge of my bed and examined it before I snatched it away. "You look bigger than that," he said, staring at my chest.
 
   "Get out," I demanded, glaring.
 
   He grinned and shrugged. "I'm bored."
 
   "Go get a job."
 
   "But I have no skills except making love to women."
 
   "And you're paid exactly what you're worth I'm sure."
 
   "I could show you."
 
   "For a fiver?" I laughed and he shrugged and grinned.
 
   I sighed and took a five out of my purse, slapping it into his hand.
 
   He made a show of peeling up his t-shirt. "Great. Now if you'll just take off your clothes..."
 
   "Out."
 
   "But you've got it coming."
 
   "Out!" I insisted, pointing at the door.
 
   He laughed. "Thanks, Amanda."
 
   "Just remember where you got it."
 
   I closed the door behind him, and he whistled his way down the hall. As I put my things away I glanced out the window and saw him leaving, but thought little about it. It did not occur to me to worry about being the only one home, for it was late morning on a bright, sunny day, and I was not a timid girl.
 
   In fact, I rather liked being alone at home, for I seldom had the experience. I decided to make use of it by taking a bath. I reached down and gripped the hem of my dress, then peeled it up and over my head, thinking, as I did, how that boy at school might have dreamed much the same thing in his mind. 
 
   "Silly," I thought.
 
   I slipped off my bra, dropping it onto the bed, then stepped out of my panties. Nude, I padded to the dresser, unstrapping my watch and dropping it amongst my cheap jewellery, then selecting a small bottle of bubble bath. I looked up to see myself in the mirror, and felt a small tightness in my chest as I imagined Peter, or that boy at school seeing me then, imagined them lusting after me, their cocks growing hard. I knew I would masturbate in the tub, and felt a flicker of anticipation as I gathered up the bottle and turned towards the door.
 
   My first reaction, of course, when the door opened, was shock. I halted in mid-step, jaw dropping, unable to believe I was seeing a strange man standing in my doorway. An instant later I recalled my nudity, of course, and, I suppose, made some sort of scream or shriek as I tried to cover myself.
 
   The man was extremely large, filling the doorway from top to bottom and side to side. He wore a pair of neatly pressed black trousers, and a black T-shirt which bulged against his massive chest. His bare arms rippled with muscles. He had a square jawed face, and his dark hair was cropped close to his head. He did not smile as he moved forward, and his eyes never left me.
 
   He backed me against the dresser without touching me, and stood motionless, eyes cool as I stood there clutching a bed sheet against myself, stammering and blushing and filling with terror and anxiety.
 
   When he finally moved it was to reach out and take hold of the sheet. I tried desperately to hang onto it but he yanked it free effortlessly, then seized my wrists and lifted them up above my head, pinning them together in one hand, then extending that arm so he could ease me back a bit and inspect me.
 
   I was, of course, terrified as well as mortified to the point of death. No man had ever seen me nude, at least, not in my memory, and here was this complete stranger, a grown man of at least thirty with his eyes taking in as much of my pale flesh as they desired while I was unable to do a thing to hinder him. I could almost feel his gaze moving over my breasts - jiggling slightly as my chest rose and fell furiously - my trim, flat belly, and my pale bush of pubic hair "down there".
 
   "Let me go!"
 
   I writhed helplessly, twisting and turning, but unable to change my position in any significant way.
 
   "Please! Please!" I gasped, heart pounding. "What do you want!?
 
   He did not speak a word. I begged, pleaded, cursed, made demands, and broke into tears, but he ignored it all. He looked at me in a sort of bored way and continued to hold my wrists up high until, I suppose, I finally wound down.
 
   Then, shivering and trembling, my tears starting to subside, I felt his hands shifting, pulling my hands back behind my head, and there gripping my hair as well before pulling further down. With my hands forced back I was thus made to arch my back quite sharply. I knew, of course, that this was to accentuate my breasts, to thrust them out even more firmly for his inspection, and my skin burned with humiliation as his eyes roamed my body. He raised his other hand then and placed it on my stomach, sliding it slowly upwards as I shuddered and moaned.
 
   I felt his large, work-roughened hand cup the underside of my right breast, then slide upwards to cover it. Even amidst my terror I could not but help note how  delicious this felt. I sensed his fingers closing inwards, squeezing into my soft, malleable flesh, and moaned anew at such shocking and intimate contact with a complete stranger. 
 
   I could not see, for the pull of his hand on my hair forced my head upwards, yet I did not need eyes to follow the touch of his fingers as he moved them across the surface of my breast. I felt them seize my nipple, stroking and pinching it lightly, then tweaking it and rolling it between them. I could feel the nipple hardening and swelling, and my face burned with shame for fear he would think I somehow welcomed his touch.
 
   I think it was this which drove me to kick out at him. It was quite foolish of me, for he was easily more than twice my weight, and many times stronger than I, but I felt I needed some signal that would indicate to him my outrage and displeasure.
 
   My bare foot made contact with some part of his leg. The contact was not strong and probably caused me more pain than him. However, it drew an immediate response. He whipped me forward and sent me flying, staggering across the floor to sprawl face down across my table. I tried to rise, but a huge hand slapped down between my shoulder blades, pressing me into the desk hard enough that my breasts - pillowed out beneath me - ached.
 
   "I shall be your first instructor, girl," he said to me in a low, throaty voice. "Those instructions shall be on the nature of your position from this time on. You will obey any order given, and will make no attempt to resist the wishes of those placed over you."
 
   "I-I don't know what you mean!" I cried. "Let me go! Leave me alone!"
 
   "You are not in any position to make demands," he said. "You will do as you are told or face the consequences of your misbehaviour."
 
   He removed his hand from between my shoulder blades and I immediately tried to rise, only to be shoved down forcefully.
 
   "Do not move!" he barked in a menacing voice.
 
   Frightened, I obeyed, only whimpering when I saw him slide a thin, ugly looking belt from the loops of his trousers.
 
   "Punishment for any resistance to your masters will be swift and painful," he said, speaking quite precisely. "You will be taught your place."
 
   I screamed more in surprise than pain as the belt cut across my bottom. I felt shocked, even outraged, yet the fear was there, as well, and even as my buttocks began to sting, I made no attempt to rise again, or to twist away. Instead tears filled my eyes once more as the belt slashed in once more, this time harder. I cried out softly, laying my head on my hands, shuddering as the belt cracked loudly across my bared buttocks again and again, the pain building up like a growing fire. I felt a sense of disbelief to be experiencing such punishment from a stranger, to be naked as I was and so badly treated. I had no previous experience with such behaviour and was at a loss as to how to cope.
 
   "P-please!" I cried out in a choked, tear-filled voice.
 
   The pain was simply too much, each new crack of the belt sending a new wave of it searing through my burning skin and through my body.
 
   The belt whipped down again, and again, and again, like his voice, very precisely laid, very carefully landed. I sobbed freely into the table top, knowing I could do nothing to stop him, that anything I tried would result only in further punishment.
 
   He stopped, finally, and I felt a wonderful relief that the next blow had not landed. My legs were trembling and I could hardly see through my tears as his hand slipped down along the cleft between my buttocks, fingered my anal opening briefly, then dropped lower. He held my sex in the palm of his hand, squeezing it lightly, then pressing a finger against the tightness of my body. This would have shocked and horrified me previously, but at the time anything other than the belt was almost welcomed. 
 
   Naturally, from the moment I had seen him I had suspected to the point of certainty that he intended my violation. I almost welcomed his touch, wanting him to get it over with and leave me alone to recover. Yet humiliation flowed through my veins as well, and hatred of him and my weakness before him.
 
   I felt his big finger sliding up and down between my pubic lips, nudging against that hot little button at the top of my sex, then slipping lower and pressing into the small hole there. I closed my eyes, praying for him to hurry and finish, feeling his finger slowly working its way into my virginal body. It hurt a little, but the pain was nothing compared to my still burning bottom, and I simply stood there, sniffling and shaking as he eased it high enough to feel my hymen, then withdraw.
 
   His big hands seized my wrists then, drawing them back behind me and pinning them together at the small of my back. A moment later I felt something, a strap of sorts, wrapped around them quite tightly, binding them together there. He pulled me upright, turned me, and then, much to my surprise, kissed me quite hard on the lips.
 
   Both his big hands were up beneath my jaw as he kissed me, pressing upwards beneath my jaw to force me to my toes. I tried to keep my lips tightly closed, of course, but he would have none of that. His thumbs pressed in against the sides of my jaws until I cried out in pain.
 
   "I said that you were to offer up no resistance. Did you not hear me, girl?"
 
   I tried to nod, but his hands had such a tight grip of me that was impossible. My jaw was aching as his thumbs pressed against it, and my legs danced and twisted beneath me as his dark eyes bored into me.
 
   Then he loosened his grip and I gulped in great lungsful of air as the pain diminished. He pulled  me into him again and kissed me once more, his tongue sliding between my lips. He kissed me roughly, bruisingly, his tongue like a snake in my mouth, and I did not resist. I kept my lips slack, enduring the disgust I felt at his use of my mouth, too terrified to even think about resisting.
 
   He eased back, and removed his hands from my throat.
 
   "Kiss me," he ordered curtly.
 
   Eyes wide, I leaned forward, forced to rise on my toes now and let my naked breasts flatten against his powerful chest in order to bring my lips against his. I kissed him uncertainly, then, as I felt his anger, more strongly, sliding my tongue into his mouth.
 
   You cannot imagine how odd I felt, standing on my toes nude like that, face still wet from my own tears as I tried my best to kiss this man, tried more than I ever had with any boy I liked, He reached out then, gripping my hair behind my head. He pulled my head up and back, so that I cried out as my back was once again arched painfully hard. Then he pulled me forward again, and down, pressing my face into his chest, then his belly, then, forcing me to my knees, down against his groin. He rubbed my face against his groin for a long moment, then eased his hold on my hair so I could pulled back.
 
   There, on my knees, gasping for breath, sniffling fearfully, I watched him undo his trousers and shove them down, and my eyes widened at the sight of his manhood thrusting up and out from amidst a dark tangle of black hair. I looked away at once, or tried to, but he filled his hand with my hair again and jerked my face back until the head of his organ was mere inches from my nose.
 
   "Get to work," he ordered.
 
   My mental response was Oh No! Yet I knew the basics, despite being far from expert. I cried out lightly as his hand twisted my hair sharply, then before I could protest he had pulled me forward and thrust the head of it into my mouth.
 
   It was soft, and almost spongy, warm and slick and yet hard at the same time. The pungent taste of it filled my mouth as I knelt there, and as it slid deeper, pushing against the inside of one cheek, then the roof of my mouth. I knew the helplessness of my sex, confronted by the power of the male animal, and whimpered softly.
 
   A strange little shiver ran up my spine, however. For, unaccountably, I had fantasized about this sort of thing many times before. Oh, my fantasies had been tame things, mostly, yet being overpowered and sexually used had been among them, as it was for many girls my age. I had imagined myself on my knees, hands tied, staring up at a powerful man who demanded my submission. And the memories of those fantasies, and the orgasms which had come with them seeped slowly through my flustered mind.
 
   "Suck," he ordered. 
 
   And so I did. I closed my lips around the shaft, noting how much thicker it was than those of the boys I had hitherto been exposed to, and tried to please him. 
 
   It's odd the things which run through a young girl's mind at a time like that. I wanted him to come, hoping he would then finish, and yet I did not want him to think I was "good" at it, if you garner my meaning. There was, of course, no reason why I should care about his opinion of me but I still did not want him thinking I was a slut!
 
   And I was beginning to feel like one, to be truthful. For my fear was slowly subsiding - though it was still strong, and so was my embarrassment. And this was, after all, one of my little fantasies. Here was an enormous, powerful, and, I admit, quite handsome man hulking over me, and there I was naked, absolutely NAKED at his feet, forced to please him. I began to feel a little erotic tingling between my legs which worried, and even rather appalled me.
 
   I was distracted by, of all things, his instructions. For yes, he proceeded to instruct me in the "art" of fellatio as I knelt there. His words were unforgiving, and curtly delivered, directing me to suck harder as I slid my lips backwards, to work my tongue more along the head, to caress his shaft with the insides of my mouth more, and to slide my lips down further, taking more of the shaft past my lips.
 
   I found myself licking at the underside of his shaft, especially around the head, and bobbing my lips up and down to a certain rhythm while his fingers combed through my hair. I still felt embarrassed, and was deeply angered at what I was being forced to do even as fear continued to grip me. Yet the unquestionable arousal I could sense within my lower belly seemed to be having some effect on those feelings, and I felt a soft liquid heat spreading through my body and mind as my lips slid up and down his glistening shaft.
 
   He began to push himself into me, then, thrusting his organ deeper and deeper into my mouth. With my hands bound behind my back I could do nothing to restrain him even as the rounded knob of his head threatened to choke me. This was something new and frightening. I gagged repeatedly, and tried to twist away, but he held me remorselessly, and then he tilted my head back sharply so that I was looking up at him. He smiled, somewhat cruelly, I thought, and then spoke.
 
    "Swallow."
 
   I did not understand, or at least, not in time. He held my small head in his large hands, and suddenly, with practised ease, thrust forward and down, driving the head of his cock past my mouth, past the little gag thingee at the entrance to my throat, and then straight down my throat.
 
   My eyes bulged and I gagged terribly, but he simply kept pushing his thick cock forward, the gleaming shaft pushing past my helpless lips. I could no more scream than breath, and he would not stop until my lips, parted so wide they ached, were pressed right in against his groin, my nose crushed against his hairy abdomen.
 
   He held me like this as I trembled and shook violently, one hand with my hair wrapped completely around it, the other on the back of my neck. My chest burned and my mind fluttered like a trapped bird. My vision began to blur and I became light-headed. I slumped bonelessly, held up only by his strong hands as he eased his tool slowly back up the length of my throat, then out. I felt the head come free with an almost audible sound, and immediately retched and gasped desperately.
 
   I drew in great, heaving, shuddering breaths of  air, caring for nothing else but the sweetness of inflating my lungs.
 
   "You will have to learn how to do this," he said, holding me steady. "It takes a little practice, but eventually you should even be able to relax your throat enough to breath with one inside."
 
   His cock was slick with my saliva, and he quite casually wiped it against my face as he held me by the hair. "You shall get a great deal of practice, so it's to your benefit that you learn to do it well."
 
   And then, with my mouth as wide as a fish, he pushed the head into it again. I had just enough time to fill my lungs before he thrust himself forward and down, filling my throat with his  shaft once again.
 
   This time he held me against his groin for only a few seconds before pulling back. Yet he did not withdraw entirely. Instead he began to use my mouth and throat as though they were a vagina. His cock slid back and forth with growing force and speed, and if he cared at all for the terrible discomfort this produced in me it did not show in any manner at all.
 
   I was again growing faint as he pulled free, and once more I was able to gulp in desperate breaths of air.
 
   "Now if you'll make better use of your tongue we won't need to do that again just yet," he said, sliding himself into my mouth again.
 
   With such a promise I worked desperately, lapping furiously along the underside, bobbing my lips and sucking as best I could. There was no longer any room for resistance or hesitation. All I cared about was pleasing him. I was startled when he yanked himself out of me and held the head just before my face. Then he erupted, spurting thick white wads of his semen. It spattered, of course, across my face, on my lips, nose, and cheeks. He squeezed himself to force every drop out, then rubbed the head firmly over my face, smearing his semen into me.
 
   I felt outrage, disgust at this, but there was relief, as well, for, innocent that I was, I thought we might now be done. I was quickly to learn how much in error that was.
 
   He produced a leather strap attached to a soft leather ball, and jammed the ball into my mouth, forcing my jaws painfully wide and filling my mouth to the point of overflowing. The attached strap went around my head and buckled behind. His hand on my arm lifted me roughly to my feet, and then he led me out into the hall. He paused at the stairs, turning me around, then bent forward and lifted me up across his shoulder, slapping my bottom as he pinned my legs against his chest.
 
   He carried me through the kitchen and out the door into the alley which went behind our row of houses. There was nobody about to see as, still completely naked, he carried me to a small van, opened up the sliding side door, and pushed me inside. The door slid shut, and I was alone on the cold floor until he moved around and got in the drivers' side.
 
   The realization that he was carrying me away came hard, another terrible shock to my mind. I just lay there as the van started up and made its way down the alley. Then I became almost frantic, trying to think of something to do, some way to escape. My hands pulled despairingly at the straps binding them behind me, and I sat up, looking around me.
 
   "Lay down," he ordered without turning.
 
   I obeyed, fearing to do otherwise, and for some time lay on the dirty floor, bouncing now and then as the van drove along. I tried to think of what he intended for me, tried to imagine some method of escaping. I feared, of course, that he was taking me somewhere to kill me, and as that built up in my mind almost any other fate would have been welcomed. The sky began to darkened outside, but that was the only solid information I had about the passage of time. The van continued to move at a good clip, and the man in front said nothing to me.
 
   Finally we stopped, and he got out, coming around to slide open the side door. He gripped my ankle and dragged me across the floor until my buttocks were at the edge and I could stand up on the ground outside. I felt grass and dirt beneath my toes, and in the dim light remaining could see we were at an isolated cottage somewhere on the coast. I could smell the sea, if not sight it, and wondered desperately what he intended.
 
   The opening of the cottage door flooded the little area before it with yellow light. I blinked  and squinted as two figures came out. I had a momentary hope of rescue, but the sight of one of the figures shaking hands with my captor dispelled that notion.
 
   There were two people there, another man, large like the first one, and a woman, also quite tall, and quite beautiful. All three adults were in their thirties, and when they looked at me they smiled in a way that made my legs shake. My horrible embarrassment at being nude had faded, but now it flared powerfully with two new pair of eyes examining me, and my face turned scarlet as the two turned me from side to side, examining me from all angles.
 
   "Very nice ass," the new man said.
 
   "She'll bring a good price," the woman replied with a nod.
 
   She looked at me with a kind of contempt, then plucked one of my nipples, making me squeal silently through the gag in my mouth.
 
   "Nice breasts," she said, actually squeezing one of my breasts.
 
   "Nice everything," the other man said.
 
   "Let's get her inside," my captor responded.
 
   A hand firmly on my upper arm, I was led up the walk and into the cottage. I had a brief sight of a comfortably furnished front room, then we were through into a kitchen, and then another room, a large one which at first resembled a garage. There were bare beams overhead, and brick walls with no furnishings.
 
   "She's a virgin," I heard my original captor proclaim.
 
   The others chuckled, and I felt a new source of shame, though why I did not quite know.
 
   They unstrapped my wrists, and massaged them as they held me there between them. Then thick leather restraints were placed around each, and my arms were lifted up and out to either side,  the restraints fastened by small chains to rings set in the sides of two vertical beams.
 
   The rings were high enough up that the two men had to lift me right to my toes to clip me there. A moment later the woman pulled one of my feet to the side, sliding another leather restraint around it, and buckling it in place. My other foot was pulled wide, and I was literally hanging by my wrists, the leather digging into my flesh, my arms aching already. Soon both legs were chained apart to the beams, my toes an inch or two off the stone floor. My sex was lewdly exposed to their eyes, and I felt more shame.
 
   Yet I was completely baffled by what they were doing. I was that naive.
 
   They left me like that, closing the door and going into the other room. I felt relief, at first, alone at last away from the staring eyes of unkind strangers. My arms began to ache even more, and my shoulders soon followed. The pain travelled halfway down my sides, with my ribs feeling bruised by the tension, and my body writhed weakly as I sought to relieve the cramps and pain.
 
   The thoughts and emotions which swirled around me were quite strong, of course. I was mortified at being naked and molested by these people, and terrified about what they had in store for me. I was also utterly confused, bewildered by why they were doing this to me. Oh, I could understand, after a fashion, the idea of sexual violation. That is to say, I was not confused about why certain men would take a girl by force.
 
   This, however, was entirely different. I simply could not comprehend why people, adults, (for I still thought of myself as a girl) would drag me out to God only knew where, and then hang me naked from my wrists.
 
   It was desperately uncomfortable, of course. Every part of my body seemed to ache, and my hands quickly went numb. My arms were cramped and my shoulders felt ready to tear away. The nerves and muscles running down the sides of my chest were also somehow affected, for I found that simply hanging loose caused me considerable pain along my ribs.
 
   My bottom was still stinging a bit, but for the rest of me, the sensation to my skin was quickly become cold and clammy, goose bumps standing out on my pale white flesh. My nipples were erect, as well, though not from any kind of sexual reaction.
 
   At least I did not think so, at first. Fear is an odd emotion, however. Like embarrassment, it has its limits in time beyond which one seems to grow anaesthetized. After that time was passed my fright began to dim somewhat. I tried to inspect my new surroundings, but little was visible in the bit of moonlight coming through a high window. It seemed a dark, bare room of concrete and wood. What objects I could see were mere shadows.
 
   I could, however, make out my own body, seeming to glow almost white in that light, the leather straps around my wrists and ankles, and the gleaming chains that bound my arms and legs apart. I could see the beams and the floor, as well, but little beyond that.
 
   I was resigned to whatever happened, as I had since first spotting the man in my bedroom doorway, and my mind, now trying to put things into some kind of understandable perspective, imagined myself as a captive of pirates or some such.
 
   This was probably a mistake, though of course, it really did not matter to my inevitable future. I had always found the idea of being a captive of pirates deliciously wicked and exciting. During my masturbatory sessions, in fact, I had often imagined myself bound to a stake or post while surrounded by leering, bearded ruffians. Of course, my wrists were together and I was standing on the deck of a ship, but there was enough resemblance to the fantasy to imagine the eroticism of my present position.
 
   And that struck me almost like a blow. For all at once I realized why I was so bound, that it was for the arousal of my captors. Just as I had been aroused by the fantasy of being a helpless bound prisoner to the lusts of others, these people must, I thought, have the opposite fantasy.
 
   The difference being, of course, that they were bringing their fantasy to life with my person. This, then, was a sort of violation, just crueler and requiring considerably more time.
 
   Oddly, this made me feel better, for at least I could now understand what their motivation was, why they were treating me so.
 
   Now I could see how a naked girl, a beautiful naked girl, I thought objectively, hanging spreadeagled in such a fashion, could excite people. After all, such an image would have excited me in my fantasies.
 
   Of course, were I to so fantasize I would not include the pain and discomfort, nor the humiliation of being so lewdly displayed before strangers, nor the fear of what was to come.
 
   I looked down at my body, trying to see it as they saw it, imagine what they thought of my firm breasts and shapely thighs. Did they become aroused at looking at my pubic mound, my pussy opening? I had, as I mentioned earlier, become accustomed to people finding me attractive, even in a sexual way, but being so displayed was a shocking new experience. And while it was terribly embarrassing, I still had the odd little flare of pride at being seen as attractive, even sexually desirable by adults.
 
   But any real excitement I might have derived was easily overcome by my pain and fear as I hung there.
 
   It was exhausting. People who have never been hung by their wrists would never credit how much so. Every breath became an effort, and my body was soon damp with sweat. The floor seemed so far, far below. And yet at the same time it was tauntingly close, just below my wriggling toes.
 
   I wished someone would come in, use my body, and let then me go. I wished, beyond everything, for it all to be over with.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Two
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   I have no idea how long I hung there, but I was hardly aware of the woman's return at first, dazed as I had by then become.
 
   My chin was on my chest, and she lifted my head up by the simple expedient of grasping my loose blonde hair and yanking it back. I cried out at the pain, of course, but little sound emerged from the gag straining my jaw.
 
   Though I was hanging by my wrists I was not raised up very high. My legs were spread apart so that I was actually somewhat lower than I would normally be standing. And so I was forced to look up into the eyes of this cold, haughty woman. I felt my mind stirring awake, and felt a fresh surge of embarrassment at being so, well, so naked around another woman.
 
   Of course, I wasn't just naked. Being just naked would be almost like, well, being in a locker room at school. No, I was naked and hanging from my wrists, my legs spread wide, my body utterly bare and vulnerable to this strange woman, in a way I knew was extremely lewd and sexually provocative. This made me feel quite vulnerable, and weak, inferior, if you will, for I was utterly at her mercy.
 
   Then again I would have felt intimidated by her even were I fully clothed and in a more equal situation. She was a powerful looking woman, with dark, intelligent eyes and a strong, handsome face. Her dark hair was cut short and swept back, and her every movement bespoke a strong will and confidence in herself. She wore very tight faded jeans below a white silk blouse, and a gold chain circled her slender throat. She was easily ten years my senior, and I felt little more than a girl alongside her. Or would have, as I said, even were my situation not so vulnerable.
 
   Her hand moved against my body then, sliding down my back. I could feel the warmth of her skin along my cool flesh, and felt a startled tingling and then anxiety as she traced the length of my spine. Her fingers rubbed gently at the soft skin at the cleft of my buttocks, then her fingers spread wider, and my eyes widened as she cupped my buttocks and squeezed.
 
   "I want you to listen to me, little girl," she said, "for I'm going to explain some facts of life to you. Are you listening?"
 
   I could do little else but nod.
 
   Her hand moved off my buttocks, traced along my hip and then caressed my flat, taut belly as she resumed speaking.
 
   "You have been taken for money."
 
   I thought immediately that there had been a terrible mistake, for my uncle had no money. She smiled, as if able to read my mind through my eyes.
 
   "No, little girl. We are not holding you for ransom. You're to be sold to a wealthy man who wants a pet."
 
   Once again I failed to grasp her meaning.
 
   "Do you know what a slave is?"
 
   I nodded, well, as much as I could, and she nodded as well.
 
   "That is what you are now. You are a slave. We will train you so that you'll not give your new master any problems, and then sell you to him for a tidy amount of money."
 
   I was astonished by this, of course. Slavery was something out of history. Innocent that I was, my mind was filled with the certainty that people did not buy and sell other people any more. I longed to tell her this, but she gave no sign of desiring my opinion.
 
   "You will be trained to obey, to perform your duties as a good little slave girl, and to never talk back or even think about resisting your master's desires."
 
   A slave? I? And yet it did correspond with my pirate fantasy, and so I began to understand her intent, at least to the small degree I was then capable.
 
   Her hand slid up my body and cupped one of my breasts then, which unnerved me, she being a woman. Again, I was quite innocent. My first thought was not about being preyed upon by a woman with lesbian desires, but indignation that she should set her hands on me in such a way. Unlike a man, after all, she was not motivated, or so I thought, by lust. I could understand men pawing at me, but another woman doing so could, I thought, only come from contempt and a desire to further humiliate me.
 
   "You are raw meat," she said in a bald, certain, confident voice. "You are a plaything.  A toy. A pet for others to use, to enjoy. Your body was designed to please the eye and the touch, and that is precisely what it will do. Your body will please any man - or woman - who wants to make use of it. And you will have no choice, no choice at all, but to participate, to cooperate, to obey and please those with power over you."
 
   She eased her grip on my breast, letting her splayed fingers slide slowly along the skin until they came together just behind my cold, rigid nipple. Three fingers squeezed together against my nipple where it thrust out from the swollen aureola, and began to stroke back and forth along it with just enough pressure to stretch my skin out slightly on each outward movement.
 
   "Do you like that little slave girl? Does your nipple enjoy the feel of warm skin against it?"
 
   It did, in fact, and I was quite disconcerted about that. I could feel the warmth of her skin seeping into my nipple, could feel the gentle stroking beginning to send small rippling sensations of pleasure through my taut breasts.
 
   "Have you dreamed of sexually exposing yourself, little girl?" she said, her voice almost a whisper, and strangely mesmerizing in that dark, silent room. "Have you dreamed of giving in to your impulses and being the sexual creature you so desire?"
 
   She raised her other hand and caught at my other nipple, then began rolling both between thumbs and forefingers.
 
   "You have lovely nipples. Has anyone ever told you that? No, of course not."
 
   She smiled lightly, then let her fingers pinch together so that I jerked and gasped aloud into the gag. This drew another smile and she eased her grip, then spread her fingers out and slid them beneath my breasts to cup both and raise them lightly. She examined them, as I quivered helplessly in embarrassment and unwonted anticipation.
 
   "Very lovely breasts, as well," she said, looking down at them.
 
   "They could be larger. Many men like the really buxom girls, but yours are quite a good size, larger than your slim body, but not so large as to lose this youthful firmness."
 
   Her fingers were gently kneading the soft flesh of my breasts as she spoke, and both were warming to her touch in a way which was tightening my chest and making it difficult to breath. My mind was swirling with conflicting messages. I hated her, feared her, and deeply, deeply resented her presumption in speaking about my body in such familiar terms, much less daring to  fondle my private parts as she was. Yet at the same time my body seemed to be gripped by a rising cloud of almost electrical tension, a quivering anticipation which seemed to pay no attention whatever to my embarrassment and anger.
 
   Her hands moved abruptly, sliding behind me as she brought her body forward. I was startled as she pressed her body against my own, and I felt the softness and warmth of her breasts beneath her blouse. Her arms were gripping me now, her hands stroking along my back as a man would, and then they moved downwards to squeeze my bottom, each hand squeezing and kneading one buttocks as she brought her lips in an inch from my own gagged mouth.
 
   "Do you dream of a man between your thighs, little slave girl?" she whispered, eyes boring into mine. "Do you dream of him thrusting himself into you again and again, of wrapping your legs around him and crying out in glorious pleasure?"
 
   I turned my eyes away, unable to meet hers, and gasped as her head bent low and her lips trailed along the nape of my neck. I moaned through the gag as I felt the moisture of her open mouth and then the hardness of her teeth nibbling along my skin. Her tongue caressed my cool flesh, and my breasts were squeezed against her own chest as she squeezed me tightly against her, fingers digging in hard against the soft flesh of my buttocks.
 
   Her lips moved up beneath my ears and her teeth nibbled on my earlobes, and my body trembled as my mind fluttered like a butterfly caught under a glass. I was completely flustered, not knowing what she was doing, or why. I felt her hands slide up then, going behind my head. She undid the strap holding the gag in place and then leaned back and gently pried the ball free of my mouth.
 
   I cried out at the sharp stab of pain as my stiff, aching jaw was finally allowed to close, and for long seconds I could not do anything but cope with that pain. I moved my mouth ever so slightly, wincing, feeling the sore muscles and tendons begin to relax.
 
   She leaned her body in again, kissing me lightly along my cheeks, then tracing her lips along my own. I again tried to turn away, but her lips followed, and her tongue darted forward.
 
   'P-please!" I gasped.
 
   She ignored me, and one of her hands slid up behind my head to hold it in place even as her soft tongue pushed deep into my mouth. My eyes widened in astonishment, and I tried once again to twist away, to no avail.
 
   Her tongue danced along my own, and her lips pressed strongly against mine, and fear kept me from reacting with more violence. I dared do little else but moan my protests as her tongue ravished my mouth and her lips made free with me. My breasts throbbed against hers, and my nipples felt tight and hot, sparkling with tension each time her body moved against them.
 
   She eased back finally, and I gasped aloud, gulping in breath as her hands moved down to my breasts and she seized my nipples in her fingers once more.
 
   "Please untie me," I panted.
 
   "No."
 
   "But... but you must," I begged.
 
   "You will call me mistress. Is that clear?"
 
   I stared at her stupidly, and then cried out as her fingers pinched in against my nipples.
 
   "Ow!"
 
   "Is that clear?"
 
   "Ow! Yes!" I cried.
 
   Her fingers twisted my nipples harder, as she smiled at me like a scolding but tolerant schoolmistress.
 
   "Yes, mistress!" I cried, squirming and straining against my bonds.
 
   Her fingers eased their grip, but did not move off, resuming the gentle stroking she had engaged in previously.
 
   "You will be a good little girl, won't you?" she asked.
 
   "Y-yes, mistress," I panted.
 
   "And a good, obedient slave."
 
   I hesitated but agreed. "Yes, mistress."
 
   "Say it then. Let me hear you say you are a slave."
 
   I stared at her in confusion, but as her fingers tightened around my nipple I agreed.
 
   "I am a slave!" I gasped, feeling a strange fluttering in my chest.
 
   "Again."
 
   "I am a slave."
 
   "Again."
 
   I repeated it again, and again, and continued to repeat the words under her forceful gaze and touch, and when she moved back and I faltered, a quick frown from her brought the words tumbling free of my mouth once more.
 
   "I am a slave. I am a slave. I am a slave."
 
   She moved out of my sight briefly, into the darkness behind me, and then light flooded the room, cold, harsh white light which had me blinking and squinting. She returned, rolling a small tray before her on which were a small bowl of water, scissors, a razor, and some cream.
 
   "Continue," she ordered.
 
   "I am a slave," I said, my voice faltering as she took the scissors into her hand and then reached between my legs.
 
   "Continue," she ordered, raising her eyes to scowl.
 
   I did so, staring in wonderment as she began to denude my pubic hair. She snipped quite close to the skin, not merely trimming, but cutting all the way to the centre of my mons. She moistened my sex, then, and then spread a soapy cream over it before kneeling there and taking the razor to me.
 
   I felt even more embarrassment than before, yet did not dare to question her. I continued to repeat the words she had ordered me to speak as the razor swept along my lower abdomen, then beneath my spread legs to shave my mound itself. I moaned and halted my words as her fingers pushed into my opening and gripped my labia, stretching it as she brought the razor along its edge.
 
   "Continue," she ordered.
 
   "I am a slave," I whispered.
 
   She used a wet towel to clean off the remains of the soap or cream, and looking down, I saw to my amazement, that she had removed every trace of my pubic hair. I could not fathom the reasoning behind her actions, but my amazement was merely a background to the new sense of humiliation I felt. My sex had never been so open bare and visible, not since I was a young girl, and never before another person.
 
   Even as I gaped at it my words halted, and I my head was rocked back by a slap which stunned me.
 
   "I did not say you could stop speaking," she said in a soft, chiding voice. "Continue."
 
   I stared at her in shock, and another slap sent my head jerking back, my hair flying around me.
 
   "Continue. You must learn to quickly obey orders you are given, slave."
 
   "I... but you..."
 
   Another slap struck me, hitting me across the right cheek and flinging my head to my left. A moment later her other hand struck the left cheek and sent my head flying to the right. A third blow followed, and my jaw hung slack as she halted to grip my hair and hold my face steady.
 
   "You must obey orders when they are given. You must always obey," she said, emphasising the last word. 
 
   She brought her face in close to mine, calm but stern. I was gasping and panting, my eyes watering, my cheeks aflame.
 
   "Obey," she whispered, raising her eyebrows. "Say it."
 
   "Obey."
 
   "O-o-obey," I panted.
 
   "Again."
 
   'O-obey."
 
   "Again."
 
   "Obey."
 
   "What must you do?"
 
   "I... must obey," I gulped.
 
   "Again."
 
   "I must... obey."
 
   She released my hair and eased her face back slightly.
 
   "Why must you obey?"
 
   "I... because I am a slave," I whispered.
 
   She smiled benignly, then leaned in to kiss me gently. Her arms slid around my body and caressed me as once again her tongue pushed into my mouth. I felt a sense of gratification this time, however, relief at having pleased her, at having given the proper response. I was still somewhat dazed from the hard slaps, and the memory of the sharp pain they had brought. I was desperate to please her that I receive no more such chastisements.
 
   She pulled back, her hands sliding downward to cup and knead my breasts.
 
   "Disobedience brings punishment, yet obedience can bring pleasure," she said. "Why must you obey?"
 
   "Because I am a slave," I said.
 
   "And because you are a slave what must you do?"
 
   "I must obey."
 
   "Repeat them until I tell you to stop."
 
   And so I did. "I am a slave. I must obey," I said, as she eased down onto her knees before me and examined my naked sex. 
 
   "I am a slave. I must obey," I repeated as her fingers moved softly against my sensitive flesh.
 
   I felt her fingers gently fold back the lips of my sex, and new heat came to my face as I continued my soft mantra. Her fingers stroked along my inner lips, and my mind knew intense embarrassment and shock, yet I continued speaking.
 
   "I am a s...oh!"
 
   Her finger had sought out that most intimate part of my body, that most sensitive slip of flesh, and my voice quavered as I resumed my chant.
 
   "I am a slave. I must obey."
 
   Her fingers began to caress my clitoris, moving in different directions. One long finger penetrated my body then, pushing upwards into my vagina, easing against my hymen and then drawing back to twist about within me. I stared down in amazement and fear and embarrassment, continuing to speak the words which I could no longer hear.
 
   And then her lips pushed forward against my vulnerable opening, and I saw her soft pink tongue come out and - .
 
   "Oh!"
 
   I had never felt anything like it, and could hardly credit I was seeing and feeling it now.
 
   "Continue," she ordered.
 
   "I am a slave," I panted. "I must obey."
 
   Her tongue began to move along my inner lips, then circled my small hole before actually pushing inside. I could feel her mouth against me there as that amazing tongue flicked about within my body, deeper than I would have believed possible. My entire body was flooded with shock and alarm, and yet no pain followed. And as the shock and alarm faded I could feel the strangely pleasurable sensation of her soft, pumping tongue and the warmth of her skin against mine.
 
   The pleasure grew rapidly, and nothing I could do seemed to hinder its strength. I could feel the flickering sexual electricity moving along my skin, through my nerves and veins and sinews as I hung helpless before her, and though I could not understand her behaviour my body did not seem to care. Amid the terrible discomfort it had felt over so many hours this hot, wonderful pleasure was a desperately needed distraction, and even were it not some dark part of me revelled in the sensations of lewd stimulation.
 
   And then her attention moved upwards and I felt her lips over my clitoris. I lost all ability to speak then as her lips joined together and she began to gently suckle and lick. My body began to tremble and strain, to writhe in the bonds holding it as her tongue lapped more and more strongly against my clitoris. At first the sensations were simply too strong, and I was overwhelmed, then as my body adjusted the shocking pleasure cut through my body and mind like a maelstrom and I could only gurgle and moan in animalistic response.
 
   I was on the edge of orgasm, of a powerful climax, my hips rolling and grinding against her. And then she stopped and moved away, getting to her feet and examining me as I hung there. 
 
   My movements eased, become twitches and spasms, and she raised my chin with her fingers.
 
   "Do you see why I know you are a slut? Do you see why your place in life will be as a slave? You have a whore's body, and a whore's mind."
 
   I could not deny it, even to myself. I was deeply shamed by my own response, and my sense of morality and proprieties were revolted by the very idea of a woman putting her mouth on another's sex. Oh yes, I know it was done with boys, but this was so very different! The very idea was so foreign to me I could hardly accept it had happened.
 
   And yet even amidst the shame I felt a deep yearning to feel her mouth against me once again.
 
   "Did I tell you to stop speaking?" she asked patiently.
 
   "N-no, mistress," I replied, voice filling with anxiety.
 
   It was well placed, and I cringed as her open hand drew back to strike me, turning my head and closing my eyes as she swung.
 
   Yet the blow did not land against my face. Instead I felt the sharp impact against the side of my left breast. I cried out in shock, my eyes snapping open, and then the sharp dagger of pain swept through me and my voice raised higher still.
 
   "You must realize that whenever you fail to obey an order you will be punished," she said.
 
   And with that she calmly struck my breast again, and then a third time. Each blow set it to jiggling and bouncing wildly, the heat of pain pushing aside the former glow of pleasure, and turning the pale skin an angry pink.
 
   Again, amidst the pain, I felt a sense of shock and outrage that anyone would punish a woman in such a manner. It was yet another concept entirely foreign to my previous experience, or even imagination.
 
   "As a slave, proper behaviour will be expected of you at all times," the woman said. "You will keep your eyes down, and respond to each command given you. Let me hear you say `thank you  mistress'."
 
   I stared at her in confusion and she smiled for a moment and then slapped my breast again so that I cried out in pain.
 
   "When you are given an instruction you are to obey it without delay," she said in a calm voice. "Now let us try again. Thank me."
 
   "Th-thank you, Mistress," I gasped.
 
   "Thank you for punishing me mistress."
 
   "Tha...thank you, Mistress, for punishing me," I gulped, voice shaking.
 
   "You must understand that you are no longer a person. You are not even a human being. You are little more than an animal. You will do as you are told and like it, or you will be punished. Do you understand?"
 
   I nodded mutely and let my head roll as her hand cracked against my cheek.
 
   "You will respond verbally," she said. "Do you understand?"
 
   'Y-yes, M-mistress," I whimpered, my eyes watering now as her violence began to overwhelm my ability to cope.
 
   "Will you be a good little slave?"
 
   "Y-yes, Mistress."
 
   "Would you like to be let down?"
 
   "Yes, mistress!"
 
   Again I was slapped, tasting blood in my mouth as my head was thrown back. I began to cry now, in my misery and helplessness, feeling desperately hard done by and in distress at the unfairness of it all.
 
   "Your wishes are not important, slave. Nothing you want is important. Only what pleases me is important. You will be let down if it pleases me, and only if it pleases me. Do you understand?"
 
   "Yes, M-m-mistress," I sobbed, voice breaking.
 
   "Your tears will avail you nothing here, slave," she said. "No one cares how a slave is feeling. No one cares if she is unhappy. Your body is all we need."
 
   She seized my hair in both hands then, jerking my head back as she crushed her lips against mine. Startled, I could only tremble as her tongue pushed deep into my mouth and her mouth ravished mine. Her fingers pulled and twisted at my long hair heedless of my pain, and I whimpered softly into her mouth.
 
   She drew back, looking smug and self satisfied, and I felt a surge of hate and envy for her.
 
   "What are you?" she demanded.
 
   "A-A slave," I gulped, sniffling.
 
   "And what must a slave do?"
 
   "Obey," I said in misery.
 
   She leaned in again. "Kiss me," she ordered.
 
   I stared her, aghast for some reason, then the need to avoid further pain sent my lips forward and I kissed her awkwardly.
 
   She laughed in much amusement.
 
   "That was not a kiss," she said. "Kiss me as you would your boyfriend, your lover, as you would the man you wished to give your virginity to."
 
   She pressed her lips forward again and, cringing inwardly, I did my best to kiss her, sliding my lips against her own and easing my tongue through them. Her tongue rose to respond and I felt a mild wave of pleasure and relief as she kissed back. She held the kiss for long, long seconds, and I, of course, was too fearful to draw back before her.
 
   Then she did withdraw and I drew in a deep breath.
 
   "Now then, do you want to be let down?" she asked.
 
   This was a question I dared not answer at first, but then realized I would be struck if I did not. I arrived at the answer just as her hand rose to deliver another blow.
 
   "If it pleases you, Mistress!"
 
   She smiled and stroked my hair.
 
   "Good girl," she said.
 
   I felt great relief at having satisfied her.
 
   She released the chains from my ankle restraints and I was able to bring my feet together and reach the floor with my toes. This released the strain from my arms, wrists and shoulders, and nearly made me swoon with relief. She released the chains from my wrist restraints then, and let me sag to my knees.
 
   "Kneel there for a moment."
 
   She moved to a corner cabinet and drew forth a length of narrow chain and a long slender flexible looking crop. She returned to me and showed me the loop in the chain, then slipped my head through it. It was a choke-chain, of the kind used with large dogs to keep them from straining at the leash.
 
   "Now, onto all fours. At once," she said briskly.
 
   I fell forward, pulled by the chain, and knelt on hands and knees.
 
   "This is one of the most natural positions for a slave," she said, observing me from above. "She demonstrates her submission and positions herself to please from either end. She can use her mouth or be mounted from behind."
 
   She tapped my bare mons with the crop and I winced and jerked slightly.
 
   "Raise your bottom and spread your legs apart," she ordered.
 
   Cringing mentally, I obeyed, and at a small snap of the crop, raised my bottom still further, opening myself like a dog to be mounted.
 
   "You will be taken in this position many times," she said.
 
   As she spoke she let the crop slide between the lips of my sex and then stroke gently up and down.
 
   "And you will learn to love it. Of that I have no doubt. A bitch in heat is your natural mental disposition."
 
   She drew the crop back and tugged lightly on the chain.
 
   "You will crawl at my heels like a good dog. You will keep your head at my heels, no further back, no further forward. Do you understand?"
 
   She was, I thought frantically, mad. That was all there was to it.
 
   "Yes, Miss," I gulped.
 
   I cried out as the crop whipped down against my buttocks, but the cry was choked off as she reached down and yanked on my hair.
 
   "Mistress," she corrected.
 
   “M-Mistress,” I moaned in a shaky voice.
 
   "Get on all fours. At once."
 
   My hesitation earned another blow from the crop, and again I cried out, rubbing at my inner thigh.
 
   "On all fours, slave!" her voice snapped.
 
   I moaned and sobbed, then rolled onto my belly and weakly pushed myself to all fours.
 
   "You will have to be punished for your disobedience," she said. "A slave must be disciplined, and it is quite apparent you lack that gift. You will place your face on the floor and spread your arms out straight to either side. Keep your bottom raised high, but bring your knees together."
 
   Still panting and sobbing, I obeyed, my breasts pillowing against the cold, gritty stone as I positioned myself to her satisfaction.
 
   "You will remain in this position. Is that clear?" Her voice sharpened and chilled.
 
   "Y-yes, mistress," I replied in a frightened sob
 
   For I was frightened. Violence was entirely foreign to me, and never before in my life had anyone treated me with such cold brutality. I was terribly afraid she would not hesitate to choke the life out of me if I behaved poorly enough.
 
   "If you move, your punishment will be doubled," she warned.
 
   With that she moved behind me, and I realized her intent. I moaned softly and felt the tears fill my eyes once more at the unfairness of it all.
 
   Then the crop hissed through the air and struck my upraised bottom. The weight of the blow was not heavy, yet an instant later a jagged dagger of pain ripped through me and I cried out. I could feel my buttocks glowing with heat where she had struck even as that terrible sudden pain faded from my mind. Another blow landed, and another, and I burst into tears as the pain mounted. Yet I dared not move.
 
   I knelt, trembling and moaning, crying out through my tears as the crop landed with short, careful, measured strokes. Almost I broke my position. Only the certainty that the pain given me would be worse if I did held me in place.
 
   Finally the blows stopped, and I shuddered in relief, my bottom on fire with pain by then and my eyes blurry with tears.
 
   "Thank me for punishing you," she ordered primly.
 
   "Th-thank y-you for...for pu-pun-punishing me, M-mistress," I stuttered.
 
   "Back on all fours. At once."
 
   I moaned and, still trembling, pushed myself upwards.
 
   "Good slave," she said. “Now crawl."
 
   She began to walk, and I followed unsteadily, eyes blinking rapidly, panting very much like an overheated dog. She led me along the wall, then into the corner for a turn, along the next wall, then the third. We walked around the room, or rather, I crawled along at her heels. My breasts felt heavy and cold as they dangled below me, and my knees ached as they met the hard stone. She led me for several circuits around the room, tapping at my buttocks whenever I was too slow, tugging on the choke chain if I was too fast.
 
   Finally she led me into the centre and paused.
 
   "I want you to spread your legs more and raise your bottom invitingly. Pretend there's a man behind and you wish to be mounted."
 
   I obeyed miserably, feeling broken.
 
   "You are a slut, girl. You have a slut's body, and we shall soon free a slut's mind to become what it desires."
 
   "Do you see these boots, slut?"
 
   I looked at the black boots she wore and almost nodded.
 
   "Yes, Mistress," I said, remembering in time.
 
   "They're dirty. I want them cleaned."
 
   "Yes, Mistress," I said, confused.
 
   "With your tongue, slave," she said. "Immediately."
 
   I was startled and even through my pain indignant. A quick slash across my back woke me from that and I bent, moaning at the pain and swiping my tongue across the dusty top of her boot. Tears filled my eyes again and I silently wailed at such things being done to me. It was so unfair!
 
   I tasted the grit of dust and sand as my tongue licked at the woman's boot. She snapped the crop down whenever I slowed, forcing me to slide my tongue all around the sides, and then even down by the floor. She raised one foot on its spiked heel then and directed my attention to the bottom. I blinked my eyes dazedly, but obeyed, sliding my tongue, now dry and tasting of dirt, along the underside of her boot as she looked down from above.
 
   "The duty of a slave is to please her master in any way her master wishes," she said. "You are a slave, and you had best start learning how to please those who own you."
 
   I did not believe I was a slave, but rather, that she was mad. Yet the pain was very real, and I continued to lick even as my tongue grew numb. And as I did so I began to feel a nasty, wicked heat. The situation, you see, was so preposterous, so wildly divergent from every experience I had ever had or anything I had ever really imagined, that it felt almost like a dream. Yet it was a wicked, wanton dream, where I was a slave girl, a creature of sex and sexuality, tormented and abused because of her beauty. I had not previously noted any great streak of masochism within me, but as I knelt there being so cruelly treated, something deep within me responded, further shaming me.
 
   She finally pulled back and led me for another crawl around the room, pausing, directing my tongue at dirty spots on the floor, or into small cracks near the wall. Each hesitation brought another blow, until I was sure my entire back was striped and I was exhausted both physically and emotionally. Yet as I crawled, my breasts swinging beneath me, my buttocks raised, and the air chill on my bare sex, I felt a strange kind of animal sexuality surrounding my mind. It was not strong enough yet to override the fear, shame, outrage and pain swirling through my mind, but it did give me a deal of self awareness about how exotically sexual my movements were.
 
   She reached down then and gripped my now bedraggled, tangled hair, taking a fistful and using it to pull me upwards. 
 
   "Think on obedience," she ordered. "On the obedience a slave owes her mistress and master, and the need to please them."
 
   The door closed behind her and I was left alone once more. This was a great relief, of course, for I was simply drained, my mind numb,  body sore all over. Yet standing there was hardly restful. An hour passed, then another. Or so I assumed from the passing of the moon overhead. I had no other way to measure time as my legs cramped and my body ached. I cried from time to time, angry and resentful, miserable and frightened, and wondering what new humiliations the horrible woman would inflict upon me when next she entered.
 
   I was an intelligent woman, on her way to becoming a solicitor, and this simply was not fair! That notion continued to twine its way through my thinking processes. I was an independent minded girl proud of my academic success, proud of my intelligence. To be treated like a wanton slut who was of value only for her naked flesh was counter to every scrap of dignity I had learned over the past many years.
 
   I wondered if any of my roommates had even noted my absence. I thought that surely someone would begin to look for me sometime, but could not imagine how they might find me here, when I did not even know myself where I had been taken.
 
   Could it be true, as the woman claimed, that I was destined to remain a prisoner for a long time to come? That I was to be a sexual slave to cruel and perverse people? Such a thing was almost unimaginable, and difficult to reconcile, yet a small but growing part of me was beginning to realize that this was indeed my likely fate.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Three
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The door opened and light flooded the room. I felt relief warring with alarm as my head rose and turned to the door. Then embarrassment flooded through me as my squinting eyes saw the man closing the door behind him and coming towards me. It was not the one who had kidnapped me, but the other whom I had seen on arrival. And my hands jerked feebly against the leather bindings as I instinctively sought to cover my nudity.
 
   Like the other man he was in his thirties, perhaps his late thirties, old enough to be my father. He had short brown hair and a set look to him, as though he were about to begin a job and was determined to do it properly.
 
   "Slave," he said, stopping before me and inspecting my body.
 
   I said nothing, dropping my eyes in humiliation.
 
   "When your master enters the room you should greet him," he said.
 
   I had barely heard him speak earlier, and now discerned from his accent that he was an American.
 
   I raised my chin anxiously and saw his scowl.
 
   "H-hello, master," I said, voice quavering, further humiliated by the words.
 
   "Better."
 
   Yes, they were all surely insane.
 
   His hands made free with my body for a few moments, caressing and fondling me, plucking at my nipples and squeezing my breasts. He seemed to take pleasure in my discomfort, frequently caressing my shoulders or sides or hips, only to quickly slide his hands between my legs or over my breasts, causing me to flinch in instinctive protest. He pinched my small nipples until they ached, pulling them and stretching them out so that even my breasts were distended.
 
   Then he moved behind me and I turned my head aside, warily following him as he moved to a small cupboard and rummaged about there. He returned with what I first took to be a small sack in one hand. As he brought it closer I saw it was dark leather, and then, a dark leather hood.
 
   Without speaking he placed the hood atop my head, then pulled it downwards. It was tight against my skin, and I gasped as it ground across my nose, then pulled down over my mouth and chin. There were no eye holes with which to see, though my mouth seemed free enough. I felt the material pull in beneath my jaw, then around my throat, where his fingers worked for a moment before I heard a small click, as if a lock had been closed.
 
   "What are you doing!?"
 
   "Slaves are told only what their masters want them to know."
 
   For a long moment I was alone in silence, then strong fingers pressed in against the sides of my jaw as something was pushed against my mouth. I moaned, my mouth opening, and felt something resembling the ball gag forced in. This one was not so wide, but longer, and I coughed instinctively as it threatened to enter my throat. The strap was much thicker and wider, and I could feel it completely covering the flesh around my mouth, so that, I thought, not an inch of my face might now be visible.
 
   I next felt his hands behind me, on my hips. He slapped my bottom sharply.
 
   "Spread your legs."
 
   I obeyed, blinking my eyes beneath the dark hood and breathing more heavily as fear and anxiety began to rise higher within me. I felt his hands at my bottom, then his finger pressing insistently against my anal opening. This shocked me, and my legs came together, my body half twisting as I tried to dislodge him. Another sharp blow against my sore bottom halted my resistance, and I spread my legs once more.
 
   My mind continued to squirm however, for I was appalled at what he was doing. It was another way in which these people demonstrated their perversity, and I simply could not understand it.
 
   His finger pushed inside me, riding a slippery substance of some sort as it wriggled deeper and deeper. Blinded, I imagined I could sense its movements even more closely, and all my attention focussed on it.
 
   And then I felt something else, something before me, at my groin. Again my legs tried to twist, but strong hands held them in place, and I quickly recognized the feel of a mouth against my sex. New embarrassment flooded me, along with frustration. What did they want of me!?
 
   Why were they doing this?! It wasn't fair!
 
   The finger in my bottom pushed in to the knuckle, then began to slowly rotate. Meanwhile the soft tongue lapping at my sex was riding higher along my slit and approaching my clitoris. I followed its movements with a desperate anticipation, frightened of the thought of my body betraying me once more, yet feeling a dark eagerness to experience again that delicious immersion in sensual pleasure.
 
   I felt hands I thought must be the woman's squeezing my buttocks even as the face pushed in harder against my groin. At the same time the finger pulled out of my bottom and strong hands slipped around me from behind to fondle my breasts. 
 
   They were using me as a slut, just as she had warned, and so the shock was less than it otherwise might have been. But I felt resentment nonetheless, along with a myriad of other emotions. My body, however, felt only the pleasure rising up from my groin as that delicious tongue lapped up against my clitoris and began to set it thrumming with wicked, quivering excitement.
 
   I wanted to cry out to them, to demand they stop, but of course, even could I speak such a plea would have been pointless. They had already made it clear that my wishes were of no importance to them, that I was to be a slave for their enjoyment.
 
   I recalled my nineteenth birthday party, and the low-cut dress I had worn then. Late in the evening I had been in the garden with Dennis Pierce, and he had caught me from behind, chewing on the nape of my neck as his hands came around me. I had known, of course, that it was wrong, but I could find little strength to push him off as his hands slipped up and down my bare sides, then, shocking me, eased in beneath the sides of my gown to cup my bare breasts.
 
   My hands had gone to my breasts at once, only find his hands within the cups of my dress. And the shocking lust which had swelled within my chest had prevented me from doing more than standing still and moaning as his fingers had deftly squeezed and kneaded my flesh, and his lips had chewed and sucked at the nape of my neck.
 
   I could feel his groin pressed against my bottom, could feel his erection as he ground himself into me, and knew that I was rapidly losing control of myself. But my breasts were on fire and my groin was so hot, so voraciously needful that my hips were grinding, my left knee bent, foot up as I rubbed my thighs together. The sensations passing through my nipples were so intense they almost hurt and then -.
 
   I was brought back to the present as I felt a pressure at my bottom. It was his erection. I could feel it laying between the cheeks of my buttocks, long and thick and quite warm to the touch against my chilled flesh. Then it slid downwards and pushed against my anal opening, and I moaned and trembled as I began to realize his intent. I tried to squirm away once more, twisting my hips to one side, straining at the bonds holding my wrists up and back. I felt his hands slide down from my breasts, then grip my thighs and force them apart and back. Another pair of hands joined them and I was held in place, begging hopelessly into the gag, demanding they release me.
 
   Yet it was hopeless. I could feel the warm head forcing a path deeper and higher inside me, now halting, easing back, now pushing forward once again, thrusting aside my tight flesh, forcing my anus wide before it. My insides soon ached with the pressure inside me, and my legs continued to strain against their hold. My hips bucked and jerked feebly, and my back arched as I sought to pull myself forward and away from him. 
 
   They held me easily in place as more and more of his thick erection was forced upwards into my body. I could feel cramps deep within my abdomen now as the head of his organ pushed up against I knew not what. And still he thrust forward in short, hard little strokes, grinding his pelvis in a slow, circular motion.
 
   The woman began licking and sucking at my clitoris once more, and shortly afterwards I felt the man's pubic hair against the soft underside of my buttocks. The cramps grew worse, but my cries were ignored as he was determined to force the last of his cock into my body. I felt like a rag doll being torn apart by a pair of eager dogs, and my struggles eased as I resigned myself to my fate.
 
   I was horrified at the feel of him inside my anus, at the knowledge that his cock was actually up inside my body. I wanted to scream at them. "Get it out! Get it out!" 
 
   His hands continued to grip my inner thighs, forcing my legs open, but even could I close them I knew it would not dislodge him. I felt impaled, and each time he ground his pelvis against my backside I could feel his cock twisting around inside me like something alive, like a snake.
 
   His hands returned to my breasts, and for long minutes it seemed we remained like that, the woman licking softly at my sex, the man grinding his pelvis against my buttocks as he kneaded my breasts. The sense of revulsion began to fade, and in truth, once that and the cramps were gone, he really did not feel at all bad there inside me. In fact, it was a mildly pleasant sensation, and made me wonder what it would feel like to have a man's organ inside my vagina.
 
   As if he could sense my thoughts he drew back, and I could feel his cock fighting the squeezing walls of my rectum as it slid down. Then he pushed up again, grinding his pelvis into me before once again withdrawing. He began to pump in slow, even movements, using short strokes.
 
   More of my attention had been diverted to my pussy now, as that insistent tongue licked and twisted and caressed me all along my sex, and now I felt myself pierced by her fingers, slipping in and out in rhythmic motion which melded with the pumping of the cock in my rectum. I felt the flickering sexual tension within my lower belly rising once more, spreading through my body. I felt a surge of guilt and self hated at this, but I did not truly wish to turn it aside. I was tired, and too badly abused, at least in my mind, and any source of pleasure was a sought after diversion.
 
   And so I raptly followed the movement of her mouth against me, and made no further attempt to close my legs. And the intrusive thrusting of the man's cock into my nether hole grew slowly more powerful in counterpoint to her more gentle lapping mouth. Yet as it grew it held its own feel of seductive carnal pleasure. I was a virgin, of course, and had never felt such a thrusting within me, only imagined it. Now I was being fucked, and I use the word with deliberation. I had used it before, of course, for it was in common use, but as his speed and tempo picked up I began to appreciate it the more. Making love was a sharing of movement and purpose, but we were not making love. I was being fucked. And no doubt it would feel similar when they eventually took my virginity from me.
 
   The jarring of his hips against my body send shudders through my groin, and seemed to add weight to the gentle stroking and licking of my clitoris. I felt the sexual tension building up within me, building to the point it never had during all my bouts of masturbation, to the point I only rarely experienced, and then only at the hands of others. My chest was tight, my belly fluttering, and my body trembling lightly with the intensity of the sensations flowing through my nervous system.
 
   Whore!
 
   Yes, I was a whore, or so I told myself, for only a whore would give herself to such lewd and disgusting practices willingly. Of course, I was not there willingly, and the bonds around my wrists proved it. Yet at the same time I could not lie to myself about my own body's response, nor pretend I did not welcome the pleasure, did not fling wide my arms to welcome it with wanton abandon.
 
   I grunted softly into the gag now, as his strokes were becoming deeper and more violent. He was thrusting almost straight up into my body, and I rose onto the balls of my feet, and even to my toes as he drove himself up with greater strength. I could feel the long length of his organ now each time it slid out of my body, almost all leaving me entirely, and each time it paused before thrusting forward once more I felt a desperate eagerness and anticipation. Then I would groan aloud as I felt the long length slicing back up into my body, wishing it that sensation of penetration would last forever.
 
   Of course, it could not, and soon came the harsh impact of his pelvis against my buttocks as he sheathed the last of himself within me, and I would grunt with the force of the blow, rising to the balls of my feet.
 
   Again and again, faster and faster, but never too fast, never so fast I could not savour the long, deep sliding penetration. And soon I began to feel a strange kind of dark, sensual fulfilment each time I knew the entirety of his cock was inside me. It was a strange mixture of masochistic pleasure and sluttish erotic satisfaction to imagine how deep inside me he was, to think about the long length jammed high inside my belly.
 
   My nipples ached against the palms of his hands now, and I was finding it difficult to breath through the small nose holes of my hood as my breath grew ragged and sharp. I was no longer chilled, but warm, my skin beginning to sweat as the sexual pressure continued unabated.
 
   The woman was avoiding my clitoris now, her tongue dancing along my inner libs, coasting up and down my furrow, pumping lightly against my vaginal opening, and tauntingly circling my clitoris. Yet she avoided direct contact, and I was held in helpless thrall, gripped by the full power of my body's wanton sexual desires, but without being able to reach the climax I so desperately sought.
 
   And throughout came that harsh, strong, thrusting up into my anus, a thrusting that had my body quivering and shaking even as his lips and tongue and teeth began to move along my shoulder and his hands pinched and plucked at my aching nipples.
 
   I had never experienced such a high degree of sexual need for such a length of time. I was growing exhausted and breathless, my legs turning rubbery and my insides going numb.
 
   And then the woman began to stroke her tongue directly across my clitoris. At the same time the man withdrew himself completely from my anus. I moaned helplessly into the gag, a maelstrom of sensations twisting inside me. I felt the pleasure rise higher still, and knew its limit had almost been reached. I however on the edge of a powerful orgasms.
 
   I felt the head of the man's cock against my anus, again, and then he entered me, and the penetration was like an explosion within my mind and body. I came with a power I had never imagined, the pleasure exploding within my body. I could not breath, nor think, nor move. I hung there, quivering violently as my insides howled with the most powerful climax of my life.
 
   The man raping me thrust himself up hard and fast, my body bucking and jerking from the force of his strokes even as the woman held my thighs wide and licked hungrily across my throbbing, swollen clitoris. I felt myself spiralling upwards into realms of pleasure I had never before experienced, and exultantly clung to the ecstasy as it flowed over, through and around me.
 
   I was so wicked, and terrible! Yet it was too wonderful to not grasp with every fibre of my being. I came and came and came, until I thought that I would surely pass out from lack of oxygen - and did not care.
 
   * * * * *
 
   After my orgasm faded the two left me. I felt a gloom and guilt and shame at my own behaviour, and a sense of disgust at the realization the man had spent himself in my anus. And then I simply felt exhaustion and discomfort as more and more time passed without event.
 
   I stood there, sometimes raising one leg or the other to bent them and ease their stiffness, shifting my weight from one leg to another, and trying to twist my lower torso from side to side. Yet for the most part I must remain in position, and exhaustion took its toll, as did thirst, and also hunger.
 
   I thought several times that they might simply leave me as I was to die, and oddly, recalled their tales of selling me with thanks, for the implication that I was not to be killed.
 
   Several times I lost consciousness, only to be yanked back to wakefulness as my legs collapsed or my body swayed too far forward and all my weight came down upon my arms and wrists.
 
   Finally I felt a touch, and knew I was no longer alone. I felt a deep sense of thanks, and tried to stir my sluggish mind into comprehending the words spoken to me.
 
   A slap to the face brought me more awake and I blinked tired eyes within the hood as the woman spoke once again.
 
   "..onto your knees and we'll go for a walk, little slave."
 
   My wrists restraints were released from the chains and I all but fell to my knees with a groan. I clasped my arms together over my chest and luxuriated in being able to bend my spine, my arms and my legs all at once, at having the weight off my feet and being free too move.
 
   I felt a sharp little blow, as from the crop, at my shoulder, and her voice lashed out as well.
 
   "Onto all fours, slave. At once."
 
   I had to obey, yet even so I felt a great delight at being bent, so, after so long with my body held straight. I felt the chain slipped around my neck, and the pressure drew me forward. I crawled at her direction, turning as she ordered, moving at the pace she set, though aching arms and legs protested. I felt us leave the room when my fingers came down on carpeting, and felt a thankfulness for my bare knees.
 
   We continued forward for some metres, then turned once more and halted.
 
   'Now you are going to learn to follow orders at once. Do you understand, slave? Nod."
 
   I obediently nodded.
 
   "If you follow orders with alacrity, you will be given food and water. If not, you will be returned to the position you recently left, and kept there for the rest of the day."
 
   My mouth was already salivating at the thought of water, and I determined to obey her every command, however lewd, as quickly as I could.
 
   "Sit on your heels."
 
   I obeyed at once.
 
   "Keep your back straight and your knees well apart."
 
   I quickly positioned myself according to her orders.
 
   "Clasp your hands behind your back."
 
   I did so.
 
   Over the following some minutes I was positioned and repositioned. I had to rise to my full height - on my knees, to place my hands behind my neck and arch my back, to lay upon my belly and spread my legs, to place my head and shoulders on the floor, while raising my bottom and spreading my legs, to lay upon my back and draw my knees back tightly against my body, and take an assortment of other positions according to her whims and orders.
 
   Occasionally I could hear one of the men speak, but neither of them gave me further orders, so their presence served as little more than an additional source of embarrassment.
 
   And then I was ordered to lay on my back, spread my legs, and place my feet flat on the floor.
 
   "Now, slave, what I want to see you do is simple. It's something you've done often. I and my friends here want you to masturbate while we watch."
 
   I believe it was the word itself which struck me so. Masturbation, after all, was that most intimate of actions, something one was always embarrassed about, and which one discussed with no one, not even ones most intimate friends or companions. The full force of the word took my breath away as I realized what she required of me, and my mind instantly balked. To even discuss masturbation would have once been too humiliating to even contemplate, and yet I was expected to demonstrate it before others!
 
   Of course they had already seen me naked for some time, and already degraded, demeaned and humiliated me, yet this seemed a thing I could simply not do. The very notion made my mind quail.
 
   "Now, slave. We know you've done it before. We want to watch you."
 
   I'm quite certain now that her words were deliberately chosen, made to goad a girl only a day in captivity into recalling what her own cultural conditioning had taught her of self abuse. For now I realize how they had already so quickly taught me to obey, had already humiliated and violated me, and taught me a small measure of pain. But there were other lessons I had to learn, and they were intent on teaching me quickly.
 
   And when I did not obey I was forced to crawl back the way I had come, to feel the hard, cold stone beneath my feet and knees once more, and raised up into my former position. This time, however, I was raised higher, so that even with my feet together the tips of my toes merely brushed the floor. All my weight now hung from my wrists, and I moaned in pain and discomfort, not realizing that this would soon be but a minor part of my punishment.
 
   "You're going to experience what happens to a slave who disobeys her master," the woman said calmly. "You are going to be flogged."
 
   My mind shied away from the meaning of her words. I had thus far been punished in manners with which I was at least somewhat familiar. I had been slapped, pinched, and strapped (or cropped) on the buttocks. Having my breasts slapped was outrageous but still, it was not something from a lost work of fiction, not something from the dark ages. I was not entirely certain what she even meant, for flogging brought to mind the bare backed crews of Nelson's navy being whipped with braided strips of leather. And surely that was absurd.
 
   And yet that was almost exactly what she meant. The flog she used was, I have since come to know, a mild variety of the assortment available to a master who wishes to punish a recalcitrant slave. The leather strips were light, and with no knots. Yet still, when I felt the impact against my back I was shocked.
 
   The strips in themselves were of light weight, but there were many of them, and each stung quite severely as it struck. The overall effect, then, was quite painful, and I screamed in horror (almost entirely muffled by the gag, of course) as I felt the pain stab into me from a dozen spots along my back.
 
   My body shook and jerked violently, my legs kicking spastically as my body reacted to the pain. And then another blow landed, higher against my back, and another dozen stinging aches made me scream as a terrible warmth grew across my flesh.
 
   I'm being whipped!
 
   Even in the midst of the pain I knew an amazement, a wonder. People simply did not do such things today! She could not do such a thing to me! And yet another blow landed, and I screamed silently, writhing and twisting and kicking helplessly as the leather slashed in against my lower back.
 
   Another blow landed, and another, and my eyes were wet with tears, my throat rasping from screams which did not penetrate my gag. My back was on fire and my wrists threatening to break from the pressure of my thrashing body. Another blow landed, and another, the long strips arching down and around to snap at my right hip. My initial horror and the rush of adrenaline which had given me strength began to run dry, and my movements became less violent in the face of hopelessness.
 
   Another blow landed across my rump, then another, then the flog moved upwards, striking my lower back, then my upper back.
 
   This is not happening! This cannot be happening!
 
   I felt dreadfully sorry for myself in between the cries of pain and yet - and yet there was something else there in the background of my mind. The image of a girl being hung naked from her wrists and then - shocking, outrageous - being whipped, was casting a strange, dark, seductive glow about my mind. My entire back was a throbbing mass of heat now, and so each new blow was denied the full force of pain. A curtain of pain already present masked the severity of the blows and though there was certainly pain it was not beyond my ability to cope.
 
   I'm hanging by my wrists naked and being whipped.
 
   There was a measure of wonder in my thoughts, and I felt a dark little shudder of excitement at being the recipient of such a wanton, barbaric, forbidden action. So cruel, they were, so cruel and heartless to me. Ahhh, and another blow landed, and I groaned and twisted weakly, a poor, whipped girl, naked and abused.
 
   My pussy began to thrum weakly, but with rapidly growing strength, and I felt a sudden flare of electricity run a long my body. Another blow and another, and as my back arched I could feel the flesh pulling tight across my breasts, could feel the stiffness of my nipples, and the tension in them.
 
   I heard a shuffling movement, and then cried out in new pain and shock as the flog lashed across my chest. My breasts burned and I thrashed wildly, tears spilling from my eyes once again.
 
   They daren't! They can't!
 
   Another blow landed, this time more squarely upon my breasts, and both my throbbing orbs screamed in protest even as my nipples burned hotter. The next blow landed just below them, across my lower chest. Then the flog snapped down over my taut, straining belly.
 
   They're whipping me! They're whipping me! They're whipping me!
 
   I could not think of anything but my shock at what was happening, the wonder and horror, pain and despair, and even so the heady sensual thrill of being subjected to such a cruel beating. The flog snapped against my abdomen, then my stomach again, and thence onto my lower chest. I braced myself, but screamed even so as the many leather strips bit into the soft flesh of my breasts, one even scoring a glancing blow against one nipple.
 
   My breasts were whipped again and again, as the flog concentrated on them for a dozen blows, and dark pain and heat flowed through my body and mind. As with my back, however, a curtain of throbbing heat rose around my chest to shield me from the worst of each new blow. And even as the flogging continued I felt that dark part of my mind exulting in the cruelty being visited up on them, wished that I could stand aside and observe the indecent cruelty being forced upon me.
 
   I could hear voices now, giving orders, their voices loud in my ear, yet it was difficult, given my flustered, dazed, shocked state of mind, to comprehend them. Fingers pinched at my inner thighs as inspiration, and finally I was able to understand.
 
   'Open your legs wide. Open them."
 
   I was exhausted and weak, yet I sought to obey, groaning with effort as I parted my legs and drew them out as widely as I could. I did not think at all upon the consequences of such actions, for already obedience was becoming instinctive. And when the flog lashed in and struck my sex directly the pain drove all other thoughts from my mind.
 
   "Open your legs. Wide. Spread your legs."
 
   I sobbed within the hood, yet the words were commanding, angry, and I did not dare to disobey. I raised my legs apart and again the flog struck, wrenching a scream from my already aching throat.
 
   "Open your legs."
 
   They could, of course, have simply raised my legs themselves at any time, yet they persisted, shouting, pinching, convincing my dazed mind to obey their wishes. And each time I spread my legs apart the cruel flog lashed in, the strips slicing into that most tender flesh at the joining of my thighs. One blow landed directly across my swollen clitoris, and I almost leaped in my shackles, screaming at the force of the sensation ripping through me.
 
   And then strong hands gripped my buttocks and the woman's tongue slipped up into my sex once more, and after mere moments of light dancing across my wounded clitoris my body began to spasm and shake with a powerful climax.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Four
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   There is little to be said of what happened soon after, for my mind was in such a state I remember little of it. I was let to rest, but only briefly, for having my mind in a rested state was no part of their plan. I was forced to crawl about the room once more, then returned to the front part of the cottage, and once again presented with the orders to position and reposition my now well-striped body. Afterwards I was ordered to masturbate, and did so to the best of my ability. I did not expect to feel any pleasure from caressing my body, and was surprised at what small sexual heat I was able to raise. However, I went through the motions, and upon further orders did my best to pretend that I was enjoying and even climaxing from masturbating.
 
   Following this the gag was removed from my mouth, and I was permitted to drink a small amount of water which was placed in a bowl on the floor before me. I was not permitted to use my hands for this action, but must drink in the manner of animals. Following this I performed fellatio on both men, and then was introduced to cunnilingus, performing on the woman who had used her own mouth on me earlier to such powerful effect.
 
   I was given a small amount of somewhat tasteless food to eat, and again must eat without the use of hands, as though I were an animal. Following this was an exercise in verbal self abuse where I repeated numerous foul statements regarding my morality and sexual proclivities and confessed to uncountable perversions. The slightest hesitation in movement or statement drew a blow, sometimes quite sharp, and so I learned to obey without thinking.
 
   The hood was not removed for several days, and this time I spent in absolute helplessness, subject to blows at any time without even the ability to see their approach. For hours on end I was stood in the middle of the front room, wrists locked together above my head, and at any time, without notice, a harsh blow from hand or crop would land somewhere upon my body. It kept me in a state of constant wariness and anxiety, which, I suppose now, was the intent.
 
   When I was not bound in that way I was further degraded by being forced to remain on my hands and knees like an animal. To this end my ankles were lifted back and strapped tightly to the backs of my thighs, and my wrists were pulled back and bound to my upper arms just below the shoulders. Thus, hooded and blind, I was forced to hobble about on my elbows and knees, eating and drinking from bowls set before me and using my tongue on whatever parts of the floor, wall or other people's bodies to which I was directed.
 
   Any use of my voice, on the occasions in which I was not gagged, drew instant repercussions, normally a quick blow with either hand or crop. I was permitted to answer questions or make statements as directed, but I was not allowed to ask for anything, be it food, freedom, or mercy. On one occasion, as if to remind me of my animal-like appearance and status I was ordered to bark like a dog.
 
   At night, or what I took, in my blindness, to be night, I was bound more tightly, often to the point where I could not move so much as an inch. I was constantly hungry and thirsty, and in a state of some disorientation due to my blindness. To take advantage of this a pair of headphones was firmly placed against my ears each night, and the woman's soft voice would croon to me for hours on end.
 
   "I am a slave," she would whisper, her voice sometimes so low it was difficult to hear. "I am a whore. I am a slave. I must obey. I will be hurt if I do not obey. I must serve my master. I love my master. I must always obey. I am a slave. I am made to give pleasure. I must obey. My purpose in life is to bring pleasure. My body was made to be used. I am a slave..."
 
   On and on it would go, whispering, crooning, hour after hour after hour until it all became almost a background noise, hardly even recognized.
 
   By morning I would groan with relief and gratitude as I was released from my rigid immovement  to perform sexual acts upon one or the other of my captors. And I would hardly think about the words spoken in my ear all night long. Yet that night they would return, hindering what little sleep I might find.
 
   Finally, after long congratulation regarding my behaviour, and many warnings that a single instance of disobedience could set me back to the beginning, the hood was removed and I was once again permitted to see. I cannot adequately express the relief I felt at once again being able to look on the world around me, even if that world consisted of nothing but a small room and three not very friendly adults. I was surprised to find my body relatively unmarked. It had, of course, been several days since I had been flogged, yet I had expected to see long red wheals criss-crossing my pale skin, and there were but a few very light lines to recall the event.
 
   I was permitted to crawl into the bathroom then, and kneel on all fours in the bathtub as Mistress (for I had no names for any of them) bathed me and shampooed my hair. This felt glorious, for I was quite filthy by then. After this was done she removed her own clothes and slid into the tub alongside me, pulling me around so I lay on my back, and kissing me lightly.
 
   I responded at once, and gladly, for you will understand that after the harsh treatment to which I had been subjected I was not only desperate to avoid more, not only eager to please my cruel captors, but also, as a young girl is wont, desperate for any measure of affection and gentleness. And as Mistress held me in her arms and gently caressed my soapy flesh I returned her kisses with no hesitation whatever, our lips moving together in soft, but growing passion.
 
   She brought one of my hands to her breast, and I squeezed it carefully, marvelling at the feel of it against my fingers, at the soft, tactile pleasure as my fingertips sank into the warm flesh and grazed the bump of her nipple. Our tongues slid lazily together as our lips made soft love, and my hands began to move over her body, mirroring her own upon mine. It was the lovemaking I had never known, and my mind soared in wonder and delight as we rolled slowly there in the water, half in, half out.
 
   I lapped at her nipples, large and brown, but swollen with lust. I closed my mouth around one, tasting some soap, but not caring, suckling like a babe as she sighed and caressed my head and breast.  I moved from one breast to the other, eager to pleasure her, my fingers gently kneading her breasts as she stroked my head like a faithful dog.
 
   She eased herself up out of the water, sitting on the edge of the tub, in the corner, and spreading her long legs out along the top. I needed no urging, nor was I at all reluctant as I slid forward in the water and brought my lips against her sex. I made careful love to her, using all that she had taught me, feeling a mounting excitement as she moaned in pleasure and began to slowly roll her hips against me.
 
   "Darling little slut," she groaned, caressing my head. "Filthy little slave. Yeses, darling! Use your tongue there. Ahhh, filthy little girl. Nasty, wicked little slave! You're so baaaaad."
 
   I teased her clitoris with my tongue, circling it slowly, then reversing my direction before lapping directly across it. I brought my lips against it, now suckling rhythmically, now massaging it by rubbing my lips in opposite directions. I drew back and blew a stream of warm air across it, then pushed forward, licking hard, varying my actions according to her responses. My hands caressed her moist thighs, sliding up along her dripping body to gently knead her breasts, and she sighed and moaned encouragement, telling me again how sluttish and cheap I was, and what a good slave girl  I had become, one worthy of her affection.
 
   I brought her to climax, and she shuddered as she clutched my head, jamming my face into her sex. Then she groaned in relief and slid back into the water, pulling me into her arms and hugging me tightly.
 
   I was on my best behaviour thereafter, and each day would bring more testing, more training. I was put through my paces like a dog, rapidly changing the positions of my naked body as required, performing whatever menial thing was demanded of me, stating whatever wicked thing I was ordered to, all without hesitation or thought. And, of course, I was used as a sexual pleasure toy by all three of them, sometimes one at a time, sometimes all together.
 
   One night I was permitted to actually sleep in a bed, rather than bound into a tight state of discomfort on the floor or in a closet. On this occasion Mistress was out, and the two Masters took me to a large bed early in the evening. We made love for many hours, each taking me in turn, or on occasion, together. Often I would fellate one as the other sodomized me. And afterwards I was permitted to stay in bed with one of the men, the American, with no bondage but a chain locked to my collar and the headboard of the bed.
 
   A day after this I was ordered to position myself on my feet in the centre of their front room. I stood straight, my hands behind my neck, unbound, yet locked into place by their orders. All three were present, and I looked nervously upon a small tray the woman rolled before me. On it were medicinal bottles of some sort, together with a group of very sharp little instruments.
 
   "You will hold your position, and not move. Do you understand, slave?" she said.
 
   "Yes, mistress," I replied, anxiety filling me due to uncertain, and the coldness of her voice.
 
   "Your nipples are going to be pierced," she said. "This is not much different than when you were younger and had your ears pierced and I do not want you to act like a silly baby. If you move your position you will be punished."
 
   That, of course, I had already known. I was less anxious after her words, though gripped by a wonderment and a little quiver of excitement. To have my nipples pierced was a shocking idea. I had never heard of such a thing, and was attempting to consider how and why this might be accomplished when one of the men gripped my wrists behind my head and jerked back roughly, forcing me to arch my back even more, and look up towards the ceiling. He then let go, forcing me to self-discipline - which to my mind was considerably more difficult.
 
   I gasped as I felt a harsh sensation against my left nipple, but after a moment recognized it as an ice cube. They had taunted and teased me with ice cubes at various times over the previous few days, even slipping them into my anus and pussy, so I adjusted quickly. The ice cube was rolled back and forth across my nipple, forcing it to swell and pucker and thrust out to meet its fate. I was attempting to discipline my breathing, which was becoming harsher due to my anxiety, when I felt something pinch my nipple just at its base.
 
   "Don't move," she ordered.
 
   The pain - was not inconsiderable. I had, of course, adjusted somewhat to pain over the course of my captivity, and was less shocked by it than I had once been. Nevertheless, the harshness and sharpness of the pain biting into my nipple made me tremble and shake, and the air began to raggedly puff in and out of my chest as tears filled my eyes. I moaned softly, but did not dare to move, interlinking my fingers and clenching my teeth against the pain as it became more biting, more sharp, and then began to fade.
 
   Perspiration stood out on my chest and forehead by then, and I felt a continuing source of pain in my nipple as her fingers twisted it lightly. Then she drew back slightly and I felt the ice cube rolling against my other nipple. I whimpered slightly, but braced myself both body and mind to a repeat of the pain I had already experienced. 
 
   One of the men behind me pushed his foot between my ankles and forced my legs further apart, then jerked back on my wrists. My arched back had eased somewhat and he clearly required me to draw back further. Again I felt a terribly sharp pain against my nipple, causing me to grind my teeth and close my eyes, forcing body to tremble and shake with the need to escape. Almost did I give way and throw myself back. Yet I knew this would not avail me, for they would simply hold me in place to repeat the necessary piercing and then beat me.
 
   The pain faded, though both nipples felt somewhat heavy now, and throbbed hotly, and I started to straighten, wanting to examine them.
 
   "Don't move!" she snapped harshly.
 
   I froze in place, arching my back further still.
 
   "We are not finished. Spread your legs further."
 
   I obeyed, wondering at what else they intended, my insides quivering and fluttering with alarm, pain and anxiety.
 
   "We're going to pierce your clitoris."
 
   I thought that surely this was mistaken, that I had either misheard or she was making an idle threat. But strong hands gripped both my ankles then, holding them in place, and my wrists and hair were gripped behind my neck, held tightly.
 
   I felt her fingers spreading open the soft lips of my sex, then easing the hood back to expose my clitoris. Yet even then I did not believe she had spoken truly. I was staring up at the ceiling, gaping really, I suppose, shocked and wondering, alarm rising higher and higher inside me as the ice cube played over my clitoris.
 
   "Please," I whispered.
 
   I felt my clitoris pinched, and my ankles jerked instinctively against the hands holding them in place. 
 
   "Don't move," I was ordered.
 
   The pain which came next was shocking in its intensity, and on its affect on my body. My limbs all spasmed and jerked violently and my body began to sway and pull against the hands holding it in place. I felt a terrible pain accompanied by a sense of nausea and cried out as both grew stronger. 
 
   Then they both subsided somewhat, and, trembling and weak-kneed, my flesh glistening with perspiration, I was released. I staggered a step or so, and immediately cupped my groin with both palms, bending dizzyingly over to see what had been done to me.
 
   My clitoris had indeed been pierced, and a small gold ring had been inserted through the hole. Furthermore, as I bent, I could not but help notice both my nipples were similarly pierced by identical gold rings, each quite thin, but large enough to have fit around my thumb.
 
   "Try not to touch any of them. We don't want you getting infected," Mistress said.
 
   I thought that they actually did look quite pretty, in an odd, but deeply erotic sort of way, but the pain still throbbing within my nipples and clitoris prevented me from welcoming these new additions to my body. However, for the next few days my captors were careful about the way they handled and fondled me, and this at least was some relief.
 
   My training continued unabated, however. Long periods of time were spent on my knees, instantly twisting and contorting my body to the orders one or another would snap out to me, or immediately responding orally to statements or questions.
 
   "What are you?"
 
   "A worthless slave, master."
 
   "What must you do?"
 
   "Obey, master."
 
   "What is your purpose?"
 
   "To give pleasure with my body, master."
 
   Any hesitation whatever would draw a blow, which inspired me, of course, to very quick obedience.
 
   Mistress then taught me how to strip and dance, and we spent considerable hours rolling our hips and moving our bodies to various songs coming over the radio. She instructed me on how to make my face appear seductive, or coy, or shy, depending on what persona she wished me to take on. I was also taught to speak in a subservient manner, always with a tone of respect if not admiration for my masters and mistress.
 
   Of course, I was alone quite often, usually bound, and had a considerable amount of time to consider my situation. Although I was being trained, and learning to obey instantly, I cannot say that I was an eager student. I resented my captivity and abuse and longed for freedom and the peace it would bring. My values had changed, of course, for outrage, indignation and humiliation at being naked and sexually abused could not continue indefinitely. Even sodomy soon came to be routine, and hardly caused me any trauma or unhappiness.
 
   Yet I continued to feel my situation was most unfair and that despite what they said, and despite the frequent betrayal of my body, I was not the subhuman creature they continued to insist. My awe and fright of them began to ease, and my opinion reformed accordingly. The men were arrogant, but so far as I could see, had little cause for such a sense of superiority. The conversations which I overheard seemed no more sophisticated or intelligent than any I might overhear my male acquaintances engage in, and often quite a deal less so. And neither seemed to be a man of any great accomplishment in life, for surely if they had been they would not have resorted to stealing helpless girls and selling them..
 
   The woman was somewhat different. She seemed to take sex and all that went with it as a matter of great and natural pleasure. She was insatiable in that area, and I sensed that she found little guilt in treating me the way she did because she considered such treatment not only natural but desirable. Rather than the arrogance I sensed in the men she had a seemingly limitless degree of lust and passion, triggered always by her subjugation of and use of me as her slave.
 
   In truth I found that excitement contagious, and her obvious delight at the beauty of my bound, naked body gave me a feeling of pride and attractiveness, a sense that people would be intensely eager to taste the softness of my flesh and feast their eyes on the beauty of my helpless, bound form. At times, as she positioned me to be used, binding me down, I felt my loins throbbing and heating with excitement as the leather or rope tightened around my wrists and ankles, and my body would welcome her every touch as she forced it to experience the thrill and pleasure she felt herself.
 
   It was with considerable shock and dismay that I found myself, one day, sent away from her. I did not miss the two men, but I had grown strangely fond of Mistress, and feared the unknown to which I was now to be subjected.
 
   I was given a thin silk shift to wear. It was much like a poncho in nature,  being a long strip of square material with a round hole through which my head protruded. It fell to just below my groin and buttocks, front and back, but was open at the sides. A slim gold chain went around the middle to hold the two sides in place, but the lower part continued to flap widely whenever I moved, so the cover was slight.
 
   My wrists were shackled together behind my back, and my ankles were also shackled, with a chain of sufficient length to permit me to move by quick shuffling, but not to give any hope of fleeing. I was gagged, and collared, and the man to whom I was given led me by leash out of the house and across the yard to a van similar in nature to the one which had brought me there. I was placed in the back and strapped in place on the floor, and as the door slid shut I saw my kidnappers for the last time.
 
   We drove for some time, and the man spoke to me not at all. I dosed a little, for I had not had any real length of sleep since my capture, but anxiety kept my sleep light and troubled.
 
   It was night by the time the van stopped, and I waited warily for my fate to be unveiled. Away from the cottage, at last, from my prison, I began to think again about escape, about finding some way to call outside attention to my plight. Yet I saw no opportunity, and the violence to which I had been subjected made me quite wary of drawing more.
 
   The man unstrapped me and helped me sit, then pulled me free of the van. I found we were on a wide, darkened dock next to a large ocean-going ship of some kind, a freighter. The man, holding my arm now, instead of my leash, led me to a gangplank which led up to the dock. I looked around in vain for someone to whom I could signal for help, but the only people in sight were my captor and two dirty, smirking individuals standing at the foot of the gangplank.
 
   Both looked at me with hungry eyes, lust and contempt equally clear in their minds, and I felt deeply grateful for even the slight modesty the little white shift afforded me. For though I had become accustomed to nudity around Mistress and the two masters, still my face heated at these new eyes and minds ravishing my body. I also felt a rising indignation. I wanted to shout that I was a solicitor, or would be, that I was far more intelligent than they, and better educated.
 
   Yet they cared nothing for that. They cared only for my breasts, for my sex and buttocks, for my legs and lips. I was an object of desire for them, but my mind was something to be dismissed. It was not necessary to the satisfying of their members, their lusts, and they felt quite superior to it since it was attached to such a helpless body.
 
   The man led me up the gangplank, then down into the bowels of the ship. The air was damp and chilly, and the dark steel corridors dirty and unappealing. After descending several stairwells, stairwells so steep my captor was forced to unchain my ankles, we paused before a narrow steel hatch. My captor unlocked the hatch and flung it inward, then pushed me into the small cabin.
 
   There were three bunks along the walls, and a girl sat upon two of them. Each of them  seemed approximately my age, with one being a big busted brunette, and the other being a blonde with waist-length hair. Both were nude, and their arms were apparently bound behind their backs.
 
   "You will cause no trouble. There is water there on the table, and the toilet is in the corner. You will be fed when it is time and you will be permitted up on deck for air after dark. Obey."
 
   Obey.
 
   The word sent a strange little shiver through me, and my eyes blinked helplessly as he pushed me forward.
 
   The man glared around at each of us, then left, closing the door behind. We all heard the solid snick of the bolt being shot, and were alone with each other.
 
   The brunette had a round, sad face, and a cute, pageboy haircut and looked quite miserable as she sat on the edge of her bunk. The other blonde girl looked angry, sullen, glaring at I and the brunette, then at the porthole, then at the hatch.
 
   None of us spoke, however. I had become accustomed to not speaking unless I was spoken to, and not once since I had been captured had doing so failed to bring a blow. I supposed the other two had been similarly taught.
 
   After a few minutes the blonde girl lay down, stretching long legs along the bunk and looking up at the ceiling. The brunette looked at me miserably, wide brown eyes looking much like those of a puppy I had once owned.
 
   "Do you know where we're going?" I ventured at last.
 
   The brunette's eyes widened and she gasped in fear, turning quickly to look at the hatch. The blonde girl turned her head and glared at me. Neither replied for a few minutes.
 
   "We're whores," the blonde girl said finally.
 
   "But I'm a virgin."
 
   She looked at me in disgust.
 
   "I want to go home," the brunette whimpered.
 
   "Shut up, you cow," the blonde snapped.
 
   "I wonder if we're going to Arabia or something," I gulped.
 
   "Maybe," the blonde said. "Somewhere we can be nicely abused without any of the authorities intervening."
 
   "You have nice eyes," the brunette said, rather oddly.
 
   I frowned at her. "Thank you," I said uncertainly.
 
   The blonde looked at me slowly. "Yes, you do have nice eyes. You look kind of...delicate. You'll fetch a nice price, you and big tits here."
 
   "I still don't understand how people can sell us!" I exclaimed.
 
   "We're girl meat," she replied bitterly. "That's what they told me. Nothing but girl meat, toys for the boys."
 
   The ship shuddered briefly, then with a growing quiver as it moved away from the dock. Before long we were out to sea, moving slowly and rolling slightly from side to side. We lay back and tried to get some sleep in the dark, but were all too fearful.
 
   We spoke very softly, all having acquaintance with beatings for speaking anything approaching a protest, commiserating warily with one eye on the door. The other blonde was named Sara, and the brunette was Penny. Both had been taken, much as I had, though by different people, trained, disciplined, well-used as neither was a virgin, and repeatedly taught their place in the world was that of a slave.
 
   It was a shocking thing to learn those who had captured me were not unique, that there were possibly whole legions of such people about, kidnapping helpless girls, abusing them, and then selling them abroad. I could hardly believe such a thing could happen once, let alone with such apparent regularity.
 
   Sara spoke with an upper class accent. She had been at university, in her third year, studying art history, of all things. Her parents were wealthy and she had grown up amidst the privilege of the public schools and proper society. It was clear her present circumstances infuriated her.
 
   Penny was a shop girl, having worked in her parents grocery store. While Sara's intelligence was obvious Penny was quite clearly not generously endowed with intelligence. She seemed sad and bewildered more than anything else.
 
   We had no sense of time in our little steel box. A long while passed, however, before the hatch opened. A man came in, all shifty eyes and eager leers, carrying a tray of food. He set bowls of food and water on the floor, then turned to look warily behind him before darting forward.
 
   He gripped Penny's hair and bent over her as he forced her head back, grasping one of her breasts crudely and squeezing it quite hard. His mouth moved to her nipple, chewing and suckling in a frenzy as his fingers twisted and mauled her breast. Penny took this action with feigned pleasure, moaning and begging him for more, spreading her legs wide so that he could grope and fondle her there.
 
   But then the man turned and hurried out, slamming the hatch behind him, and her face turned sad once more.
 
   The three of us moved off the bunks and examined our food and water, then attempted to eat a little and drink - in the manner we had been taught, bent over on our knees, lapping like animals.
 
   More time passed, and we lay back on our bunks, talking softly, wondering where we were bound, and what chances of escape might come.
 
   The door opened suddenly and a strange man stood there. He examined us all shrewdly, then snapped his fingers at the floor before him. Sara, for all her bitterness and rebellious attitude, grasped his intent first, but Penny and I were but an instant behind in throwing ourselves to our knees before him.
 
   He looked us over, then reached out to Sara, grasping her hair to pull her to her feet and press her body against him. She returned his kisses with an apparent eagerness that was embarrassing to see, for I knew the depths of her anger and resentment. She preened before him, rubbing her naked body against his chest and moaning in pleasure as she slid her tongue into his mouth.
 
   He bent and hefted her over one shoulder, then motioned Penny and I back, and left, locking the hatch behind. After a few seconds we heard the sound of applause from somewhere not very far away, the sound of ragged mens' jeers and approval. It softened as we lay back on our bunks, but now and then we could hear a cheer or a shout from some man or other.
 
   The sky darkened and the door opened once again. A new man appeared, bald, foreign seeming, and with a goatee. He looked at us dourly, then motioned us out. "I will take you on deck for some air," he said with a discernable accent. "Do not do anything foolish. I am not nearly so kind and gentle and forgiving as your earlier masters."
 
   We were led down a narrow corridor to a steep staircase, then up it to another level above. We could hear the men much more clearly now, and as we turned to take the stairs to the next level passed an open hatchway.
 
   There were perhaps a dozen men inside. They were a rough and ragged looking group, unshaven and crude. And Sara was with them. She was straddling one rough looking man who sat in a chair, his cock was thick and seemed to gleam in the light as it pierced her shaven sex. I could quite clearly see the tautness of her labia as they squeezed together around it, and watched them pushed inward as she slid down to take the thing deep within her.
 
   She moaned in apparent pleasure, then pulled herself up, only to sink down once more, riding him with great enthusiasm. I had never seen anyone having actual intercourse before, and was slightly startled for a moment.
 
   She was showing none of the anger or rebelliousness she had below. Her eyes were alight, a look of lust and pleasure on her face as she rode the man's shaft with wild abandon, the muscles in her thighs moving strongly as she impaled herself repeatedly on the upright prong. Another man stood just to her right, and her head was twisted so that she could take him into her mouth. She was bobbing her lips excitedly - or pretending to at any rate, as the room full of men looked on with sneers and obscene comments on their lips.
 
   A man moved behind her, an erection pushing against her backside, and she drew her lips off the cock beside her long enough to shout in delight. "Yes! Oh God! Fuck my ass! Fuck my filthy ass! I love being fucked in the ass and cunt at the same time! Fill me with your wonderful cocks!"
 
   Her voice was emotional, yet I heard the edge of hysteria in it even as  a rough hand jerked her mouth back and it was filled with cock once again. I felt ashamed at having watched the performance, at having seen how this intelligent, strong-willed girl so degraded herself before such common trash.
 
   "Move," the goateed man ordered.
 
   I turned away and climbed the next narrow staircase to the deck above, then walked out to stare at the sea, followed by Penny.
 
   "Nothing in sight," the man said in satisfaction. "You are far from home. You go to a new life in a new world."
 
   "Yes, master," we said softly.
 
   "That girl below, she still thinks of herself as better than she is. That is why I give her to the crew and my men. They will use her the entire voyage, an unaccustomed treat for them. When we are done I will clean her body just as their use will clean her mind."
 
   He smiled cruelly and reached out to squeeze one of Penny's big breasts. "It is too bad you are not blonde," he said to her, "For you are a biddable girl with large teats. You would be more valuable as a blonde."
 
   "I'm sorry, master," she said weakly.
 
   Without warning he gripped my hair from behind and yanked me back hard, so my back slammed into the side of the cabin, then bent my head back over the top to arch my back.
 
   He undid the little gold belt, then tugged the poncho-like shift up and over my head, throwing it over the side of the ship.
 
   "No clothing, not to cover up your nakedness," he said, running his hand over my body.
 
   He turned to Penny and yanked her down onto her knees.
 
   "Eat her," he ordered.
 
   I felt Penny moving between my legs, and a moment later her tongue pressed against my sex. I could not move if I wanted to, and I did not dare to want to. I stood there, legs apart, head pressed back onto the top of the low cabin, staring at the night sky as Penny's tongue lapped at my clitoris.
 
   "The girl below pretends," the man said, his face close against mine, so close his bad breath was warm against my skin. "She pretends, she thinks she can fool me. She waits for her chance, when she thinks to escape, to return to her old life. Foolish girls. She will go on acting the part until, without even realizing it has happened, the part will become real."
 
   My loins were throbbing lightly as Penny's tongue lapped at my clitoris. I felt the man's free hand cupping one of my breasts, pinching my nipple lightly, and my breasts throbbed in response.
 
   "She is a blonde girl. Do you know why we prefer blondes?" he asked softly. "Nothing is more a natural whore than a blonde girl. They try to pretend otherwise, but this is a proven fact. Peel away her manners and her education and her sophistication and the girl down there is nothing but a raw animal whore. As are you."
 
   I shuddered softly, wanting to deny it, but not daring to. And as Penny's tongue worked its magic on me my insides flowed like liquid metal, burning away at what pride still remained to me, and I began to grind myself against her.
 
   "Whore," he whispered in slick, oily satisfaction. "You do not pretend like the other blonde girl. You know what you are."
 
   I was breathing in short puffs and pants, eyes closed as my body burned, and I whimpered softly as he rolled my nipple between his thumb and forefinger.
 
   "You are a sexual animal, a creature made to bring pleasure to men. This is why you will fetch so much on the block. Because you have the mind and heart and soul of a slave."
 
   I came, my hips bucking helplessly into Penny's mouth as the man sneered down at me.
 
   We were many days at sea, and saw little of Sara during that time. Late in the evenings she was half dragged back to our cabin and tossed onto her bed. Even from across the room with the porthole wide we could smell the raw sex, the sweat and semen that coated her bruised body. She lay dazed and exhausted, hair a tangled mass, plastered against her face and forehead by sweat and bodily fluids. Her legs were spread wide, and remained so as she stared silently up at the ceiling.
 
   She never spoke, nor replied to our half-hearted attempts at conversations, and early in the mornings as the crew wakened, she was dragged off to please them once again. Later we discovered she spent her days on hands and knees with a scrub brush, washing the decks - and not incidentally, being mounted by any man who had a fleeting interest in her.
 
   In the evenings she was in that room, the centrepiece of the mens' partying and celebration.
 
   We were marched off the ship in the dark. By then she had been cleaned up but I saw little sign of defiance or anger in her dull eyes as we walked, single file, along an abandoned dock and into a low car. The air was warm, but I did not know where we were. It was a small, anonymous dock surrounded by hulking shadows.
 
   The car drove us to a warehouse, and after a brief hesitation, drove into the opened door to park among a number of others there.
 
   The warehouse was dark. There were two rows of benches in a square about ten feet wide. Two dozen people, almost all men, sat on the benches looking at the girl standing in the middle of the square. What light there was came from a spotlight above, trained only on the girl.
 
   She was older than the three of us, and dark of hair, her skin showing a Mediterranean origin. She was nude, and in chains, slowly walking about the square, displaying her body for the men. There was something terribly cruel in the sight. She was so young and beautiful, her body sleek and glossy, and yet she was naked and helpless before a collection of what appeared to my eyes to consist largely of fat, older men, few of whom seemed very attractive or athletic.
 
   She had a petite face, her eyes brown and downcast. Several times she stopped as a man to one side spoke rapidly - praising her body and lack of spirit, her desire to please and the value of her sexual abilities. Several times she stopped and turned, her young, athletic body assuming poses for the benefit of those men looking on. Now she was on her toes, legs apart, displaying her bottom. Now her hands were behind her head, pushing her breasts out proudly. Now her mouth was wide, showing her teeth.
 
   I was embarrassed for her, and fearful, knowing this awaited me as well. My mind screamed at the cruelty and indignity of it all.
 
   She was sold, apparently, to a fat man with a white moustache. He stepped forward and slapped a collar around her throat, tugging it sharply, then led her off to one side. Our car door opened and the man with the goatee motioned Penny out. She gave me a final, terrified look, then hurriedly obeyed, following him to the benches, and stepping through an opening to take her place under the bright, cold light.
 
   Again the auctioneer called out, describing her value. As had the girl before her she was made to pose for the watching men.
 
   "Show them your tits, whore," Mr. Goatee ordered. "That's it. Now spread your legs more. Raise your ass better. Good. Now get down on all fours."
 
   She crawled along before the benches, her big breasts jiggling as the men examined her. One called out a question and Mr. Goatee ordered her to crawl before him. He examined her, bending to squeeze her breasts, perhaps assuring himself they were real.
 
   "Mooo," he said.
 
   The other men around him chuckled or laughed.
 
   "Moo like a cow, slut," Mr. Goatee ordered.
 
   "Moooooo," Penny said in her high quivering voice. "Mooooo."
 
   More of the men laughed, and the men before her slapped her on the backside and called something out. There were more calls from the surrounding men, and I realized they were making bids on her.
 
   She looked so pathetic there, so terrified, and so ill-used. I felt a rising sense of outrage on her behalf. This poor, frightened girl who had harmed none, and did not deserve to be treated so... so cruelly, so barbarically, as a slave, an animal.
 
   And yet even as my outrage glowed hotly that dark, wicked side of me was awakened, and I felt a sense of dark lust at her abuse, at the cruelty. In a sense, somewhere in my mind I had developed a link between wickedly sexual acts and arousal. The more outrageous the act the more forbidden, and the more forbidden the more wickedly exciting. And so as I watched poor Penny crawling about, this sweet young girl, being stared at and inspected and sneered at by these men, most of them old enough to be her father, I felt my mingled outrage and dark heat suffusing my body and mind, and knew a breathlessness as I realized I would soon be subject to the same cruel inspection.
 
   She was sold, and led off on all fours with a collar around her throat. The car door opened and Mr. Goatee motioned me outside.
 
   I stepped onto the rough stone gingerly, my heart pounding frantically as he took my arm and led me towards the other men. I felt my skin redden as I was led out into the square beneath the light, and fought to keep from visibly trembling. I blinked rapidly in the bright light, dropping my eyes down as I stood in place. I found myself wishing my wrists were still bound, for then I would have something to do with my hands, which kept trying to instinctively cover myself.
 
   "Straighten your back," Mr. Goatee ordered.
 
   I straightened up at once, but that meant raising my head, and I blushed furiously, feeling my skin crawl as I stood there under those piercing eyes.
 
   "Start walking around, slut. Let them see your tits and ass."
 
   I shuffled forward, feeling almost light-headed as I moved before the seated audience. It was all so very unreal, walking around  naked! in front of all these people. I could hardly believe it wasn't some ghastly nightmare. One of the men reached out as I passed him and I halted at once, inhaling sharply as his fingers rubbed at my sparse pubic hair. It had been permitted to grow back in somewhat so that purchasers could be assured that I was a true blonde, yet it was far too short to offer any real protection to the eyes examining me.
 
   He pulled his hand back and I resumed my slow walk as the man, the auctioneer, I suppose, called out what I supposed were things about me, but I heard the words as though from a great distance, with an odd echoing sensation, and can not now relate them. I recall the stir among the men, however, as my virginity was announced,  and another man reached out to halt me. This time his finger pushed roughly into my pussy.
 
   "Spread your legs, slut," Goatee ordered.
 
   I opened my legs more as the man, a squinty eyed little black man, pushed his finger up my pussy to feel my hymen. He pulled it back and I shuffled forward again. Another man stopped me, a tall, thin Asian man, who looked extremely dignified in a tailored suit. He also slipped a long finger into me to check on my cherry, then turned me around with a hand on the hip and squeezed my bottom. He nodded and slapped my bottom, sending me on.
 
   "Move to the middle of the square and stand with your hands behind your head," Goatee ordered.
 
   I obeyed, and then turned slowly in a circle at another command, my feet well apart. I bent over at the waist, showing those behind me a view of my bottom and pussy, and then to my horror, Goatee ordered me to dance.
 
   There was no music, of course, but I knew there was no command I could not obey, and knew that if I failed to do as he wished in front of all these men I would be severely punished. I frantically thought of the dance Mistress had said I did best, and tried to play the music in my mind.
 
   I rolled my hips slowly and seductively, sliding my hands slowly up my body and then through my hair. I let my hands rise as my hips rolled and my head began to turn as my eyes slitted.
 
   All those people watching!
 
   Unable to breath, I turned slowly, straightening my right leg, half jumping forward onto my right foot and twirling, then letting my body undulate.
 
   "Enough," Goatee ordered.
 
   I halted, dazed. I stood still as the men bid for me, aware of the moisture on my face and forehead and between my breasts. The lights sparkled before my eyes, and for a long moment I wondered if I would faint.
 
   The bidding went on for longer than it had for the previous girls, and I noted the last two involved were an older man holding a cane, and a young man, perhaps not so very much older than I. The older man had dark, flinty eyes which bespoke a cruel spirit. Yet the younger man seemed little better, eager and cocksure. Oddly, a woman sat beside him, an arm linked possessively, or perhaps, for protection, in his. She wore a large hat which hid her face in shadows, but she seemed young and attractive.
 
   The young man won, and pumped his fist in the air in victory. The woman kissed him on the cheek and I saw bright, penetrating blue eyes turned upon me from beneath the hat. The man rose and went to the auctioneer, dealing out a large number of bills of unknown denomination. Then, face flushed, he came into the square. He grinned at me, but more as a man happily examining his newest toy. 
 
   He pulled my wrists together behind my back and shackled them in place. Then he pulled from his suit pocket a short chain. It was of odd sort, or so I first thought. I realized almost at once that it was parted near one end into two slightly thinner strands. Each strand ended in a clip and the man attached each clip to one of my gold nipple rings.
 
   He moved back and tugged on the chain, pulling painfully hard against my nipples. My breasts stretched out and I gasped in pain, leaping forward to ease the pull as he laughed in delight. He led me out of the square, holding the leash high so that my nipples strained upwards, forcing me almost to walk on the tips of my toes, gasping and moaning in pain.
 
   The woman rose and followed, appearing to be as happy as the man in their new possession, and giggled each time the man forced the chains to pull upwards and my body reacted.
 
   "God, she's cute," the woman said in delight, her voice American.
 
   "We're gonna have a helluva time with this little slut," the man boasted gladly.
 
   They led me to a Mercedes, and the man unlocked the trunk. He forced a thick ball-gag into my mouth, then pushed me into the trunk, pulling my ankles up behind my back and fastening them, with a strap, to the shackles about my wrists. A moment later the hood was slammed down and I was in darkness.
 
   I cannot say I was well pleased or impressed with my new master. He seemed brash, uncouth and entirely too shallow and self-absorbed, a great contrast to the confidence my earlier captors had displayed. Still, I consoled myself that if he were in fact, as inexperienced as he seemed, then perhaps I would have greater opportunity for escape.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Five
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   I could hear the growing sounds of traffic around us; car and truck engines, honking horns, and the babble of voices. Both my new master and my new mistress (or so I supposed her to be) had American accents, and I wondered if we were now in America. But I had no way, of course, to discover this from the boot of the car. After some time we turned in somewhere, the car slowed, and the sounds faded, to be replaced by the kind of echo one hears inside concrete garages.
 
   We stopped briefly, then continued on, turned sharply, and stopped once again. Now I felt the car sway and the car doors slammed shut, and braced myself for what might come next.
 
   The lid was lifted, and I looked up at the two of them, both beaming happily at their new possession. The man reached in and unfastened my ankles, then he pulled me out, setting my bare feet down upon the cold stone. We were indeed inside a garage, but in a small, private section separated from the greater garage by a metal door, the last foot of which came down even as I watched. The smaller inside garage held only a few sports cars, including the Mercedes. 
 
   "I should take the little slut right here," the man said cockily.
 
   The woman, or perhaps, given her temperament, I should say, "girl", giggled, eyeing me with bright, excited eyes.
 
   "Do it, Chad! Give it to her right here! She's supposed to be a virgin. Won't this be a great place to lose it, in a dirty fucking garage?!"
 
   She squealed with laughter, and the man snickered as well, giving me a smug, arrogant look.
 
   "Yeah. Let's go for it," he said.
 
   He took off his suit jacket and began to undo his tie, and the woman gave another little squeal of inspiration and jumped forward, grasping at the chain still dangling from my nipples and catching it up.
 
   "Oh let me try this!"
 
   She pulled back on the chain, backing away, and I, of course, followed forward. She laughed in delight and moved back faster, then quickly raised her hand high, twining the chain around her wrist and forcing me up onto my toes. My nipples ached and burned as my breasts began to stretch out and up from the pressure. I moaned and let out a soft cry of pain, but she was far from sympathetic. She let out a whoop of cruel delight and lowered the chain abruptly, forcing me to bend, then drop to my knees, then, bent over and holding the chain low, she backed away, and I was forced to awkwardly crawl along on my knees, wincing and crying out as she tugged on the chain.
 
   "Enough of that. Let's pump this pussy," the man said, grabbing me by the hair and lifting me up to my feet.
 
   "Yeah! Pop her!"
 
   I was pulled backwards by the hair, protesting weakly, and then forced down first to my knees, then onto my back on the cold stone floor of the garage. Chad was naked now, and had a fine, athletic body, obviously well cared-for. He taunted me as he fondled his erection.
 
   "This is for you, slave," he said with a sneer. "You're going to love it too."
 
   He was older than I had supposed, probably around thirty. Perhaps it was an inherent immaturity which caused me to believe him younger. Certainly he was a handsome man, but his air, his manner, was that of much younger man, without the sense of decorum or dignity I had come to expect in men of his actual age.
 
   "Fuck her!" the girl squealed, eyes bright and sparkling with anticipation as she moved forward to kneel at my head.
 
   Unlike Chad she was more my own age, but there was something distinctly odd about her. She had shoulder length brown hair, but it was completely unkempt, and with her glinting, eager eyes and wide, grinning mouth served to give her a feral appearance.
 
   "Calm down, Kristine. She belongs to us. We can take our time with her."
 
   "Not like those other sluts," the girl said, giving me a predatory look.
 
   Chad had carefully placed a folded over blanket on the floor, and knelt upon it as he grasped my ankles and yanked them far apart. He ran his hands up my thighs, and over my body with possessive pride, and squeezed my nipples before discarding the chain. The girl giggled, roughly squeezing and kneading one of my breasts and plucking at the ring piercing my nipple.
 
   I felt embarrassed anew as the two strangers ravished my body with their eyes and hands, feeling a sense of being rushed, of time moving faster than I could cope. My previous captors had been slow and deliberate, mature and careful. I felt as though I were in the hands of children, spoiled, malicious children.
 
   "You ready to be fucked, slave?" the man demanded, leering proudly down at me.
 
   "Yes, master," I gasped anxiously.
 
   The girl squealed in delight again.
 
   "Say it again, slut!"
 
   "Yes, master," I felt shamed at their gleeful response, knowing to what level I had been reduced, yet could hardly imagine denying them.
 
   "I like the sound of that," Chad said smugly.
 
   He pressed himself against my pussy as the girl knelt beside me. She leaned forward, roughly pulling and twisting my hair, then slapping and  squeezing my breasts.
 
   "You ready, slave girl?" she taunted, bringing her face down close to mine. "He's gonna fuck away your virginhood now. He's gonna ram his cock up you so far it comes out your mouth!"
 
   I felt Chad's cock being forced into me, and grunted with pain as the lips of my sex were forced wide. His spongy cock-head pushed deeper, then withdrew.
 
   "Moisten me up, baby," he demanded.
 
   "Why should I?" Kristine demanded. "Let the slut do it!"
 
   "There's an idea."
 
   He moved forward, straddling my chest, sliding his cock toward my mouth, then reaching beneath my head to lift it upwards.
 
   "Get me nice and wet, slave," he ordered, forcing himself into my mouth.
 
   I obeyed as best I could. Of course my wrists were still bound behind me, and was in little position to move my head either. He pushed deeper into me, to the point of almost choking me on his fat cock, then pulled back.
 
   "Shove it down her throat!" the girl demanded eagerly.
 
   "Later."
 
   He moved back carefully, favouring his knees, which had apparently become sore against the bare pavement, and settled himself onto the towel.
 
   Then he pushed himself into me again, forcing his now somewhat lubricated cock deeper.
 
   The girl was sitting back on her heels, watching excitedly. She was biting her lower lip, eyes wild. She fell forward, laying on her side, and pressed her face in close against mine.
 
   "Does that feel good, slave girl? Do you like that? Mmmm. Feels good, doesn't it? I bet you'll like being fucked a lot."
 
   "Like you don't," Chad sneered.
 
   "Shut up," she said in annoyance, turning to glare at him.
 
   She turned back to me and her lips drew back in a leer.
 
   "You want him to fuck your cunt, slave girl?"
 
   'Y-yes, mistress,"I panted, face hot at the response I knew I must make.
 
   "Mistress!?" she exclaimed. She laughed in delight and turned to Chad. "She called me mistress!"
 
   "I told you she's a slave."
 
   "Fuck!"
 
   Chad ignored her, jamming himself deeper inside me. I felt myself stretching and straining, the ache within me growing as his erection was forced higher. It reached what seemed to be the obstruction within me which signified my virginity, and drew back, then pushed forward once more. I felt a sense of straining and stretching within my pussy, a growing sense of pain as he jabbed his hardness against the obstruction.
 
   I felt an odd sense of anger at this, at the prospect of losing my virginity in such a place to such a man, and this pushed aside whatever excitement or even curiosity I might have otherwise had at finally being penetrated there.
 
   He was grunting and straining, his face a sweaty mask of glee, and then I felt a final tearing sensation within me, a sharp, but easily bearable pain, and his cock surged forward, forcing aside the soft, hitherto closed portion of my sex as he crowed in triumph.
 
   I felt only a strange sense of relief, and the oddity of feeling movement where I never had before. The sensation was not unnatural, nor even painful, though I did feel strained by his sudden, rough penetration.
 
   "Took out her cherry," he said with a leer.
 
   "No more virgin," the girl cooed. "Just another slut now."
 
   I felt very full down inside my lower belly, my insides spread quite wide in a not unpleasant way, despite the sense of strain. I did not feel any shame at losing my virginity, for I had resigned myself to it, and was rather relieved it had finally been accomplished. 
 
   My rapist groaned above me, apparently quite delighted at his conquest, and at the physical sensation of my tightness around his erection. He ground his pelvis in jerky, circular motions so that his cock turned and twisted about within me. 
 
   She pushed her tongue out and licked slowly up along my cheeks as Chad continued to grind himself against me.
 
   "Yeah!" he cried, much like an enthusiastic boy.
 
   The girl ran her hand over my breasts, tugging and twisting the rings cruelly, pulling each until I cried out in pain, giggling, then doing the same to the other. Her hand then moved down between my legs and fingered my clitoris. She appeared surprised for a moment.
 
   "Fuck! I forgot her clit was pierced too!" she exclaimed. "Oh man! This is so wild!"
 
   Chad's strong fingers dug deep into the soft flesh of my thighs as he forced my legs back sharply against the pavement, and my insides throbbed and ached as he began to yank himself in and out with crude enthusiasm. I was startled at how deeply his cock slid inside me. I had had no idea how long my vagina was or how deep it travelled. The head of his organ felt like it was lodged deep within my belly each time he jammed himself down.
 
   "Fuck her! Fuck her harder!" the girl was demanding, eagerly watching his cock driving into my sex.
 
   The two of them slapped and groped and pinched and squeezed and fondled my body as Chad continued my deflowerment. I was disappointed at how banal their assault was, at how lacking in imagination or passion was their behaviour. Oh there was a cruel, lustful eagerness, but cheap and tawdry in its nature. I found myself comparing them to Mistress and my earlier two masters, and the two did not fare well under such a comparison.
 
   I felt very much like a toy being abused by two eager,  spiteful children - which, as I later came to understand, was quite close to reality.
 
   Yet even so, so deeply had the conditioning set that I began to feel a sense of eroticism in my deflowerment, a sense of martyred masochistic pleasure. Kristine was tugging repeatedly at the ring set into my clitoris, and the sharp little stinging pains were combining with the hard, deep thrusting of his erection to draw me into a mood of eager participation. I was being used for the first time there, and so long had I anticipated it that I now wished to bask in the sensation of being fully pierced.
 
   Despite their crudeness my mind was beginning to attune itself to their mood of sexual excitement and arousal, and my body began to throb with sexual pleasure. The fast, heavy impact of his thighs and hips against me there was a new and exotic sensation which was deliciously nasty and long dreamed of. Again and again my mind followed the full, hard thrust of his cock, followed the plunge of the head through the soft flesh of my body, down into that centre which seemed to grow so warm and alive.
 
   I hardly watched them at all, my mind turned inward, a little startled, a little gleeful, a little anxious and hesitant, but for the most part fascinated with this new experience and sensation. I had, after all, come to be convinced I was a creature made for sex, and now I was finally experiencing it fully, finally being used properly.
 
   Yes, there was a degradation there at my crude ravishment, yet even degradation had come to be twisted in the dark recesses of my mind, twisted into that sense of masochistic excitement which now gripped me. And so as his hard cock thrust into me my mind half floated, basking in the experience and feeling the pleasure grow.
 
   Kristine began to tug and twist on my nipple rings, even while continuing to tug and twist my clit ring, and new stings rippled through my mind. Yet the pain and the cruelty which drove it only added to my dark pleasure. My nipples were fully engorged, and my breasts swollen with heat, and every touch of the girl’s fingers made them throb and crackle with a raw heat.
 
   It was all sensations now, as I fell more fully into the hunger. The painful pressure of his thumbs against my thighs, the cold stone beneath my back and buttocks, the heat of my breasts, the stings from the girl’s cruel twisting and pulling, the pounding of his hips against my groin, and above all that hard, deep stabbing cock being driven into the depths of my belly. I found myself urging him on, glorying in the deepest penetrations, anticipating them as he jerked himself back, gasping in pleasure as he thrust himself in.
 
   The sense of penetration was something I felt certain I was going to grow addicted to. I found myself thinking Yes! each time he reached the end of his withdrawal and thrust himself into me. Each deep penetration sent a hot surge of delicious sensory heat through my body, washing up through my lower belly as a liquid wave.  I began to savour that inwards thrust, that sensation of being penetrated, pierced. The deepest point of his penetration was cause for both delight and loss. For while I found myself feeling a deep sense of carnal arousal at feeling him so deeply within my body it was, at the same time, the end of that delicious inward movement of his organ, and precipitated its sudden withdrawal.
 
   I knew I was going to climax powerfully, and thought of how right Mistress had been in calling me a whore, in knowing I was made for this.
 
   And then he finished, with hardly any slowing, with no warning. He gave a gasp and finished, and slowed to a halt, breathing heavily. My eyes flickered, and I knew a sense of shocked disappointment and denial as I lay there. I could feel his manhood sagging, growing smaller within me, and then he pulled back with a satisfied smirk.
 
   "Let's bring her upstairs. I want to play with her now," Kristine demanded.
 
   Chad dressed as I lay there mourning the loss of that wonderful new sensation of penetration and use, then he and the girl raised me to my feet and led me to the doors of an elevator which had been standing open for some minutes. It was small, and apparently private, for neither seemed to have any fear of being discovered. Of course, unlike myself, they were not nude, but I assumed they would not want strangers intruding, and perhaps summoning the police. The walls were mirrored, and I examined myself in the glass, looking to see if there was any visible difference now that I was no longer a virgin.
 
   Kristine fondled me as the elevator shot upwards, often leaning in close against me to promise me how she was going to fuck me once we were upstairs. I found her less than threatening. Compared to Mistress she was merely a garish little girl.
 
   The elevator door opened at last, and I thought we must be quite high indeed for the journey to have taken so long at the speed we had seemed to travel. The two led me out into an enormous apartment, the likes of which I had only ever seen before in movies and television shows. Beyond an enormous glass wall gigantic skyscrapers towered, their lights a kaleidoscope of colours against the night sky. Only one city I knew of could possibly be so immense, with so many sparkling towers. New York. I was indeed far from home.
 
   "I need a drink," Chad said.
 
   "Me too," Kristine said, "And get me some blow. I want to really enjoy our new slave."
 
   Chad moved in one direction, and Kristine took me in the other, leading me down a wide, marble hall, and thence into an enormous bedroom - a bedroom larger than any home I had yet been inside. The four poster bed looked larger enough for a dozen to sleep, and there was a full set of sofas and overstuffed chairs alongside tables, a desk, and a number of dressers and armours. Christine pulled me to the bed and then flung me down onto my knees beside it.
 
   She quickly stripped off her clothes, showing me a slender, tanned body, with smallish breasts and a small diamond in her naval.
 
   "Have you ever done it with a girl, slave?" she demanded, arrogantly.
 
   "Yes, mistress," I replied.
 
   Stupid girl, I thought.
 
   She seemed disappointed for a moment as she stroked her sex.
 
   "We'll see how good you are," she said finally. "And if you don't make me come I'll take a whip to you!"
 
   "Yes, mistress," I said.
 
   The words seemed to excite her further, and she spread her legs, pulling on my hair and guiding me in between them.
 
   Chad issued a strange yell of sorts, but neither of us understood it.
 
   "Hurry up," Kristine yelled back. "I want to be high when I come."
 
   "Maybe I can arrange that."
 
   The voice was male, and quite deep, and certainly did not belong to Chad.
 
   Kristine turned her head and gave a cry of alarm and shock, then leapt away from me. 
 
   The man at the door was enormous, but not in nearly so muscular a way as my first captor. He was also black, with a bushy beard around his grinning face. Kristine leapt for the bed and yanked a bedsheet before her. I was shocked, as well, and blushed under the man's eyes, but of course, could do nothing to hide my nude body.
 
   "W-what are you doing here?" she demanded, all her arrogant superiority gone. "How did you get in?"
 
   "I got tired of getting busy signals and paid your doorman fifty bucks to let us by."
 
   He stepped inside, and a moment later two more black men shoved Chad in. He stumbled to one knee before picking himself up and turning to face them.
 
   "So where's my money, Chad?" the large man demanded.
 
   "Phil, baby, you know I'm good for it," Chad said, spreading his arms wide and grinning.
 
   "No, as a matter of fact I don't. I heard your daddy cut you off."
 
   "He does that all the time," Chad said dismissively. "He'll come around again."
 
   "I heard he found out you were dealing drugs and cut you off for good."
 
   "Hey,  give me a few days to work on him and he'll be eating out of my hands."
 
   "Where's my money, Chad?" the man demanded, his voice hardening.
 
   Chad smiled nervously. "I uh, I don't have all of it right now. I mean, I was counting on that money from my father and..."
 
   "How much do you have?"
 
   Chad washed his hands together uncomfortably. "Well, not enough and I..."
 
   "How much?"
 
   "Uh, seventy thousand."
 
   The big man shook his head sadly.
 
   "You disappoint me, Chad," he said.
 
   "I'm good for the money, man!"
 
   The man moved forward and gazed down at me, then gave me a little smile. I smiled back nervously, embarrassed anew under his eyes, and the eyes of the two other black men.
 
   "Cute little games you white folk play," he said, running his fingers through my hair.
 
   "Hey, look, Phil, you can borrow her till I get you the money."
 
   The man raised his eyebrows.
 
   "Get this man," Chad said eagerly. "She's a slave, a real actual slave. I just bought her! She's quality stuff, man, you can't just find something like her on a street corner. She's all trained and brainwashed and everything."
 
   The black men stared at me, and I saw hunger in the eyes of the other two, but Phil only looked angry.
 
   "And how much did you pay for her?" he demanded.
 
   "Uh..." Chad looked hesitant.
 
   "How much of my money did you spend on this bitch?" the man demanded angrily.
 
   I winced as his voice rose.
 
   "Only uh, about a hundred thousand."
 
   Phil rolled his eyes and motioned to one of the other men.
 
   "I'm gonna get plenty of more money, Phil!" Chad said desperately.
 
   One of the men hit him, knocking him to the floor, and the other kicked him brutally. Kristine screamed, and was yanked forward and thrown onto the floor at Phil's feet, minus her bedsheet. He reached down and dragged her to her feet, then smoothly pulled her arms together behind her back and pinned them there, one large hand gripping both arms at the elbows. Kristine seemed considerably less enthusiastic about being helpless and naked then she had about me being in that position, and her face burned red as she squirmed in embarrassment and fear.
 
   I stayed where I was, breathless and frightened, hoping none of the anger these men apparently felt for Chad would attach itself to me. I also feared being sexually attacked, of course, but this had lost much of its terror for me since my initial capture. I feared pain and death far more.
 
   "You spent my money on this bitch?" he demanded, pointing at me.
 
   Chad coughed and groaned, and one of the men kicked him again, then both yanked him to his feet and held him.
 
   "Who did you give my money to?" Phil demanded.
 
   "Man I... I can call my dad and..."
 
   One of the men punched him in the stomach and he gurgled and half collapsed.
 
   "I want my money now, Chad," Phil said.
 
   "I-I... c-can get it," Chad gasped.
 
   "Tonight."
 
   "I... but I need time," he moaned desperately. "Take the girl and have fun with her. You know I'll come and get her."
 
   "I got all the whores I need, boy. I don't need another one."
 
   I flinched at such casual dismissal of my worth, such contempt in my character.
 
   He leered at Kristine then, reaching up to run his hands over her body. "Maybe I'll take your girlfriend, though. She might be a little fun for a while."
 
   Kristine squeaked and shook her head frantically.
 
   "Yeah, sure!" Chad exclaimed eagerly. "You know I'll get the money to you then!"
 
   "Chad!" Kristine screamed in shock.
 
   "She's great in bed, man. Really! You won't..."
 
   Another punch in the stomach dropped him to his knees and he coughed and gasped for breath as the two men yanked him up again.
 
   "You're  pathetic, man. You're gonna tell me who you gave my money to," Phil said. "And I'm gonna get it back."
 
   "B-but they won't refund it!" Chad exclaimed, clearly frightened. "I mean, she's uh... she's damaged goods now."
 
   "What the fuck does that men? She looks like fine stuff to me." Phil grinned at me again.
 
   "She uh, was a virgin."
 
   "You're kidding? So? You just got in the fuckin' door. When did you have time to do anything about it?"
 
   "Downstairs in the garage."
 
   Phil cursed and rolled his eyes. "That's your problem, boy, you got no patience. You can never wait a little bit to enjoy yourself. You gotta have everything right away. Now you're gonna tell me where my money is, or you and this slut girlfriend of yours are gonna take swan dives off the balcony."
 
   I inhaled sharply, only slightly comforted by the fact he had not mentioned me. 
 
   Two more black men appeared in the doorway, and the room began to seem much smaller than it was.  Their eyes were drawn immediately to Kristine, and then to me, and I saw grins and leers appear on their faces. The anxiety and embarrassment within me rose still higher, and I dropped my eyes.
 
   "Take this asshole out and find out where he spent my money," Phil ordered them. "And don't bring him back without it."
 
   Two of the men took Chad out, and Phil shoved Kristine towards one of the other men.
 
   "Tie that bitch up," he said, settling into a large, plushly upholstered chair.
 
   One of the men grabbed her, and amused himself by groping and fondling her as she yelped and squirmed and protested feebly. Phil turned his eyes to me and I quailed in fear.
 
   "So you're a slave, huh?"
 
   "Yes, master," I replied.
 
   He blinked in surprise, then grinned widely as the other two men laughed.
 
   "Come here, slave."
 
   
  
 

I rose to my feet, walked forward, then dropped to my knees before his chair, trembling slightly.
 
   "You got a nice, fuckin' body, slave."
 
   "Thank you, master," I replied.
 
   I was embarrassed, yet encouraged that he found something in me to his liking. He seemed quite a dangerous man, perhaps more dangerous than any I had ever encountered, and I was eager to convince him of my value.
 
   "What's your name?"
 
   "I am a slave, master," I said almost automatically.
 
   He snorted in amusement.
 
   "What's your name?" he repeated, more loudly, as if to a simpleton.
 
   "I was told I had no name any longer, master," I said uncertainly.
 
   "Weird," one of the other men said.
 
   "You got no name?"
 
   "I will only have a name when I am given one by my master, master."
 
   He looked oddly at me, stroking his chin consideringly.
 
   "Ain't that cool," he said. "So what can you do, slave girl?"
 
   "Anything you tell me to, master," I replied, trying to keep the tension and anxiety from my voice.
 
   A slow grin spread across his face, and he made an impatient gesture at the other two men, who made obscene suggestions.
 
   "Play with that bitch over there and leave us be," he ordered, them, not taking his eyes off me.
 
   I heard a squeal from Kristine, and laughter from the two men, followed by sounds of a struggle, but I continued to look up as calmly as I could at the large man in the chair before me.
 
   "Come here," he said, motioning me forward.
 
   I smiled and slid forward, rising on my knees. He took my arms, effortlessly dragging me up and sitting me across his lap. I continued to smile as his hands explored my body, and then, remembering how Mistress had trained me, made signs of pleasure, sighing and smiling more broadly, arching my back and spreading my legs somewhat.
 
   "Damn," he said, sounding intrigued. I leaned my head forward, licking at his fingers, then taking one long finger into my mouth, giving him a seductive look as I slid my lips slowly down its length and licked at it.
 
   "You're really somethin' else,' he said admiringly.
 
   He began to slide his finger in and out of my mouth, adding a second, and I kept my lips pursed, licking at them and moaning softly. He pulled his fingers free, sliding them down between my legs and stroking them along the line of my sex, and I felt a little shudder, spreading my legs wider.
 
   "So you're a virgin, huh?"
 
   "Except for once, master," I said weakly.
 
   "Then you're a virgin, cause Chad don't count."
 
   He grinned and stood up, lifting me in his arms as though I weighed nothing. I could see Kristine now, still struggling weakly against the other two black men.
 
   "Don't! Don't touch me! No! Ungh!" she gasped, as she was pinned back into a large chair. One of the men forced her legs up and back, yanking them up so that she was laying more on her back than her bottom, jamming her knees back over the arms of the chair. Grinning, the other man helped hold her there, and Kristine's body thrashed and jerked more desperately. Then the first man leaned in against her, positioning his cock at the centre of her sex and thrust into her.
 
   She let out a curse and then a wail of anger and despair, thrashing even more violently, but as the man jammed himself deeper and then began to pump, her struggles weakened and her head dropped back.
 
   Phil carried me to the large bed and climbed into it, setting me down on my back. My arms were still bound behind me but he seemed to either not notice or not care. He stripped off his shirt, then as I spread my legs, posed his heavy body atop me. His elbows took much of his weight, but I still felt overwhelmed by the size of him as he lay upon me, his flesh soft against my breasts and belly.
 
   He began to kiss me, and I, of course, kissed back eagerly, despite my fear, embarrassment and anxiety. His hands moved over my body, squeezing and fondling my breasts and groin. Then he jerked down his loose pants and drew out a thick black erection, panting somewhat now as he positioned it against my pussy. I felt my lips being spread apart for the second time that day and braced myself for further pain, but he did not force himself in, instead jabbing lightly even while continuing to kiss and fondle me.
 
   Across from us, Kristine was grunting now as the man raping her thrust with growing savagery. Her shoulders were jammed against the seat back where it met the seat, forcing her chin forward on her chest, and her legs were splayed widely, the man using her gripping both behind the knees and jamming them down over the arms of the chair to spread her sex wide. His black bottom was a blur as he slammed down furiously, the sound of flesh meeting flesh growing quite loud in the room.
 
   My own pussy began to ache now, for Phil's erection was thicker than Chad's had been. Yet he was thrusting in more slowly, grinding his hips as he did so. Several times he removed his cock and rubbed the moist head back and forth along my slit, causing my pierced clitoris to twitch and quiver in response. He mouthed my nipples, rings and all, sucking and chewing slowly but forcefully, and I felt them begin to throb and harden. 
 
   My pussy seemed to loosen under his careful attack, and soon, though it strained and ached, the soft, elastic walls were being pushed aside by the long thickness of him, my taut lips squeezed tightly around his intruding member. I groaned and panted for breath as he chewed on the nape of my neck. Then he buried himself within me with a sudden thrust that caused me to cry out.
 
   "Yeah. Tight," he whispered, squeezing my breasts as he chewed on my throat.
 
   His hips moved in a grinding motion and his organ twisted about within the confines of my abdomen. 
 
   Across from us the first man finished raping Kristine and slapped the palm of the second, who took his place. Kristine made a feeble effort to resist, but soon he was thrusting into her as forcefully as the other had. "Not so hard," she begged, her voice breaking.
 
   In response he thrust harder still, and the two men laughed.
 
   "You like that baby?" Phil whispered.
 
   "Yes, master," I replied, putting as much enthusiasm into my voice as I could manage.
 
   "Hot little bitch, ain't you."
 
   "Fuck me, master," I replied.
 
   His teeth gleamed and he began to do so, his hips continuing to grind and roll from side to side as he began to stroke. It ached, at first, but my insides very quickly came to accept this movement, and the pain faded. I was thus able to examine the sensation of being fucked for the first time, for had not been capable during my initial deflowering. I decided it felt rather nice, much like being sodomized but... better, more natural.
 
   The long length of Phil's erection stroked back and forth between my taut pubic lips, and I began to feel that for the first time I was truly being used as a slave by a master. Yet there was far less sorrow in that than I would have expected. Instead, I felt oddly complete. And as the sensations in my breasts and lower belly began to turn to pleasure my anxieties faded and I began to actually enjoy my ravishment.
 
   Phil eased back from off of me, still stroking, but doing it from a kneeling position. He gathered up my legs, lifting them onto his shoulders, then leaned into them, pressing them back over my own head as he thrust into me. He did not use me as forcefully as Kristine was being used, at least at first, but the long length of his cock thrust deeply down into my belly with each stroke, and the speed and force of those strokes was growing alongside my own excitement.
 
   Yes, excitement. For Chad’s eager, if graceless use had already prepared my body, given me the hint of what I was made for, a taste of the sensation a slave could receive from a full and powerful use. Now both my body and mind were relishing the sensation of a real man inside and above me. Still, I was glad the other two were distracted somewhat by Kristine, for embarrassment still gripped me at such carnal behaviour in front of strangers.
 
   Although that too was strangely altering shape. One of the other men had his back to us as he made use of Kristine, but the other stood alongside the chair, and each time I felt his eyes turn towards us I felt a simultaneous rise in shame and excitement. The excitement was an odd, wicked kind, a lewd exhibitionism I had not quite known I possessed. 
 
   Yes, I was a beautiful, sexy slave girl. I was hot. I was exciting to look upon and to touch. Men desired me. I was seductive and erotic and...
 
   Or so I had come to realize over the past days. Perhaps I was merely a thing, a toy to use, but I was a greatly desired toy which could make men's eyes widen and their cocks harden and their hearts beat faster. So each time I felt the man turn to watch me being used as I was I felt a tightening in my chest, a breathlessness as he watched the thick, gleaming black cock thrusting down into my body. I felt wicked and lewd and sluttish, and daring for being all of that.
 
   "You like that, baby? You like that?" Phil panted.
 
   "Yes, master! Fuck me, master! I love your cock!" I groaned.
 
   This was not entirely a falsehood. I was growing more and more excited by the steady plunge of his thick cock deep into my body, by the steady downward thrust of my knees, forced back by his powerful chest, by the way my body was being bounced up and down on the mattress, and the heavy weight of his hips as they slammed against my upraised buttocks.
 
   "That's some kinda slut," the man across from us said admiringly.
 
   I felt a little shudder of excitement at the words.
 
   Abruptly, Phil eased back onto his heels, and then yanked me up so that I straddled his body, impaled upon his thick cock. I shuddered and groaned, laying my head against his shoulder as he chewed on my neck and kneaded my buttocks.  Abruptly, he grasped at the shackles binding my wrists, and then pulled my head back.
 
   "How do I unlock this shit?" he demanded.
 
   "I don't know, master," I said.
 
   He fumbled at the shackles, then looked across to Kristine.
 
   "How do I unlock these handcuffs?" he demanded.
 
   She did not answer until the man using her halted and slapped her face lightly.
 
   "Where's the keys to the handcuffs, bitch?" he asked.
 
   "I don't know," she groaned miserably.
 
   He slapped her again and she whimpered. "Chad had them."
 
   "Shit," Phil grumbled. "Go check his coat," he told the other man.
 
   He resumed kneading my buttocks now, and leaned his head in and down to mouth and chew against my nipples. His powerful arms began to raise me up and down on his cock, and I worked my knees in tighter against him then began to help, riding up as best I could, sighing in genuine relish each time I sank back upon his mighty cock and took it deep into my body.
 
   A moment or so later the other man returned, bent over behind me and unlocked the shackles binding my wrists. I immediately brought my hands forward and slid them over Phil's shoulders, now able to ride him more easily, grinding my breasts into his face.
 
   "Yeah. Ride that, cock slave girl," the other man said admiringly.
 
   He had an erection again, and Phil turned my head, firmly, but not unkindly directing my lips forward. I leaned slightly towards my left, still using arms and legs to ride up and down on Phil's cock, and took the other man between my lips, moaning around his tool as he pushed deeper. I licked at the head and bobbed my lips at first, but soon he was pumping and I need only hold my head still while riding atop Phil.
 
   My entire body was thrumming with sexual excitement now, and I could feel a glow between my legs, a glow which began to inflame my mind and body to the point where nothing else mattered. I reached out to the other man suddenly, feeling a masochistic desire to be truly impaled, grasped at his buttocks and pulled him nearer even as I leaned further to my left. The head of his cock popped through into my throat and slid down inside me as my lips moved all the way to the base of his organ.
 
   "Oh fuck!" he groaned.
 
   I felt a shudder of elation and pride, and then as Phil chewed on my nipple and I rode his cock, my orgasm arrived. My body stiffened, then quivered violently as the ecstasy rode through my nervous system, and I felt truly wanton, truly a sexual animal, a wild, hedonistic creature fully in her element.
 
   I almost blacked out, so great was the disorientation and pleasure that I forgot completely about the cock filling my mouth, the cock pumping excitedly up and down inside my throat, blocking my breath. Then the man pulled back of his own accord, gripping my hair and rubbing his wet cock across my face, over my lips and cheeks as I gasped for breath.
 
   I recovered somewhat, but still felt wild and wanton, and, remembering my sight of  Amy riding the man on the ship as others looked on, turned, gasping and moaning, and begged him to sodomize me even as I sat impaled upon Phil.
 
   He cursed, and Phil laughed, and a moment later I was held between them, knees spread wide, leaning in against Phil as he lay further back, and feeling the other man's stiffness pushing into my anus. The pressure mounted, and I felt my wrinkled anal opening slowly being forced in and back, my mind burning with masochistic arousal now as the head of his cock began to force its way up into my body.
 
   I groaned aloud, groaned into Phil’s mouth, then groaned louder still as he pulled his lips free and fastened them around my nipple, chewing and biting. I could feel the cock jabbing at me from behind, could feel the ache as it forced my anus open inch by inch, driving higher into my belly alongside Phil’s mighty shaft. The flesh between the two thick cocks seemed so slight and so flimsy that I imagined it tearing so that the two great male organs could join together inside me.
 
   "Oh God!" I gasped explosively.
 
   My abdomen felt so full, so cramped and aching with the two thick male organs within, and then as they began to move I felt as though my insides were being stirred and twisted, as though my inner organs would be turned to a hot, steaming stew around their hard, thick erections.
 
   I felt a new ache now, a cramping deep within my belly as the cock within my anus climbed uncomfortably high. Yet that cramping, that ache, only fed the dark hunger inside me, and as I felt his pelvis press in against my soft buttocks and force my hips in against Phil I let out a long shudder of bliss at how deeply penetrated I was.
 
   For a moment they held still, their cocks buried within my belly, their hands moving over my body. Then they began to grind against me, and Phil’s hands eased down to my hips to push me upwards and drop me down. Moments later the cock in my rectum began to pump as well, using short strokes at first, loosening up my sphincter.
 
   Their hard, heavy male bodies ground me between them, their hands and teeth mauling me as they threw their hips in against me, and I rolled bonelessly between them, glorying in my own use, in my own subjugation, in being a wild, sluttish sexual toy for their play. The cock behind me pumped faster, harder, and Phil began to growl, to rock my body up and down against him. They were tearing me apart, and I gloried in it.
 
   I climaxed again, crying out in wanton delight, bucking my lower body between the two stiff cocks, shuddering and convulsing as the pleasure rose to unbearable limits and threatened swamp my mind utterly. Oh how shocked my friends would have been to see me like that! How utterly wicked and wanton I was! A sluttish slave girl!
 
   Phil, gasping for breath, spent himself within me, and moments later the other man did the same, jamming himself deep into my anus as the two squeezed me between them, and within seconds we were all on our sides, gasping for breath, hot and panting and satisfied.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Six
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Afterwards, I danced for the three men, as Mistress had showed me. I was embarrassed at being the centre of attention, and would have been even if I were fully clothed. Naked, the sensation of being under their eyes as I danced was... indescribable. Yet amid the embarrassment came a dark and wicked pride and excitement as their eyes feasted on my body's lewd movements. They seemed to find me and my dancing very exciting, even arousing. Phil had me perform on him as he sat on one of the chairs, kneeling between his spread legs and taking his thickness deep into my throat. As I did, first one, then the other of the men knelt behind me and used me quickly, their hands mauling my breasts as their hips beat a tattoo against my raised buttocks.
 
   Phil then ordered Kristine to perform cunnilingus on me, pinching and slapping at the sullen, whimpering girl's breasts until she obeyed. I tried to feel sorry for her but could not. And as I sat in the chair, legs spread wide and draped over the arms, the centre of attention again, I began to feel another powerful orgasm rising within me. I stroked Kristine's head and hair, groaning and rolling my hips up to meet her lapping tongue.
 
   I closed my eyes, arching my back, my breathing coming faster and faster, yet even so I could not forget for a second that three pairs of eager eyes watched me, ravishing me, and when I climaxed I writhed and thrashed in some exaggeration that they might grow even more excited.
 
   Shortly afterwards the other two men returned, without Chad. Phil spoke softly with them, appearing unhappy.
 
   "Well how am I supposed to get my money now?" he demanded.
 
   His gaze turned to Kristine and I, and he stroked his chin thoughtfully.
 
   Shortly afterwards we left the luxurious apartment, travelling downward in Chad's private elevator. Both Kristine and I remained nude, and my wrists had been shackled once more. We were placed in the back seat of a large black car with tinted window, and then driven away through the streets of what I now knew to be New York city. Phil sat between us, occasionally groping or stroking our bodies, but talking little.
 
   "Where are we going?" she asked after a time, looking about nervously.
 
   "I'm going to drop off the slave girl."
 
   "What about me?" she asked anxiously.
 
   He turned and looked at her cooly. "Your boyfriend still owes me money. You're going to pay it."
 
   "Me?!" she gasped. "But I don't have any money."
 
   He smiled and slipped his hand between her thighs, cupping her sex.
 
   "You got something worth its weight in gold. You might be a snotty bitch, but there's nothing wrong with this body. It can earn a whole lot for me."
 
   She gaped at him, her mouth opening and closing soundlessly.
 
   "I...I won't!" she gasped at last.
 
   He simply smiled, and she dropped her eyes, trembling.
 
   "Hundred bucks a pop, ten, twelve times a night, and you'll have me paid off in no time," he said. "Maybe five, six months, tops."
 
   The men in the front seat snickered, and Kristine looked at them in despair. 
 
   I did not dare inquire as to my own future, for fear that I too was destined to be a prostitute, for such was obviously to be her fate. Yet he had implied something different was in my own future, and I looked out the window nervously.
 
   The signs I could read on the shops we passed began to change, turning from English to Asian lettering. The people I could see through the tinted glass were more and more likely to be Asians now, as well, and I decided we were in New York's Chinatown area. Then the car turned into a dark alley and stopped. One of the men who appeared to work for Phil opened the door and he pushed me out ahead of him, following.
 
   He took my arm and led me through a small doorway, then down a short flight of stairs and along a narrow corridor. The difference between Chad's apartment could not have been more obvious, for here my feet padded across age darkened linoleum instead of marble, and overhead, bare pipes and wires were tangled together along the ceiling.
 
   We turned into another corridor, then went through a door framed between two Asian men wearing suits. I felt another little wave of embarrassment accompanied by excitement as their eyes examined me, feeling lewd and wicked for being so exposed before strangers.
 
   We entered a small, dim room. The floor was covered by a thick, soft Persian rug, and a middle aged Asian man sat behind an antique desk of walnut. The door closed behind us and the man stood up, coming around the desk to examine me.
 
   "Mr. Wu," Phil said respectfully.
 
   "What is it you bring me, Mr. Smith?" the man asked.
 
   "A gift. A sign of my respect for you," Phil said.
 
   "A captive girl?" Mr Wu raised his eyes in question.
 
   "This is a slave girl," Phil said proudly. "She was just trained, but the first man who purchased her came to some uh, trouble. So she became my property. Of course, keeping slaves is illegal in this country and I wouldn't want to break the law."
 
   Mr. Wu smiled faintly.
 
   "What is your name, girl?" he asked.
 
   "I am a slave, master," I said, for the first time feeling a little flutter of excitement in my belly at saying the words. "I have no name unless I am given one."
 
   He arched an eyebrow and slipped a narrow finger into one of my nipple rings, raising it slightly and stretching my nipple.
 
   "So you are a slave."
 
   "Yes, master."
 
   "And what might you be good for?"
 
   I blinked uncertainly. "I am a slave, master. I am made to give pleasure."
 
   He smiled, but seemed intrigued. "And how do you do that?"
 
   "Whatever way I am told master. "
 
   "A western woman who knows her place," Mr. Wu mused.
 
   "I thought, well, you have friends in China..." Phil's voice trailed off and Mr. Wu smiled again.
 
   "Where blonde women are an endless fascination? Yes, I do indeed. And there are more than a few men I can think of who would be... much pleased with such a gift."
 
   "I thought you might put her to good use, Mr. Wu," Phil said, beaming.
 
   "Indeed. I thank you for this gift, Mr. Smith. I am in your debt."
 
   Phil gave an awkward little bow, and then began to back away. One of the Asian men had come in unnoticed by me, and now opened the door and let him out. At a signal from Wu he exited himself, leaving us alone.
 
   "So you are a slave."
 
   "Yes, master," I said, somewhat breathless now.
 
   "Your voice. You are from England?"
 
   "Yes, Master."
 
   "The English once ruled much of China. Do you know this?"
 
   "Yes, master."
 
   "We have long memories. There will be men who will delight in owning a blonde English slave. Powerful men, especially in the inland provinces where westerners are seldom seen.”
 
   "Yes, master," I said uncertainly. 
 
   My insides were twisting at he thought of being sent to the orient, and yet there was also a strange dark thrill in my chest at the idea of I, a poor English girl, kidnapped and sent to the far east to be ravished by cruel Orientals.
 
    
 
   I saw little of America beyond a small, windowless room. The next day, clad in a beautiful, ankle length Chinese robe of blue and black silk, and wearing light sandals, I was driven between two large Asian men to a small airport, and placed aboard a private jet. Neither man touched me or made any indecent gesture, but they were clearly guards to ensure my cooperation. I was not bound except by fear of their reaction should I attempt to draw any undue attention to myself.
 
   An Asian woman wearing a short uniform style dress presented me with food, after a time, eyeing me strangely. I wondered if she were aware I was a sex slave, a helpless English girl being taken to my imprisonment in her country so as to be violated and endlessly ravished. 
 
   My lower belly quivered at such thoughts, filled with both anxiety and excitement, with fear and a dark sexual pride.
 
   The aircraft landed after several hours, but I was not taken off. Instead several Asian men boarded, taking seats nearby. The seats on this aircraft, unlike most, did not face forward, but into the aisle between them, so that the passengers might converse unhindered. All of the men eyed me with interest, and spoke to the two men guarding me. I did not, of course, understand as they all spoke in what I assumed to be Chinese.
 
   Some time after the aircraft was in flight once more, one of the men, an older man, spoke earnestly to the two guards, grinning towards me and making gestures. The guard seemed uncertain, then nodded as if in agreement and turned to me. "You are to dance for them," he said. "These are important men, friends of Mr. Wu."
 
   "Dance? In this?" I asked uncertainly.
 
   "Without," he said.
 
   'Yes, master," I gulped, face flushing.
 
   I had been seen naked by many people only at the time of my sale, and had been in a state of shock then. I found that my acceptance of such public nudity had improved only marginally, and was red faced as I stood and all their eyes gazed eagerly upon me.
 
   The girl I took to be the stewardess entered as if summoned, and was spoken to by the man who seemed in charge. She bobbed her head rapidly in agreement, gave me another odd look, then hurried forward. Moments later music filled the cabin, a soft oriental rhythm.
 
   Ten men looked at me expectantly, and I felt my blush deepen. Yet I could not but obey. My heart pounded and my chest was so tight I could barely draw breath as my fingers moved to the belt about my waist and unbound it. The long silken gown parted and the men on both sides of the aisle leaned forward eagerly as I drew it back over my shoulders and let it fall back onto my seat.
 
   There were gasps and whispered exclamations, and I knew another wicked excitement at being so admired in form even as my insides twisted in humiliation. I drew in a deep, shaky breath, then stepped forward so I was in the midst of them all. I began to let my body sway in time to the rhythm of the music, slowly relaxing my stiff frame, rolling my hips and letting my arms move "like swaying palms" as Mistress had taught me.
 
   My legs began to move as well, and as the worst of my embarrassment faded I began to dance more naturally, my head rolling, a seductive expression taking form on my face, my hips undulating sensually. I let my head pull sharply from side to side every so often, intrigued by their fascination with my blonde hair, making it sweep across my face and back as I moved more quickly.
 
   One man, quite old, reached forth and laid a hand against my backside, rubbing it very lightly and gently before drawing his hand back. The two guards looked at him nervously, but no one else moved to touch me.
 
   I sank to my knees in the middle of the floor, aware now of the stewardess staring from just inside a curtained area in the front of the cabin. My legs spread wide as I sat back on my heels, and I let my body roll and sway, my hands sliding up over my breasts, up through my hair, combing it back. I threw my head back, letting my hair fly back, and arched so sharply it swept against the floor below.
 
   I rose shakily, feeling the heat between my legs now, feeling the stiffness and tension in my nipples. I wondered if all ten would take me, and felt a wild thrill crackling through the fear which accompanied the thought. I changed the rhythm of my dance as the music altered, and then as it stopped I froze in position, and then stood straight.
 
   The men applauded, and again made numerous comments which I could not understand. One of the guards quickly motioned me back towards my seat, holding up the robe to me, and I carefully wrapped it around myself and sat back, feeling robbed of the ravishment I had been contemplating.
 
   Apparently I was not to be touched, for Mr. Wu had promised me to someone in China, someone powerful. Yet the men were mesmerized by me, and their excitement had been roused. And while they dared not go against the wishes of Mr. Wu or insult the powerful man who was to be my new master, they sought outlet for this lust.
 
   The unfortunate beneficiary was to be the young stewardess. After a half hour or so of drinking and joking, she was called forward by one of the men, who made obvious demands on her. Just as obviously she was shocked by their demands, and extremely reluctant and embarrassed about them. Her head shook frantically as her wide eyes regarded first one then another. The voices of the men were alternately harsh and seductive, menacing and brusque.
 
   With growing desperation she seemed to plead with them but then at a sudden harsh string of words from one of the men her shoulders seemed to slump hopelessly, and began to remove her clothing.
 
   She removed her white blouse, then her skirt, and seemed frightened and mortified as the men eagerly feasted their eyes on her body. Her face was stricken, her eyes downcast. After several harsh orders her trembling fingers undid her bra, then slipped her panties down. She stood nude, head bowed, as the men chortled and laughed, their voices low and sneering as they commented on her body. She had a small, thin, neat frame, with small, high breasts and a round little bottom. Her long black hair covered her face as she stood with face bowed, and I sympathised with her plight even while recognizing that the humiliation she appeared to be feeling was now beyond me - at least for such simple things as being exposed to the eyes of others.
 
   One of the more powerful men then reached forward and grasped her wrist, yanking her towards him. She stumbled and fell to her knees, and he held her there by the neck, undoing his trousers.
 
   She resisted, her face a mask of denial, but he firmly guided her lips to his erection, and after a final gasp of pain as her hair was twisted her mouth was forced onto the rounded bulging head of his cock. Soon her mouth was wrapped around his manhood, bobbing up and down, and another of the man was behind her, forcing her legs apart, fondling her sex and buttocks, then taking out his own erection and forcing himself into her pussy with unrestrained glee. This aroused both my sympathies and jealousy, for I felt I should be in that position, feeling the hardness of male erections thrusting into my body. Yet though the men looked upon me often none made a move to touch me.
 
   Instead they each waited their turn, and the girl was taken again and again by eight of the ten men there. Only the two guards remained aloof. And when each of the others had taken her, either in the mouth or the sex, they started again, drinking heavily and enjoying themselves as the girl was passed between them. I grew more and more aroused as I watched the girl’s abuse, and felt guilt over that. Yet it was difficult to feel sympathy for a girl experiencing what I wished to experience myself. And I licked my lips as I watched, my hands together between my legs, grinding against myself as unobtrusively as possible.
 
   Eventually the men, very drunk, wore themselves out on her. A few fell asleep in their seats. The girl, face dazed, crawled to her scattered clothing, fumbled awkwardly in her attempts to pick them up, then staggered to her feet and away from the cabin, closing the curtain up front behind her.
 
   This availed her little. For after some time the men began calling out for her once more, and she returned, fully dressed, carrying a tray of drinks. The men chortled to see her dressed, and after taking their drinks demanded she remove them. She cringed but did so, and one of the men took her clothing that she might not dress again, ordering, or so it seemed, that she remain nude for the remainder of the flight.
 
   She stumbled off, face pale, but soon returned to service a few more of the men who had grown excited once again. Over the following hours she continued to provide food and beverage service, to fetch pillows and blankets when night fell, and to sexually service any of the men who required it of her. I fell asleep in my seat, but no one moved to molest me, and woke, yawning and feeling stiff, to see the girl on her knees a few feet away, gasping and whimpering, her cheek pressed against the floor and both arms held firmly together behind her back by one of the men. 
 
   She had already been used repeatedly, so I wondered briefly as the cause of her distress, then realized she was being sodomized. Perhaps this was a new thing for her. There were tears in her eyes and her face was a mask of misery as she clenched her jaw together. The man’s hips slapped repeatedly against her small upraised bottom as he drove himself into her. He used her fully and completely, apparently in no hurry, and then finally completed his task with a grunt of relief and eased back, allowing the girl to slowly crawl away.
 
    
 
   I was in a state of some excitement when the plane finally landed. I looked out the cabin window in fascination, eager to see China.
 
   We were at a small airport, exceedingly quaint by British standards, with only a small wooden building for a terminal. The plane drew up near it and the girl, now permitted to dress, opened the door and drew back, looking down at her feet as the men descended the stairs quickly rolled in place.
 
   The two guards and I descended, and they led me across to a black automobile parked nearby. Its driver opened the rear door and all three of us got in. To my disappointment, I was required to sit between the two men, and thus my view of the surroundings was not what I might have hoped. I saw many Asians, however, some pushing strange looking wooden wheelbarrows, or dragging them behind. Others carried large packages atop their shoulders or on their backs. While many young children ran about.
 
   I did not know where we were, but there appeared to be no great city nearby, nor even a town of any size. We drove for some time along a quite narrow paved road, with heavy, leafy bushes and trees to either side. Occasionally we passed a village, its homes usually made of rough, unpainted wood, the streets unpaved. The heat was tremendous, and seemed to grow greater with each passing minute, and the humidity was worse. I felt as if I could open my mouth wide and drink the air in. I was soon perspiring heavily, despite wearing nothing but the thin silk robe, and my hair stuck to my forehead no matter how often I brushed it back.
 
   Eventually, we ran out of paved road and continued on a reasonably smooth dirt road for a time. The brush opened out around us and I gasped at the sight of enormous green covered mountains rising high to left and right. We drove through a quite narrow valley between them, and thence on upwards to our right, climbing one of the mountains. Greenery was everywhere, from massive trees to small, scrubby bushes and long leafy grass, all of it glistening in the intense sunlight.
 
   We stopped at a small gate, and two Asian men holding guns peered in at us, speaking to the driver for a moment before waving us on. We continued our drive, the road steadily climbing for almost another hour before meeting a similar little gate. As before, the men looked in at us, spoke briefly and then permitted us to continue.
 
   It occurred to me that any hopes of escape were growing weaker by the minute, for I had no faintest idea where we were in relation to the airport, nor to anywhere else. What I did come to sense was that we were many, many miles from anywhere I might expect aid of any sort. And that, rather than expecting help from the authorities, I might more likely expect them to aid the people who were my captors. 
 
   We moved down over the mountain, and a city was spread out before us. It was a low rising city with a great deal of greenery. The buildings were an odd mixture of cold, blockish concrete and beautiful sculpted stone and clay. The latter were clearly much older, perhaps hundreds of years old, while the former were already decrepit looking. We passed through narrow streets, and large crowds of people on foot and bicycle parted before us. I observed them with great fascination but no hope whatever of assistance from any of them.
 
   We passed several carts drawn by oxen, then through the gate of a tall, sculpted iron fence to stop before a large, beautiful, ancient stone building. Ivy climbed one part of the building, and the corners, windows and door frames were beautifully sculpted, with stylized figures of animals and birds. The ground before the building was covered in well-maintained lawns, beautiful flowering bushes, and bright fountains of clear water.
 
   Our car passed around to the side of the building and stopped before a door. We stepped out and immediately went inside, leaving me little opportunity to feel the soil of China beneath my feet.
 
   The corridors were bright and clean, and quite beautiful, with more sculptures, and paintings adorning walls, doorframes and floors. Most of the open doorways we passed gave onto lovely rooms with tall ceilings furnished with heavy, beautiful oriental furnishings, and I thought that we were surely in some wealthy man's private home rather than, as I had first thought, an office building of some sort.
 
   Yet we passed several people along the hall, men and women both dressed in those drab Mao suits I had seen on the television. All seemed intent on some task, and while all let their eyes stare at me until they passed, none seemed willing to question the two men accompanying me as to their purpose.
 
   Finally we stopped, one of the guards knocked on a door, then pushed it open. We entered a small room which appeared to contain dirty laundry, buckets, large tubs for cleaning, and the smell of soap. Two squat Asian women, both in their forties or fifties, turned to bow, and one of the men spoke to them. The women bowed repeatedly, and after a long moment the two men left.
 
   The women looked at me with a mixture of curiosity and disapproval, but one moved forward at once, undoing the belt of my robe, and pulling the garment free of my body. I felt a slight flush of embarrassment, but made no effort to hinder her as she carried the garment away. The second women, speaking perhaps to herself (for I certainly could not understand her) took my hand and led me across the room to a corner where there sat a large tub. She turned on a faucet and motioned me to stand in the tub. Quickly understanding, I obeyed and she then had me kneel so that she could more easily wash my body.
 
   She fingered the gold rings at my nipples curiously, and seemed quite fascinated by them, then set to work with a sponge and wet clothe, soaking me and then soaping me up. After a few moments the other woman returned, and she knelt beside the first woman, seizing my head and pulling it back sharply, then pouring water over it. As the first cleaned my body, the second woman began to soap up my hair.
 
   They spoke to each other at times, obviously regarding me, and I felt quite disconcerted, wondering what they thought of me and what they were saying. I blushed somewhat as one of the women scrubbed my pubic area, then thrust soapy fingers quite casually up within my vagina. Then, still covered with soap, I was pulled from the tub and made to lay along a narrow bench with my head hanging over one side, my hair dangling, and my legs spread wide apart.
 
   As my hair was shampooed and rinsed the pubic hair which had begun to appear around my sex was carefully shaved off. My teeth were brushed for me, and I was then given a douche, much to my embarrassment. I was then required to bend forward and spread my legs somewhat, and then quite mortified as one of the women gave me an enema.
 
   After that I was washed a final time, then rinsed off. My hair was dried and brushed out until it shone and sparkled, and perfume was applied to my body. I was clad in another long silk robe, this one a beautiful bright red with a white flower across the back.
 
   One of the men who had accompanied me to China then arrived and led me away. We walked some further distance along corridors before coming to a great doorway guarded by two men. They nodded and opened the two doors, and I was led into an immense office. It was perhaps one hundred feet wide, and the largest desk I had ever imagined occupied a space beneath twenty foot high windows across a vast expanse of red carpet.
 
   The man walked me across the room, and I stared about me in fascination, observing the many obvious antiques, their wood glistening and polished, and the sculptures and paintings decorating the walls. I had come quite a far distance from my small flat in England.
 
   We paused before the immense desk, and a slightly plump Chinese man in his middle years examined us. The man accompanying me bowed his head low and did not speak as a full minute passed. Finally the man behind the desk spoke, and he responded, then backed away before turning and leaving the room. I looked at the man before me, then anxiously worrying about giving offence, bowed my head as well.
 
   "You are a beautiful young woman," he said finally.
 
   "Thank you, master," I replied, still looking down.
 
   "Remove your robe."
 
   "Yes, master."
 
   I undid the belt and then, remembering Mistress' teaching, allowed it to part gently, so that he could catch glimpses of my flesh. I ran my fingertips up and down along the edges for a few moments, then gently eased them further open, drawing my shoulders back as I raised my arms, and letting the soft silk slide over my shoulders then gently waft down to the floor behind me.
 
   I stood straight, as I had been taught, with my head bowed. I felt a certain pride in my appearance, for by now I was well acquainted with the lust it inspired in men, but still felt quite anxious before this man, a foreign man of unknown tastes but with obvious power, a man who could, I was sure, do whatever he chose with me or my body.
 
   "You are English, I am told."
 
   "Yes, master," I replied meekly.
 
   "The English have always been an arrogant people."
 
   I bowed, but did not reply.
 
   "I do not like the English."
 
   "I'm sorry, Master," I said, feeling my fear grow.
 
   And yet with it was a sense of indignation, that an ignorant heathen from backwards China should dare to believe himself superior to the people of Britain.
 
   "Come around the desk."
 
   I obeyed at once, pausing before his chair.
 
   "Are you an obedient girl?" he demanded.
 
   "Yes, master!" I said automatically.
 
   "English girls are weak and fragile. Chinese girls are strong and sturdy."
 
   He reached between my legs and cupped my sex, then squeezed hard. I winced and braced myself, but did not move, and yet as he applied more pressure the pain within me grew almost unbearable. His strong fingers dug into the soft, sensitive flesh of my groin, and he looked up at me in expectant contempt as my legs began to tremble.
 
   "Do you think you can please me, English girl?"
 
   "I-I will obey your wishes, master," I gasped, panting for breath through my pain.
 
   He eased his grip and then pushed his chair back completely and spread his legs.
 
   "Do so then," He ordered curtly.
 
   I sank to my knees gratefully, then crawled between his legs. My fingers went to the belt about his waist but he slapped them off, indicating I should only undo his zipper. I did so as he stroked my hair and let it slide between his fingers, then brought his surprisingly long and thick cock out and into my hand. I began to lap at the head, using long, slow licks, rubbing his cock in my hand as I sought to excite him. I licked down the shaft, pushing his zipper opening wider that I might draw out his testicles and mouth them.
 
   I took each one into my mouth as my hands massaged his staff, using my tongue to massage them against the insides of my cheeks as I gently suckled. Then I lapped at the head of his cock, rubbing it against the soft skin of my lips and cheeks as it began to harden. Finally, it was erect, and I took it into my mouth, sliding my lips up and down as my fingers massaged his testicles.
 
   There was a knock at the door, and I heard his voice call out. Moments later a man's voice spoke from the other side of the desk. I could see some movement out of the corner of my eye but did not look up, concentrating on my task. I felt some new embarrassment, but not as much as I would have once.
 
   I continued to bob my head up and down on the man's cock, then, bracing myself mentally, forced myself down fully upon it, feeling the head thrusting up into my throat. I heard a soft grunt of surprise, and knew a moment's pleasure, then as my lips pressed against his groin I felt his hands come down hard against the back of my head to hold me in place.
 
   My tongue licked at the underside of his shaft as he ground my face into his groin, and my mind quivered with anxiety as my chest grew hotter and tighter. I wondered how long he would hold me in place, and whether he even cared if I stopped breathing. I tried to avoid struggling, even as my vision began to grow faint, but pushed up only slightly, even as my desperation grew.
 
   Finally his hands moved back and I quickly slid my lips up and off, gasping for breath as he smirked at me in satisfaction. I gulped in breaths of air as I rubbed his cock around my cheeks, using my hands to massage and caress the long, moist, gleaming length of it until I could once more take it into my mouth.
 
   He barked an order of some kind, but I could not then understand. He pushed me back, then gripped me forcefully by the arm and hair, lifting me and pushing me towards his desk. His chair was pushed in against it, and he bent me across the top so that my bottom was elevated even as he spread my legs. I lay down, my breasts squeezed beneath me against the hard wood, and awaited his attentions with some eagerness.
 
   I had only just come to appreciate the pleasure of being penetrated, and yet the experiences had been only enough to whet my appetite. The excitement of watching the pretty girl being so fully used on the aircraft had left me with a sense of longing to be similarly taken, to be mobbed by lustful men, and yet none had touched me until now.
 
   “We will see how much discipline you possess,” he said.
 
   I had expected to be penetrated by his rigid erection, and yet instead, even as it bobbed strongly before him, he opened a drawer in a cabinet behind the desk and drew forth a long, thin crop of some kind. Turning my eyes, I felt a sudden sense of fear and anxiety.
 
   He moved to stand behind and to one side, then lay the crop along my upraised bottom.
 
   “Be silent,” he ordered.
 
   I swallowed anxiously as I felt the crop slide back and forth along my curved bottom, then gasped as he drew back his arm and brought it down sharply against my hitherto unmarked flesh. I did my best to keep silent against the stinging pain which rippled through my flesh, and to hold my position as he once again let the leather surface of the crop caress my now throbbing flesh.
 
   He brought back his arm once more and again brought the crop slashing down upon my bottom. A second source of stinging pain erupted, and then a third, and a fourth. My fingers were white as they dug into the palms of my hands, and perspiration began to bead my forehead and chest as the pain mounted. 
 
   And yet... and yet there was still arousal. My naked, vulnerable position, the excitement of being a prisoner here in the exotic Orient to this obviously powerful man, and the outrageousness of his attack upon my soft flesh all combined to make me quiver somewhat with sexual hunger even as I winced and gasped to the stinging kiss of the thin crop.
 
   And between each blow now he began to let the rough leather tip slip between my trembling thighs and rise up to stroke along my sex, stroking precisely along my neatly shaven slit as he spoke soft words in, I presumed, Chinese. I found myself, oddly, wishing I were bound so that I could more fully fall into the masochistic excitement of being the helpless white prisoner being tormented by the evil oriental.
 
   With my bottom flaring with heat he halted, stepping forward. Without a word or any warning he roughly gripped my thighs to force them wider, and positioned himself at the entrance to my body. Then drove himself into me with a hard, yet smooth stroke that had me shuddering in both pleasure and pain.
 
   He was thick and long, as I had said, and I luxuriated in the sensation of being fully pierced even as my buttocks stung from the feel of his rough trousers pressed against them.
 
   He drew back, then began to pump, quite casually, at first, as his hands roamed familiarly across my body. He reached beneath me to fondle my breasts, pinching and twisting my nipples, then released them, his hands dropping calmly onto my back as his hips moved in and out.
 
   I, of course, remained unmoving, breathing unsteadily as I felt his hips strike firmly against my bottom and his cock pump back and forth within me. The pain began to fade and the pleasure and inner heat grow. The distraction of my stinging bottom eased, and I felt myself growing ever more moist as he pumped more firmly, more powerfully. I spread my arms, allowing my chest to come down more firmly on his desk so that my movements would grind my breasts beneath me.
 
   I gave myself into his use, emotionally, abandoning myself utterly to his desires as I focussed all my attentions on the sensory pleasure now rising through my body.
 
   And then he stopped. He pulled back without word or notice, and moved away. I peeked behind me and saw him carefully replacing the crop. His hand moved indecisively across a number of other instruments in the shadowy interior, then fastened upon one and pulled back. It was, I saw, heart pounding, a flog, a short one. I turned my head quickly away as he returned to me, then gasped as I felt his hand grip my hair and force me to stand.
 
   “Pull your hair up and place your hands upon your head,” he ordered.
 
   My eyes blinking uncertainly, anxiety returned to me, I obeyed, lifting my hair to bare my back and standing before him as he moved back. I knew better than to turn my head with him watching, and yet I felt a nearly unbearable desire to do so as I awaited what he would do.
 
   “Do not move. Do not speak.”
 
   I attempted to brace myself, and he made no objection as I shifted my bare feet apart on the floor. And then I sensed, as much as saw his arm swinging, and the strips of the flog cracked across the centre of my upper back.
 
   I shifted a half foot forward, a soft cry leaving my mouth as the pain, like a dozen needles, rippled across my back. Yet I resumed my position quickly as the flog whipped down once again, moving only a little lower.
 
   It was light in weight, and each strip lighter still. Its impact was certainly not sufficient to drive me forward. Yet the sharpness of the pain almost was. Each strip snapped down against the surface of my skin like a bee sting, the pain crackling across my nervous system like an electrical shock. My body twisted and jerked and trembled, my hips twisting this way and that, my back arching and then bowing. Yet I managed to hold, more or less steady as the flog snapped in again, and again and again, the strips biting at my shoulder blades, and the sides of my chest, at my lower back and upper buttocks, setting my entire back afire with sharp, bruising pain.
 
   He halted without warning. I was near dazed and hardly aware of his touch until he had me bent over once again and was thrusting himself into me. As before he used me casually, but deeply, his cock pumping firmly and fully into my exposed sex as my cheek lay pressed against the desk and I stared dazedly at nothing
 
   I felt his fingers reach in to pinch at my inner thighs next to my sex, felt the tips actually gripping my outer lips and forcing them up and apart as he used long, slow, deep strokes, muttering to himself as he forced himself to the hilt inside my panting, now reddened body.
 
   My back ached, and it was difficult to focus on anything else for a time, difficult to feel once again that seductive sense of being used fully as I was meant, yet slowly it began to come once again, as his use continued, and I began to hope that he might ride me to the climax I deserved for his mistreatment.
 
   And yet again he halted, and a sudden anxiety gripped me as he forced me to stand once again. The flog was still in his hand as he turned me to face him, and though his face was without expression I had little doubt as to his intent as he raised it and pressed it up against the underside of my right breast.
 
   I had, obedient to his last words, left my hands on the back of my neck, pinning my hair in place. Now he kicked my legs apart and reached behind to pull on my hair, forcing my head back further, forcing my back to arch and my breasts to thrust out.
 
   “Stand so,” he ordered.
 
   Almost I begged him, yet I knew it would avail me nothing. And I recalled his contempt for the lack of discipline and strength in English girls and a small part of me continued to feel some indignation over this, continued to feel the desire to prove him wrong. I tried to brace myself for the feel of the flog, and yet when it came was unprepared. For it did not fall upon my breasts as I had expected but upon the taut, smooth surface of my belly.
 
   I let out a gasp of pain and lost my position, if momentarily, and he barked out a curse, reaching for me, jerking my hair back even more harshly. His voice rose in an angry string of words which I could not understand, and he stepped back
 
   I could not see him now, for I was looking up towards the ceiling. I felt the movement of his arm, however, and groaned as the flog snapped across my belly once more. It fell again, harder, and then again, still harder, the strips snapping and biting at my belly and abdomen as I stood shakily, gasping and moaning. 
 
   And then as I began to adapt to the infliction of this pain the flog snapped down across my breasts. This drove me back, even while I held my position, for the pain was quite intense. The next blow was more forceful, the pain greater still, and again I staggered back, my buttocks now pressed up against the desk as he moved forward to follow.
 
   The flog landed more quickly, blow following blow as he whipped first one breast, then the other. I found that my eyes were blurry and my cheeks wet as tears streamed down my face. My breasts burned and ached, and each fresh blow brought the level of pain closer and closer to the point where I knew I would be unable to maintain my position.
 
   The urge to twist away and cover my breasts with my hands was almost overwhelming. Only the certainty from my experiences with Mistress that the pain would be redoubled should I do so kept me from moving.
 
   And then he roughly twisted me about and forced me over the seat of the chair once more, thrusting himself into my gasping, exhausted body as he had before. He rode me harder than before, either through excitement or anger, his hips slamming painfully into my bottom so that I grunted weakly. I hoped that surely he would finish with me now, for there was no longer a part of my body left for him to whip.
 
   Suddenly, there was another knock at the office door, and he called out. The door opened and a thin, middle-aged man in a suit came in. The man hesitated at sight of me, then moved forward, looking nervous and uncomfortable. His discomfort raised the same sensation in myself, and I felt some embarrassment as he stood before the desk, apparently trying very hard not to notice me there.
 
   The two men spoke, and the man read from a paper of some kind, his voice hesitant, as if he were having difficulty concentrating. The man using me, my new master, apparently found this to be quite amusing, and used longer strokes, deliberately spreading my legs and thrusting into me with long, deep, fast strokes, then withdrawing slowly. His hand gripped my hair, then, and forced my head up and back. I groaned in pain as he pulled harder, and my chest was forced to arch, raising it up off the desk.
 
   He reached beneath to grope at my aching breasts, speaking in a casual voice to the man before the desk. I saw the man had an erection now, and he had turned his hips slightly to one side in a desperate effort to hide his arousal. He seemed very eager to be off, and twice turned to leave, only to be barked at and turn swiftly back.
 
   Finally he was permitted to leave, and almost ran from the room as my master chortled in amusement.
 
   He pushed me back down on the desk then, and slapped my bottom.
 
   "Spread your legs more, slut," he barked.
 
   I obeyed, raising my bottom as he began to pound himself into me with greater speed and fury. I ached a little inside, but even so felt a strong sense of lust and excitement as I was so rudely and cruelly used.
 
   "We will see how much discipline you have," he said, grunting each word as he finished with a final series of thrusts.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Seven
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   I was taken by a blank-faced young woman up several flights of stairs and then down corridors which seemed progressively less like those of an office building and more akin to that of a palace. The rear of the building gave on a view of extensive gardens and fountains, and despite my uncertain situation I could not help admiring them as we passed by floor to ceiling windows. 
 
   I suppose I had feared, and almost expected her to take me to a cell-like room where I might be locked in like any prisoner. But there was no need for that here. For there was nowhere for me to go. We left the broad, thickly carpeted corridors for a narrow wooden hall, and then paused at one of the doors. She opened it, gave me a curious look, then turned away and left me.
 
   The room was considerably larger than any I had ever had before, larger than any of those of my friends or acquaintances, either. The centre of the room was taken up by a very low, but comfortable looking bed. There were no posts to this bed, for it rested directly on the floor, little more than a gigantic mattress framed by polished redwood. The matching tables beside it were of a similar type, and both no more than a foot off the floor.
 
    On the left side of the room, beyond the white carpeting, was a tiled floor, and in the midst of it a large, sunken marble tube. There was a fireplace, a small bathroom, and several chests of empty dressers. A small window looked out on the garden, and I opened it to let some of the hot, stuffy air out.
 
   "I am Kira."
 
   I whirled around to see a dignified looking Asian woman in her late thirties standing just inside the door. She wore a long robe, like me, but hers was considerably heavier than the thin silk caressing my own naked flesh. She was a diminutive woman, with her hair done up in formal style, and seemed to fairly glide forward, clad in dignity and confidence as her eyes inspected me with open doubt.
 
    Her face was extremely beautiful, oval and golden, with the softest eyes and the smallest, most dainty nose.
 
   "You may call me mistress Kira," she said softly. "While you are here you will act on my word and bring all questions to me. It is given me to teach you civilized behaviour and a civilized tongue. You will be expected to work very hard at learning both. You will not be forgiven for failure. Do you understand?"
 
   "Yes, Mistress," I said.
 
   "Speak more softly, with more humility, and lower your head as you speak."
 
   "Yes, mistress," I said, my voice barely above a whisper.
 
   "Sit," she ordered, then sank to the floor.
 
   I sat down awkwardly, only to be ordered to rise again. Again and again we practised sitting on the floor, sinking down in a slow and stately manner amid our gowns. My legs quickly grew weary, and Kira informed me that I would have to exercise in order to strengthen my "soft" body.
 
   "Remove your robe," she said, voice still very soft.
 
   I slipped off my robe, and she did the same. Her body was quit thin, her breasts small, but very firm.
 
   "Position your body as mine is," she ordered.
 
   Sitting on our crossed legs, we practised the very basics of Mandarin until my legs were cramped and my bottom sore. I wanted to ask her to at least move over to the bed, but her attitude was not open to such suggestions.
 
   We began by moving through some of the same positions I had with my original mistress. Kira would speak a  word or phrase in Mandarin, and I would kneel or lay back and spread my legs, or stand, or turn.
 
   But there was more, for I must also learn the words for a variety of foods and drinks that my master might require, so that if he wished I could bring it to him. And also for other services he might desire, such as my help in bathing or clothing him. Sex, it seemed, was merely a part of the duties of a good Asian slave.
 
   Kira herself was Japanese, and had been owned by Chow Lei, the provincial governor, since she was a young girl. She had long ago resigned herself to her life, and advised me to do the same with all speed. No defiance or resistance of any kind would be tolerated by Master Lei, and punishment would be swift and painful.
 
   At last, Mistress Kira rose, as smoothly and gracefully as if she had not been sitting on crossed legs for hours, and I, groaning and stretching, rose, as well, awkward and feeling clumsy under her disapproving eyes. 
 
   "Come," she said, turning her back on me.
 
   She donned her robe, but as I reached for mine she shook her head and I reluctantly dropped it. We went to the door and then out into the hall, and I felt my shoulders turning inwards as I hesitantly followed. I crossed an arm over my breasts and let my hand dangle before my groin as we walked down the small hall and into one of the broader, far more brightly lit corridors.
 
   "Do not hide your body," she said, frowning. 
 
   "I'm not used to... being naked in a big... public place," I said awkwardly.
 
   "If you behave as if you are shamed then you will be," she replied shortly.
 
   We passed into a shower room. Walls and floor were of simple brown tiles, and a row of faucets projected from the right side. On the left were sinks and mirrors, and in the middle a number of long, thin, padded tables. There were several naked men beneath the showers, and one at the sinks, and my heart skipped a beat as they turned to stare at me.
 
   Kira led me over to one of the padded tables, then called out in her singsong voice. Several of the men responded, and she selected one who was beneath the showers with a small nod. Dripping naked, but not the least ashamed, he walked across to us, his penis dangling between his legs, then with an appreciative look at my breasts, sat on the table.
 
   "Kneel," Kira ordered.
 
   I knelt,  very embarrassed as all the men stared at me, and she filled a bucket with water and handed me a rag and soap.
 
   "Clean his feet and lower legs," she ordered.
 
   I felt indignant at that, but obeyed, only to have her pull me back.
 
   "No," she said.
 
   She removed her robe then, and knelt gracefully before the man. She picked up one foot in a most gentle way and laid it between her bare thighs, then dipped the cloth in the water and squeezed it over his foot. She applied the soap, next, always very slowly and smoothly, and used her hands to caress his foot as it lay clasped between her thighs. Her fingers began to deftly massage the foot, and she showed me where to push my fingers, how hard to press, and to stroke.
 
   "You must worship the foot," she said sternly, which seemed desperately odd to me.
 
   But soon the foot was between my thighs, and I had to caress and stroke it as the man looked on with a grin.
 
   "Now take it between your breasts," she ordered.
 
   I hesitated, and she reached forward, gently lifting the foot, sliding the sole up my belly and until it rested just beneath my breasts. Then, crouched behind me, she reached beneath my arms and took my breasts in her hands, gently pushing them together around his soapy foot.
 
   This, I should add, was only the beginning, for after doing both feet and lower legs, the man lay back on the table, and I must then straddle him and gently soap up his body with my hands and the rag, and spend long minutes slowly stroking him with first my hands, then my body itself.
 
   With my breasts, groin, legs and belly layered in slippery soap, I knelt on the table straddling him, my thighs together around his hips as I bent forward, pressing my chest against his back and slowly grinding back and forth. Kira stopped me frequently to correct my movements, which must be slow and careful, smooth and lacking any sense of vulgarity.
 
   First I was to use my hips to grind my pelvis up and down, starting from a position where I sat above his thighs, until I was straddling his back. Then I was to bend forward and use my upper body, my breasts, principally, to caress him from shoulders to thighs. 
 
   While he was on his belly this was less difficult, but as he rolled over I saw that he had a strong erection. I looked to her questioningly, but her face gave no indication that I should attend to it. Yet neither could I avoid it, as I slid my body forward along his thighs I felt the hard heat of it against my pussy each time I slid over him.
 
   "You may attend him between your breasts," she said.
 
   I had no idea what she meant, at first, but then as she cupped her own breasts I realized she intended that I take his male organ between my breasts as I had his foot. The idea was strange, at first, yet the feel of his soapy member between my breasts was not unpleasant. And in truth, by then I was, while still embarrassed, more than a little aroused, as well.
 
   I bent far forward, letting my breasts press heavily against his abdomen, then sliding them back an forth over his erection. He stared at me eagerly, and I smiled, reaching down and squeezing my breasts together around his cock, sliding them from side to side over the soapy layer as he began to roll his hips and groan in pleasure. His cock stroked against my breastbone, and I continued to massage my breasts against it until his come fountained out of the end and he slumped back with a sigh of relief.
 
   Once this happened I had to straighten up and use only my thighs and groin, sliding slowly up and down his body for a time while he relaxed, then dismounting the table and letting him sit up.
 
   "You will learn better," Kira sighed. "Clean yourself."
 
   She pointed towards one of the shower faucets and I padded naked across the tiles and stood beneath it. There was a naked man on either side of me, both shorter than I and both fascinated by the sight of me. I felt my embarrassment rising once again and tried to ignore them as the water poured down over my head and rinsed away both soap and semen.
 
   "You must learn to be less shamed at naked flesh," Kira said from behind me.
 
   "I'm sorry, Mistress," I said.
 
   "Your apologies are without value."
 
   After I had towelled myself somewhat dry she led me from the room and further up the hall. She was once again robed while I remained naked, and I cringed slightly each time we passed someone and they stared at me
 
   We turned down a stone-lined hall and I felt extremely odd padding along naked. The walls were at least forty feet apart and the roof almost that high. We passes a number of people, some male, some female, but all startled and staring.
 
   Then we came to an intersection where the hall met another similar one. We waited there, and she was silent, simply poised and unmoving for long minutes.
 
   "What are we waiting for?" I asked finally.
 
   "You must learn patience. You are a slave. When it is desired that you know something you will be told."
 
   Finally a man arrived, clad in simple black and wheeling a cart. He bowed slightly to Kira, ogled me briefly, then took a six foot high golden pole from the cart and stood it on the floor. It was no wider than my thumb, and I looked down I saw the bottom slip neatly into a small hole in the floor.
 
   He then placed a second pole, this one only a foot high, a few feet from the first and Kira, silent until then, turned to me and motioned me to stand between the two. Puzzled, I obeyed, then spread my legs apart at her command.
 
   There were two other small holes in the floor, and the workman produced two inch long plugs which locked into them. Each plug had a narrow gold chain, and attached to the chains were thin gold rings. Startled, I observed as he fit each of the rings around my big toes, tightening them in some fashion so they would not come off.
 
   I was instructed to raise my hands up and then back behind my head. There they were bound by another thin gold chain which was then pulled down firmly, until my back was sharply arched. I felt fingers at my rectum, and a thin plug was inserted there which seemed to hook up against my tailbone, and attach somehow to my wrists, holding them back behind me. 
 
   Kira herself moved forward then, smiling serenely. She clipped two more small gold chains to my nipple rings, then led them up and out, pulling harder and harder until my nipples stretched out, and then the areolas behind them. I winced in growing pain, slowly rising onto the balls of my feet in an attempt to relieve the pressure. At that point she clipped the chains to the pole before me. 
 
   She took another small gold chain off the cart, and this time knelt between my legs. Her finger gently caressed my bare slit for a moment, then spread the lips of my sex apart as she clipped the chain to the ring piercing my clitoris. This chain was pulled down, and then back between my thighs. I cried out softly at the pressure exerted, but she judged things in her own manner, then fastened the chain to the smaller pole directly behind me.
 
   "You must learn to be less shamed by your body," she said.
 
   And with that she and the man left me there alone.
 
   I moaned as I looked after them, my nipples already aching and my lower belly feeling slightly queasy from the pull on my sensitive clitoris. Yet I could not move at all. A man walked by, licking his lips hungrily as he passed, then two more in the other direction, staring and whispering.
 
   Two young women approached me, huddled together, eyes wide, faces showing both embarrassment, shock, wonder, and amusement. They were about my age, wearing long skirts and business jackets, long straight hair hanging past their shoulders. They moved so closely together their shoulders were touching as they moved past me, their eyes wide. One pressed a hand over her mouth in and effort to hide embarrassed giggles, then the two hurried down another hall.
 
   I was terribly embarrassed, but there was, of course, not a thing I could do to hide any portion of my body. Each time someone passed they inspected me with varying degrees of amusement, scorn, or excitement, not failing to note the rings stretching out my nipples or clitoris.
 
   My legs ached, and cramps made me groan from time to time, but my toes hurt more, and I was not at all sure how long I could remain so precariously balanced on the balls of my feet. My skin felt hot and moist, for the air, even in the stone corridor, was quite hot and humid. I was soon sweating, and panting softly, my legs trembling.
 
   Hours passed, and the pain in my feet proved too much. I had to lower myself so that my feet were flat on the floor, fighting off tears of pain as my nipples were pulled out that much harder, stretched taut and pulling my areolas up and then the soft, heavy flesh of my breasts, burning with a hot, sharp pain.
 
   The hall became quickly much busier, with groups of people walking back and forth in all directions, all staring at me as they passed. Then fewer and fewer passed, and the halls became quiet and deserted. My stomach grumbled and my throat was parched. My skin was coated in sweat, and I was exhausted and aching all over.
 
   Kira came for me then, and I collapsed to the floor as she finally removed the clips from my nipples and clitoris. I was allowed to return to the shower room and clean myself, then, still entirely nude, was led to a large cafeteria of sorts, where I sat on a wooden bench and ate under Kira's stern gaze.
 
   There were several dozen other people in the room, and all stared at me as I ate, but I was growing less sensitive to such stares by then, and was moreover too hungry and thirsty to give them much heed.
 
   From there I was returned to my room, and quickly fell asleep on the big bed.
 
    
 
   Morning came early, and Kira woke me. We sat on our crossed legs again, and went over our Chinese lessons for several hours. Then she guided me to the cafeteria place once more, for our breakfast. This time the room was crowded with men and women of various ages, and I felt a new embarrassment as I moved among them naked. I was taller than almost all, and I could see eyes turning my way from all across the large room. My chest was tight with anxiety, and I could hardly think, much less taste the food Kira sit before me. I kept my head down, for every time I raised my eyes I saw the people on the other side of the table staring and whispering. None spoke to me, however, nor to Kira.
 
   Afterwards I was taken to the garden,  which was extremely beautiful, and smelled lovely. There, under a hot sun,  another woman led me in exercises. They were unlike the kind of things I was familiar with from school. Rather than hopping and jobbing here all was slow and smooth movements. Still, it rapidly grew quite tiring in the heat, and my body was soon slick with perspiration, my hair matted against my forehead and neck. I was desperately relieved when Kira came for me at last and led me back inside.
 
   We returned to the shower room, and Kira instructed me to lay on my stomach on one of the padded tables. As before, there were men there, most of them naked, and as before they stared at me, but perhaps I was growing somewhat immune to them, for I felt much less embarrassment.
 
   To my surprise, Kira removed her own robe, and then used a wet rag to moisten my flesh. Soft soap followed, and I felt a deep sense of relaxation as her strong, yet nimble fingers stroked and massaged my back and shoulders. Her hands worked their way down my body, and when I was coated in a layer of soap she climbed atop the table, straddled my body, and sat on my upper thighs.
 
   Her hands continued to slowly stroke up and down my back, and then massaged my buttocks. I could see more of the men staring now, though they were being rather circumspect about it.
 
   Kira's hands slid smoothly up the slippery sides of my body, caressing the sides of my breasts where they pillowed out beneath me. Then her body began slipping forward, and I felt the softness of her buttocks riding up over mine, slowly sliding back and forth before easing higher still. Her small, strong thighs pressed in against my waist as her fingers kneaded the muscles of my shoulders. Her wet, soapy hands began to comb my hair back then, pulling it back behind me and twining it together as she lathered it up in soap. Her hands moved to my temples, fingers caressing lightly, then stroked along the nape of my neck as her groin and buttocks slid slowly up and down.
 
   She did not speak, but I realized she was demonstrating that which I must myself master, and tried to pay attention to the gentle movement of her body and hands, to the feel of her fingers now stroking along my skull, and the slow, soft grinding of my thighs around me.
 
   I felt her breasts pressing heavily against my back then as her hair spilled across my shoulders. She slid slowly downwards, her breasts rubbing along my flesh, sliding easily atop a thick, slippery layer of soap until her breasts rubbed against my buttocks. She halted, then slid upwards again, and I felt her breasts against my wet, soapy scalp.
 
   It felt... very strange, very comforting, and yet, erotic as well. Before very long the presence of the men watching us became less of an embarrassment than a goad to that part of my exhibitionistic nature which had begun to arise since my capture. I watched some of them out of the corners of my eyes, seeing their engrossed they were in the sight of us, how obviously excited and aroused they were becoming.
 
   "Roll over," Kira's voice whispered in my ear.
 
   I was startled out of my reverie, and she rose on her knees to allow me to turn. I felt a fresh sense of embarrassment now as I lay on my back, but Kira showed not a hint of unease as she sat  back on my upper legs and began to stroke her hands over my body. I could see the watching men less easily now, but sensed their indrawn breath as Kira's soapy hands moved unhesitantly up over my breasts and began to knead and caress them. Her thumbs and forefingers rolled my already erect nipples between them until they ached, while her pelvis slid up and down over my belly, abdomen and groin.
 
   My arousal deepened, despite a continuing sense of embarrassment  and unease at our audience. I felt wicked and sluttish, and was simultaneously appalled and thrilled.
 
   With my legs closed tightly the nearness of her was more of a teasing thing which produced little physical contact with my sex. Yet the sight of her and the awareness of our audience began to set my insides thrumming with heat and desire. I tried to hide this, for she appeared quite casual about her work. Yet as she leaned over and let her slippery breasts ride up across my belly and over my breasts I saw a small flicker of heat within her eyes, and my stomach muscles clenched as new excitement roused within me.
 
   Her nipples were tiny, yet quite long and erect, and I felt them stroke back and forth over my own as her hair slid over my face. She slid back, rising upright and her hands began to move around and around my breasts, circling them, kneading the edges, caressing and stroking as they moved slowly inward. Soon my breasts were throbbing with heat and excitement, the nipples like small pink coals set in the centre. Sharp little flickers of almost painful energy rippled through them both and sent tendrils of fire down into my chest and groin.
 
   I felt my legs slipping further apart, and as her body slid upwards both feet slipped over the sides of the table. My knees followed moments later, and I drew them up and back, placing my feet flat on the table to either side of my hips. This prevented Kira from sliding back below my groin, but she did not appear to care. And then she rose, her face still tranquil, her pelvis turning to the right as she pulled a leg back between mine. Chest and belly pounding with excitement now I drew my left back more and let my right new fall aside.
 
   Kira took my left, extending it straight up, half turning me onto my side as she pulled it in against her chest. I felt her sex sliding in directly against my own, and let out a soft moan of shock and heady excitement. My embarrassment grew worse even as my body was electrified with sexual tension. The sensations as her sex began to slowly, seductively grind against my own were almost unbearable in their intensity.
 
   A small part of myself was wild-eyed with horror and shame, wailing that I could not do such a thing in front of strangers, yet it was lost amid the chorus of pleasure coming from every part of my body and mind. All the inhibitions drilled into my mind since childhood by a lifetime amid English society cried out to stop, yet that dark, wicked side of me rose triumphant, trembling with shocked delight at such daring, such wanton conduct. 
 
   The room closed around us, and I raised a hand, squeezing one of Kira's breasts, reaching for her. Yet she would not bend. She ground herself steadily against me, serene as she rode her sex back and forth against my own, still holding my leg upright against her chest.
 
   I could sense as much as see the men around us now. Most had abandoned the pretence of showering, shaving and dressing to stare at us as Kira's slow and sensual grinding motion. Her chin began to tremble, then rose bit by bit, higher and higher, her back beginning to arch as her hips ground more quickly. The pleasure was a towering wave now, carrying me ever higher, and I twisted my body slightly further to the side, bringing my other leg up around her, grinding myself back against her sex as I brought my hands up to squeeze my breasts.
 
   Her lips parted slightly and I heard the smallest of moans emerge as she arched her back yet more sharply. Her eyes were closed and her fingers clutched more tightly against my leg, grinding it against her small, hard breasts. I realized she was coming, and the knowledge sent my own spiralling pleasure past its peak. I tried to suppress the cry of pleasure as I came, but was only partially successful. 
 
   The ecstasy sent me higher and higher, until it seemed that I must explode from the sheer power of the sensations roaring with me. And then as it finally began to subside and some smallest part of my mind awakened,  all those eyes staring down upon me acted as a fire beneath my climax, sending it roaring hotter and harder still. My body writhed in the grip of a climax which rose and fell like a bird caught in a high windstorm, my head lolling and jerking bonelessly, my back arching again and again as my groin remained locked tightly against Kira.
 
   Finally it seeped away, bit by bit, leaving me gasping and breathless, chest heaving, mouth slack, completely spent. My legs fell aside, off the edges of the table, and Kira lay forward upon me, her chest heaving almost as strongly as my own.
 
   As I opened my eyes and gazed weakly about me I saw that there were almost two dozen men in the room, circling us at a distance. Most were either nude or in some undress, and I felt a sharp little spike of excitement at the thought of them all taking us right then and there, attacking us like starving wolves, thrusting their cocks into every part of us.
 
   Yet they stayed back, turning their eyes away, pretending once again to be showering or changing or shaving. Kira sat up, her features composed once again, and then slipped off the table. I watched her move over beneath the showers, stepping easily into a space between two young men, ignoring them as she turned on the water and let it pour down about her. Left alone, I found my embarrassment and sense of unease deepening, and rose as well. I could not join her, but moved to the only other cleared space, feeling the eyes and hunger of the men on either side of me as I reached up and turned on the water.
 
   My cheeks began to heat as I let the water rinse the soap from my hair and body, and I marvelled at how I had permitted myself to become so aroused in such a public manner. It was true I had little choice about what was done to me, for I was a slave. Yet none had forced the pleasure upon me. That had come from within, and I did not understand it.
 
   I hurried after Kira as she finished towelling, barely towelling myself in my desperation not to be left alone there. We returned to my room, and I felt a sense of relief as she closed the door behind her.
 
   "Isn't there ah, uhm, a women's shower room?" I asked timidly.
 
   "You must discard your inhibitions," she said. "All inhibitions, all modesty, all sense of shame. You are a slave now. You can have none of these."
 
   I bowed my head in acknowledgement.
 
   "What place is this?" I asked.
 
   "This is the palace of Chow Lei."
 
   "I thought you were all, well, communists."
 
   She raised an eyebrow.
 
   "China never changes. China endures, regardless of what men think or do or say, what governments or dynasties come and go, wars, plagues, disease and floods. Chow Lei calls himself a Communist but he is at heart no different from any provincial governor who has ruled in this place over the last five thousand years. He passes on his taxes and rice and cattle to the government and keeps order among his people. That is all which is asked of him. And so long as he does this he rules here as an emperor would. His word is life or death for men, families, even entire villages."
 
   "Are there other westerners here?"
 
   She shook her head solemnly. "You are the first white skinned person I have seen since I was brought here as a girl. Governor Lei's people will be most proud that their lord has taken a western girl for a slave. He will receive much status. You are already the talk of the palace."
 
   I stared at her in amazement, hardly able to credit her words.
 
   "But... doesn't he worry that, well, someone might find out?"
 
   "And why should he fear? He is as near a God as can be to his people, who are peasant farmers no more sophisticated than their ancestors. Those in the central government care little what transpires here, and when they discover he has taken a white girl for a slave they will only admire his strength and daring. You will never leave this valley unless Chow Lei wills it. Do not think otherwise. Learn to accept and obey."
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Eight
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   I was given ample evidence of Kira's words only a few days later. Master Lei gave a banquet for many of the more powerful figures in local industry and bureaucracy, as well as some of his fellow governors. The banquet room was large and beautiful, with three long rows of guests sitting cross-legged behind  gleaming, knee-high tables to either side of a broad, red carpeted aisle. The Governor himself knelt behind a table facing them at the far side of the long hall, presiding over things much like a king or emperor.
 
   He and all his guests were dressed in colourful, traditional apparel, nothing at all like the ugly, colourless little Mao suits I had seen so much of on television prior to my capture. I was given a similar robe, bright and glittery in green and blue, but my hair was left down, and I wore nothing beneath the robe.
 
   For the first half hour of the dinner I knelt behind and to the side of the governor, hands on my thighs, head bowed. A few times, in conversation with those around him, he seemed to mention me, and he and others would turn their eyes my way, but I had no idea, of course, of what they spoke.
 
   Once he picked up a not very appetizing piece of seafood off his golden plate and held it out to me with a smile. I instinctively knew I was not to take it with my hands, and leaned my head forward instead, licking it out of his hand. It tasted awful, but I swallowed it quickly and did my best not to show how distasteful I found it.
 
   As dinner was being washed down with wine Lei gestured me closer, then to rise to my feet. I could feel many more eyes in the room turning my way as he raised his voice and spoke aloud for several minutes. A few times his audience laughed, and I knew it was at my expense, fighting to keep from blushing at being the centre of such attention. 
 
   He appeared to address me, then, and I felt a little shock of alarm and anxiety tighten my chest as I thought I recognized one of the words Kira had taught me. I hesitated, and his featured darkened as he repeated the word. It was clear he was ordering me to disrobe, and my insides quivered and twisted in turmoil as I undid the front of the robe and then slipped it back over my shoulders.
 
   I had become somewhat used to such attention in the cafeteria, but there all was bustle and chatter, with many people moving around and often not paying attention or unable to see me. Here the hall was silent, with long rows of eyes turned my way, and I was the only standing person in the room. 
 
   Beneath the robe I wore new gold rings in nipples and clitoris, brighter and larger than before. I wore, also, around my wrists, thin golden bracelets which could be clipped together, and a similar pair of anklets. A matching golden collar was tight around my throat, and a small tag hung from it bearing a Chinese character I could not read.
 
   Lei stood, speaking again as he gestured to me, and more laughter spread around the room. He took my hands and raised them up then drew them back behind my head, and there clipped the bracelets to the small ring set in the back of the collar. A sharp tug reminded me to keep my back straight, then he cupped one of my breasts, tugging on the ring. Again there was laughter at his remarks.
 
   Lei slapped me on the buttocks, then directed me to walk, both through word and gesture, and I nervously moved in front of his low table, pacing slowly along its length. Then at further gestures I moved down the long length of the hall, passing before the long front row table of his guests to the right, walking all the way to the end of the room, then turning and walking back along the other side of the central aisle.
 
   My insides were writhing and my stomach fluttered like a butterfly as I walked, and it was all I could do to keep breathing as I focussed all my attention ahead, ignoring the staring eyes on either side. I kept my back, or rather, due to my position, was forced to keep my back arched, which served to accent the firmness of my breasts. My face flushed darkly at displaying myself in such a way.
 
   And yet... despite the intense anxiety and embarrassment I felt a rising heat at such exhibitionism. So many people staring at me as I padded up and down nude, so many eyes watching, so many minds thinking. I felt heady with the strange sense of freedom acting on another's orders gave. I could sense the hunger of many I passed, and the envy they felt for Lei to possess a girl like me.
 
   I returned to the front table and the Governor gestured me around to the rear. The table before him had been cleared back and he took one of my arms, guiding me forward until my lower legs pressed against the edge of the table. I was forced to kneel upon it, then, and at a push forward was bent low until my chin was pressed against the table top. This forced my head back, and I grunted as my breasts were crushed beneath me. 
 
   Lei held my hips steady, slapping my buttocks slightly as he ordered me to raise my bottom more and spread my legs. 
 
   I was breathless with anxiety and shock, realizing he intended to show his guests his mastery, his masculinity, by taking me then and there before them all. There was a murmur among his guests, of approval, I believe, and some small laughter. Then I gasped as he entered me, using a deep, powerful stroke to drive himself deep into my surprisingly moist sex.
 
   His fingers dug into my hips and he thrust in once more, buying himself within me. I groaned softly, watching the long rows of guests turned sideways behind their tables, all staring at me as he began a hard, crude thrusting. The room was silent now except for the growing sound of skin on skin, Lei's belly slapping more forcefully against my upraised buttocks.
 
   His cock was harsh on the soft flesh of my insides, for I was as yet unprepared, but as he continued his powerful strokes my body began to recover its initial shock, and I felt my inner warmth growing. I felt a sense of the unnatural, as if I were merely in a dream, and the air puffed out of my mouth in small gasps and pants of breath.
 
   Lei continued his strong thrusting, using the full length of his cock, and driving himself straight in. He made no attempt at subtlety, at altering the direction or strength of his strokes. He was using me as a bull would, as an animal, gripping my flanks strongly and pounding himself against my bottom. Of course it was necessary for his reputation to not finish too quickly. And so he restrained his climax, thrusting, thrusting, ever thrusting as my insides were slowly churned into a steaming stew of liquid heat.
 
   This is a dream. This isn’t happening. Oh God. Look at all those faces. Oh it feels so good. Oh it's so shocking, so wicked. What would my friends think!? Oh! Ohh yesss! Oh God forgive me! It feels so gooood! I'm such a whore!
 
   I began to lose myself in the passion he brought to my body, feeling heat grip me from head to toe. Perspiration stood out on my chest and I could feel the wood growing slippery beneath as his pounding jerked me to and fro.
 
   He stopped at last, climaxing inside me, and I moaned in denial, being near to the edge of my own orgasm. He stopped at once, of course, for he cared nothing for my pleasure. I felt my insides gape as he withdrew, felt the muscles of my sex clasping at nothing as if they could draw him back inside.
 
   A rough grip on my collar brought me back up so that I was kneeling upright, and then a stronger grip forced my head back further and further, so that my back arched painfully sharply.
 
   He spoke the words which Kira had taught me translated into "Do not move." She had spent considerable time convincing me of the danger of disobeying these words, and that whatever pain I might feel at what Lei did would be as nothing compared to what would happen should I disobey.
 
   But I did not care. I was too aroused, too inflamed by the desires of my body and that wicked, hedonistic side of my mind. I saw him take a flog from a servant, and whimpered almost as much in anticipation as anxiety. 
 
   He's going to flog my breasts!
 
   I knew it was so, and I shuddered, drawing my head back further to accentuate my breasts more. I felt a great wall of shocked desire flooding me, and only a small part of my spinning mind even wondered at it. My breasts were heavy and swollen with lust, my nipples hard and aching.
 
   He spoke the words again, and then brought the flog down.
 
   It was a short instrument, with a foot long leather strips bound to a foot long handle. Each strip was, individually, not at all thick or heavy, but when they struck in unison it felt like a swarm of wasps had attacked my chest. I cried out, shocking little sparkles of pain ripping through my soft flesh. One strip nipped at my left nipple and I felt an even deeper sense of heat and pain there.
 
   But I held my position, and as even as the shockwave of pain rippled through my nervous system I felt a bizarre sense of...well, satisfaction, of rightness, of almost gleeful wickedness.
 
   Again the flog whipped down, and once more my cry of pain filled the air, as the flog laced my taut, straining breasts. Again, and again, and yet again the flog came down, and the heat and pain mounted even as I fought to keep from grinding my thighs together at the desperate need gripping my body. 
 
   He whipped harder, and I sensed he was less than happy with my obedience. My breasts burned and ached, and tears filled my eyes. I shook there on the table, swaying weakly, yet held myself as ordered, back arched, head back, breasts in vulnerable display as the flog scourged them again and again.
 
   The pain was horrible, and I do not think I could have coped with it had it not been for that strange sense of heat and need, a sense of deepest arousal which felt a wild passion at such cruel abuse. Endorphins were filling my body now, softening the sharpness of pain as I swayed back further. I had been sitting on my heels, and my legs were spread wide now for balance. The flog struck my belly, then lower still, strips slicing into the soft skin of my lower abdomen, inner thighs, and then directly across my shaven sex.
 
   The beating stopped, but I was hardly aware of it at first. I swayed weakly, eyes glazed, body hot, head throbbing, chest and belly and groin aching. I was pulled off the table, my wrists unclipped from the collar, then clipped back behind my back. A Y shaped golden chain was clipped to my nipple rings, then a small Chinese girl was given the "leash" and led me down the central aisle.
 
   I shuffled along in a dazed state, the sharp pull against my nipples giving me the signals my body required, and was led from the room and up the hallway.
 
   I was led into a very small round room, the walls and roof mirrored. In the centre stood an upright shaft of metal, almost as wide as my wrist, and rounded at the top. The girl positioned me above it, and then turned a wheel set into the wall. The shaft began to rise, and I felt the pressure against my moist, overheated sex. Had I been less dazed perhaps I would have fought to pull away, but instead I felt a wall of delight, groaning aloud as I ground my sex against it.
 
   It rose higher and I felt the pressure against my entrance mount. My lips were forced in and back, then began to stretch almost painfully. I moaned still, panting and blinking my eyes, confused but desperate to be penetrated. I looked up to see the calm eyes of the Chinese girl, watching me as she continued to turn the wheel. I felt a sharp ache down there as my pubic lips were forced just that much further back and then the long, cool length of the shaft began to rise inside me.
 
   It ached, yet it felt glorious, and I squirmed and shuffled and moaned and wriggled atop it as I felt it climbing higher and higher into my abdomen.
 
   "Please! Please!" I gasped, not knowing the words I spoke, nor why.
 
   The pain and pleasure both grew, and I was forced onto my toes, back straight, air puffing out of my open lips as I closed my eyes and arched my back.
 
   The girl departed at some point. I don't remember her leaving. I could not think straight.
 
   I could not remember my name. What was my name? When was the last time anyone had used it? Who was I?
 
   It was cold and solid and thick inside me. My belly ached around it. I could feel my pussy throbbing in time with my pounding heartbeat. But the sexual heat continued to grip me. I had to move on the shaft, yet it was already so deep within me. I had to, and so I did, the pain mounting as somehow I lowered myself, inch by slow inch, gasping and whimpering the while, until my feet were flat on the floor and an unimaginable length of cold hard steel was buried between my legs.
 
   Sobbing aloud, I raised myself up, sliding my aching sex up the now slippery pole until I was once again on my toes, then sinking back down once more.
 
   The climax fell upon me like an avalanche and I screamed in release as my body convulsed in the throes of ecstasy. I shuddered and trembled and jerked spastically, several times crying out in pain as my legs forgot to support me and my weight came down more heavily on the impaling shaft. I imagined it sliding deeper and deeper, sliding up through my insides, up my throat, emerging through my gasping mouth, and in my masochistic stupor relaxed my legs. The pain clawed at me and I brought them down once more, swaying and jerking in mindless sensual overload.
 
   And yet that dark need still lay upon me. I clasped my warm, perspiring thighs and legs tightly about the shaft, grinding myself against it, letting my feet come off the floor. The pain grew harsher, but it was a dull, deep pain which only served to thrust me higher into that state of feverish sexual need which had been growing within me. My head lolled as my body shuddered and convulsed, the pain deep inside me rising and falling as my thighs tightened and relaxed in frantic rhythm against the steel shaft.
 
   I was fortunate, I know, from looking back, that the shaft was as wide as it was, and as rounded atop, else I could well have caused myself serious injury. But in that state of mind in which I then found myself no cares existed beyond my own immediate sexual satisfaction. And as the orgasm finally fled I moaned in soft pain, carefully laying my feet back on the floor to hold my weight. My insides throbbed and ached, and my body was drained and languid, yet I was sated, and wanted nothing more than to lay down and curl up into a ball.
 
   I could not, of course, but must stand there in my weakened state, a bedraggled slave pinned like a butterfly at her master's strange whims.
 
   I felt some small thrum of arousal even at that, but was too weary to give it play. still, it consoled me through the following several hours as I stood there impaled upon the shaft, and eventually grew to such a degree I once more began to grind myself upon the shaft.
 
   The door opened, however, and the girl returned for me. She wordlessly lowered the shaft, and I was lowered with it, moaning and gasping at the feel of it sliding down out of my body. I would have followed it to my knees had she not casually grasped my loose, tangled hair and yanked me up, then clipped her golden chain leash to my nipple rings and led me forth from the room.
 
    
 
   For the first several weeks of my stay there I was summoned to the governor's bedroom almost every evening. There he used me harshly and crudely, apparently out of some need to show his mastery over the hated English. I was usually taken from behind, and often sodomised, but only after performing fellatio - which I came to learn was considered quite disgusting by Asian women, and so not nearly so widespread as was the case in the west.
 
   I was often pinched, slapped and bruised during these sessions, for Governor Lei took no care at all for my comfort. I was also quite strictly disciplined for the slightest of offences, and I came to believe such punishments was intended more for his satisfaction than my malfeasance.
 
   My bottom, in particular, was strapped almost nightly for some alleged lack of enthusiasm on my part, and I was twice raised by my wrists so that my back could be flogged.
 
   Two weeks into my stay there I attended another of Master Lei's parties. This was quite different than his first affair, being far smaller and less formal, and there was much more drinking, so that Master Lei and his dozen or so guests all grew quite rowdy and drunk. I was stripped naked, at this time, while sitting across Lei's lap, and there he openly fondled my breasts while joking and laughing with his guests.
 
   I was then placed on my knees and performed fellatio on him as his guests watched and laughed in approval, after which I was gifted to any man who wanted me as Master Lei looked on with benevolent approval.
 
   This set up a mad scramble, to be frank, for these men were quite drunken and eager, and I was quickly surrounded and overwhelmed by them all as they struggled with each other for various parts of my anatomy. I was on my knees, and all around me was a wall of naked or semi naked male flesh, pressing in against me, shouting and laughing, pulling me to and fro as they fought over me like dogs. Hands darted out to grasp and roughly squeeze any available part of my body, and my hair was pulled this way and that as they fingered and stroked it. My nipples were pinched and twisted so hard that I cried out as the nipple rings threatened to tear free, and my breasts were bruised and crushed by eager hands even as fingers were thrust into my anus and pussy.
 
   After long seconds of this mauling some sort of position or rank was sorted out, and I was mounted by a large, overweight man, who puffed so heavily I wondered whether he might expire before he completed the act, and if I would be blamed in that eventuality. Another of them quickly knelt before me and I opened my mouth to take his shaft, attempting to perform as I had been taught against his wild, eager thrustings.
 
   The noise they made as they surrounded me, their loud, drunken voices rising and falling in tandem with ribald laughter, was a wall of sound around me, and in combination with the many hands still reaching out from onlookers seeking to stroke my skin, squeeze my breasts, or pull on my hair was quite overwhelming.
 
   And at the centre of it, of course, was the steady, furious hammering of hips against my buttocks, and the savage pumping of a hard penis within my sex, followed by the second penis thrusting into my mouth and as often as not down my throat. I was quickly dazed and confused by these circumstances, and it was not, I think, until three men had completed their use of my body before I began to feel that dark lust begin to move sinuously through the corridors of my mind. 
 
   It began to rise steadily, however, as one after another of them gripped my flanks and thrust themselves into me from behind, and the noisy pawing, slapping and grasping continued unabated.
 
   Oh how I was used! So long and so hard and by so many men. I was the centre of male lust, of an animalistic orgy of unrestrained carnality. My throat was soon quite sore, my jaw aching, my breasts throbbing and nipples afire from the repeated pinching. My buttocks were bruised and my insides felt hollow. Yet still it continued, and I felt a masochistic glee at my own abuse, at inspiring such relentless excitement and lust in so many men.
 
   A small climax rocked my body in the midst of such use, yet it served only to heighten my abused senses, and almost immediately on its passing I felt another, stronger building within me.
 
   Occasionally, through the maze of legs and bodies before me, I would see a well-dressed servant, often a young woman, moving about to provide drinks and food, then the picture would disappear as my throat was filled with cock and  another male stomach was crushed against my face.
 
   Another climax rippled through my body, then yet another, each stronger than before, yet none took notice as my body was jerked violently to and fro under their eager attentions and their laughter and shouts continued to fill the air.
 
   My anus was pierced then, and a number of men then began to focus their attentions in that area. Yet this was but little diversion to me, for things continued much as they had been. Each man took me, then took me again, and often a third time, as the evening wore down, and I climaxed with such power and repetition that the muscles of my abdomen and chest ached more fiercely from this than any other cause.
 
   
  
 

I was barely conscious as the party ended, and was led out of the room and back to my own, where I fell into immediate sleep.
 
    
 
   The next morning I was sore everywhere, and could barely move. I lay abed a full hour after waking before I could summon the strength to stumble to the tub across from my bed, start warm water gushing from the faucet, and then sink weakly to the bottom. Kira, having experienced such parties on occasion herself, brought me fruit and rice for my breakfast, feeding me as I sat amid the hot water, and afterwards massaged soft oils into my bruised flesh and excused me from most of the physical activities of the day. We did, however, continue to work on my understanding of Mandarin.
 
   The problem I had with  the Chinese language was that it is so unlike English in its application. One must know not merely the word being used, but realize how the tone affects that word. For many, many words in Mandarin have multiple disparate meanings depending on the tone one employs to speak them. This is why westerners have often remarked on the "sing-song" way of speaking in China.
 
   Kira had developed a practical, if intolerant method for encouraging my learning. She would run me through my words and phrases each day, and pain greeted forgetfulness. One day I might perhaps be forced to kneel with hands outstretched as she quizzed me, and a sharp blow across my open palms with a small leather quirt would greet mispronunciations or lapses. The next day I might be kneeling in all humility, chest against my legs, clasping my knees as I responded, receiving blows across the back when I mispoke. Several times she brought in one of the women I thought of as the "washer women"  to punish me, and I was forced to humiliate myself by placing my body across their laps as they sat so that they could spank me as if I were a small girl.
 
   On this morning, in recognition of my aching flesh, She contented herself with attaching a thin chain to the ring piercing my clitoris, and giving it a sharp tug each time I failed to pronounce a word properly, or remember its use. Needless to say I was quite sore and sensitive there by the time our lesson had been completed. Kira, removing the chain, pushed me back onto my back on the floor and spread my legs, then, giving me a rare smile, bent and began to massage my clitoris with her tongue.
 
   She was quite soft and gentle, yet so oversensitive was my body that even the soft caress of her tongue set it aching and stinging. I did not object, of course, and despite the pain pleasure and passion began to rise within me. I wondered vaguely if I were some sort of lesbian to welcome such deviant sexual touches, yet it was beyond me to care. What would have horrified me weeks earlier was nothing more now than a chance at physical pleasure.
 
   And so I allowed her to lick me to orgasm, groaning and writhing there on the cold floor, squeezing and caressing her head in my hands as my pelvis rolled up against her. As I came, she licked especially hard, and pain joined pleasure within me in a seamless flood of heat.
 
   We lay together for a time, then I dressed in my blue and silver robe and followed her down the hall into the larger room where Lei's slaves spent their unoccupied time. I had mentally dubbed it The Harem room on first seeing it, for it did seem to resemble my earlier imaginings of some Arab Sheik's playroom. The floor was covered in soft cushions, pillows and mats, and there was a large pool in the centre of the room, surrounded by flowers and plants. Lei had only eight slaves, however, all of them Asian but me. 
 
   Five were Chinese girls, all locals, and one was a Vietnamese. And all had long since accepted their fate, in several cases with very little resentment. Their lives, after all, were quite a deal better than the hardship and endless toil they would otherwise have experienced. Not being virgins, none considered they had any chance of marriage now, and so were prisoners in name only. Even if they could have gotten away there was nowhere for them to go, and no likely life awaited them other than prostitution.
 
   I sat gingerly on one of the mats, as Kira pushed several cushions my way before taking her own place. The girls talked with Kira, and I looked on and listened, struggling to pick up whatever I could - which was little. After a time little Jin, one of the other girls, began trying to teach me words by pointing at objects and speaking the words aloud, and  big breasted Chyou joined in. I spoke the words in English, as they hoped to learn English in turn, and we passed some time that way.
 
   There was no television, of course, nor even radios for us girls, and so there was little to occupy our time when not required by Master Lei except conversation - and lesbian sex. All the girls had slept together, and found me, my pale skin and blonde hair as much  a source of fascination as did others. Jin and Chyou made expressions of sympathy after Kira spoke to them, but giggled as well, and I knew Kira had told them of the many men who had used me the previous night. 
 
   They stroked my hair and hugged me, and insisted on opening my robe that they could caress and massage my sore body. Although I was quite sure this was not their real desire I acquiesced, and was soon laying back under Kira's amused eyes as the two, soon joined by An stroked and licked my pale body.
 
   In a sense I felt as I had the previous evening, yet these girls were gentle and kind, and had only my pleasure in their hearts. Jin and Chyou each took one of my breasts, fingers gently kneading and massaging as their mouths and tongues lapped at and suckled my nipples, and An knelt between my legs, doing wonderful things with her tongue even while teasing me by twisting and gently tugging on my ring.
 
   It was not the overwhelming, carnal enthusiasm of the men, but rather a soft, slow, gentle lovemaking which soon had me moaning amid the languor of sexual heat, ignoring my bruises and soreness as desire flowed through my veins.
 
   Lee joined An between my legs, bored, no doubt, and their tongues fought for space as they moved over my sex. Then Kira abandoned her aloofness to strip off her robe and straddle my head, lowering her sex to my mouth.
 
   Long, long minutes passed, for all of us were slow and casual about our sport. The girls continued to chat idly, removing their mouths from various parts of my body to speak to each other, then returning. I, of course, being unable to speak, simply gripped Kira's thighs and did my best to please her.
 
   I was the first to climax, of course. And soon after my body had eased its writhing and thrashing I felt the others begin to work with new energy. They had, it seems, found my responsiveness amusing, and had set about exploring its limits. And so, giggling and laughing, they forced me to climax after climax, holding me down when, aching, sore and drained, i would have pushed them back, continuing to stimulate my body in such a way I had no choice but to roll through churning, aching, exhausting orgasms, one following upon the heels of another until I thought I must surely die.
 
   Even so, even in the midst of my climaxing, I continued to lick dazedly at whomever straddled my head. I was vaguely aware Kira had been replaced by another, and that another girl had followed her, but before long I stopped knowing or caring, licking until my jaw and tongue were too sore, and the girls finally abandoned me to fall into slumber.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Nine
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   "You feel pain too much."
 
   "I'm sorry, Master," I gasped, struggling to hold myself still.
 
   I lay in bed with Lei, or rather, sat astride him as he sat back against a massive wooden headboard topped by a carved star. He held my nipple between thumb and forefinger and pinched quite hard, twisting and pulling at it as I trembled and winced.
 
   "You must learn to conquer your body's weaknesses. What is pain but heat? Is pleasure not heat, as well?"
 
   "Yes, master," I panted, automatically agreeing.
 
   He snorted disdainfully and released my throbbing nipple, then pushed me aside and stood up. Naked, he walked to a large armour type of chest and withdrew a thin crop, then returned to bed and thrust it at me handle first.
 
   I took it uncertainly and he climbed into bed, then held out his open hand.
 
   "Strike me as hard as you can," he ordered.
 
   I stared at him in disbelief, afraid to, yet knowing I could not disobey.
 
   "Now," he ordered curtly.
 
   I licked my lips uncertainly, then raised the crop and brought it down lightly across his hand.
 
   "I said as hard as you can," he barked.
 
   Fearful, I took a deep breath, then drew the crop back and whipped it down quite hard. It struck the centre of his unmoving hand, yet he did not even wince.
 
   "Harder," he ordered.
 
   He was sitting calmly back as I knelt, showing no concern whatever as I drew the crop back further, rising on my knees. I swung it down quite hard, and again the crop struck with a soft meaty sound, raising a red welt across his unmoving palm.
 
   "You can conquer pain if you have the strength of mind," he said. "I have seen you do this, but in a woman's way."
 
   "A woman's way, master?" I asked fearfully.
 
   His hand slipped between my thighs and cupped my sex.
 
   "You turn to this to shield you from the pain. You take the pain and use it to bake the fires of passion inside your loins. This is not a man's way, but women are weak, and so it serves."
 
   He took the crop from me, and stood, then gestured me out of bed. Swallowing nervously, I obeyed, kneeling before him, sitting back on my heels.
 
   "Back," he ordered. "Bend your body back."
 
   I had been his slave for some weeks now, and my body had grown somewhat firmer with exercise, but also looser and more supple. I put my hands behind my head and leaned back until my elbows, and then the top of my head touched the floor behind me. My knees were still firmly on the floor, and my feet in the same position they had as I had sat upon them. Yet my body was firm and straining up and back, quite vulnerable to any discipline Lei chose for it.
 
   Head upside down, I stared at the far wall as I felt the crop slip between my legs and gently stroke back and forth along my pubic lips.
 
   "You are easily aroused," he said.
 
   And I was, for my inhibitions had been torn away, and the enjoyment of sexual pleasure was one of the few delights permitted me.
 
   The crop was thin and rounded, made of some soft, oiled wood which stroked like a feather along my skin. The tip gave my clitoris a tiny slap and I gasped at the sharp sensations which  rippled through me. Then it slid up my taut belly , flicked lightly along my already erect nipples, and rolled beneath to follow the contours of my spine.
 
   A fat finger pushed into me, gained moisture, then moved over my clitoris in such a way that I was soon breathless with excitement. It drew back and the tip of the crop slapped gently against my clitoris, then again, in a series of fast, light blows which had sharp-edged flickers of pain rolling through my groin. He paused, sliding the tip of the crop through the ring and then pulling back, tugging lightly but repeatedly at my throbbing clitoris.
 
   I moaned lightly, but felt the pain and pleasure warring within for custody of my body. I could see nothing, and so the sensations felt redoubled as his fingers stroked against at my sex, then began to gently massage my clitoris.
 
   A hand slid lightly up my rounded, arched body, up along my abdomen and over my belly, then downwards to caress my straining breasts and pluck lightly at the nipples. A moment later the crop followed, circling and prodding at my nipples and pulling at the rings. It drew back, and I felt long seconds of anticipation before the tip slapped down against one fat, rigid nipple. It was a light slap, yet the shock flashed through my breast and into my body in an instant, and I moaned anew.
 
   The crop slapped repeatedly at the nipple, lightly but stingingly, then moved to the other as I fought to keep my body positioned properly despite the ache now rising in my spine.
 
   Again he halted, and I waited breathlessly. I could not see him at all, though he knelt beside me, for my head was jammed firmly into the rug and my upside down vision allowed me t view only the room straight ahead. 
 
   I yelped as the crop slapped against my clitoris again, then against each nipple in turn. The stings were not enough to fight off the rising haze of sexual need within me, and were instead swallowed by it, sparkling like firecrackers in the dark as heat enveloped my mind and body. My nipples and clitoris were soon sore and throbbing, yet still the heat rose, and each new slap sent a new surge of energy through my veins.
 
   Now he drew back and I sensed, rather than saw the crop rising higher. I cried out as the full length of it slapped across my abdomen, the stinging pain briefly cutting through the sexual mist laying over my mind. Several small slaps with the tip followed, against my clitoris and nipples, then another harsher blow, this against my left breast, bathing it in the fire of pain.
 
   He moved away, and I saw a brief vision of him - upside down, of course - as he moved across the room. He returned with a handful of rope, and knelt beside me, out of my view. I felt him sliding lengths of rope around my right wrist, laying each loop down neatly alongside the next. Then he pulled my wrist back slightly, placing it against my right ankle where it lay on the floor, and then binding the two together.
 
   He moved around me and bound my left wrist to my left ankle, as well, and while my aching back felt a sense of resignation at this indication it was to remain uncomfortably and unnaturally bent that dark side of my sexual mind sent a gush of masochistic excitement through my flushed body. He pressed a hand against my forehead, pushing my head even further back, then gathered my hair together behind me and bound it into a rough braid. He pulled it back behind me and I felt something thrust into my anus, something curved, which hooked against my tail bone and pulled backwards. It took only a moment to realize he had bound my hair to this object, and that my body would most surely remain tightly arched until such time as he decided to release it.
 
   He knelt again and more slaps against my clitoris and nipples had me gasping and moaning. They grew harsher, the crop moving in longer arcs and with more force, and the flashes of pain rattled through my mind and body like raindrops on a tin roof. Yet through it all echoed the rolling thunder of a deep and pervasive sexual passion which easily dwarfed the pain, and even absorbed that pain into its own crackling stormwave of pleasure.
 
   I cried out as another harsh blow struck my chest just below my breasts. Lei was kneeling back now, and bringing the crop down strongly, if slowly, striking me from breasts to thighs.
 
   "Spread your legs," he ordered, as I heaved and moaned and trembled with pain and pleasure.
 
   Half dazed, I obeyed, and the crop lashed at my inner thighs, then struck down with deliberate aim on my vulnerable cleft with force sufficient to send the slender rod sinking deep between my swollen public lips. The pain rose and caught me in a roar of fire, yet the howl of pleasure was greater still.
 
   And then the harsh blows halted, and I felt the tip of the crop rubbing against my aching clitoris. Pleasure and pain screamed through my mind, and then as I began to come the tip snapped down against my clitoris in a fast, sharp spanking motion.
 
   I came with a scream, my voice rising and falling in animalistic passion and ecstasy as my body was racked by convulsions. I have no idea how I held my position, yet somehow I did even as my mind writhed under the power of the explosive orgasmic storm.
 
   As it ended, so ended the spanking of the crop, and Lei rose, moving away once more. He returned to clip wires to both nipple rings, running them up and out at an angle which would force me to maintain my arched position. A similar wire was attached to the ring piercing my clitoris, pulling it out and up in the opposite direction. 
 
   Then, with my legs spread, Lei knelt between my thighs and entered me. After the sharpness of the pain, the soft, stretching of my sex and the feel of his slow piercing was luxurious and I sighed and closed my eyes that I might focus more of my attention on the movement of his erection through the soft folds of my pussy.
 
   He was soon deep within me, and his hands moved over my bowed frame as he thrust in and out with a long, slow stroke. His hips pushed against my thighs with a force which grew with his pleasure, and my body was soon jarred and jerking repeatedly against the biting pull of the wires pinning my nipples and clitoris in place. Still, despite the rippling pains which washed over me his thrusting penis soon brought me to another climax, and the repeated stinging pains were like flashes in the darkness as I writhed under his touch.
 
   As he finished he stood up, and then left me there on the floor. I heard him talking, but as it was in Mandarin I could not know of what he spoke. Minutes later there was a soft tapping at the door and Lei's barked order opened it to admit Lan, the young Vietnamese slave with the pert round breasts, and Chyou and her large bouncing breasts.
 
   They giggled as they dropped their robes, and Master Lei gathered them into his arms as all three moved past me and into the attached bathroom. I could hear the water being run, and more giggles as the aching in my back continued to slowly gain ground on what remained of the passion my orgasms had left behind. I could relax a small portion of the effort required to remain in my unnatural position, but only by allowing it to be taken up by the pull of my hair against my tailbone. Yet such was the aching in my spine that I slowly allowed myself to do this, ignoring the rising sting in my scalp.
 
   My nipples and clitoris were all straining and stretched out from my body, and each time I eased the tautness of my bow the stinging grew hotter and sharper so that I must again force my chest or loins up and outward.
 
   After a time which seemed like hours the three returned, walking past me as if I did not exist, and the two girls scrambled into Lei's enormous bed beside him. There was more giggling and talk among them, but if it concerned me I could not, of course, tell. Nor could I see them from where I was, or at least, where my head was.
 
   I could tell from the sound of the groans and sighs, however, that either they were pleasuring each other, or Master Lei was using one. I felt dismayed at this, for it dashed my hopes of quick release, and also made me oddly jealous.
 
   It seemed forever before the moans and groans reached their peak and subsided, and then another eternity before the two girls, giggling, slipped off the bed and onto the floor around me, then began to tickle and stroke my body. Chyou licked at my stretched out clitoris while Lan began to tongue my nipples and roll the swollen areolas in her fingers.
 
   I endured this rather than being pleasured by it, for the discomfort and ache had risen too high to be overtaken, and I felt enormous relief as the two finally unclipped the lines from my rings, untied my wrists and ankles, and then tugged the donut shaped hook from my rectum. I let out a long ecstatic groan as I was finally permitted to relax my rigid position. I made my way back to my room, bent like an ancient crone, as the two girls remained behind with Master Lei, and stretched out on my bed for some time before falling asleep.
 
   In the morning my back still ached, and I was surprised, and even, to some degree, proud to see the long thin welts which covered the front of my body from thigh to throat, criss-crossing my belly, abdomen and breasts in many places. The pain was not great, at least as compared to the feel of receiving them, so I had no difficulty in controlling it as I massaged a soft, healing balm against my skin.
 
    
 
   Each day held lessons in behaviour and language, as well as various duties related to Master Lei and his guests. But I was not worked beyond my means. I had time for long baths, for walks in the garden, and then after a time, for visits into the town below. These visits were always accompanied, of course, usually by Kira and often by one of the Governor's guards. We would walk among the shops in the marketplace and Kira would explain the products I examined as the shopkeepers and their customers stared at me in frank amazement.
 
   The people considered me a sort of courtesan, rather than a slave. They, after all, had no more freedom than I, and considerably less pleasant surroundings in which to live out their lives. They could not leave their cities, towns,  villages and farms, nor contact anyone else outside the province even should they know of such a person. They could work only at what they had been assigned, and their lives hung on the whims of the governor as surely as did my own.
 
   So while they seemed to realize that I was not present of my own free will, the very nature of their society meant this did not serve as any great distinction to their cultural norm. They did, of course, think of me as a woman of sex, but the concept of this is simply not translatable for western minds. They had not been exposed to centuries of puritan Christian teachings on the nature of sex and sexuality, so there was little condemnation in that respect. On the other hand the Asians value virginity in unmarried women to such an extent that a girl known to have been violated  had little, if any prospects for marriage.
 
   There was, moreover, a strange fixation and fascination with western women, and blondes in particular, for their rumoured high level of sexuality. This came from their gleanings of western culture, in particular old American movies, and gave them, and indeed, all Asians, the belief that blonde women were insatiable sexual animals who were in an unending state of heat, constantly longing for their next coupling.
 
   So each time I went down into the town I was the subject of intense attention from townspeople in the area, and would often be followed by giggling groups of children, or hot-eyed young men imagining me out of my robe.
 
   Kira would speak to and for me during these early visits, for a few daring people would invariably ask questions about me. She would also communicate with those in the markets and shops when we desired some article or service of them. Both of us were, of course, slaves, but the townspeople regarded us as far above them in station, simply due to our association with the Governor, and we could take any object we chose on a whim without causing resentment.
 
   The city outside the palace was bleak, most of the newer buildings built by the government were cheap, ugly and of low quality, and the lives of the people that of what I as a westerner would term extreme poverty. Yet they seemed no less happy for their lack of such basic possessions as electricity and running water. And the country in which they lived was immensely beautiful, with lush green forests rising high along the mountains which rose on all sides. Some of those forests had been cut down to make room for farming, often poppy farming, and on one whole side of the valley the mountainsides were terraced halfway up their lengths.
 
   On hearing of poppy growing I realized the connection between Lei and the drug people of New York, and was amazed anew at how such a thing could lead me from my home and schooling to a life as a sexual slave in a Chinese palace. Surely, I thought, the authorities in Peking did not permit such things. Surely someone would find out and sweep down to arrest the man. And yet he obviously had no such fears.
 
   * * * * *
 
   As I gained more possession of Mandarin I was able to interact more with those around me, with the other slave girls, first, then with others of the servants in the palace. I learned there was a feeling of awe and universal lust directed towards us by most of the male servants, along with some resentment at being unable to sample our services. Among the female servants was a mixture of jealousy at our beauty and ease of life, disapproval of our sexual exploits - even though these were not of our choice - and some of the same awe the men held.
 
   Because of this interaction between slaves and servants was limited to idle conversations in areas like the dining hall and occasions when our duties brought us into some slight contact.
 
   The higher servants, however, the Governor's more important bureaucrats and aids, regarded us as spoils of status, rare symbols of the governor's favour, and so we were, to some extent, the subject of political manoeuvring. This was directed at Master Lei, of course, for we had no choice whatever in who was presented with our persons or in what manner or for what time. Because of my novelty I was the most cherished and sought after favour, and knowing this, Lei, outside of occasional parties, rarely loaned me to anyone.
 
   As my language skills continued to grow I became quite knowledgeable about the local power struggles and the politics and personalities of anyone close to the seat of power. I can't say it was not a source of pride to be considered a great sign of favour and status, and despite my English upbringing I too felt a certain swaggering superiority over mere ordinary women as I moved about the palace.
 
   I was, of course, quite demure around those with power, but as to lesser servants, well, they were practically invisible to those with power, while I was a much sought after prize. So it was easy to dismiss their importance. I do not mean to say I treated them badly, though some of the other girls did, but I did feel a certain casual contempt for their unimportance in the scheme of things.
 
   We slave girls were on the arms and laps, or sometimes the beds, of the men of great power every day, after all, giggling with them and sharing food, while the servants were lucky to catch glimpses of one striding down the halls.
 
   And yet still we were slaves, and there were limits beyond which we ventured only at great risk. Chyou and Jin did this one day while laying about the "harem", bored and sipping idly at wine while playing cards. One of the servant girls, new and young, ventured into the room with a mop and pail, timid and awed at being in the presence of the governor's notorious and beautiful sex toys.
 
   She was quite a pretty thing, however, with wide brown eyes and a lovely, lithe young body beneath her awkward, bulky servant's dress. Chyou, always more arrogant than the others due to her large breasts, and how the men lusted after them, noticed the girl and decided to make sport of her.
 
   As Jin related to us afterwards Chyou called the girl over in an arrogant voice and preceded to taunt her on her alleged unattractiveness. Then, in her temerity, ordered the girl to undress that they could see what value lay beneath her clothes. The girl, despite her humiliation, had not dared to disobey, and had slowly removed her peasant dress and underthings to stand trembling before the two "great ladies" in only her skin.
 
   Chyou and then Jin had stripped themselves, the better to compare their bodies, and Chyou had made much of the girl's small breasts as compared to her own, taunting and ridiculing her. Then, amused at the girl's mortified appearance, had forced her to lay back and had begun to fondle and stroke her body. The girl, though rigid with humiliation, had not dared to protest as Chyou and Jin had so intimately explored her, as it turned out virginal body.
 
   Even when Chyou had straddled her head, pinning her arms back with her strong legs, she had not dared to refuse the woman's demand that she perform on her sex, and after much sneering instruction and pulling of hair the girl had managed to bring Chyou to climax with her tongue.
 
   Even this abuse might have been tolerated, had not Chyou (or so Jin claimed), then wrestled the girl onto her knees and as Jin held her, gleefully used the end of the mop to remove the sign of her virginity. As if this were not sufficient they had bound her in position, bottom raised, legs back, and then sought out nearby male servants to perform on her. Seven or eight male servants were brought back and "ordered" to perform on the sobbing girl (although I have much doubts any had to be asked more than once) before one of Master Lei's senior managers happened by and put a stop to things.
 
   The result of this was that the next morning, in the dining hall before the assembled servants, both girls were flogged, and spent much of the remainder of the day on their knees on a central table, arranged awkwardly for the appreciation of the servants.
 
   As the servants had observed the two sobbing girls had been forced to climb atop the table and kneel on all fours facing opposite ends while Gahn Mai, the Governor's senior servant, placed thick wooden shafts at the entrance to Chyou's rectum and Jin's pussy. Each shaft was two feet long, and after each had been slowly driven halfway up into each girl's belly the two were made to back against each other, and the opposite end of each shaft was forced into the second girl.
 
   They were forced back until their buttocks were flat together, the two thick shafts forced deep into their soft, warm bellies. Their ankles were bound together. Their wrists were pulled straight back along their bodies and bound together, and their long braided hair was pulled tightly up and back and also bound together.
 
   Though neither girl was pierced as I was thin twine was bound tightly around their nipples, pulled straight down with some force, and then through a ring driven into the table there to meet up with the twine bound to the other. Thus any movement by one pulled against the nipples of the other. A small, two-sided clip then snapped closed around first Chyou's clitoris, and then Jin's, binding them even closer together even as they squirmed and bawled in pain.
 
   Worse still, from the sense of violated pride, each girl was then left in place with orders to please any man who might approach them with her mouth. With their hair pulled back so tightly their mouths were unable to close without pain in any case, and the palace servants took great pleasure in watching them take even lowly gardeners and labourers into their mouths and throats.
 
   Lines of men of all ages formed to either side of the table, while female servants lagged back, giggling and snickering at their discomfort. Many of the men took pleasure in jerking them to and fro to hear their cries as their nipples or clitoris' were tugged and stretched, and both girls spent a miserable day from which they were quite some time in recovering. Their voices were raw whispers for many days to come, and it was weeks before their jaws and throats stopped protesting the misuse to which they had been subjected.
 
   Of course, this put that a considerable distance ahead of the servant girl, who, as I understand it, was soon afterwards disowned by her family and treated with scorn and derision by the other servants. Although she was an attractive girl Master Lei did not choose to make any use of her himself, instead having her driven to the edge of his lands and discarded there.
 
   I felt this to be quite unfair and even foolish, but of course, did not make protest. I had never reached the level of arrogance some of the other slave girls had  towards the lesser servants, but what arrogance I had learned eased considerably after that day. I was always thereafter quite polite to any servant I encountered, and reminded of my own uncertain position and what damage I could do to theirs.
 
   And yet, my learning, my attempts to understand the Chinese languages and people, were for naught. Like all men of limitless power and reach Lei soon had other women arriving to please him, willing or unwilling. And a few months later he bartered me to another Governor even further to the west, and I was placed aboard a large riverboat making the journey through the immensity of the Jinshu mountains. The scenery was breathtaking in its beauty, distracting me from my unhappiness at being taken from the life I had come to know, the friends I had grown fond of.
 
   I had done my best to feel as little in the way of maternal affection for my daughter as was possible, knowing that she could be taken from me at Master Lei's whim, but it was still very hard to know I was leaving her behind, even in Kira's dedicated hands.
 
   But I was a slave, and had no say in such decisions. I had no idea why Master Lei had decided to give me to Governor Chow, nor what price he asked in return, nor was I to ever know. In fact, I never met Governor Chow, for after weeks of floating through the rough country of western China I learned that he had no desire to even look upon me. And certainly had neither need nor desire for my services. In fact, the impression I gained from overhearing the words of his assistant was that the very idea of a sexual slave struck him as particularly disgusting.
 
   Nevertheless, as a practical man, and one who recognized the weaknesses of others, he had gone to some difficulty to obtain my person so that he could, in turn, gift me to another powerful man even further to the west. As we were almost on the Burmese border this caused me some confusion, but it emerged the governor whom I was destined to serve was an Indian governor.
 
   I had thought myself entirely resigned to my life as a sexual slave, but it seemed I was mistaken. For when I overheard my ultimate destination I felt a tight clenching of my heart and my pulse began to race with anticipation. India was a free country, with many British and other westerners within its borders. Were I taken there surely the chances of my making my plight known would be greatly increased. Furthermore the authorities would not tolerate this sort of abuse as they did here.
 
   And so I was in quite good spirits as we continued down the river, and spent much time smiling at the beauty of the lush green mountains which slid past on either side, at the small waves rippling away from the bow of the slow-moving boat, and at the people and animals along the shore.
 
   The sailors, if one could describe them with such a term (and I could not, being of a proud maritime people) found me of immense curiosity, and whenever I was in sight would stare at me with wide eyes, as if I were a strange and exotic beast.
 
   In a way, I suppose I was. How many blonde English solicitors-in-training did a provincial Chinese riverboat man encounter during his life? Arrogant in my position as a valued commodity, not to mention British, I hardly deigned notice them, yet was aware of their eyes constantly upon me.
 
   One evening, after the sun had set, and the boat had tied up to the shore in a cleared space, I removed my robe and, nude, made my way into the water that I might wash myself. I could not honestly say I was unaware of the eyes upon me, nor claim to feel no measure of excitement and pride at their awe. I bathed casually, pretending an aloofness I did not feel, and hiding the quiver of arousal within my loins.
 
   After all, there I was, alone, a White woman in the deepest mountains and jungles of China, with a dozen sets of hungry male eyes upon my naked flesh. And yet they dared not touch me, for to do so risked worse than death were the governor to discover. And so I was free to tease and taunt them with my beauty and sexuality, free of any fears that they might approach me and force me to satisfy the lusts I raised in them.
 
   I had little to occupy my time with. The boatmen spoke a dialect which made conversation with us all but hopeless, and were a primitive and unsophisticated group in any case. There was one guard present, but he was an older man who glared at me whenever I approached, sullen, no doubt, at being forced to take himself away from the glories of the palace and endure the long and boring boat ride alongside me. The scenery, while beautiful, became monotonous, and I grew bored without my books to read, or any male to satisfy.
 
   During the day it was too hot to do very much but sit still. I had attempted to remove my robe on occasion, but the guard had evidently been directed to ensure this did not happen. This was not for reasons of decency, of course, but so that my pale white flesh would not be darkened and thus the governor's gift somehow diminished. I wore the robe at all times while under the sun, as well as a wide-brimmed silk hat to shade my face.
 
   At night, however, I could do what I wished, and began to strip entirely to do exercises on the shore or the deck of the boat. The eyes of the boatmen would fix upon me as I did so, and their jaws would grow slack as they followed my every movement. I often positioned my body in exaggerated poses simply to amuse myself by teasing them, and drew a measure of excitement from this at the way they shifted and twisted as they sat to hide their erections.
 
   Even as I did this I tried to make excuses for my behaviour, but insides I realized that it was mere exhibitionism, for I had definitely become an exhibitionist during my time in China. Kira and my other sister slaves had been bemused by my response to public nudity and sex, coming as they did from societies where nudity was more common and less associated with sexuality.
 
   Yet even as frequent as my public exposure had become - frequent enough that it no longer embarrassed or humiliated me to be seen in the nude by however many people - I still felt an intense rush of wickedness, of the forbidden, my schoolgirl moral teachings all telling me that no good or decent girl ever showed off her privates in public. 
 
   Still, the atmosphere of the palace had been so hedonistic, at least around we slave girls, that there was less arousal because of the casual acceptance of such nudity by all around me. Yet only a few days away from the palace, spent among more common men with more ordinary sensibilities, and I was basking in the forbidden nature of my exposure, revelling in the shock and arousal they so obviously felt at my public display.
 
   One evening, after my exercises and swim had been completed I positioned myself at the rear of the boat, atop some low crates, and there spread my legs wide, opened my robe fully, and began to pleasure my body. Although I was not within sight of anyone I recognized that one of the boatmen could happen by at any moment, and the wickedness of my behaviour leant excitement to my fingers as they stroked against my sex.
 
   My nipples were erect, the areolas puffed out behind them, my breasts swelling rapidly as my fingers danced along my soft slit, and I began to breath more quickly as the heat quickly rose within me. I leaned back, looking upwards at the long dark shadow of the mountains behind me, hearing the lapping of water against the boat and feeling its gentle vibrations.
 
   And then the feel of feet moving on the deck.
 
   My fingers rubbed more quickly, even as a slow flush rose to my face. I was behaving wickedly, sluttishly. These were not the sophisticated, corrupt, and jaded men of the palace, but simple peasants. To behave in such a manner around them was unconscionable!
 
   And yet that very fact roused the desire within me, knowing how such nudity, such open display of sexual self-gratification would shock any of these common men. And so as I felt the steps grow closer I arched my back and drew my head back further, panting softly, as I slid two fingers into my body and began to stroke rapidly in and out.
 
   The vibrations ceased, and I could almost feel the shock of whomever had spotted me. I could see a darker shadow against the side of the wheelhouse, and a powerful thrum of excitement washed over my body. I was so wicked! So terrible! So sluttish! What he must think of me!
 
   And as the passion flowed through my body I began to writhe there on the top of the case, greeting my approaching orgasm under the eyes of my secret watcher.
 
   And then his resolve broke, and to my shock the dark shadow was upon me, rough hands grasping my thighs and tearing them apart. Startled but dazed, I looked up into shadow, his back blocking what little light came from the distant fire. A strong hand slapped against my mouth, jamming my head backwards and over the other side of the case, then his cock thrust deeply into my body, easily slicing through the moist folds of my sex as he buried himself within me.
 
   My legs jerked spastically as I sought balance, but I had no real desire to fight him off. Unfortunately, he did not know this, and was rough as he pinned me down and drove himself into my body. A dirty rag was forced into my mouth, and then my slim wrists were pinned back as he redoubled his efforts. His breaths were harsh and ragged as his cock stabbed into me with pounding strokes, and his hips ground furiously against my thighs and buttocks as he used me with frantic desire.
 
   The sudden attack had startled and disturbed the flow of my passion, but now as he forced himself into me and took control of my body I felt the heat rising once more, the power of my sexual need redoubling as I groaned under the brutal heat of his lust.
 
   I writhed helplessly, though with no desire to escape, and he slapped at my face, then clawed at my breasts. I cried out softly, groaning in pain and pleasure, , nearly swooning with the severity of pleasure and passion tearing through my body. He rode me wildly through it, and then even as the pleasure slowly began to fade, was gone, darting back into the shadows.
 
   I sprawled back, gasping, pawing at the rag in my mouth to pluck it free, then drawing in deep breaths of warm, humid air. I moaned weakly, letting arms and head fall back once again even as my legs drooped down across the sides of the crate. I felt a deeply sated sense of contentment, as if being so roughly used by a stranger was the fulfilment of my passions.
 
   I pulled my head up, not without difficulty, and twisted my body so that I could prop my back against another crate. I lay still but for my heaving chest, wondering what kind of a woman I had become, what within me responded so powerfully to such raw, animalistic sex, to the savage use of my body.
 
   I recalled my days at university, and the care I had taken to dress myself attractively without risking condemnation. How bizarre that I had now become a creature aroused by publicly exposing herself, by rousing men to such extent they lost control of themselves and attacked me sexually.
 
   What would happen if I ever did find myself back home? How would I control this burning need to expose myself, to degrade myself, to be used so violently by men?
 
   But then I realized this was not a consideration I really needed to devote my thoughts to, for my freedom, even if I did wind up in India, was unlikely.
 
   I sat up and closed my robe, giving a little shudder at the warmth and sensitivity of my breasts, then slid off the crate and went to my mat to find my sleep.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Ten
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   My first introduction to India was not pleasant. The boat stopped at a small, dirty town and I and my guard disembarked. I was, of course, excited and curious about this new land and its people, but that excitement was tempered by anxiety about my own future. That anxiety was little aided by the sight of the townspeople, who seemed quite stricken by poverty, and moved about with eyes cast down and faces filled with wariness and fear whenever they chanced to be near a figure of authority.
 
   The car waiting for us was ancient and dirty, one of the windows cracked, the springs in the seats broken, the fabric much stained and torn. We set out through the town, and then onto a dirt track which would have been quite flattered to be termed a road. The track was filled with holes so that the car frequently lurched from side to side, and bounced up and down. Several times it drove off the road into fields adjoining it as the driver spent long periods of time with his eyes glued to the rear view mirror staring at me, rather than upon the track itself.
 
   The man was as dirty as the car, with a ragged looking white robe which resembled little so much as a very cheap, plain nightgown. If either it or its wearer had recent acquaintance with either soap or water I would have been much surprised.
 
   The drive took almost two hours, most of it spent with my hand tightly grasping the handle of the door to prevent my head from bouncing upwards against the roof. The heat was appalling, and I was panting and sweating terribly within the first ten minutes. I longed to open my robe somewhat but feared the driver would lose all control were I to do so.
 
   The final quarter of our journey was spent on a paved road, but again, such description greatly overstates the case. The pavement was much cracked and patched (though not patched sufficiently) and there were uncountable potholes scattered along its length. The car shook and rattled violently as the driver increased speed, and as his eyes continued to monitor my person as opposed to the road ahead I wondered at our chances of reaching our destination intact. For we now passed similar cars and trucks racing past in the opposite direction, and I had little confidence the rusting, creaking automobile would survive a collision of any force.
 
   At long last we reached the city of Rankghar, as dismal an assault on the eyes and nose as anything I had yet encountered. The streets were filled with beggars, many of them terribly scarred, blinded, or missing limbs. Several of them raced alongside the car, shouting and gesticulating, holding forth their hands for alms as the driver cursed at them and swung the wheel violently back and forth in an attempt to hit them.
 
   The smell of human and animal waste rotting under a blinding sun clogged my nostrils, and made my eyes water as we dodged in and out of narrow streets behind trucks, tractors, ox drawn carts, and assorted mobs of people with livestock.
 
   Finally, we arrived at our destination, a singularly unimpressive pair of wooden gates held together by a rusting chain. A ragged looking man with a rifle slung over a shoulder slouched towards the drivers door, then leaned in to speak with our driver. The conversation lasted far too long, given the heat, and occasioned much snickering and ogling of my person.
 
   Finally, the man slouched back to the gates, unwrapped the chain from one of the gates (which leaned weakly outward) and dragged the gates open. The driver raced the engine and the car lurched forward. We found ourselves in a paved back court beneath a tall, squat, ugly looking building. A variety of cars and trucks were parked about, most of them in no better condition than ours. Off to one side was a large gathering of garbage cans, the trash overflowing onto the ground and the smell assaulting my nostrils.
 
   Another ragged guard approached the car, and more snickering occurred, while the Chinese guard who had accompanied me exited the car and motioned me to follow. He spoke to the second guard in a language with which I was unfamiliar, and the pair then led me through an open door and into the bowels of the building. 
 
   The hall inside was narrow, with floors, wall, and roof of chipped, cracked concrete, and bare light bulbs dangling overhead. We met up with another guard, this one wearing a cap appeared to signal an officer of some sort. He examined papers the Chinese guard presented, and then signed them. From there he roughly took me by the arm and led me away.
 
   We did not, as I had expected, go upwards, but rather, took a dark stone stairwell down into the bowels of the building. We made three turnings, going ever deeper, before emerging in a dark, damp, and yet refreshingly cool stone corridor which, other than its temperature, had little else to recommend it. In all other respects it was similar to the one above.
 
   We turned a corner to another similar corridor, and I saw with some trepidation that the walls on either side were lined with low, narrow, strongly built doors, each of which had a barred window and a heavy bolt on the outside. The guard led me to one such and opened it, and I my heart sank as I saw that it was indeed a cell of some sort.
 
   There was a bare bulb in the ceiling, of low power. It lit a stone room no more than six feet square, empty save for a hole in one corner, and thin and filthy mat in the other. The guard pushed me inside, and followed, then thrust me abruptly against the wall. He leered at me as his hands tore open my robe, and his eyes widened with lust as he beheld my nudity. I could almost smell the heat and lust he exuded as his hands reached out and almost reverently cupped my breasts, then began to squeeze them with a hot urgency which seemed to transmit itself to me through my breasts.
 
   His fingers were hard and hot, and my breasts ached as they dug deep into the soft flesh, kneading and pinching it. Yet it was a hot ache, an ache which seemed to feed on his own lust, on his obvious excitement for me. He was a crude, thuggish man, dirty, with foul-smelling breath, yet I was at his mercy, and as his hands raced over my body I felt a fiery ache beginning to rise in my loins.
 
   He spoke rapidly in Hindu, which I could not, of course, understand, and his eyes darted back and forth between the doorway and my body. Due to the heat I had braided my long hair into a single tail. This he took hold of, using it to roughly yank my head back,  and then jammed his warm and dirty mouth against my own as he continued to maul my breast. 
 
   He thrust me back with a further leer, feral eyes still watching the door warily. He said something else, then turned and casually stripped off my robe completely, followed by my slippers. He smirked as he looked upon my nudity fully, then pushed me back against the hard stone wall. I now noticed the heavy iron clamps, ancient with rust, bolted to the wall. One, larger than the others, was almost at the proper height for my throat - almost. I was forced almost onto my toes as he swung the clamp closed, a thick, curved iron collar which pulled in tightly against my neck just beneath my jaw, and was bolted into place there. 
 
   My arms were raised up and out and similar heavy shackles snapped around them, bolting them directly against the wall, as well. There were lower shackles, but my captor hesitated, then went to the door. He gazed up and down the hallway, then returned quickly, undoing his dirty trousers. 
 
   I felt my stomach fluttering with a mixture of anticipation and disgust. He truly was a filthy beast, yet he was clearly about to use my body. Bound with heavy, cold iron to the hard stone wall I felt very much the helpless prisoner as he pushed his groin in against me. He spoke again, softly, muttering, jamming his hardness against my soft sex. He forced my legs further apart, then forced himself into me. This left me half hanging from the heavy metal shackles, which pushed in harshly against my soft wrists.
 
   He used me roughly, grunting with pleasure and obvious relish, thrusting furiously up into my body as his dirty fingers dug into the soft flesh of my buttocks. He panted and gasped as he drove his loins against me, his eyes nearly closed as he threw his hips forward. It took under a minute for him to give a shudder and  release his seed.
 
   He drew back with a groan, stood still a moment, then quickly did up his trousers and bolted my ankles against the wall. Then he was gone, leaving me in place in the dark, hot, fetid cell.
 
   "Welcome to India," I whispered to myself.
 
   My body was already overheated from both the air and the quick, ruthless use which had been made of it, and I stared about me feeling as though I were, for the first time since my initial capture, in the life of a sexual slave. For this was the sort of thing I had expected on hearing I was to be taken to China, the kind of thing I had imagined was the fate of any sex slave. Yet things had been so very different at Governor Lei's palace that my belief in the treatment of slaves had been challenged. Now I was brought back to earth. As in China, I was in a rural back province where the governor enjoyed great autonomy and, I guessed, little fears of close supervision from the central government.
 
   Unlike Governor Lei, however, and going strictly on what I had observed to date in his subjects, servants and cities,  he seemed to exhibit rather more of the type of behaviour one would expect from a third world dictator. Nor did there appear to be the type of wealth, if one could term it so, that Governor Lei had access to. While it was true I had only seen the rear of the building under which I was held, and its lower levels, it bespoke a considerably poorer man than Governor Lei, and the city around it seemed to echo that theme.
 
   I stood unmoving, locked against the harsh stone, hoping my stay was to be short but with growing fear that hope would not be fulfilled.
 
   After a time cramps began to move through my legs and thighs, and my back became stiff and sore. My lower jaw soon ached from the pressure of the heavy collar bolted around my throat, but I had not the strength to keep myself on my toes for long.
 
   With nothing to exercise my eyes upon my ears began to take in the sounds of this place, and they were far from encouraging. Not far away I could hear a moaning which bespoke pain and hopelessness, and then further, a distant cry which came again and again, a man in some considerable pain. The cries grew louder and more frenzied, then stopped abruptly.
 
   The sudden scuff of feet on the stone outside caught my attention, and a moment later the bolt was thrown back with a loud metallic protest. The light snapped on, and I narrowed my eyes, blinking and squinting as two men stepped in, unshackled me,  and dragged me out of the cell.
 
   I was led back up the hall, then up the stairs once more. Neither of the men talked to me, and both clung tightly to one arm, as if I would break free and somehow escape. We climbed several flights of stairs, more than I could recall descending, then emerged into a narrow corridor which led, only a short distance away, to still more stairs.
 
   I was in good shape due to my constant exercises, but was still panting in the heat and humidity as we reached the top. A guard there opened a steel door and I was taken through to a far more luxuriously appointed hall. The roof was still low, and the walls of dull, institutional concrete, but the floors were covered in thick, brightly woven rugs, and tapestries covered most of the walls. The doors were of polished wood, with enormous, old-fashioned keyholes beneath the handles, little windows atop the frames.
 
   Inside the room I was taken was an unfortunate collection of what looked suspiciously like purpose made, heavy wooden frames and objects designed to cause people pain, or at least, to hold them in restraint while pain was given them. 
 
   In the centre of the room was a three dimensional square frame made up of two by fours with an overhead lattice. Hooks and rings ran along all the inside edges of the frame, and a small chain was attached to a hook in the direct centre of the overhead lattice.
 
   To the left was a narrow frame of polished wood. A triangular piece of wood a foot in length sat atop a narrow metal post. A wooden penis carved with ridges sat in the centre of this wood, thrusting upwards. Shackles were bolted to a pair of metal posts below. Beyond that was a wooden beam laid on its edge, shackles attached to the metal legs supporting it. 
 
   To the right stood a flat upright frame with too-small holes about where a girl's breasts might be, and what resembled a large, thick, carved wooden penis sticking upwards at a very sharp, almost vertical angle. There was a second such object at the top of the frame, angled out and then down,  on a hinged arm. A pair of pegs thrust out horizontally on either side just a little below the lower "penis", spaced widely apart, with shackles attached to the sides of the frame a little below these.
 
   There were hooks running all along the walls, and an amazing assortment of flogs, crops, switches, whips and paddles hung from these. Below this was a shelf filled with an untidy assortment of leather and chain restraints.
 
   And standing in the middle of all this was a tall, very thin, greasy looking man with  a ferret face, slicked back hair and an expression of eager. He spoke to the guards, who released my arms and then stepped back. At another word from him they left, closing the heavy door behind.
 
   I did not know who this man was, but of course, did my best to appear pleasant, smiling in my most obedient and helpful way.
 
   He spoke softly, but cooly as he stepped towards me. I could not understand a word, however, nor did he seem to care. He examined me with a smirk then slapped my face. I staggered back a half step, then straightened myself. He said something, but of course, I could not understand. Again he slapped my face. This time I held my position, and he glared.
 
   He moved away from me, to a small table set against one wall, and took from it a pair of leather gloves, which he donned. He returned to me, again speaking low and cooly, then took my braided hair and quite roughly yanked me around to the frame on the right side of the room.
 
   He pushed me face first against the frame there, so that my breasts pushed against the small holes, and began to slowly push through. He slapped at my buttocks, shouting at me and gripping the wooden cock. I realized he was ordering me to mount the thing, yet I was at a loss.
 
   Then he showed me two places at either side of the frame where one could step. I did so, awkwardly lifting myself up a foot or so, gripping the top of the frame for support as he held my hips and manoeuvred me against the penis.
 
   I felt it nudging my soft lips, and swallowed nervously as I began to settle downwards. I bent my legs, feeling the pressure of the wooden penis as it was forced between my labia and penetrated my body. I felt the hard, cool wood sliding forward, pushing aside the soft walls of my sex, forcing my tube open as I slid lower. With the thing halfway up inside me I was able to step on the floor once again, and bring my legs together, then settle slowly downwards.
 
   His hand pushed against my back, pressing my body harder against the upright wood, and I felt my breasts pushing against those two holes once again. Neither of the holes was much wider than a teacup, but my breasts were soft and malleable. Then he moved behind the frame once. I felt his fingers on the other side, pinching at my flesh, grasping my breasts tightly and tugging them through the holes.
 
   He worked his fingers, pulling and squeezing, pinching and twisting until my chest was flat against the frame and my breasts had been entirely worked through the holes, swelling out on the other side. Something just on the other side of the frame then closed in around them and I cried out at the pressure which pinched in on all sides. My breasts were squeezed into a hole no wider than a silver dollar, bloating out painfully beyond that like overfilled balloons.
 
   I felt a slap at one breast, and cried out. Another slap struck my other breast, and both began to sting and throb. I could not see through the flat frame, and imagined all manner of terrible tortures being done to my sensitive breasts. Yet I could do nothing to defend them, nor even pull away.
 
   He came around the frame once again and drew my arms together behind my back, then placed a collar around my throat, and attached a small chain to my wrist restraints so my hands were locked up high beneath my neck.
 
   He returned to the other side of the frame, and I stood anxiously, my breasts throbbing. I gasped as I felt a touch, yet it was soft. I felt my swollen nipples pinched and rolled between his fingers, plucked and twisted lightly. I felt the rings pulled outward so that my nipples strained, then felt them undone and removed. A moment later something soft struck my left breast with a light crack of noise. It stung, yet the sensation was not heavy enough to be termed pain. Whatever had struck seemed no more than an inch or so wide, probably leather and, almost certainly capable of causing much more pain.
 
   It struck again, again directly against my nipple, then again, and again. It switched to my other breast, my other nipple, and began to alternate. My nipples were quivering and swollen, hot and buzzing with pain and hot, dark, sexual electricity. He halted, and I felt his mouth closing around one of my nipples, taking it and the areola, as well as the centre of my taut, swollen breast into his mouth. I felt the heat and moisture of his mouth around my breast, his tongue lapping at my quivering nipple. Then his teeth drawing in, pinching lightly but repeatedly so that my flesh ached.
 
   His mouth drew back and again the hard, stinging blows as I wriggled and writhed on the other side of the frame. The wooden cock was a thick, immoveable thing within my abdomen, and every movement of my body jerked my soft pussy sleeve around it, causing me to gasp and groan as my sex was stretched and strained. I had eased down from my toes and found that I now had almost the entire length of it within me. Yet as I neared bottom I found that the space between it and the frame from which it protruded narrowed, as well, until just above the base only a thin sliver of space remained.
 
   And the very top of my sex was caught in it, pinched against a round little lump which by design or chance stuck out from the frame in just the right place to jam against my soft clitoris. I raised myself up as the pressure against my clitoris sent a throbbing pain through my body, moaning anew as my toes and the balls of my feet  protested.
 
   He continued slapping my nipples, and both were now on fire. My breasts were throbbing with heat, as well, being squeezed and constricted at the chest, and my nipples were  ultra sensitive little coals sitting at their centre.
 
   My body was jerking against the frame, my breasts tugging against the tight, remorseless grip of the frame, unable to pull free. I was puffing and panting, trying to fight through the pain to the sexual heat I had held only minutes earlier.
 
   He stopped, and my breasts throbbed on the other side of the frame. A moment later he appeared around the other side once more. He examined me, then reached between my legs, feeling the base of the wooden penis where it impaled me. 
 
   He was carrying a short crop, much like those  had seen before, save it held a soft wide flat tip. He used the crop on my buttocks now, the narrow flexible body of it striking across my bottom harshly, causing me to jerk against the frame and cry out. He smiled at this, then pressed his body against me. I felt his trousers drop and his manhood spring upwards, its warmth sliding along my inner thigh.
 
   He forced my legs apart, which brought me down harder on the wooden penis and pulled at my breasts. Then he forced himself against my anus, jamming the hard, knobby head of his penis forward until he was able to force my sphincter muscle apart and enter me. He thrust himself in and up with hard, short little jabbing strokes that sent his hard penis climbing higher and higher into my body, and soon his hips were pressing flat against my buttocks as he gripped either side of the frame and ground his body against me.
 
   The frame was not a great deal wider than my body, and he slid his hands around it, able to cup my taut breasts easily, pinching my swollen nipples as he rolled his hips slowly, twisting his cock about within my anus. He whispered into my ear once again, soft words which were not, I was sure, flattering, then began to pump his hips in and out.
 
   I was almost fully impaled upon the wooden penis now, and my clitoris ached as it was caught against that hard little bump. Yet worse was to come.
 
   He reached above to the arm which hung from the top of the frame, swinging it down so that the long, thick wooden penis it held was against my mouth, then gripped my braided hair and forced my head back. He pulled the arm down further, until the wood was jammed against my lips. A moment later I tasted the hard wood as it filled my mouth. And then he pulled lower still, so that it entered my throat.
 
   My throat ached as the wooden plug was forced through it, inch after inch sliding through my lips, over my tongue, and thence downwards into my throat.  It was well over a foot in length, and pushed past my throat and into my very chest before my lips were crushed against the base of the arm holding it. At that point he used two straps, one to either side of the penis, and attached to the arm, to clip tightly to the sides of my collar and thus lock me in place.
 
   He then focussed his attention on sodomising me, working his hips with more strength, his cock sliding in larger, more forceful strokes until his hips were pounding against my backside, crushing my pelvis against the frame. He reached around the frame once more, pinching and twisting my nipples, slapping at my sore, swollen breasts, then spreading his fingers wide to encompass them and squeezing them harshly as he pounded his erection up into my rectum.
 
   I had long since mastered the ability to breath even while my throat was filled. However, the hardness of the wooden penis was far different from the softness of a man’s cock, which, however rigid, was far and away less bruising and uncomfortable. My throat began to ache terribly, and the variety of pains assaulting my body began to give me a slightly disembodied sensation so that I had the sudden dazed thought that the wooden penis was, in fact, all one piece, that I had been impaled literally, the hard wood thrusting straight up through my body and emerging from between my lips.
 
   Oddly, this not only did not frighten me but a crackling sexual heat seemed to spread out through my body. Pinpricks of shock fluttered over my skin and my chest tightened to the point where breathing was even more difficult. I stared up at the wood which protruded from between my lips, imagining it the same wood which was jammed high into my belly, imagined myself spitted, skewered by its long length in the ultimate demonstration of cruelty.
 
   My pelvis was jerking and grinding against the frame, against the hard penis inside, and against that awful bump which was rolling and pinching my clitoris, and my breasts continued to throb painfully. I moaned softly, getting cross-eyed as I stared at the wood above me, feeling the hard wood filling my throat and sliding down into my very chest.
 
   Impaled. I was impaled. My mind swirled and tumbled, and I felt a sense of shocked delight at being so savagely wounded yet feeling so little pain. Impaled, I thought, impaled even as he sodomises me, even as his cock pounds into my body and his hands maul my breasts. A cruel man with no mercy to treat me so.
 
   A climax welled up within me, a climax I thought surely would be my last in this life, and I imagined now that I could feel the thick round wooden post in my stomach, sliding up through my body and out of my mouth, imagined I were to be used so casually and then cast aside. I shuddered as I came, my pussy clenching repeatedly around the hard wood, my rectum squeezing down on his manhood as it thrust upwards again and again.
 
   Sparkling lights filled the world above me, and I felt my vision swim, then fade.
 
   * * * * *
 
   I woke slowly, groaning as I stirred. I found that I lay upon the floor, and my captor, my tormentor, my new master, stood above me glancing down with an arrogant look of contempt.
 
   I was rolled onto my belly, my sore breasts flattening beneath me, and my arms were pulled together behind my back. I was in a dazed, but still moaned weakly as I felt something heavy circling them just above the elbows and then drawing them forcefully back until the elbows were jammed together and my shoulders screamed.
 
   He gripped my braided hair, dragging me along the floor to a small cage in a corner. The cage was no more than three feet in height and length, and perhaps half that wide. It was made of heavy iron bars going both vertically and horizontally and looked strong enough to hold a lion. He opened the side of this cage and used a firm grip on my hair to force me onto my knees and then inside.
 
   He reached behind the cage and drew out a long thick metal bar, then thrust it lengthwise through the cage a foot or so below the top. A moment later my tightly bound arms were lifted up and over this bar, then folded down across it and bound in place. The side of the cage was locked into position, and I was left like that, with my bottom held high, my face pressed against the bottom of the cage, and my arms drawn back together and folded painfully up over the bar, where they were tied in place.
 
   I stared out through the bars, still dazed, feeling only a little aroused now at being caged, at being treated like an animal. The discomfort in my arms and shoulders was intense, and growing worse with every minute of immobility.
 
   Within minutes the pain was intense and I was sobbing against the bottom of the cage, tears spilling onto the rough wooden floor. Every movement brought sharp, jagged agony to my arms and shoulders. It was the kind of pain that a person that would drive a person mad within a short time, yet I could do nothing but endure. After an eternity my arms and shoulders became so numbed that the haze of pain dimmed and I was at last able to slow my breathing.
 
   Yet long hours passed and I whimpered and moaned in my misery, wanting nothing but to be released from the unending pain.
 
   I could not easily judge the passing of time in that place. But it did pass, and I became aware of movement in the room, my tormenter returned to view my agony. He opened my cage, unsnapped my arms and drew out the bar, and agony made my scream as my body finally moved. My shoulders shrieked as he roughly yanked me from the cage, and I babbled and sobbed and cried out again and again as he ignored my discomfort, and, heedless of my stiff, aching flesh, dragged me away from the cage to further his amusement.
 
   He lifted me enough to then drop me belly down across the padded bar. My legs were spread wide and bound tightly with rough rope that pinned them to the legs of the bar at ankle, knee and thigh. He moved behind me and passed a rope below my body, then drew it upwards. There were two loops in the rope, and as he raised them so that my dangling breasts passed through them. He pulled on the ends, tightening the harsh rope, squeezing my breasts out as he had done earlier, forcing them into fat, hard balls of flesh before he tied the rope off behind my back.
 
   Thinner cords were tied to my nipple rings, pulled down and slid through a ring set into the floor there, then tugged sharply so that my nipples stretched, my areolas strained outwards and my breasts began to distend. Only then were the cords tired off. My head was raised up and my hair, still braided, was bound in cord and tied to a hook overhead, holding my face level.
 
   He then fumbled free his erection and thrust it into my open mouth. I was too dazed to perform with any degree of expertise, and, indeed, had no time to even consider that I must before he had forced himself deep into my throat. From then there was no opportunity to practice the art which I had trained, for he used my mouth and throat roughly and crudely, his testicles swinging below as his hips worked, his skinny abdomen crushing my nose each time he drove his cock into me.
 
   My head began to throb as he continued to thrust in and out and my vision began to fog. His abdomen continued to hammer against my face with painful and dizzying force, and I could do nothing but hope loss of consciousness would release me from my misery and pain. 
 
   Then he drew back, and his cock slipped out of my throat with an almost audible pop as he moved behind me. A moment later he was thrusting just as savagely into my pussy, his hands slapping at my buttocks, his hips hammering against my thighs as he drove his erection into my belly with deep, powerful strokes. He halted, pulling free, but I sensed this only belatedly, my mind dizzy and confused.
 
   The whipcrack of noise arrived with new pain, and I realized, though I could not see behind me, that he was whipping my bottom. The pain was sharp but I was too grateful for the sweet air I was now gulping through my aching throat to pay it the attention I otherwise might have.
 
   Soon my entire backside was afire, and this penetrated my thinking enough to make me moan and whimper, yet I could only bear it.
 
   He halted his attack, and I felt him thrusting into me once again, using his erection like a weapon to stab savagely into my body. When he finished the light disappeared, and after a time i realized I was alone. My jaw was slack, my scalp aching. The pain surrounded me and tears trickled slowly down my cheeks.
 
   My mind fogged as it had before, and once more the fog was cleared by the sharpness of noise and movement, by rough, uncaring hands untying the cord from my hair and releasing my nipples. I was lifted upright, though my legs were still bound straight and wide, and had a moment to observe my swollen breasts, almost purple with pain, before the rope was released.
 
   The agony was indescribable. As the ropes pulled free, as the cruel pressure binding them released, they caught fire with returning blood and I screamed raggedly through my aching throat. My captor showed no sympathy whatever, slapping and fondling my breasts, snickering at my screaming, laughing as I thrashed madly in place.
 
   He dragged me back to the cage and heaved me into it, but this time did not bind my arms up, but contented himself with merely closing the cage door and walking away. I curled up on my side as best I could, knees drawn up against my chest, trying to shake off the memory of the stinging in my scalp which had left me with a throbbing headache. My bottom ached terribly, but that was almost reassuring in its consistency. I knew from past experience it would soon ease.
 
   My beasts continued to throb. They were quite hot and red and every movement made me wince and curse. Yet that pain too slowly eased, leaving only the continued discomfort in my shoulders. After a time, exhaustion brought an uneasy sleep. I wakened to see a bowl of water in my cage, and slurped it down eagerly, then lay down my head once more.
 
   My shoulders ached less now, probably because they had simply gone numb, and I felt a little better. I looked out through the bars of my cage and wondered at what the immediate future held in store. This place was so far outside what I had thus far experienced I had no way to accurately predict, though I strongly suspected further punishments were my fate. I had never before been punished merely for the sadistic satisfaction of my master. Always before it had been to teach or punish me. This left me with the worrying thought that every day might bring fresh pain and misery so long as I was in this dreadful place.
 
   Yet there was no appeal, and certainly no escape, not bound and caged as I was.
 
   Caged. What manner of man would put a girl in a cage anyway? What kind of satisfaction did he gain from seeing me locked up in this way? I found myself reliving my times in China and wishing I could return there. I wondered what the girls were doing now, what my daughter was doing. Would she grow up to be caged and abused in a similar fashion? I was sure she would learn discipline and be used, as I was, but I hoped she avoided this kind of fate.
 
   I managed to sit up, though my head was pressed against the bars, and looked out into the room once more, staring at the various frames and wondering to which I would be guided when my new master came for me once again. There were any number which he had not used, some of which had purposes I could only guess. Why couldn't this man simply enjoy my body as others had? What need had he to give me pain and discomfort?
 
   That was, I realized, a pointless question. He gained pleasure from my pain. This meant I would be given more pain, until, perhaps, I reached that point where my body, or perhaps, my mind, could no longer endure it.
 
   Was I to be tortured to death or madness by this nasty little man? I recalled my feelings of impalement from the previous session, and felt stirring in my loins once again at the thought. I pictured myself impaled in that manner, displayed to all, the perfect picture of a poor, naked girl brutalized and mistreated. How sad, and yet erotic I would seem to be such a helpless victim of cruelty and evil.
 
   My stomach grumbled and I felt a small wave of butterflies take flight within. I had not eaten since arriving in this city, and barely drank, for that matter. Surely my captor did not intend me to die of such a mundane means. Surely my death would be accomplished through some grand and terrible punishment which would shock any who heard of it, some sinister, terribly perverse torture which would make men's cocks throb and womens' nipples tighten within the cups of their bras.
 
   The door opened and he entered, and my heart began to beat more strongly. I felt my nipples quiver lightly, still swollen from his earlier attentions. My breasts were still pinkish, the skin sensitive to even the breath of air.
 
   He approached the cage, smirking, then opened the door and reached in, taking my hair, still in its braid, causing me to curse mentally at myself for ever tying it back into such a convenient hand hold.
 
   He spoke to me, whispering, cooing into my ear, his voice an eager, excited sniggering thing as he half dragged towards the simple frame to the left.
 
   This frame consisted of a thick, heavy post which rose from the floor. A horizontal steel bar perhaps two feet long was attached to one side of the post near the top. A pair of shackles were bound to each end. Another steel bar, this one vertical, and  perhaps a foot long, rose straight upwards from the centre of the post, and a length of wood rested upon it. This wood was no more than a foot in length, polished, and set on its edge so that the top surface was no more than an inch wide. 
 
   I was dragged to this and through curses and brute force was made to straddle the narrow length of wood at its top. I was just able to do this while on my toes, though the thin wood pressed up against my sex so that it forced apart my soft labia and was driven up between. A moment later loose shackles were chained to my ankles to ensure I did not dismount. There were two tall, narrow posts in front of and to the rear of me, and after my rings were replaced, my tormentor bound narrow cords to all three, attaching them to the post before me. 
 
   Above me, unseen until then, was a hook, and dangling from that hook was a long length of thick chain. He drew the chain downwards directly above my head, then, to my surprise, wrapped it around my neck, and clipped it into place. He smirked at me a moment, and then left me alone once more.
 
   This seemed entirely too simple to me, and I looked about nervously for the source of the pain I was surely expected to receive. It took surprisingly little time for understanding to dawn, as my toes grew weaker and I was forced to drop more and more weight onto the thin edged wood I was straddling. As I did so the chain about my neck pulled in more tightly. It did not make breathing difficult, but it was apparent that any significant movement on my part, such as falling off one side or another, would cause me to choke.
 
   The pressure of the wood against my sex was painful and bruising, and I shifted my weight frequently in an effort to ease the pressure and pain. This only caused my entire groin to soon throb with soreness, and as I attempted to lean backwards my tailbone was soon aching as well. The wood jammed upwards towards my clitoris, as well, but though that ached slightly, it did not produce any real discomfort except in the sense that my body was beginning to respond to that darkness within my mind.
 
   I do not know what part of me thought eroticism might be attached to my position. As I have earlier explained, I had found within myself a degree of submissiveness and masochism, a hungering for abuse and outrageous treatment. This punishment, so obviously focussed on abusing my sex itself, seemed to me to be a particularly  shameful thing to do to a girl, and that inspired the darkness in my soul and the feverish deviance which was now a part of me.
 
   I eased forward slightly to ease the pull on my clitoris and nipples, as I was unable to take very much weight off my pussy I could feel it sliding heavily along the cool wood, could feel the narrow, rounded edge sawing along my bruised, aching flesh between my pubic lips. The pain sent a shudder through my body, for it held the seeds of unnatural pleasure with it. I found myself easing up on the muscles of my thighs and legs, almost unconsciously allowing more weight to fall on my sex, doing this with a soft, repeated flexing of muscles so that the wood seemed to be jabbing heavily against my groin.
 
   I slid slowly forward again, gasping as the chain pulled in more tightly around my neck, gasping as well when my throbbing pussy slid along the wood. I eased back, and again the wood sawed along my sex. But I was growing rapidly more aroused now. And as I slid further back I watched the cords tighten against my rings, and felt a growing sting from my clitoris and nipples.
 
   I relaxed my legs entirely, and all my weight came down upon that narrow edge of wood. I shuddered and closed my thighs tightly around it, arching my back slightly, working my lower hips in an attempt to slide. I could not, and pressed my toes against the floor once again, relieving some of the pressure. That relief felt heavenly, and as I slid my groin forward a gush of hot, liquid heat flooded my lower belly.
 
   I slid forward several inches, until the chain was digging in hard against my throat and I could not breath. I held my position, shuddering, letting all my weight come down upon my sex, then pressed my feet down once more and slid myself backwards. It hurt, but it hurt so wonderfully I almost climaxed.
 
   I slid back until my clitoris was straining, until my nipples ached, and then arched my back, leaning back further so that the pull on my nipples would grow even more strongly. I was being tortured, a poor, helpless, beautiful naked girl being outrageously brutalized by an evil and disgusting heathen.
 
   I leaned forward, slightly dizzy, and felt another wave of delicious relief as the sting on my nipples eased. I let all my weight down once more, gasping and shuddering as I lifted my feet off the floor, holding them locked together at the base of the post. I let my weight ease forward and then back before finally taking some of my weight on my feet once more. Heaven! The relief was intoxicating, and I slid slowly forward, letting the wood saw along my sex. The wood was slick now, moist with the juices of my throbbing sex. Orgasm approached, hot, heavy and powerful, and I slid further forward, letting more weight fall against the wood.
 
   Then it hit, and I shuddered, my body convulsing. I raised my feet and rode the wood, my hips and weight rocking me back and forth, my body swaying and trembling as the power of the climax swept powerfully through mind and body. I felt the tightness of the chain around my throat, the throbbing in my head from pleasure, pain and lack of oxygen, yet had to go on, had to continue grinding myself down upon the harsh wood for as long as the orgasm continued. Any movement back would rob me of that glorious storm of ecstasy, and I could not bear the thought.
 
   A part of me realized the inability to breath, yet still I was unwilling to relax my body, to give in to the growing desperation for oxygen, not if it meant easing the strength of length of that wondrous orgasm. My lower body continued to buck and hump, my head jerking back and forth, my body rocking in place.
 
   Then the climax faded, and with an explosive gasp I slid backwards, loosening the chain and drawing deep breaths.
 
   I was sick, a sick girl. I deserved to be tortured.
 
   Yet even as I breathlessly acknowledged this the warm, delicious tingle of orgasm was still just barely detectable in the back of my mind, and the memory of what it had been made me willing to do anything to gain it back.
 
   I was not to be given that opportunity, for the door opened and my master walked in. He gazed me with another smirk, fondling my breasts and whispering what I imagined were threats into my ear. He bent, sliding his hand along my trembling thigh, and unfastened the chain binding my shackles. He then lifted my right leg up and back, fitting the ankle to the side of the horizontal bar behind and below my "seat". A moment later he lifted my left ankle, and did the same, forcing all my weight down upon my sex.
 
   I moaned in growing discomfort, for even with the sense of sexual need still gripping me this made my pussy ache more powerfully.
 
   I clenched my teeth and choked back a cry as the hard edge of the wood was forced up even harder between my swollen pubic lip.
 
   He smiled, running his hand along my sex where it was split by the wood, then  removed the chain from around my neck, moved behind me and seized my still braided hair. He pulled back slowly and smugly, forcing my head backwards inch by inch. As my back arched the flesh tightened across my hot, sensitive breasts, pulling much harder against the cords bound to my nipples. Soon I was looking almost straight to the roof, and then  my hair was bound behind me to the rear post.
 
   He left me again then, to try and make some accommodation with my steadily rising pain. The stinging of my nipples soon began to fade into the background as the soft, warm flesh of my groin pressed against that narrow length of wood with unrelenting pressure. I could not now do anything to ease my weight and bring myself even temporary relief. The ache grew sharper, the pain hotter, until that part of my body was afire with a terrible agony.
 
   It was such a terrible thing to do to a woman, to attack that place which was designed to give her pleasure, to bring such crude force to bear upon that place where she was so sensitive and defenceless. And this again raised my ardour. A strange kind of fever began to run through my blood as endorphins flooded through me to fight the pain. I felt almost a sense of euphoria, a light-headedness.
 
   He entered the room once more, accompanied by three other men. The newcomers stared at me in delight as the man who had placed me in that cruel position spoke. Pride and smugness filled his voice as he waved his hand at me, pointing towards my red breasts and outstretched nipples, then plucked the cord attached to my clitoris.
 
   I moaned as they stared at me, shifting my weight as much as I could on the hard edged wood, rocking back and forth as the pain and pleasure warred within me. Their eyes surrounded me, staring, excited, aroused by my pain, by my nudity, by the wickedness of what was being done to me.
 
   They touched me, my breasts, my buttocks, my hair, and fingered the rings of my clitoris and nipples. They spoke questioningly towards him, and he replied knowingly. He ran a hand along my chest, stroking my arched body, sliding his fingers between my legs to press against my burning labia where they were jammed harshly into the wood.
 
   My body was trembling violently by then, the pain having twisted into a throbbing, aching pleasure as lust swept  through my body. I felt as though I was being cleaved in half, as though the edge of the wood had shrunk to razor sharpness and was slicing slowly but surely up between my legs. Yet a kind of rapture gripped me, and every inch of my skin tingled with life and desire. Another climax roared down upon me, and I screamed, my body jerking spastically. I felt a sense of overwhelming pressure in my head, and the light began to fade out around me.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Eleven
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   I coughed, my throat aching, and spit out water. A moment later I opened my eyes and licked at my lips, some part of me recognizing the extreme thirst which had been gripping me since I had landed in this country. I looked up from where I lay on the floor in time to see another pail of water thrown upon me and opened my mouth to capture what I could. Water sprayed over my still pink and sore breasts, and ran down between my legs to where my groin ached hotly.
 
   He took one of my ankles and dragged me aside, and I saw that a small, narrow portion of the floor had been raised up. Beneath was a well-padded space something less than six feet in length and quite narrow. It was to this I was dragged, and dropped into, my arms still bound tightly together behind me, elbows locked as one. The sides of this little coffin pressed in tightly against my shoulders, and my feet were firm against the bottom as he knelt above me.
 
   In short order strong straps bound me in place at ankle, calf, knee, thigh, hip, waist, chest, throat and head. Two blocks of padded wood were pressed in to either side of my head, jamming in against my ears, then the turn of a crank produced a pressure against the top of my head as the little box grew smaller still.
 
   He stepped back and lowered the lid, which was padded thickly along its lower part, and less so at its top. The lower part pushed down firmly against my legs and belly, while the top only brushed my lips. I could not move in any slightest way, nor hear, nor see in the darkness. I was alone, as in a coffin, alone with my pain and bruises, with my misery and fear.
 
   I was not claustrophobic when I entered that tight, suffocating box, but I certainly was when I was dragged free of it. Hour after hour of complete immobility with only my own screams of frantic despair for company. Hour after hour of desperately wanting to move even a little, to bend my aching back or legs or scratch my thigh or above all to relief some of the intense, agonizing pressure on my tightly bound arms and locked shoulders, pressure which threatened to break my mind, to turn me into ravening insanity.
 
   Every few hours water spilled from a crack or hole which was located above my mouth, and I would snap at it like a starving beast, licking and sucking at whatever moisture I could reach. The rest of the time I bathed in the sweat of pain and misery and heat, trying to draw shuddering breaths through that same small hole and expand my chest against the relentless pressure pushing down against my breasts.
 
   I was probably in that horrible pit, that coffin, for no more than a day. I do not believe my master's patience would have permitted him to spend any longer upon a torture he could not witness. When I was dragged free I was barely human, ready to do anything, including throwing myself off a cliff, to ensure I was never again returned to it.
 
   His fingers dug at the straps around my arms, and then, my mind still swimming in dazed pain felt a new gush of agony as my shoulders, so long forced back, were finally released. I screamed through my dry, ragged throat, sobbing and wailing at the return of sensation, at long frozen muscles at last set free.
 
   Perhaps he was feeling more kindly towards me now, for after sodomizing me, he merely strapped my ankles against the backs of my thighs, shackled my wrists behind me and had me kneel upon the floor in the corner where he settled my still badly bruised and aching sex down upon a thick, ridged metal penis bolted to the floor. It ached as it forced the lips of my sex apart, but compared to the pain I had already endured it was as nothing.
 
   I was expecting something much worse, and waited anxiously for him to do worse. Even when he left I did not believe he would leave me long in such calm circumstances. Yet after long minutes had passed, minutes which had, I think, become hours, I accepted it with gladness. Despite the thickness of the metal impaling my aching sex I was no longer in extreme discomfort. My arms were gloriously free, even if my wrists were bound together behind me. Every movement made my shoulders ache and groan in the joy of release. I felt an almost sensual delight in simply shrugging my shoulders and shifting my torso. Such freedom was intoxicating.
 
   I thus had time and the ability to think upon my situation in this new place, and to recognize that I had a need to do something, however desperate, to free myself before my twisted master damaged me permanently, or worse. I did not know what that something would be, but I resolved to be alert for any opportunities in future.
 
   It was only a few hours later before my master returned, and he immediately removed me from my comfortable position and set about preparing me for one which would be considerably more awkward.
 
   He placed me on the floor on my belly, then quickly attached ropes to the shackles about my wrists and ankles. Moments later those ropes were joined together and I was being lifted upwards, still in a horizontal position, wrists and ankles pulling together above me so that my torso was bowed and my back ached.
 
   As before, the little man watched me with excitement, standing back as I hung in place, turning slowly in the centre of the frame, all my weight focussed on a single rope bound to the hook above. After some minutes the weight of my torso had bowed my body further, and I was lowered so that my belly touched the floor. This was not to be a reduction in my discomfort however. With the slackening of the ropes binding me new ones were added, and the old ones removed. Now both wrists were placed directly against the sides of both ankles, and all four were bound tightly together. That done, I was again raised high as my master watched with excited eyes.
 
   He moved about me, viewing me from different angles, then darted to the corner and there drew a long length of cord. He returned, roughly gripping my long braid, then bound the cord into it and tied the other end to the ropes looped about my ankles and wrists. This had the effect of forcing me to hold my head horizontally, or accepting the pain as the cord yanked on my hair.
 
   Not done, he dashed behind me, tying ropes to both legs just above the knee, and running those ropes to opposite sides of the frame, so that my thighs, still aching and burning from previous torments, were spread wide once again.
 
   As before, he circled me, smiling in self-congratulation, observing me from all angles. He then stood before me, his groin at the same level as my face, and drew out his erection. Due to the taut pull of the cord on my hair my mouth was forced wide, and into it he plunged his erection, unhesitatingly thrusting it deep into my swollen, bruised throat.
 
   He then grasped my head between both hands and began to use my mouth and throat with long, frenzied strokes, his erection pumping wildly inside me, his belly slapping painfully against my face, crushing my nose with each thrust. He lasted only seconds in this manner before I felt his cock softening. He withdrew at once, beaming at me and then turning away.
 
   He left the room, and my body, already in discomfort and pain, began to throb and go numb, to burn and ache. What felt like hours passed as my mind slowly developed that same numbness, a sense of dazed incomprehension. It was some time before he returned for me, but I remember nothing of it. I wakened to some sanity in the cage, once more, still without food or water, and spent the night clutching my empty stomach and trying to sleep.
 
   Morning came, or what I assumed to be morning, and the return of my tormentor. This time I was stood straight and my arms chained overhead. He threw several buckets of water on me, then soaped me from head to toe before rinsing me off with more water. He wrung my hair dry, then produced a brush to work out the worst of its tangles before leaving me alone. It was perhaps an hour or two later when he returned, bound my wrists behind me, and led me out of the room. We went  down the stairs and along a somewhat more comfortably furnished hall. Yet there was to be no improvement in my fortunes.
 
   The room we entered was large, but bare and windowless. The walls had been painted with scenes of women in torment, but were obviously ancient, the paint faded and in some cases flaked and peeling. An empty, roped-off area covered its centre, and two score men circled its edges, most in small groups, chatting and sipping from cups and glasses.
 
   I was led forward naked into the midst of their hungry, staring eyes, and leering teeth and felt a growing sense of anxiety - mixed with the arousal I had come to expect now as my exhibitionistic side came into its glory. I was taken into the centre of the roped off area. There my wrists were lifted high above me and chained to opposite ends of a metre long steel pole. My legs were spread apart similarly chained, then the chain holding the pole above me was raised upward.
 
   Moments after my feet left the floor I was jerked to a halt, for the lower pole was, it seemed, chained in place. Yet the pressure of the chain above my head was unrelenting as it sought to raise me higher. I felt the pressure of the shackles digging into wrists and ankles, my flesh burning and aching. My arms and shoulders strained, and the pressure ran along my spine so that it seemed to pop and creak.
 
   There was no gag to silence my gasps, which became cries and then sobs as the pain mounted. I attempted to restrain myself, even as the sweat stood out on my naked flesh and the pain tore through every part of my body.
 
   The little man who was my master was speaking to the men viewing my torment, and I could see the pride in his movements and hear the satisfaction in his voice. The pressure mounted higher still, and my entire body screamed in agony - causing me to do the same. My voice echoed about the vast, empty room, yet none of the men appeared disturbed. Quite the contrary, each of my shrieks and cries seemed to raise their excitement, and I perceived that they, like my master, were deeply aroused by my agony.
 
   My four limbs strained in different directions, and I felt more popping in my shoulders and knees. I thought that I was about to die, that the peak of the spectacle would be my flesh torn asunder so that the leering jackals surrounding me could achieve the satisfaction of seeing my beauty destroyed. Yet my torment was not to be so quickly complete.
 
   Just as the agony became such that my vision grew hazy and I began to feel faint it eased off, bit by bit, relaxing its pull on my body until I merely hung limp from the upper pole. I was able to breath somewhat easier now, and a feeling of deep relief spread through my body.
 
   My new master began to beat me then, with a short flog against my back. It stung, of course, yet it was as nothing compared to the feeling of being pulled apart, and as I saw the excitement in the eyes of the men watching I felt a small quiver of arousal between my legs. To be whipped so, in front of so many people, hanging from my wrists, struck to the soul of my dark, masochistic desires, and even as the flog lashed my soft flesh and I cried out in pain the throbbing between my legs grew more powerful.
 
   He dropped the flog, and I turned my head briefly, eyes widening, chest tightening to see him carrying a heavier Cat `O nine tails. It lashed my lower back, and my cries rose higher. The cat stung much more, like claws across the skin, and my body jerked and swung to the pain.
 
   Yet still my sex hungered, excited by such torment, and even through the pain I could sense the moistening of my pussy, the desire to feel the touch of a hand, or a man's penis, or even, and I gasped at the thought, the cat itself.
 
   The blows halted, and I hung weakly, quivering, my body twitching. My long hair was tangled about my face, and I shook my head slightly to clear some of the golden tresses from my eyes, then shuddered as I saw him approach me carrying a long, thick whip. It was a bullwhip, and never before had I tasted its kiss. It  dangled from his hand and slid along the floor behind him like a dangerous snake as he moved out of my sight and behind me.
 
   I tried to brace myself, feeling a wonder and fear that he would use such a thing on my soft flesh. The whip made a sound like none I had heard before as it was cast through the air, and the force of the blow as it cut across my back was a hammerblow to the needles I had already been given. It sent the breath exploding from my lungs in an animal howl of agony, and left my flesh feeling ripped, torn and burning from my right shoulder to my left waist.
 
   It struck again, and again I could not repress the scream of tortured pain which flew from my ragged throat as it snapped about my waist, leaving a red welt as a belt. Again it struck, and again, slashing into my upper back, then my lower. My insides twisted and roiled, as the pain built up around me. But then it could climb no higher, it seemed, and began to form a screen of heat around my mind and body which diffused and softened the sharpness of additional blows.
 
   My body continued to jerk to the violent blows, and I felt a sense of amazement that I was to be the victim of such cruelty, yet also an excitement, for that dark hunger was coiled deep within me, slowly spreading out as it gloried in the heat and lust of the men surrounding me, as it revelled in their despite, in their desire to see me punished and tortured. My pussy throbbed more than ever before, and the pleasure continued to grow, soaking up much of the pain even as my master changed the direction of his blows.
 
   He turned slightly, shifted his arm and snapped it out sideways, and the long whip flew, striking my back with a sideways motion which curled the first foot around my ribcage and sank the tip into my right breast.
 
   I was shocked, stunned, and as the pain flashed through me I screamed in agony. My body thrashed and twisted in frantic desperation as the watching men leered in delight. Again the whip slashed around my chest, and again sent my already wounded breast bouncing upwards from the force of the blow. The whip landed again, this time lower, curling around my hip and downwards. The tip sank into my inner thigh, but even as I screamed I knew it had missed its target. 
 
   Oh no! Oh no!
 
   Yet that dark, terrible side of me exulted.
 
   Yessss! Yesss!
 
   To be whipped there! Not by the soft, light strips of a flog, but by a real whip, the whip of pirate fantasies, the whip of slave masters in the deep south of the United States! The hiss and crack as it struck was a vivid aural shock which drew me into the realms of cruellest fantasy, but even there I had not imagined anyone would be so terrible as to let the hard, sharp wicked lash of such a whip even approach the delicate centre of my mons.
 
   I tried instinctively to twist my body in some way as to block the following blow, to close my legs to protect myself. Yet I could not, and some part of me did not wish to anyway. I felt the lust and desire of my sex, felt the soft lips swelling, opening slightly, pouting with desire, and then the whip curled around my hip once more, slicing downwards across my abdomen, the tip making a soft, wet crack! as it bit into the soft flesh of my sex. My hips were thrown back and up, and the air left my lungs. A crescendo of agony and ecstasy screamed within me, roaring together in a maelstrom of sensory overload. The impact of the harsh leather gave me a horrible, shocking gush of savage exultation.
 
   A few of the watchers applauded, but I could hardly hear them through the roaring of blood in my ears and the shriek which erupted from my mouth. I swung, gasping and gurgling, from my wrists, legs twitching and jerking spastically as I instinctively tried to close them. Yet I could not, and a mixture of horror and carnal delight gripped me as I waited the next blow.
 
   Again! Again! the darkness cried.
 
   No! No! my mind wailed.
 
   The whip landed again, no more than an inch lower. I felt it slice into the soft flesh just above my buttocks, hissing along my fragile flesh as it curled over my hip, then sink into the quivering skin of my abdomen before the tip struck just below my clitoris with a powerful blow of agony.
 
   I screamed again, hips exploding backwards, body swinging wildly as my legs jerked and twisted. The pain was horrific, yet the rush, the rush was... indescribable. I felt as though my sex were a volcano ready to explode, as if the heat inside it would gush out onto the floor, as if the sexual pressure inside my head would tear me apart.
 
   Again the whip hissed through the air, curling around my shaking body and snapping at my groin. Now it curled around my left hip, now my right, but always the tip was directed at my burning, swollen sex, and the pain and pleasure both became unbearable, tearing at my strength and sanity.
 
   The tip of the whip slashed in between my legs now, as my tormenter became more cunning, slicing in and upwards directly along the line of my bare sex. 
 
   And I came. I came like a maddened, frenzied animal, my body thrashing wildly, head jerking violently and bonelessly about as the storm of sensation lashed my fragile mind. Muscles spasmed and nerve endings snapped and crackled as the climax rose higher and higher still, fuelled by still more blows from my master's terrible whip.
 
   He shifted his aim once more, letting the whip strike against my back, and the stunning heights of pleasure began to sink.. Then he sent the terrible thing curling around my ribs once more, causing my breasts to dance and shake, to recoil against the violence inflicted upon them, and the climax seemed to spiral upwards once more, spreading out, seizing me in its grip and shaking me like a rag doll. I could not think, could not breath, and soon even screams were beyond me as blackness began to fill my vision and the pain and pleasure  faded away with the light.
 
   I lay on my back in my cage, semi-conscious, throat sore and swollen, body on fire with pain, swimming in sweat, hair a tangled mass, much of it matted against my perspiring face.
 
   At some point water, a pail of it, was thrown upon me, and I half woke from my haze, sputtering weakly. Bowls of water and some foul smelling food were placed beside me, and the shadowy figure who brought them withdrew, slamming the door behind him. My trembling hands fumbled for the bowls, almost spilling the priceless water. I quickly gulped down the entire bowl, despite the pain to my aching throat, then somehow managed to force down some of the soft rice-like food.
 
   Four more times came the pail, water splashing over my naked body and running out of the cage and onto the stone floor, and thence into a drain in the corner. After the pale would come the small bowls of food and water. I do not know if this was once each day, or twice, or three times, though I believe it was twice.
 
   Finally, he pulled me out once more,  then forced me to my feet. He reached above him to where a pair of shackles hung from a chain, lifting my left wrist up to place it in position. I did not think to resist. Resistance had been beaten out of me, yet some instinct for self-preservation caused me to shoot up my other hand and to grab at the shackle. Without my mind forming any thought or plan, in nothing but ragged determination I slapped the shackle around his wrist and then fell back as he cursed and yanked at it.
 
   His other hand was free, yet one was caught immovably in the shackle, and he could not release it. I saw his eyes shoot across to the table a few feet away, and the key sitting on its edge, yet try as he might he could not reach it. He turned on me with fiery eyes, cursing me in his own language, no doubt threatening immense pain and torment did I not release him at once.
 
   I simply sat back on my heels, panting for breath, fighting against the weakness and pain, watching him dully. The door was heavy and closed, and no one came in answer to his shouts. Slowly, some semblance of intelligence returned to my mind and I realized my inevitable pain would now only be increased for such temerity. Yet I regarded my tormentor with loathing and hate, and contempt, for he was no true master, a weak man in mind and body.
 
   I stood up, and he rained more threats upon me, yet a nebulous plan formed in my mind. I moved to the desk and took the key, then went to him. He handed his hand out impatiently, yet instead I raised the key high to the shackles. His free hand rose at once, as if to snatch the key from my hand, and as he did so I dropped the key and seized his wrist in both hands. I was strong, from my exercises in China, and he was weak and spindly. Before he understood my intent I had his other wrist into the second shackle and the iron closed tightly about it.
 
   More shouts and snarls of rage followed, yet I did not care. I moved to the wall, to the crank I had seen him use, and turned it, not without effort, so that his feet rose off the floor and he dangled from his wrists. There was much satisfaction in seeing him so, and I sat back down against the wall to rest.
 
   Perhaps an hour passed, or two, before I rose once more. He was hanging limply by then, for hanging from ones wrists was exhausting. I removed his clothing, and then began to beat him. I was still somewhat dazed, but enjoyed myself even so, raining blows with the whips which had caused me the most pain, focussing as much attention on his groin as he had mine, but neglecting no part of his spindly body. I whipped him until my arms were too tired to raise, then sank exhaustedly to the floor once again to rest. By this time he was trembling and sobbing and begging, and I felt even more disgust for him.
 
   It was time to leave, if I would, and though I was not thinking very clearly at this time, I had little doubt about what my master would do to me when someone eventually came along to free him. I squeezed through the door, closing it behind, and made my way slowly and tentatively up the hall. In the next room I found a water tap, and drank deeply, until it seemed my belly sloshed with liquid, then ducked my head beneath, soaking myself.
 
   I don’t know how I managed to continue to move. I was an automaton, unthinking, operating solely on instinct. I made my way through the quiet corridors, past sleeping or drunken guards, and out an unguarded door and thence to the street.
 
   Naked, I staggered through the street until a kind hearted person - I know not who - seeing my dazed and unclothed state, and concerned about my welfare, took me a little ways up one street and down another and then guided me towards the American embassy. Those worthies, seeing a white woman turned up at their door, perhaps assumed I was one of theirs and took me in. However, I was not to long remain.
 
   I do not know if news of my true identity arrived, or if news of a search by my master caused them to react. Most likely, they wished to avoid any unfavourable publicity, anything which would cause them difficulties with the local government.
 
   I was taken out of the place only two days later, and placed in a small car with tinted windows. We drove to the airport, and I was placed aboard a small private jet. 
 
   I was the only passenger, which I thought a bit of a shame. The aircraft reminded me of the one which had taken me to China  a year or so previously, and thinking of the events of that trip aroused me quite a bit. Had there even been a single steward or stewardess I most likely would have attempted to draw them into sex, but there wasn't, and the door to the cabin remained locked.
 
   I expected a long ride, and was more than a little bored and irritated at being locked alone without any form of entertainment. Partly to amuse myself, and partly excited at the wickedness of doing such a thing, I drew my legs up across the arms of my seat and began to masturbate. Then, my excitement rising, I dared to strip completely and, naked, pranced about the long cabin, going so far as to flatten my breasts against the door to the pilots' cabin.
 
   Then I returned to the centre of the cabin, lay on my back in the middle of the floor, spread my legs, and masturbated, doing so as lewdly as possible, groaning in pleasure, rolling my hips wantonly, and thoroughly enjoying being a slut amid ordinary, respectable society.
 
   I had just finished, and was laying still, sighing happily, when I felt the slight jerk which signalled we were landing. I stood up in surprise, going to one of the windows and staring in surprise at the small, dusty land around us, then turned and quickly got dressed. I thought perhaps we had landed for refuelling, and hoped to be permitted to go out and wander about. I thought that since we had been flying west towards England, we must be somewhere in the middle-east by then.
 
   I wondered if I would be able to see the pyramids.
 
   The aircraft came to a halt, and I peered around dubiously. The runway seemed to have been paved in the middle of a desert, with not a single building nearby. I looked towards the pilots' door, but there was no movement there. Then I heard movement behind me, and turned to see one of the aircraft's exit doors opening. I stood up curiously and walked forward, unsurprised to see an Arab man in a drab brown uniform pushing the door aside.
 
   He looked at me, then motioned impatiently for me to come forward. I obeyed, and he took my arm and led me through the door and down the few steps required to reach the runway. At that he released me, turned back up, and closed the aircraft's door once more, shutting it into place. I stared at him in surprise.
 
   "Here. What are you doing?" I demanded.
 
   He ignored my question, presuming he understood it, and took my arm again, leading me away from the aircraft.
 
   "Where are we going?" I demanded.
 
   He led me further away and behind us the engines roared as the aircraft began to turn around and head back up the runway.
 
   "What's going on?" I asked uncertainly.
 
   The aircraft picked up speed and then took off. The man released my arm, looked me up and down, then moved to a small jeep I had not noticed previously, got in, and drove away. I stared after him stupidly, then looked around me at the runway, and mounds of sand in all directions. I still could see no sign of any type of building. Above me, the sun beat down, and then the wind began to blow softly, sending sand across the runway and swirling around my feet and into my hair.
 
   "What have I done?" I said aloud, turning slowly in place and looking about me.
 
   I was sure... well, not sure sure, but fairly sure they would not simply have sought to fly me here to die. They could have had me killed by simply giving me back to the Indians, after all. But where was I and what did they intend? I walked off the runway, which was helping to bake me in the heat, and quickly found the sand at the edge rather difficult to walk in.
 
   I was still wondering what was going on when I saw movement in one direction, and followed it with my eyes. It was, I determined, approaching. After a bit I realized it was a horse, a man on a horse, and thought of how odd that was. The horse grew larger and larger, until I could make out that he was quite large, black, and bore a man in a black robe on his back. The man had one of those Arab type headdresses, but he seemed stern of face, and handsome as well. The horse drew up not far from me and the man looked at me silently from under his headdress.
 
   "Uhm, hello?" I ventured.
 
   He stepped down from his horse and crossed to me, then, without a word, backhanded me so that I cried out and staggered backwards. He gripped the front of my blouse and tore it open, then twisted me around and yanked the tattered remains off my back. A moment later my bra was off, and then I was thrown forward onto my face in the sand. I sputtered and cried out as he loomed over me, but he did not strike me. Instead he gripped my skirt and yanked it off, along with my panties, then even removed my shoes and socks before throwing me onto my back.
 
   Still silent, he spread my legs, and I gasped and whimpered, not daring to resist as he opened the bottom part of his robe and drew out a long, thick erection.
 
   I should say that I had been used, ravished and abused by many men to that point in my life, but never before had I seen such a monstrous erection. He looked fully a foot long, and immensely thick, and so despite my experience I gaped at it until his hand slapped against my face and threw my head back into the sand once more.
 
   He thrust himself against me, and fortunately my pussy still held the moistness of my earlier self abuse, for he had little time nor patience for my body to accommodate itself to him. I cried out nonetheless as he crudely forced the soft lips of my sex wide and punched his long, thick member deep into my belly.
 
   He seized my thighs roughly, spreading them wider, yanking on my body as he thrust himself forward, still soundless as he drove himself forward again and again, forcing inch after inch of his enormously thick organ into my quivering body. I sobbed weakly, but knew enough not to resist. His erection was like a club, like a spear thrusting deep into my body, reaching so high that the soft, spongy nose mashed against what felt like my actual cervix, then began to beat upon it as his hips thrust in angry, savage passion.
 
   He used me violently, silently, his dark eyes boring into mine as his hips worked with deliberate force. His hands forcing my thighs back and apart, holding them in place with a grip of iron as he drove himself into me.
 
   And then, just like that, he was done. I had no warning of it, no realization that he had achieved his climax. He rose, gripping me roughly by one slim ankle and dragging me along with him through the sand to the side of his horse. He dropped my ankle then and opened a saddle bag, from which he took a long length of rope. He quickly unwound it, turning and pinning my wrists together, then binding them tightly in place.
 
   Still not speaking, he turned and mounted his horse, wound the other end of the rope about the horn of his addle, and signalled the horse to start forward. Staring, mouth agape, I watched as the horse moved off, then abruptly realized my position and moaned as the rope reached its limit and I had to hurry forward, breaking into a trot.
 
   Already I was sweating, exhausted, shocked by the sudden unexpected violence, and having difficulty with my heavy breathing in such a hot, sandy atmosphere. Yet he ignored me, the horse setting a deliberate pace which I had no choice but to match. It was too slow for a run, or even a trot, but too fast for me to walk. So I was forced to alternate, now trotting, now jogging, now trotting again, getting more and more out of breath as we left the runway behind and moved down a very narrow path between enormous sand dunes.
 
   Nothing lay behind them but more sand, and I moaned helplessly as the horse continued blithely forward, the man never turning his back as I tried with more desperation to keep up.
 
   My bare feet sank deep into the hot white sand, and I was soon lagging badly, the force of the rope often yanking me forward so that I stumbled. Twice I fell, and was dragged through the sand a short distance before managing to get to my feet. Finally I fell and could not stand, and was dragged through the sand by the wrists, coughing weakly and moaning in exhaustion and overheat.
 
   I managed to roll onto my back after a minute, which eased the pain to my breasts, yet I had no way of climbing to my feet, and no strength left either. I stared up at the sun, panting for breath and coughing in the sand raised behind his horse as I was dragged through along wondering if I was, after all, to be killed.
 
   Finally the horse stopped, and I lay still, moaning, chest heaving, sweat pouring off me. His shadow loomed, and he gripped my wrist, pulling me up, then over his shoulder. He carried me like a bag of potatoes back to his horse, then as if I weighed nothing, turned and flung me up across the horse before climbing up behind me. I lay face down, moaning, as the horse started forward again, bouncing lightly as he kicked the horse into a faster stride.
 
   The sand hardened, and then became dirt, and scrubby little bushes began to appear. Then we were in among a group of trees which surrounded a small pond of clear water. He unceremoniously lifted my head up and flung my body back off the side of the horse so that I fell into the water. I sat up, sputtering and coughing, but made no effort to stand. I was relieved, and scooped water up in my palms to slurp thirstily.
 
   He ignored me, at first, seeing to his horse, unfastening its saddle and gear, then leading it up a bit to drink from the pond. As it was doing this he set up a small camp, and gathered twigs and small sticks for a fire. Only when that was completed did he yank on the rope still bound to my wrists and pull me out of the water. He led me, dripping, to one of the trees, and threw the rope over a low branch, then pulled down. The branch was only a foot or so above my head, and my hands and arms were pulled up and then back over my head behind me. As he continued pulling the rope tightened around my wrists, and began to cut into the soft skin. Then the skin of my arms scraped over the branch as they were forced down, and I was lifted off my toes.
 
   He pulled on the rope until my arms were bent back over the branch, the back of my elbows jammed painfully against the hard wood, and my hands down behind my neck. Then he led the rope between my thighs and pulled it up hard so that it wedged in between my labia, curled it over my right hip, around my waist, and back over my left hip to tie together at my abdomen.
 
   I was then left in place as he continued to attend to setting up a camp. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Twelve
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   I have to say that at the time I had a young girl's view of Arabs and the middle east. Which is to say that I did not think it strange that a man in a flowing robe, riding a horse, would have taken captive a  European girl he happened upon. Nor did I wonder at the absence of cities, or even towns. In fact, my only surprise at my treatment to that point was that the man had ridden a horse rather than a camel. 
 
   I thought, as I hung there, that I was destined for his harem, or something similar, perhaps to be masked and hooded and hidden in some type of enormous tent with his other harem girls. 
 
   And the idea of being a slave to Arabs, to be a prisoner in a harem, was, to be honest, not an unpleasant one to a person of my curiously masochistic sexual desires. As I watched him strip naked and step into the water, I could not help but admire his powerful masculine body, his firm jaw and dark, flashing eyes. I felt a little shudder of excitement pass through me at the idea of being the sexual plaything of such a man.
 
   His treatment of me to that point had hardly been gentle, yet he had displayed a strength and will which I found quite impressive. In all respects he seemed a far and away more exciting master than the one I had so recently been imprisoned with.
 
   You might find some amazement that a girl would even consider such things, would possibly find any aspect of such a situation intriguing and exciting. But as I have already demonstrated, I was no longer an ordinary girl with an ordinary sense of the proprieties. Being slapped and used, being treated strongly, being bound in discomfort, all these were rather normal aspects of my life now. And so while I was in quite some discomfort due to my position, I was not sobbing in misery and fear as would a girl fresh off the streets of London or New York.
 
   In fact, even my position was not beyond my ability to find comfort. For while my arms ached quite badly behind the elbows, where they were holding up a good portion of my weight, the rope attached to my wrists was also pushing in quite hard between my legs. And the pressure was beginning to inspire the same sort of throbbing, aching pleasure as had the narrow piece of wood I had been forced to straddle in India. There was less pain to go with it, however, because the rope was soft where the wood had been unyielding, and because most of my weight was on my arms.
 
   I was in pain, principally from my arms, but pain and I had long acquaintance, and the near nymphomania which now seemed a part and parcel of my personality required quite a bit more discouragement than it was now being offered. Especially as my mind raced with the possibilities and fantasies of  a life in the harem of the handsome, strong-willed man who had captured me.
 
   I watched the sun glisten off his wet body, watched as he soaped himself up, watched his hands sliding over his muscular chest and arms, then down his trim stomach. He stepped into shallower water, and I panted and licked my lips as he cleaned himself. I found myself wishing I could be there with him to help him bathe, to use my own hands to soap up his groin, and the soft, but lovely long penis dangling there.
 
   I remembered again how thick and long he had been as he had driven himself into my body, and felt my groin thrumming with desire to be taken by him again.
 
   He finished his bathing and rinsed himself, then strode from the water, back straight, head high. A little ripple of sexual admiration passed along my spine, and I moaned lightly in hopes of drawing his eye. He ignored me, however. Instead, naked, he set food into a pot and placed it in the fire he had built. That done he stood up and pulled on his robe, belting it at the waist, then pulled on the headdress which covered his head and neck.
 
   He continued to ignore me, and his strength of will, of character, served to impress me further, and to give my loins even more desire.
 
   Suddenly he rose and turned towards me. I felt my heart pounding and blood racing, wondering if he would take me once again, or perhaps torture me as my previous master had. He walked up beside me, his height allowing him to look down on me even while I was suspended many inches from the ground. He did not look aroused, but rather calm and considerate. He regarded my body for a moment, then reached out and cupped one breast.
 
   He spoke, but the words had no meaning to me. However, as he fingered my stiff, swollen nipple I was sure he was commenting on my evident arousal.
 
   He took a long, frightening looking knife from his belt but I had only a moment's anxiety before he sliced the rope free and I fell at his feet. He took my arm in a powerful grip and half dragged me towards the fire, then set me down. He sat next to me, completing his cooking, not looking at me until he removed the pot from the fire. He produced a wooden spoon and began to eat a kind of thick stew. After several spoonfuls he turned toward me, holding the spoon laden with stew before my mouth. 
 
   I licked my lips, then opened my mouth and took the stew off his spoon. He nodded slightly and fed himself once more as I swallowed. I had no idea what it was, and tried not to imagine. It was quite tasty, however, and when he held the spoon out for me once again I quickly opened my mouth and took it.
 
   In this way he fed the both of us, though he, of course, took the lion's share (like a lion would, I thought, with indecent admiration). The sun was setting by now, and I could not help think of what a romantic setting I was in, there in the small oasis next to a strong, ruggedly handsome Arab. Perhaps he was a prince, I thought, taking water from a steel cup he held to my lips.
 
   I was set to wash the pot and cup after dinner, and then, with nothing to note any change in his thoughts towards me, he took my arms, set me firmly down upon hands and knees, and positioned himself behind me.
 
   A sudden gush of excitement flowed through my belly and my chest tightened with anxiety as I felt his hands on my hips. A moment later his cock rubbed back and forth against my bare slit, and then pushed into me. I was wet in an instant, and raised my bottom like a bitch in heat, shifting my knees apart in the soft grassy dirt as he slowly forced his immensely thick organ into my welcoming body.
 
   I could not help groaning lightly as he filled me to overflowing, as the soft, elastic walls of my sex were forced taut around his hard, ridged erection. Already I was breathing faster, my heart pounding harder, and each new thrust brought him deeper and deeper, to the point of cramps and aching. Yet it was a delicious ache, and as he seized my flanks and began to use me in earnest I savoured every stroke, revelled in the hard, firm pounding of his hips against my bottom, and gloried in the rising moon as it bathed our bodies in pale white light.
 
   I came in no more than two minutes, came powerfully, and made little effort to disguise my pleasure. I wanted him to know how much I lusted for his touch, how enthralled I was to his hard use, how much I welcomed being his slave.
 
   He continued to thrust into me, strongly, firmly,  but unhurried, his thick organ pumping back and forth, in and out of my straining opening, jamming deep within me on each stroke and rocking my body forward in the sand. The sexual heat never left me, and even as the first orgasm faded my body continued to thrum with sexual tension and need.
 
   I loved it. I loved it. I loved it. I felt truly in my element, being ruthlessly used by such a powerful man, forced to his bidding, to please his sexual desires. His hands did not roam my body, but remained firmly on my hips, thrusting steadily, hard powerful strokes jerking my body in a delicious rhythm.
 
   I came again, more powerfully, my head thrashing from side to side, the air puffing out of my slack mouth as every fibre in my body flared with white-hot pleasure. I was being ridden by a real man, ridden like I deserved to be ridden, used as I was meant to be used, and I gloried in it. I came a third time, grunting weakly, unable to think or talk, hardly able to breath at the clamour of sensory joy within me. 
 
   And still he rode me, rode me as my arms sagged, as I sank to my elbows, breasts dangling against the ground. Yet I was immediately brought up short. A harsh hand gripped my loose, tangled hair, yanking my head up and back so that I cried out in pain, forcing me back onto my hands, and then resuming its place on my hip. 
 
   Yet again, I did not resent this. Rather, it aroused me once again, as a display of his strength of will and character, of his mastery over me. He would not let me slack in the slightest thing, this master. I was his and would know it. He continued to drive himself into me, his powerful hips slapping against my buttocks again and again, and my heat rose once more.
 
   But then he gave a final flurry of fast, shallow strokes as his orgasm arrived. He was silent, yet his fingers dug in harder against my flanks, and he forced himself even harder against me before stopping, his cock fully enveloped by my sex. He knelt there for long seconds as I felt his erection softening, then he slipped back and out. He slapped my buttocks lightly, then stood and moved away.
 
   I was hog-tied that night, wrists and ankles bound together behind my back. Yet he was not needlessly cruel. The rope was not as tight as it could have been, as others had made it in the past, and he ensured the flow of blood to hands and feet was not constricted before leaving me and setting himself into a very light sleeping bag.
 
   It was chilly that night, and I shivered there in the dirt, laying naked on my side. Yet despite that I managed to fall asleep with a degree of contentment I had not felt since leaving China.
 
   Morning came, and he cut loose my ankles, while leaving my wrists bound behind my back. He raised me to my knees and pulled aside his robe, revealing his erection, and I immediately placed my lips around it, bobbing slowly up and down as I worked moisture into his dry flesh. As it became more slick I increased the length of my movements, and then, hoping it would surprise him, pushed forward to the base of his cock, taking the full length down my throat. I felt quite rewarded by a grunt of pleased surprise, and his strong hands coming down lightly upon my head. I held my position, my nose jammed against his abdomen, then slowly eased back, letting him slide back out of my throat and into my mouth.
 
   I sucked and licked at the front of his erection for long seconds, then pushed deep once again, taking him all the way inside me. As before, I let my lips hold still against his groin for long seconds, then backed off to work on his head with my mouth again. His fingers began to comb through my hair, and I felt a little shiver of gladness at this sign of affection, redoubling my efforts.
 
   No man, however strong, could resist such treatment for long, and soon he was spurting a prodigious amount of seed into my mouth. I swallowed quickly, working my lips and tongue as fast as I could around his fountaining cockhead so as to maximize the length and pleasure of his orgasm. Only when he softened did I pull back, licking lightly along his cock so as to clean him off.
 
   He let his robe fall in place and moved away, leaving me on my knees. I sat back on my heels, feeling pleased, and watching as he set up his bowl for breakfast. As before,  joined him, kneeling in place, sitting on my heels as he fed himself, and then me. Neither of us spoke. It would have seemed wrong, somehow, even if we spoke each others' language.
 
   He washed his things off himself, then saw to his horse. When it was saddled and ready to go he pulled me to my feet and led me over to it once again. At its side, however, he halted. His hand rose to my hair and pulled it back, firmly, but not cruelly, so as to raise my face and arch my back. His other hand slipped between my legs, and strong, rough, but knowing fingers slipped inside me. He must quickly have noted my heat and moisture, for he smiled ever so slightly. Then his fingers began to manipulate my sex, stroking quickly against my clitoris so that the heat fairly exploded within me.
 
   In mere seconds I was panting and moaning, my legs spread apart, my hips grinding shamelessly against his fingers as I stared up into the sky above. I came quickly, explosively, bucking wildly against his fingers and crying out my pleasure.
 
   He casually mounted then pulled me up before him where I rested my head against his shoulder and gulped in air.
 
   We left the oasis and soon found ourselves back in the soft sand of the desert. We rode for an hour before the ground hardened again. This time there was no oasis, but long fields of scrubby grass, and then crops appeared, and soon after a narrow river. A light trail appeared, which turned into a well-used track, and then a dirt road. Small white houses appeared in the distance off to left and right, then.
 
   We saw a few people, but none close enough to identify, and then after another hour or so of riding we turned onto a tree-lined road which led to an enormous structure. It was a palace. Long and beautiful and white, with towers at the corners and uncountable windows along its length. We rode around to one side, where stables and a garage lay, and he slipped gracefully down, then took my hips and lifted me down as well.
 
   Two small, thin Arabs in dark robes hurried out, their eyes widening at sight of me. After only a few days back among "polite society" I had already lost my casual acceptance of public nudity, and knew a fluttery little tremor of excitement at their reaction. They bowed their heads rapidly, though, and when he spoke to them bobbed up and down and quickly took the horse away. He led me into the palace, then.
 
   The corridors I was led through were all wide and high enough to run a bus through, and my bare feet stepped alternately atop polished marble and deep, soft carpeting. Paintings and sculptures were everywhere, and the richness of the place outshone anything in my experience. Whenever we passed someone in the hall their reaction would be to stare at me, then bow deeply, or sometimes, drop to their knees as we passed.
 
   We turned a corner and came upon an immense carved wooden door. Two uniformed guards in white trousers and blouses stood framing it, each with an actual sword in his belt. They both bowed low to him and one opened the rightmost door. Neither gave me a second glance.
 
   Now we were in a wide, low-roofed area, the floors and walls of dark gold stone, with many alternating patterns picked out in black and silver. Different areas were curtained off, sometimes by heavy curtains in red or gold, other times by sheer curtains through which we could see people moving about.
 
   We halted before a woman of middle years. She was Arabic, with a full stomach and heavy breasts. Her dark hair was bound back, and her nose was quite large. He spoke to her as she bowed her head, then she looked at me and spoke back. He nodded as if satisfied, turned and left.
 
   The woman stepped closer to me, then took my jaw in a strong hand, turning my head to left, then right as she examined me. A heavy thumb pushed against my lower lip, forcing it down, and I opened my mouth as she examined my teeth. She muttered to herself, looked at my breasts and sex, then took my arm and wordlessly led me through an opening in a long brown curtain into another part of the area.
 
   Was this the harem, I wondered with some excitement. Was I to be a harem girl?
 
   The purpose of the room seemed obvious, for a half dozen enormous golden marble tubs were placed about, each with gold fixtures. The wall was mirrored, the mirrors holding gold tracing. The floor was also marble, but in green. Lights were recessed in the ceiling, making the room fairly glow.
 
   She ran a tub, and then released the rope binding my wrists. I stepped into the tub and sat, submissively allowing her to wash me, and then shampoo my hair. Done, she sat me on a fine padded chair and spread my legs wide, then shaved my sex of the small bit of hair which had begun to grow back. She massaged sweet-smelling oils into my skin from toe to throat, then brushed out my hair until it was full and soft and seemed to shimmer around my head.
 
   All of this done she led me back through the curtain and then through another. Now we were in an area with rack after rack of clothing, shelf after shelf of colourful silk, satin and lace fabrics.
 
   She wound the top of a two inch wide T-shaped belt of sheerest white silk about my hips, bringing the vertical strip down between my legs and up between my buttocks before tying it off there with a thin string. On top of this went a loin-cloth of sorts,  made of a bright blue satin fabric. It was perhaps a foot long and half that wide. A white halter  so sheer as to be almost invisible was tied over my breasts so that it pressed in like a second skin. Then a kind of half vest in blue satin covered it, left open. Blue slippers followed and she nodded her satisfaction before taking my arm and leading me through several curtains to a wooden door. This she unlocked with a key kept on a chain around her neck.
 
   The room inside was filled with jewellery of every imaginable kind, wealth beyond my imagining. I gaped at it as she examined boxes and trays set all around us. She picked up a stunning choker made of squared sapphires in deep blue mixed with glittering diamonds, and fixed it around my throat. Two matching bracelets went around my wrists, and then anklets of gold, with emeralds and diamonds completed my look.
 
   She brought me to another room, one with bright lights and large mirrors, and left me there to admire myself.
 
   Some five minutes later she returned accompanied by a tall white haired man wearing rich clothing.
 
   "You look very pretty," he said.
 
   "Thank you, master," I breathed, dropping my eyes demurely.
 
   "Say that only to Prince Achmed," he said, frowning.
 
   "Yes.... sir," I said.
 
   "This is how you will be adorned once you have shown you have earned it," he said, running a finger along the emerald choker. This is how Prince Achmed's trusted concubines are rewarded. Each time you please him you will be so rewarded. Each time you fail to please him you will be punished."
 
   I nodded. This, of course, was to be expected.
 
   “You will remain here one year. At the end of that time you will be returned to your people, and may bring with you whatever of the Prince’s pleasure you have earned. Do you understand?”
 
   I nodded. I was to be a harem girl, a slave of his body, for a year. But at the end, there would be more change. I was sure I would be able to please him, and thought with a little shiver of delight, about the life ahead as a harem girl. It was, after all, the oldest of all desires to those who, like me, held the darkest of fantasies. Prince Achmed was a demanding man, and, I was sure, would be quite strict indeed with an English girl.
 
   I had already learned discipline, the discipline of the Chinese. Now I would learn what discipline Arabs expected of their slaves. I was no longer an ignorant girl, however, and was confident of my ability to please him and those he chose to gift me to. 
 
   It would be a time of learning for them, as well as I. 
 
   I smiled at the thought.
 
    
 
   * * * * *
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