
        
            
                
            
        

    


Chapter One 

 

“Bugger is running hard,” Leading Rating Mackenzie said, shading his eyes with his hand.

 

Sarah shaded her own eyes. “He may simply have not seen us yet.”

 

“Oh, he sees us all right,” Petty Officer Dunning said with a snort. “Ma’am,” he added as an afterthought.

 

Sarah let that go. As a midshipwoman, and a very new one at that, she was used to scant respect from the men, particularly senior ratings and petty officers like Dunning and Mackenzie.

 

The captain had warned her about it when she joined up, and warned her also that she had to walk a very fine line between requiring the respect due her as an officer, albeit the lowest rank of officer possible, and the unspoken understanding that she was in almost all respects entirely ignorant compared to the ratings placed in her charge.

 

Midshipman was a learning rank, fresh out of the naval academy but not entirely trusted with being in charge of anything, including herself. The navy invariably assigned a senior non-commissioned officer, a petty officer with more experience than the midshipman had years of life, to “guide” the novice officer. And woe betide the midshipman who arrogantly ignored such guidance.

 

It was more difficult for Sarah because she was female, and the navy had not quite gotten used to the idea of women at sea, particularly in combat zones. The politicians could be as progressive as they wanted in their insistence on gender equality, but the navy was as hidebound an organization as there was, and change came only grudgingly and with much bitter resistance.

 

She glanced at her watch. The two small aluminum boats under the command of Sub-Lieutenant Miranda Bell were bouncing over the waves in the Persian Gulf, chasing down a rusting freighter which they suspected might be attempting to smuggle opium.

The massive freighter had ignored their radio calls, and the deck was so high up no one could even see if there was any crew taking notice of them.

 

Sarah looked across at the sub-lieutenant riding in the bow of the second boat.

Sub-Lieutenants were the lowest “real” rank of officer in the navy, and the navy trusted them only a little further than they trusted the likes of Sarah. Thus of all the sub-lieutenants Sarah could have been assigned to, they had chosen a woman; in all probability because they thought it less likely she would be molested or something. The navy was uneasy with the idea of men commanding young women out in the field, fearing the younger men in particularly would abuse their position and cause a scandal.

 

The navy, of course, were idiots, in Sarah’s estimation, because it had taken her not more than a day in Sub-Lieutenant Bell’s presence for her to be relatively certain the woman was a lesbian. One did not ask such things, of course. The navy had no laws against homosexuality, and in keeping with government mandates officially promoted gay rights. That didn’t mean, of course, that anyone who was openly acknowledged as gay would have an easy time of it.

 

As with gender equality, what the progressive politicians thought and wanted was a far cry from what the grizzled veterans in the ranks were willing to tolerate. And despite the rules, the ratings had a way of causing an enormous amount of trouble to any officer they disliked for whatever reason. For that matter, a huge number of officers made little secret of their dislike of homosexuals.



It wasn’t, of course, that Sub-Lieutenant Bell had made any particular interest known to Sarah. That would have been completely against the regulations, after all. But Sarah had been getting attention of a sexual nature since she hit puberty. Her large breasts and lithe body were features that neither men nor lesbians would ever overlook, especially when combined with her softly rounded face and thick, silky blonde hair. She knew very well how to interpret expressions, body language, and behaviour to determine whether there was interest in her lush young body.

 

And she felt that interest coming from Bell – in spades. Nothing was going to come of that, of course. She was not gay herself – though she had “experimented” from time to time in school, just larking about, usually after heavy consumption of alcohol.

And the last thing she needed as she began what she hoped would be a long and successful career in the navy was a sexual scandal involving her and her immediate superior – male or female.

 

She felt that interest coming from the men in the boat with her, as well, and they made less effort to hide it than Bell. The boat held seven people; three navy personnel, including Sarah, and four marines. At 20, Sarah was younger than the senior ratings and non-commissioned officers, and approximately the same age as the men she had tentative command over.

 

That occasionally made things tense, for while her rank kept anyone from making any overt moves – unless they were drunk – the sexual tension existed, and sometimes became quite pronounced.

 

At the moment, she could feel that tension strongly. It was quite hot out, and she, like the rest, had been sweating. That had her blue uniform blouse plastered against her body even before the twenty foot boats had picked up speed and spray had begun to hit them all. The shirt, of course, was quite opaque, but it now hid little of her shape from the furtive eyes of the somewhat bored men gathered around her.

 

She could see Petty Officer Evans frowning at the sub-lieutenant and speaking loudly to be heard over the growling of the boat’s outboard engine. Bell looked at him, then shook her head, said something, and then shook her head again quite firmly. Sarah thought Bell was a bit of a pain in the arse, and was sure the NCOs thought so too. The woman was headstrong and arrogant, and reining her in must have been quite a difficult task for Evans.

 

As if reading her mind Petty Officer Dunning shook his own head. “We’re heading in too far. We’re already too far from support and the Iranian border is only a few dozen miles off.”

 

Sarah looked at him in surprise. “You think we should turn around, PO?”

 

“The Iranians aren’t much respectful of borders, Ma’am,” he said. “And our position is wherever they say it is if they decide to get frisky. They’ve done it before.”

 

“Don’t much fancy a few weeks in an Iranian hotel,” Mackenzie said, spitting over the side of the boat.

 

Sarah looked down at the global positioning computer to reassure herself they were well outside Iranian waters. But then, as the petty officer had suggested, that might not mean much to the Iranians. She could see Petty Officer Evans still speaking, perhaps trying to make that exact point. Sarah herself would have immediately turned back. She had taken the captain’s warning to heart and nearly always did what the senior NCOs told her to do.



“Listen to what they advise, and then say it back to them as an order,” the captain had suggested. “I know it might sound silly, but it protects the dignity of your rank, and lets everyone pretend you’re actually making the decisions. You are in charge, after all.

Make no mistake about it. Just don’t let that convince you that you know more than a senior petty officer who’s been in the navy longer than you’ve been alive.”

 

The churning froth behind the freighter abruptly subsided, and they began to rapidly overtake the big ship. Sarah wasn’t sure if Sub-Lieutenant Bell had been wavering in her determination to catch the ship, but now that it had stopped she was clearly not about to turn around without inspecting it. The two boats pulled up alongside the ship now, and Petty Officer Evans used a tannoy to shout up at them to let down a ladder.

 

There seemed to be some confusion up above, and the two small boats bobbed in the water for almost ten minutes before a rope ladder was let over the side. Sarah watched the first boat move up to it, and saw the petty officer take the rope. The marines then scurried up the side, weapons over their shoulders.

 

As the first boat drew off Petty Officer Dunning had them move in to take its place, and then their marines went up the top, as well. Only when the marines were all up top and in place did Evans move his boat back up and tie it alongside hers. Bell then scrambled over the sides and climbed up to join the marines, with Evans following behind.

 

Sarah was left to command the two little boats and the five naval ratings on them.

Since Petty Officer Dunning actually took care of anything which needed taking care of, that left her with very little to do but observe – which was, realistically, what she was most capable of. And that meant she was the first to see the Iranian patrol boats coming around the side of the boat, all of them bristling with armed men.

 

“Oh Christ,” she said. “Dunning, get on the radio and call the ship fast!”

 

Dunning looked at her, looked where she was looking, and then jumped forward and grabbed the radio.





  *



 

Captain Richard Steadwell-Hammersmythe took a great deal of pride in his appearance, and in the appearance of his ship. No matter the occasion, regardless of the weather, he insisted that his uniform be perfectly clean and pressed, and that his ship be clean enough that one could eat off the decks. The standard joke amongst the ratings was that the captain had missed his calling; he ought to have been in charge of Molly Maids.

 

When the radio call came in from one of their small boat patrols their helicopter was locked down neatly in its hangar so the crew could scrub the flight deck. That delayed the launch of the helicopter by several minutes, though not as many as the captain wasted in trying to get guidance from higher authority. Steadwell-Hammersmythe was determined to become an admiral, and he had long ago decided that the only requirement for this was to never set a foot wrong – at least, not where he could be blamed for it.

 

He read again their rules of engagement and what standard operating procedures called for in such instances, while waiting for guidance from Admiral Givens, who could not be immediately reached. In the meantime he berated his first officer to make absolutely certain beyond a shadow of a doubt that the boats were actually not in Iranian waters.

 

Thus by the time the armed helicopter actually overflew the British boats the two small aluminum hulled vessels were surrounded by a dozen armed Iranian boats and just about to enter what were, without a doubt, Iranian waters. Steadwell-Hammersmythe was not about to grant the helicopter permission to follow, and again consulted with Admiral Givens regarding what he was supposed to do about the situation.

 

Steadwell-Hammersmythe spent the rest of the afternoon writing up various versions of the report he was required to submit, assessing each for how clearly they conveyed the message that he had absolutely no blame in what would, he was quite certain, become an embarrassing diplomatic debacle. It would be even worse, of course, once the public realized there were two female sailors involved, and Steadwell-Hammersmythe made sure the report informed anyone who might be reading that he had been following naval regulations in his assignments, and that Sub-Lieutenant Bell had simply been up for her regular “turn” at bat.

 

Unfortunate, but certainly he could not be blamed. He hadn’t asked for women to be assigned to his ship, after all. They were a damned nuisance, though one could not, of course, say that in writing.

Chapter Two 

 

“Well, this is bloody marvelous,” Sarah said caustically, as she looked around the small room to which she and Bell had been assigned.

 

“It could be worse, Foster,” Bell said.

 

“Yes, ma’am,” Sarah grumbled, going to the window to look outside.

 

They were on the Iranian coast, and they, along with the rest of the sailors and marines, had been brought to what looked like an old medieval style fortress overlooking the gulf. There they had been immediately separated from the men. That had been alarming, but not entirely unexpected. Not only were officers not kept together with ratings, but men were simply never kept with women, especially not in a Muslim country.

 

The room to which they had been assigned had two metal beds with thin mattresses, and one small barred window overlooking the cliffs and ocean below. It was quite warm, and the window had no glass, allowing the sound and scent of the sea to wash over them.

 

“Don’t worry. This sort of thing has happened several times before,” Bell said.

“The Iranians always do their best to embarrass us, and then let us go.”

 

“Yes, and the last time it took two bloody weeks,” Sarah growled.

 

“Well, let’s hope this time things go quicker.”

 

Sarah glowered at her. It was Bell’s bloody fault, of course, not that the obstinate woman would ever acknowledge it. If the pigheaded fool had listened to Evans they’d have turned around and would already be back at the ship.

 

Bell turned and looked at her and Sarah schooled her features to neutrality. Bell was five years older and six inches taller than Sarah. She had a slender, athletic body with long legs and a small chest. And while Sarah had let her blonde hair grow over her shoulders – which the navy permitted so long as she was able to tie it up in back off the collar – Bell’s dark hair was short all over in a sort of modified pageboy that pulled in just below her chin.

 

“We’ll just have to make the best of it,” Bell said. “Hopefully we’ll soon be able to communicate with someone in authority and be given access to the ratings.”

 

The heavy wooden door opened, then, and half a dozen women entered, all of them clad in the heavy black burquas which seemed to be the norm for women in public in Iran.

 

Two of them were carrying burquas, which they held out as another of the women said something in a loud, abrasive voice.

 

“What the hell do they want?” Sarah demanded.

 

“We don’t understand you,” Bell said in her own loud, abrasive voice.

 

The women held the burquas out and Bell shook her head. “We have no intention of wearing your silly little gowns,” she said firmly. “We are Royal Navy officers and dress as such.”

 

One of the women shouted louder, and Bell glared at her; then the gaggle of women came forward and Sarah shoved one off as they reached for her.

 

“Get off me!” she shouted.

 

She felt her arms grabbed and could see Bell mobbed beside her. She struggled and kicked out at them, and they shouted back. Her hair was yanked back and hands grabbed at her blouse, undoing the buttons, ripping them open as she struggled. Other hands grabbed at her belt, and she was wrestled to the floor by three large women. Her trousers and shoes were ripped off, and her shirt pulled off as well.

 

Bell was clad in regulation white underwear, but Sarah was wearing something more fashionable and comfortable – and less modest; a white thong and lacy white bra.

She blushed furiously as the women yanked her hair back and forced the burqua over her head and down past her shoulders.

 

The woman left, carrying the discarded uniforms triumphantly, slamming the door behind them and leaving the two British women clad in the heavy black gowns.

 

“Son of a bloody bitch!” Bell shouted.

 

She yanked at the locked door, then kicked at it with her bare foot. Sarah pulled herself up off the floor, yanking the hood back from the burqua, blinking back tears of frustration and anger.

 

Bell ripped her burqua up and off, then took it to the window and, in a fit of anger, shoved it through the bars. It flew off and she whirled, glowering at the door.

 

“Ignorant barbaric bastards!” she shouted.

 

She turned her angry eyes on Sarah. “Bloody backward savages!” she said. “It’s bloody maddening that women in these god forsaken places subject themselves to this kind of oppressive behaviour!”

 

“And us,” Sarah said sourly.

 

“Well, take it off!”

 

Sarah blushed a little. “Uhm, but what if a man comes in?”

 

“They’re bloody Muslims!” Bell said savagely. “A pious man won’t come anywhere near the sight of a woman’s bare face, remember? It would shock the poor dears! He’d probably run screaming off the edge of the cliff!”

 

“Well maybe so,” Sarah said anxiously. “But I don’t want to be standing around in my underwear all the time.”

 

Bell moved closer, glaring down at the younger woman. “And why is that, Midshipwoman Foster?” she snarled. “Is it perhaps because you failed to observe naval regulations on wearing proper uniform underwear?”

 

Sarah flushed.

 

“A thong, in case you were wondering, is not regulation!” Bell snapped.

 

“I didn’t think anyone would be seeing it,” Sarah said defensively, “And I knew it was going to be hot.”

 

“Well it certainly is, so you’re welcome to swelter in that thing.”

 

And swelter was exactly what Sarah did for hours. Then, with no sign of anyone coming, she finally pulled the garment up over her shoulders and off, gasping in relief as the relatively cooler air hit her hot, sticky skin.

 

Hours later several more women opened the door; their dark eyes were tight with dislike and disapproval as they set a tray of tea and biscuits on the floor before withdrawing. The two women finished the light snack and sat back on the beds, bored, talking about home, the ship, and what was likely to be happening with talks between their government and the Iranians.

 

“What do we do when we need to go to the toilet?” Sarah asked eventually.

 

The tea had been good, though oddly tasting, and the liquid had had its usual effect on her.

 

“Piss on the floor if you have to,” Bell said.



“I would rather not,” Sarah said.

 

The door opened again a short time later, and half a dozen women – the same or not, they couldn’t tell, stood back as another, taller woman entered.

 

“You are dressed indecently,” the woman said in thickly accented English.

 

“Then give us back our uniforms!” Bell demanded.

 

“You will wear the burqua as a proper, modest woman!”

 

“We most certainly will not! We’re not your proper, modest women!”

 

The woman snorted. “That is obvious. You will come. Quarters have been prepared for you.”

 

Sarah nervously picked up her burqua, but Bell snatched it and threw it on the floor behind her. “Very well! I trust it has a toilet. Or are you people civilized enough to have indoor plumbing?”

 

“We are quite civilized,” the woman said angrily. “Far more than you who flaunt yourself and give yourself to men!”

 

“While you hide from them like frightened servants!” Bell shouted.

 

“Come then!”

 

“Let’s go, Evans. Keep your back straight,” Bell growled.

 

Easy for you to bloody say, Sarah thought anxiously. You’re not wearing a thong and lace bra. Still, she did her best to show a complete lack of concern as she walked through the dark, stone walled corridors in just her underwear, surrounded by the glowering black clad women. They climbed another flight of stairs, and were shown into a moderately larger room. This one was better appointed, with a thick rug on the floor, glass across the window, and a large double bed – which made her nervous the instant she saw it.

 

There was a toilet, and a small wooden table with a pair of heavy wooden, straight-backed chairs.

 

“How long are we to be kept prisoners?” Bell demanded.

 

“That is not for me to say.”

 

“We need more water, and something to eat.”

 

“You will be fed in due course.”

 

The women left, and they were locked in. Sarah used the toilet almost at once, and then Bell did. They both sat down at the table and eyed each other unhappily, wondering how long they would be forced to stay locked up.

 

“What do we do now, ma’am?”

 

“There isn’t a hell of a lot we can do. And you might as well call me Miranda. I think we’ll be roommates for some days at least.”





  *



 

The angry British men had at first been locked into a small, crowded room with barred windows, but after a few hours they were shown into a much larger and better lit room filled with lounging chairs and televisions. There was a bar – no alcohol, but plenty of ice and fruit and soft drinks.

 

“You are our guests,” a smiling Iranian man said. “We want you to be as comfortable as possible while we discuss the issue of your border violation with your superiors.”



“We were not in Iranian waters,” Petty Officer Evans said firmly.

 

The man’s smile never left his face. “Do not worry yourself over such details.

That is for your superiors and mine to discuss. In the meantime, you will be given every comfort. It will be as if you were on holidays!”

 

The door opened behind him and the British men gaped as a half dozen women entered the room. The women were not clad in the modest black robes they had come to expect of Muslim women. On the contrary, they wore hardly anything at all. Their long legs were bare all the way up to the short loincloths they wore fore and aft, and even higher at the sides, for their hips were bare.

 

The women were all topless, though their nipples were pierced, and their nipples were surrounded by silver nipple shields held in place by the bars through their nipples.

From the looks of their bodies they were all young, but how young could not be determined with any exactitude for their faces were covered in hard gold coloured masks which showed only slits for their eyes and noses and round openings for their mouths.

 

“God above,” one of the ratings breathed.

 

Evans stared at the women, dumbfounded. Of all the things he might have expected from the Iranians, this was certainly far down the list.

 

“We invite you to take full advantage of our hospitality, and enjoy life as men were meant to do,” the man said, smiling as he withdrew.

 

The women moved forward, each carrying a tray of small cold meats and drinks.

 

“Jesus, PO, I can hardly believe this,” one of the ratings said.

 

“I don’t believe it,” Evans said. “This is a trick, somehow. Just don’t touch any of these girls. They’ll probably have you arrested for rape.”

 

The men began to sit back and lay back in the lounge chairs, taking drinks and food from the girls, grinning and flirting with them despite what the PO said. The girls were not at all shy, unlike the Muslim women in their experience, and flirted right back, smiling under their gold masks.

 

“Why do you suppose they have those masks on?” Seaman Anderson said.

 

“Don’t bloody know, but don’t much care,” his friend Seaman Jennings said.

 

“Cripes. They’ve got nothing under these things,” another seaman said in a loud whisper as one of the women leaned forward and he could see under her loincloth.

 

Evans and Jennings did their best to maintain discipline, but there was only so much they could do. By the second day the men were casually pawing the “serving girls”, who fairly purred in response. And in the night, gasps and moans filled the room as the serving girls let their loincloths come up and spread their legs for the lusty British sailors.

 

By the third day the atmosphere in the big room was akin to a bordello, and no one much cared what discussions were going on between the British and Iranian governments. The serving girls had stopped wearing anything at all except for their golden masks, and rode sailors openly in the daytime as other men walked back and forth to the swimming pool just outside.

 

“If I’d known this was what it was like to be a prisoner I’d have surrendered years ago,” Leading Rating Baxter groaned as one of the masked girls bobbed her lips up and down on his rigid cock.

Chapter Three 

 

The boredom was so intense it was draining. Sarah and Miranda had talked about everything under the sun, and tried playing guessing games and such for hours. But there was simply nothing whatsoever to do in the small room.

 

Sarah had felt a certain amount of sexual tension even on the first day, stuck alone with the woman while wearing just her thong and lacy bra, her body mostly bare to Bell’s eyes. That evening they’d been shown to a shower room and allowed to take a shower – together. It had been glorious to soap off all that sweat but she had been a little nervous given she was under the eyes of both the burqua clad women and her probably lesbian roommate.

 

The next day, still wearing just a thong and bra, she had spent the entire day with Miranda, and the talk had inevitably turned to men and dating and sex. Was it just her imagination that Miranda was trying to draw out of her anything related to her sexual experiences? And did it matter, given how utterly bored she was?

 

It was the third day when things deteriorated. They had been given tea again, and with nothing else to do had sipped it all down, of course. But then both women had begun to feel – strange. Sarah had begun to feel a little tingly, and then felt little rushes of exhilaration which made no sense. She decided to exercise, and did jumping jacks while Miranda looked on.

 

That too, as ordinary an activity as it was, had a sexual element, a sexual tension, for Miranda chose not to join her, and instead lay back on the bed, watching. What was she thinking, Sarah wondered. Was she wishing Sarah would exercise naked? Was she imagining her performing some sort of sexual act?

 

Exhausted and panting for breath, she threw herself down onto the bed next to where Miranda lay. Her body trembled a little, and she felt overheated. Without thought, she undid her bra and removed it, then stretched out, groaning, feeling utterly relaxed and happy.

 

“Is baby hot?” Miranda purred.

 

“I’m hot,” Sarah groaned as if she hadn’t heard her.

 

“You certainly are,” Miranda said with a little leer.

 

Sarah smiled coyly. “You think I’m hot, Miranda?” she giggled, sitting up in bed.

 

She crawled up to the other woman, who was sitting back against the headboard.

“How hot do you think I am?” she purred.

 

Miranda’s eyes flitted down to her dangling breasts, then up at her pretty young face. “Very,” she whispered.

 

She leaned in and kissed her, and Sarah giggled and kissed her back. She moaned then as she felt Miranda’s hands come up beneath her breasts, cupping and squeezing them, kneading them gently as their tongues began to slide together.

 

A part of her felt wary, anxious; and a small, sane corner of her mind recognized the feelings she was experiencing as unnatural. Years ago she had taken Ecstasy at a club, and now she realized that the sensations gripping her were very similar to what she’d felt then, only stronger.

 

But it didn’t matter. She felt euphoric, happy, and as she straddled Miranda and the woman began to suck on her nipples, Sarah groaned and let her head roll back, squeezing her breasts together against the woman’s face as pleasure swirled through her mind and body.





  *



 

“Decadent, filthy sluts,” the burqua clad woman growled as she watched them on the television monitor.

 

“Yes, that is what their women are like,” the man standing over her said. “They are depraved and godless. But praise Allah, we have this on video, and we can make much good of this. It may even help us bring them to Allah’s guidance.”

 

He stroked his narrow beard, smiling at the sight of the women writhing in lesbian embrace on the bed. He would score a massive propaganda coup against the British, but not simply by showing the world how perverse their women were. Oh no. He would see them on television, confessing to British military aggression, confessing to their godless history, and pledging themselves to Allah. The British would be humiliated!

 

As for the men, they had their part to play in this as well; and it would only add to the humiliation the hated British would feel. They would henceforth not dare send their boats anywhere near Iran’s waters. Allah had spoken to him. He would use their decadence against them and show the world what a pious and godly society Iran was by comparison.





  *



 

Sarah shuddered and arched her back, legs spread wide. She was burning up, from the inside and the outside. Her fingers were splayed, her hands clamping down on Miranda’s head as the woman licked frantically at her pussy. The sensations rippling up the blonde girl’s spine were almost unbearable in their intensity, and her head pulled back as she gurgled and moaned and trembled through the waves of passion and pleasure.

 

Another orgasm ripped through her body and mind and she cried out in helpless, wanton animal passion, her hips bucking up into Miranda’s face as her arms were flung up and back and she arched painfully back again. Her head rolled back and forth and she stared sightlessly up through glazed eyes, unable to breathe or think.

 

And then the orgasm faded, leaving her limp and gasping, moaning weakly as she panted for breath. She felt Miranda moving, but did not identify what the movement was, saw something above her but did not understand. Miranda was straddling her head, her face, leering down at her as she rubbed her sopping pussy back and forth across Sarah’s mouth.

 

“Lick me! Lick meee!” she demanded.

 

Moaning, Sarah did, uncertain why; obeying as the other woman began to ride her face, began to grind into her. “Yes! Yes! Lick me! Lick my clit!”

 

Miranda rode her face like a drunken cowgirl, head lolling, back arching, hands grasping the girl’s thick blonde hair as she rode and ground herself up and down and back and forth.

 

The bed was a scene of wild lustful lesbian passion and heat for long hours as the two women twisted and writhed and positioned their bodies; their lips crushed together, their thighs scissoring, their hands stroking, fondling, caressing, their cries giving voice to the passion and excitement filling them. And then it was still and quiet as they collapsed, arm in arm, exhausted and unconscious.





  *



 

Sarah woke slowly, with a pounding headache. She moaned weakly and tried to roll over, but found something hard behind her. Her legs felt cramped and she tried to stretch them out, but again failed.

 

Her eyes opened and she blinked rapidly, trying to place where she was, and how she might have come to be there. Alarm rose within her, spiraling higher and higher as she realized that she was no longer in the room overlooking the shore, that in fact, she was in a cage, and she was entirely naked.

 

She sat up abruptly, eyes wide, gasping, her face jerking from side to side, then down at herself. Her mouth was open in a shocked, voiceless cry of wonder and disbelief.

 

She was in a cage! It was a round cage, about four feet high and perhaps the same again around, rather like a large bird cage. She was nude, and she had metal bracelets of some sort on her wrists, heavy golden shackles with stylized carvings and designs. She saw no way for them to be removed, no clasp that might open. There were similar shackles on her ankles, now that she looked, and – she raised her fingers, and felt a collar of some sort around her throat.

 

Her nipples drew her attention, for they were sore and throbbing, and she saw that large perfectly round golden rings were piercing them. More pain drew her attention downward, between her legs, and she found a rather thicker one piercing her pussy lips, low, near the bottom. She raised her hands to her face, eyes huge, and stared around the room, stunned by it all, unable to comprehend the meaning.

 

And then she felt something else, something which drew her attention past the ring dangling from her pussy, down to where her puckered little anal opening should be showing – but wasn’t. There was a – something which was rather like a large brass coin pressed firmly over her anus. She gripped it with her fingers, trying to pry it away, and instantly felt the heaviness within her, the thick, bloated sensation. The thing was merely the base of something they had put inside her!

 

Frantically, she tried to pull it out. She clenched her teeth, gasping, moaning with pain as her anal opening tried to spread wide enough to allow whatever had been put inside her to emerge. But it would not. The pain mounted to the point that she had to stop, gasping, sobbing in misery and confusion.

 

How could the Iranians dare think they could do something this shocking, this inhumane, this horrific, and not be condemned around the world, even by the Muslim world, which was always so prudish about sex and nudity?! She saw no sign of Miranda, and wondered if she too was waking in cage in another small room somewhere.

 

Her hands gripped the bars of the cage and shook them; then she moved to where the door was, trying to get it open, to no avail, of course.

 

The cage was in the center of a small stone walled room. There was a heavy table of ancient, darkened wood to one side, a chair before it. On the other side of the room was a large cupboard of some sort, the doors firmly closed. On the fourth side of the room was a carved wooden post, about eight feet high, thick around as her leg, with shackles hanging from the top. She stared at it in fascination. It could not be – even the Iranians wouldn’t dare –.

 

The door opened, and a woman came through. She wore thigh high black leather boots with stiletto heels, a leather G-string, and a studded leather bustier, along with long leather gloves and a collar. She was the cliché of the dominatrix except that over her face was a golden mask which showed only slits for her eyes, nose, and mouth. That facelessness was somehow startling and frightening, for no expressions could be read from it.

 

A second woman came through the door, almost the twin of the first, of the same height and dimensions, and wearing an identical gold mask. Then a third faceless woman came through the door, this time wearing the traditional burqua, complete with a thick lace covering over the woman’s face.

 

The woman said something in Farsi, and the two masked dominatrixes moved forward to the cage.

 

“You will not speak,” the woman said in English. “Not one single word. You will not protest nor plead. You will not ask for anything nor make demands or threats. If you do so you will be punished.”

 

“You cannot dare to –.”

 

Pain tore at Sarah’s vitals and she screamed and grabbed her lower belly, twisting and writhing into a fetal position, then back out, legs kicking violently against the bars as she twisted and convulsed for long seconds.

 

“You will not speak,” the woman repeated. “Not one single word. You will not protest nor plead. You will not ask for anything nor make demands or threats. If you do so you will be punished.”

 

Sarah lay on the floor of the cage, quivering, trembling, twitching, gasping for breath and trying to understand. The pain – the pain had come from – inside her. It was like – and then she understood, somehow. The thing inside her, the thing they had – shoved up her rectum – it was some kind of electrical thing, like a remote control cattle prod, or a stun gun, something like that. And it was inside her!

 

The door was opened and the two women gripped her ankles and dragged her out onto the floor, then shifted their grips to her arms, pulling them together behind her back.

They did something there, and the bracelets around her wrists were locked together. Then they dragged her up onto her knees, holding her in place, adjusting her, sitting her on her own heels. They gripped her legs and forced them apart, then jerked on her hair to force her to sit up straight.

 

“Please I –.”

 

The burqua clad woman slapped her face hard, enough to send Sarah’s head to the side and throw her back against the grip of the two masked women holding her shoulders.

Then she slapped Sarah’s face on the other cheek, again spinning her head to the side and sending her back hard against their grip.

 

“You will not speak. You will not protest nor make demands. You will not ask questions. Every word you utter will be punished,” the burqua clad woman said in an icy, emotionless voice.

 

Sarah moaned dizzily, tasting blood on her lips.



The burqua clad woman leaned over, though Sarah could see nothing through the mesh covering her face. “You will only obey,” the woman said. “You will learn to obey instantly and completely and enthusiastically. Anything less will be punished.”

 

She stepped back, then said something to the other two. Sarah grunted as she was jerked forward, and placed face down on the floor. Her bottom remained raised, and the two women held her position carefully as the other stepped up, her feet inches from the blonde girl’s face.

 

“Thus will you prostrate yourself for Allah, facing Mecca,” she said. “You must do this as a symbol of submission to Allah and Allah’s will. You will do this every morning when you are released from your cage.”

 

“Fu-fuck you!” Sarah gasped.

 

She expected to feel that terrible shock again, but instead the woman merely backed up a step or two.

 

“Insolence will not be tolerated,” she said calmly.

 

Then the two guards, as Sarah had come to think of them, grabbed her by the arms and hair and yanked her up to her knees, then to her feet. She was turned and marched over towards the tall post she had observed earlier. As soon as she saw it she began to twist and pull against them, but she felt a strange weakness in her limbs, and the two women were young and healthy. They pressed her against the scarred surface of the post, then gripped her wrists and unlocked the bracelets from each other.

 

Again Sarah tried to twist free, lashing out with her feet, but with practiced ease the masked women raised her wrists and shackled them to the post, then stepped back.

 

“You don’t dare do this!” Sarah cried, her soft breasts feeling the scarred surface of the hard wood. “You don’t dare!”

 

One of the masked women opened the cupboard, and Sarah saw hanging within a number of different whips, flogs, and other frightening instruments. The woman selected a flog and returned to stand behind where Sarah was gasping and pulling at the shackles, trying to free herself.

 

The burqua clad woman nodded, and the masked woman swung her arm out. The flog had a number of thin leather laces; light enough individually, but taken in tandem bringing a heavy weight as they landed on Sarah’s back. They had spread out as the woman swung the long handle, and even so Sarah screamed at the impact. Each of them stung fiercely, and there were perhaps eight or ten of them so that the stinging was multiplied all across the middle of her back.

 

“Stop it! Let me go! I swear to Christ I’ll –”

 

The flog landed again, and again Sarah screamed, thrown forward against the post, pulling desperately against the shackles.

 

The flog lashed her upper back and she screamed, twisting, feeling tears of fury and misery filling her eyes. Another blow, and another, and another, flung her forward, the pain growing now as her back throbbed and burned.

 

“P-Please –!”

 

Another blow, and another; she bit her lip, tasting blood.

 

“You shall not speak. You shall make neither protest nor demand. You shall offer no insolence. You shall only obey,” the woman in the burqua said as if it were a chant.

 

Another blow, and another, and Sarah burst into tears, unable to stop herself, helpless and almost hanging by her wrists now as the flog clawed at her back, up and down, high and low and middle. And she could do nothing – nothing! – to ease the force of the blows, to evade them, to stop them!

 

Finally, the blows stopped. Sarah, soaked in sweat, grunted as a fist gripped her tangled hair and yanked her head up and back. The mesh-covered face was there, peering at her.

 

“You shall not speak. You shall make neither protest nor demand. You shall offer no insolence. You shall obey,” she said.

 

They lowered her to her knees and put her back in the same position, her breasts cold against the stone floor, her head forced up and back as she moaned dazedly.

 

“Now hear the word of Muhammad, peace be upon him,” the woman said.

 





Chapter Four 

Miranda woke slowly, groaning and rolling over in bed. Her head ached, and when she sat up she felt a feeling of wrongness. She snapped awake, her head jerking from side to side. She was not in the same room. She was – somewhere else. The bed was wider, the mattress thicker, softer. There were hangings on the walls, like large Persian carpets. And she was naked, entirely so.

 

She instinctively tried to cover herself with her arms. There were no sheets or blankets in the room, and then she was distracted – by a sensation.

 

It was a sensation of fullness in her lower belly, and then the feel of something pressing against her buttocks. She spread her legs in disbelief and saw what looked like a thick, heavy coin pressed against her anus. There was no question in her mind that it was the base of a butt-plug, and she grabbed it in revulsion, trying to pull it free. She spent some minutes trying to do so, gasping and sweating and cursing as the pain rose, but it would not emerge.

 

God, it felt enormous! How had they gotten it inside her!? She traced the surface of it and saw the hole in the center. A distant memory brought up a butt-plug which could be inserted, and then the sides spread open within to prevent it from being withdrawn.

 

But why!?

 

She stood up slowly, anxiously looking about, alert to the sound of anyone coming, especially a man. She opened a door, half surprised that it actually did open, and discovered a closet.

 

Inside was a burqua, hanging on a hanger; her lips turned up in a disgusted sneer.

But on the floor below was something else, a pile of what almost looked like discarded clothing – leather clothing. There was a pair of leather trousers, which she instantly donned. They were low-slung hip huggers, and there was no zipper, but instead buttons running down the crotch, running down rather farther than zippers usually do. The trousers were too tight, but with a little work, she got the buttons closed.

 

There was also a kind of leather vest, which was similarly tight, though it left a lot of cleavage in front, and left her breasts partially visible from the sides. There was a pair of leather boots too, with high stiletto heels. She considered not wearing them, but the stone floor was cold on her bare feet.

 

She turned and walked back and forth, getting used to walking in stilettos again.

Then she tried the door. She was not surprised to find it locked. She moved to a dresser and jerked it open, her eyes widening when she looked inside. There were no clothes.

Instead the drawer was filled with a variety of sex toys, varying sizes, shapes, and colours of dildos, vibrators, French ticklers, butt-plugs, and the like.

 

She shoved the drawer closed and opened the next. This one was filled with paddles, straps, flogs, and whips, and again she closed the drawer. The next one had different types of restraints, from open straps, to leather restraints which buckled, to other restraints which closed with Velcro, and even metal shackles and collars.

 

“What the bloody hell,” she muttered.

 

The door opened and she slammed the drawer closed and whirled to confront – a woman. The woman was nude save for golden bracelets around her wrists and ankles, a matching collar, and a golden mask covering her face. She was a young woman, based on the pale smooth, unmarred skin and high, firm breasts, and she carried a silver tray on which was a bowl and a cup.

 

Miranda watched her suspiciously, watched as she set the tray down on the table and then turned to leave.

 

“Wait!” she demanded.

 

The woman waited, unmoving.

 

“What’s going on? Where is Midshipwoman Foster?”

 

The woman stared back, the mask in place showing nothing, no understanding, no refusal, nothing.

 

“Do you speak English?” Miranda demanded.

 

The woman said nothing, showed nothing.

 

“Who is in charge here? Why was I brought here?”

 

The golden mask stared back and Miranda cursed. She grabbed the woman’s arm and shook her, but the woman did nothing in response.

 

“What is this inside me?” Miranda demanded, shaking her again.

 

The woman did not respond and Miranda tried to pry off the mask, but found that it was strapped firmly in place, with a matching golden plate at the back of the head. The straps were locked together in small metal buckles which required a key to remove.

 

The woman made no effort to raise her arms or resist Miranda in any way.

 

“God damn it!” Miranda snapped.

 

She shoved the woman aside and tried to walk through the door. Another naked woman stood there now, with an identical mask.

 

“What the hell is this!?” Miranda demanded.

 

But this one was as silent as the first. Miranda pushed her aside and walked out into what turned out to be a large, well-appointed front room with sofas and chairs, even a large television. Past that was a kitchen, and a luxurious bath with a large sunken tub and a stand-up shower large enough for a half dozen people.

 

“Do you like it?” came a voice, at last.

 

She spun and found a very large, muscular, bald man standing just inside a doorway. He was dressed in a kind of baggy shorts and a loose white blouse. His arms were enormous, but he moved with fluid confidence as he came forward.

 

“What is this? Who are you!? What’s going on!? Where is Midshipwoman Foster!?” she demanded.

 

“I am Ali,” he said with a smile and a small bow. “You have been removed from the presence of the other English woman because it was discovered you are hamjensbaaz.”

 

“What?”

 

“You are – homosexual,” the man said.

 

Miranda’s face coloured and she glowered at him fiercely.

 

“I am not!”

 

“Yes, you are. Your dalliance with the young blonde woman was observed and reported.”

 

Miranda’s face burned even hotter.

 

“I was drugged!”

 

The man shrugged helplessly. “That is not for me to say. You have been placed here in comfortable quarters with these slaves to look after your needs.”



“Slaves!”

 

“Yes, of course; you are in the harem. No men are permitted here; at least, no men who are whole.” He smiled thinly. “Because you have a certain status, you have not been placed with the general population of the harem. Instead you have been given the suite of an overseer, a woman who manages the harem on behalf of the sultan, or in this case, the senior military officers who make use of it. These slaves will obey your word instantly, and if they do not, there are a variety of implements present with which to chastise them.”

 

“Don’t be absurd!” Miranda said, appalled.

 

Yet her eyes flicked over the firm young breasts, the pert round bottoms of the naked young woman standing straight-backed before her, and she felt a strange little thrumming between her legs. Their pussies were so smooth and tight and –.

 

She shook her head and grimly advanced on the man. “I demand you release me and show me to where Midshipwoman Foster is being kept! I also insist on seeing my men, and someone from the British embassy!”

 

“I am afraid I can not permit that,” he said, smiling benignly.

 

She reached for him angrily, and suddenly screamed as she felt a crackling pain in her lower belly. It threw her to the floor, and she rocked helplessly in place in its aftermath.

 

“You will not be permitted to touch a man,” Ali said, “not even a man such as myself, who is not whole.”

 

The masked slave girls picked her up, dragging her across the floor, and put her onto a comfortable sofa; then one held a cup of liquid against her lips as the other stroked her forehead.

 

Miranda trembled weakly, and sipped from the cup as Ali turned and left. She heard the sound of the bolt being thrown behind him.

 

They were insane, she thought. They couldn’t do this to her! But she blushed fiercely at the shadowy memories of her and young Midshipwoman Foster, writhing together naked in the bed. God, what if they had taken pictures?! It was not illegal to be homosexual in the British navy, but pictures of herself and Sarah would ruin her reputation, make her a laughingstock.

 

The slave beside her held up the cup to her lips again. Miranda found herself distracted as the girl’s breast squeezed against her arm, and her eyes lit on the sight of the erect pink nipple and the golden ring piercing it. God, the girl had a hot body. So did the other one.

 

She shuddered and drew herself away from them, then began pacing the room.

The two girls moved to opposite ends of the room, then knelt on the floor, sitting on their heels, spreading their legs wide. Miranda averted her eyes – at least at first. But there was little else to look at in the windowless apartment. She finally wound up on the sofa, where she fiddled with the remote control and turned on the television.

 

And her face went instantly beet-red.

 

For on the television, a large, plasma screen, was an image of herself and Midshipwoman Foster. The video, clearly taken from a variety of cameras and pieced together, showed her kneeling, from behind, her pussy glistening as she licked at Sarah’s pussy. Then it panned over Sarah’s voluptuous body as the blonde arched and twisted and writhed. Her cries of pleasure filled the air, and even though Miranda wanted to hurl the remote control at the television she stared, appalled into frozen silence.



Then it was she who was crying out, riding Sarah’s face, grinding and rubbing and cursing and begging her to lick harder as she climaxed. There was more, but Miranda finally broke free, and did hurl the remote control at the machine, then rushed forward and kicked it, jamming the heel of her stilettos into the glass, smashing it.

 

She turned, glaring fiercely on the masked, motionless slave girls.

 

“You’re all fucking perverts!” she screamed. “You pretend to be so fucking godly and prudish but you’re all fucking perverts!”

 

God she was hot. She was gasping for breath, and wanted to loosen her leather vest, but instead staggered to the sofa and drank deeply from the cup, slouching back miserably. What would the Iranians do with a video like that, she wondered dully.

Release it to the press to show what perverts English female sailors were? What a publicity coup that would be!

 

One of the girls brought her another cup and she shoved her back hard, shouting “Get the fuck away from me!”

 

The girl staggered back, then moved away, going through the doorway, out of her sight. She glared at the broken TV, wondering now if the video had actually gotten worse after that. She had foggy memories of her and Sarah doing – a lot of things.

 

The girl returned and knelt before her, holding – a flog. Miranda stared at her stupidly, then at the flog as the girl handed it to her. The girl then turned her back to Miranda and brought her hands up behind her neck, displaying her back.

 

Miranda stared at the flog, and at the girl’s bare back, then flung the flog down.

 

“Fucking perverts,” she muttered.

 

The other girl was cleaning up the mess she’d made when she’d knocked over the cup. Miranda stared at her, then at the first. “Do you speak English?” she demanded.

 

Neither girl answered.

 

“Get me another drink.”

 

The girl who had been kneeling, waiting for Miranda to flog her, rose smoothly, went into the kitchen, and returned with another cup.

 

“So you do speak English,” Miranda said sullenly. “Why don’t you answer then!?”

 

Slave girls. How fucking weird was that! She stared at the two angrily, suspiciously. What would it be like to be a slave girl, a naked, shackled sex slave? How fucking bizarre and – and primitive!

 

An obedient body without a face, without a voice. Did they even have tongues, or had they been cut out so they couldn’t speak? She could think of several reasons why you would not want to cut the tongues out of girls.

 

“Do you have a tongue?” she demanded.

 

The mask looked back, unphased.

 

“Show me your tongue,” she said.

 

And then she was startled as the girl pushed her tongue out through the slit over her mouth, pushed it out amazingly far, pushed it out so far that Miranda felt her pussy give a little spasm of lust. Christ! Without that mask the girl could have licked her bloody chin clean!

 

Why was she given these girls? Was she supposed to have sex with them? Why?

They clearly already had videos of her and Sarah, which from her perspective was quite a bit worse than having sex with foreigners. Sarah was an officer, her subordinate, assigned to her. Having sex with her was illegal under military law. Of course, she could plead that they’d been drugged. She had felt very strange back then. And for that matter, still did.

 

She gazed at the cup suspiciously. Was it drugged? It must be. She cursed and flung the contents into the masked face of the girl kneeling there before her.

 

“It’s fucking drugged, isn’t it!?” she demanded.

 

The girl said nothing. Miranda felt a furious urge to slap her masked face, but that would likely only hurt her hand. She glanced at the flog, but snorted the idea away.

 

She would avoid drinking or eating anything more.

 

But how long could she keep that up?





  *



 

After her religious instruction, Sarah had had her ankle and wrists shackled together behind her back; then, hogtied, she’d been pushed into the cage, the door closed and locked behind her. And there she’d lain as hour after hour passed. She’d managed to roll onto her side, but that was only slightly more comfortable. And as the hours passed her back began to ache and her limbs got more and more stiff and cramped.

 

God, it was all so surreal! She began to pray that someone would come for her, come to rescue her, to release her, to bring her back home again. But after a while she just prayed that someone, anyone would come and release her, get her out of these shackles, let her stretch out her back and legs and arms again. Her stomach rumbled emptily, and her throat was parched. She was sweating in the heat, and her blonde hair was matted against her skull.

 

She moaned low in her throat, wondering how long it had been. Many, many hours, for certain. She was so sore, so stiff, so thirsty and hungry, so hot, so miserable and exhausted by it all.

 

The door opened and she felt a wave of relief as the two masked guards came in, followed by the woman in the burqua. Anything was better than this!

 

The guards opened the cage and dragged her out on her belly, then unlocked the shackles from each other, allowing her back to unbend, her arms and legs to slowly unfold. Sarah groaned weakly, feeling an intense relief that was almost erotic as she stretched and arched back, naked, heedless of the women watching.

 

Then the shockwave of pain erupted from deep within her, and she screamed and flipped onto her belly. Her hands went to her abdomen and she screamed again, twisting and shaking, rolling and thrashing as the pain crackled through her nervous system.

 

It stopped, leaving her gasping dazedly.

 

“You are required to prostrate yourself before Mecca, to submit to Allah each morning when you are released from your cage,” the woman said sternly. “This you failed to do, and so you are punished.”

 

“P-Please!” Sarah moaned weakly.

 

“And again you disobey. You speak when you are not permitted to.”

 

She gestured to the two guards, and the moaning young woman was dragged to her feet and across to the post.

 

“Please!” Sarah gasped, staring at it. “No! Please! I-I’m sorry! I’ll do what you want!”



Her arms were raised up and she was shackled against the post, but this time the women turned her around to face the burqua clad woman. They pulled her back out from the post, then one of them pulled down a sort of levered block. The block pressed against her back right between her shoulder blades, forcing her back to bow sharply. Then her ankles were pulled back and chained in place.

 

“Please!” she gasped as the guard produced a flog.

 

“You shall not speak,” the woman said tonelessly. “You shall not beg or plead or ask or demand or protest or accuse.”

 

The flog slashed across Sarah’s proud young breast like the claws of a cat, and she screamed and jerked back against the block. Her arms pulled frantically against the shackles as she sought to turn herself away, but the guard was already lifting her arm, the flog lashing down across her chest again – and again – and again – and again – and again.

 

Sarah sobbed and screamed, twisting and writhing as the long, thin laces cut across the soft, sensitive surface of her breasts, chest and belly. A dozen blows, two dozen, three, and she collapsed, sobbing, broken, as the flog cut down again, and again.

 

They pulled her down from the post, then dragged her back to the cage. The shackles around her ankles were locked together. Then the ones around her wrists. It was horribly evident they intended to hog-tie her once more and put her back into the cage.

 

“Please no!” she cried. “Please! I’ll do anything you want!”

 

The woman shook her head, then gestured to the guards.

 

“You shall not speak,” the woman said once again. “You shall not beg or plead or ask or demand or protest or accuse.”

 

They dragged her back to the post, but this time lifted her ankles up, raising them high until they could be bound in the shackles. Her wrists were unlocked and pulled straight out to either side, then locked to thin rings embedded in the floor. Sarah’s slender lower body was now dangling upside down from the post, all the way to her abdomen.

Her belly and chest, however, were flat on the floor, her back bowed back once more.

 

The guard picked up a thin, flexible quirt and stepped into place, then brought it whistling through the air to land against the backs of Sarah’s legs.

 

She screamed and writhed, but was held immobile as the quirt snapped down again, then again and again. The woman started on her calves, then worked her way down, lacing her legs behind the knees particularly carefully, then moving down her thighs until she reached her buttocks.

 

Finally, she halted, with the sobbing girl prostrate, red-faced, the backs of her legs flaming with pain and criss-crossed by welts.

 

Then she was cut down, hog tied even more tightly than she had been before, and pushed back into the cage. The door was closed and locked, and then the women withdrew, bolting the outer door behind them.

 

Trembling, sobbing miserably, exhausted, aching, Sarah lay, glassy eyed, half wishing she were dead, wondering when she would ever get out of this misery.

 

Chapter Five 

 

“Oh God!” Miranda gasped, gulping in air, staring dazedly up at the ceiling.

 

She had tried to go without food and water, but of course she could not, especially not in this heat. It made her mind fuzzy, but she didn’t see that she had any alternative.

She tried to ignore the slave girls, but there was nothing in the apartment to do, nothing to read, and, now that she’d destroyed the television, nothing to watch.

 

She’d gone back to bed, and, feeling woozy, had fallen asleep. She’d woken to the incredible sensations of a very expert tongue on her pussy. The slave girls had stripped her while she slept, and one was doing shocking, amazing, wonderful things to her clit as she licked and lapped and her fingers probed within the tight walls of her slit.

 

The other was half atop her, licking at her nipple. The slit in the mask was not wide enough for her to actually suck on the nipple, but her tongue and fingers were doing an incredible job of teasing and pleasuring her nonetheless as the other girl pumped her fingers in her pussy and licked her towards the edge of insanity.

 

“S-stop!” she gasped weakly.

 

She wanted to push the girl away but somehow could not. The pleasure rose in its intensity, and she shuddered and her hips rolled up against the girl’s expert tongue. The girl beside her pulled her hand in against one of her firm young breasts, and the tactile pleasure of the soft, downy skin made Miranda shudder. Then the girl was leaning over her, and Miranda’s eyes were caught by her fat, round nipple.

 

Somehow it was in her mouth, and she was sucking delightedly, moaning around the scented flesh, her teeth chewing and her tongue licking frantically as her own arousal deepened. Her fingers sought out the girl’s narrow slit, and she stroked eagerly, then slid inside, pumping in and out as she sucked and chewed on the girl’s nipple.

 

Meanwhile the second girl was doing amazing things to Miranda’s pussy, and Miranda’s hips bucked up in a tremendous climax that left her gasping, her chest heaving.

 

Yet that was not the end, merely the beginning. Miranda’s lust seemed to know no bounds, and while a small, sane part of her told her she must again be drugged, told her she must resist, that part of her was overwhelmed by sensation. She and the two lithe young girls writhed and twisted in the bed for hours, until she was utterly exhausted and, drained, collapsed into dazed semi-consciousness.

 

Even then they caressed her gently, raining kisses across her body. They helped her stand, helped her walk to the deep tub, and there bathed her in fragrant oils and lotions, caressed her scalp, and massaged her weary muscles. Then it was back to bed, and a deep, comfortable sleep.





  *



 

Sarah sobbed weakly as she knelt there in the center of the floor, sitting on her heels. She was impaled upon an enormously thick dildo, jammed so achingly deep into her pussy that to sit back fully on her heels caused enormous pain. Her wrists had been bent up and back between her shoulder blades, pulled up to just beneath the back of her collar, and locked there. Her elbows had been forced together with a golden metal band which threatened to tear her arms out of her burning, aching shoulders.



Similar gold bands circled her legs above the knees, binding her upper and lower legs together so that she could not stand. Her nipple rings were attached now to gold chains which pulled them up and forward. Her tongue, meanwhile, had been pierced by a thick ring, and another gold chain pulled her tongue painfully up and out between her lips.

 

She had been in this position for hours now, so consistently hot that she had sweated like a pig for the entire time. The sweat had now dried against her skin, and she was feeling the early symptoms of dehydration. She was dizzy and ached all over, and only the pain of any kind of movement kept her from swaying and falling over.

 

There was a small tape recorder next to her, and a familiar voice droned on and on, the same message repeating endlessly. “You shall not speak. You shall not beg or plead or ask or demand or protest or accuse. You shall be silent, and obey.”

 

Her crime had been to say “Please,” when thrown to the floor. It had been more of a cry of pain than anything else, but that did not appear to matter.

 

There was movement next to her, and she rolled her eyes weakly. It was one of the masked women. She knelt beside Sarah, and reached out with a small hand to gently cup the underside of one straining breast. Her fingers slid gently up until she was holding Sarah’s stretched out nipple between the pads of her thumb and forefinger. She gently caressed her aching nipple, and then drew her hand back and out of sight.

 

The hand reemerged and rose to stroke along Sarah’s outstretched tongue. The finger was wet, dripping wet, and something inside Sarah reacted with instinctive longing as that wet finger gently caressed the center of her aching, straining tongue.

 

The girl withdrew the finger, and then Sarah felt it between her legs, still wet, stroking lightly along the straining lips of her pussy where they gripped so tightly against the round surface of the dildo impaling her. The fingers slid upwards and across her clitoris, rubbing lightly. Sarah was too utterly exhausted, too dazed, and in too much pain to have any particular embarrassment at this.

 

The finger rose once more, and slid down along her tongue – still dripping wet – which meant the girl must have a cup of water somewhere. But Sarah didn’t care, only moaning and trembling as the finger slid into her mouth. She sought to close her lips around it but could not due to the pain to her tongue.

 

The girl slid her fingers up along her tongue, and then unclipped the chain from the ring piercing her tongue. Sarah winced in sudden, fresh pain, and then groaned in relief as the pressure was finally removed from her aching, burning tongue. She gulped in air, moaning and whimpering at her sore tongue.

 

The girl produced something else from behind her – a large, realistically shaped dildo. She rubbed it along Sarah’s lips, and again, as with her finger, it was dripping wet.

Sarah could not stop herself from instantly licking at it, and the girl tilted it and fed it slowly into her mouth with Sarah sucking frantically as though she were a baby getting a bottle pushed between her lips.

 

Her parched mouth and tongue devoured the liquid dripping from the dildo, and as they virtually dried the front of it up the girl pushed it deeper, giving her more damp, wet latex to lick and suck at. Sarah gagged as the head of the dildo pushed against her throat, but was so frantic for liquid of any sort that she forced herself forward, gurgling and gagging as the head entered her throat, her lips seeking ever upward along the damp dildo for more moisture.



The girl pulled the dildo away and Sarah arched forward, whimpering dazedly, like a babe not wanting a bottle to be pulled away. But the girl dipped it into water again, and once more fed it into the frantic young blonde’s mouth. Again Sarah sucked and licked desperately as the girl slowly twisted the dildo in her mouth and pushed it deeper.

 

She gagged repeatedly, but there was nothing in her stomach to come up, and her mind was singularly fixed upon the moisture on the dildo, not caring at all about the degradation or shame she would otherwise feel at her actions. Again and again the girl had her suck and lick the dildo, pushing it deep into her throat so that her lips could suck the last bit of moisture from the very bottom of the shaft.

 

Then she pulled it away completely, and the other masked girl came in. Together they undid the metal band around her arms, and let her wrists come apart. Sarah sobbed in pain as her arms, which had been held so stiffly in place for so many hours, were finally allowed to move. The two gold-masked girls massaged her arms gently; then they bent them double, much as her legs were, and produced smaller gold bands which pinned her wrists to her upper arms.

 

The two women gripped her thighs and slowly lifted her up, the impaling dildo coming with her now as they positioned her carefully on her knees and elbows. One knelt behind her, shifting her knees a little apart, and began to lick at her clitoris, while the other stood before her and poured a small trickle of water over her own bare toes.

 

Dazed, Sarah stared at the girl’s feet, then felt the pressure of a hand on the top of her head, forcing her face downward. Her face was pressed against the girl’s bare toes, and, helpless, dehydrated, she licked at the moisture there. Tongue and fingers stroked gently, soothingly against her clitoris as she licked with growing desperation at the girl’s toes. Every now and then the girl poured a little more, just enough to keep them wet, while Sarah’s swollen, pain-filled tongue lapped feverishly in hopes of soaking up the desperately needed liquid.

 

Another pair of feet showed up to her right, and the girl eased back. Sarah saw the water bottle tilted, saw water trickle over these other toes, and shifted slightly sideways, licking avidly, eyes glassy. It did not matter that these toes were considerably hairier than the others had been. Her tongue licked at the moisture, and her brain was operating on little more than instinct.

 

The figure before her then knelt down, and fingers gripped her hair. A hard erection was held before her mouth. Again, it did not even occur to her fractured mind that this hard cock was in any way different than the latex dildo she had devoured earlier.

She folded her dry, cracked lips around it and sucked the dripping wet cock anxiously.

 

In the background, the voice on the tape machine continued to speak sternly.

“You shall not speak. You shall not beg or plead or ask or demand or protest or accuse.”





  *



 

Miranda woke slowly, groaning. She was naked again, but did not really care. Her mind buzzed weakly, and she pulled herself out of bed and groaned weakly as she straightened. She looked around for clothing, but there was nothing. She went to the open door, and a nude, gold-masked girl knelt before her. This was not one of the ones she had seen before, for this girl had jet black skin. Her body was firm, lithe, and beautiful, however.



“Get me a drink,” Miranda ordered, voice slurred.

 

The girl immediately rose to obey.

 

How many of these sluts were there, she wondered wearily as she collapsed onto the sofa.

 

The television had been removed and replaced. No sooner had she sat down than it lit up, and she stared at it in confusion for some time, trying to understand what she was seeing. It looked like a cheap porn movie, with the scene constantly shifting from one set of performers to another in a large open room. Then her puzzled mind finally realized she was looking at the crewmen she’d been captured with enjoying themselves with the bodies of a number of the young, masked girls.

 

Slave girls, she thought numbly, harem girls. Jesus! What kind of a place was this!?

 

The black girl returned, bowing, bending, her big breasts hanging below her as she presented the glass to Miranda.

 

A second girl, this one with the creamy, coffee coloured skin of an Arabic girl, knelt before her, squirming between her legs and licking slowly up her thigh towards her pussy.

 

“Get away,” she said crossly, pushing at the girl’s masked face.

 

The black girl eased back, and Miranda drank from the cup and sighed weakly.

The second girl had moved away, and now returned, holding a small leather strap. It was about an inch wide along half its length, then widened considerably to a rounded tip. The purpose of the thing was clear as the girl bent to present her beautiful young bottom, her slit peeking out between tightly closed thighs.

 

Any time she ever said anything angry the girls always seemed to present themselves for her to punish. It was a little irritating, but also very tempting. Miranda’s nature made her a disciplinarian, and these beautiful, obedient young bodies were certainly tempting. In a spurt of irritation – and somewhat intrigued – Miranda whacked that lovely little bottom with the strap, and felt a hot stab of excitement between her legs.

 

“Bad girl, are you?” she snorted, drawing her hand back and cracking the strap across the girl’s bottom a second time.

 

It cracked against the girl’s buttocks with a delicious sound of leather on flesh, and another little shockwave of sensation erupted in the back of Miranda’s mind.

 

“Get your arse out of my face, slut!” she snapped, slashing the strap in hard enough to make the girl stumble forward and cry out softly.

 

“Ha! Got you to make a noise that time,” she said with a smirk. “So you do have vocal cords, eh!”

 

She swung the strap again, and was once more rewarded with the delicious tactile sensation of impact, with the girl’s gasp of pain and the sight of her bottom flinching, then the darkening flesh at the point of impact.

 

“Bad girl, are you,” she taunted, striking the girl’s bottom again, and then again, as she felt her pussy beginning to throb with hunger. She shifted her position so she could move her arm more freely, and brought the strap down heavily against the girl’s buttocks.

The squeal of pain was louder now, and she felt an even greater sense of forbidden thrill as she drew her arm back and swung yet again.

 

“Nasty little slut,” she growled. “I’ll teach you how to behave properly around an officer!”



She knew she wasn’t thinking straight, that she was still in some way drugged, but a sense of utter freedom was setting fire to her imagination. She felt as though she could do absolutely anything to these luscious young bodies without them protesting, without anyone protesting.

 

Her memory was crowded with the memories of all those snotty, disobedient, incompetent foolish young women she’d had around her over the past years, and how many times she’d wished she could teach them a hard, painful lesson.

 

And there were so many devices here to aid her in those lessons!





  *



 

Sarah gurgled around the enormously thick black cock filling her mouth – and now her throat. She was still kneeling, the big dildo jammed up inside her, her wrists pulled up sharply beneath her collar in back and locked in place. There were men all around her, and all of them were black men. They formed a tight circle around the kneeling girl, all of them wearing loincloths, stylized vests, and turbans. And all of them had hard, stiff, thick cocks thrusting out at her, like a circle of spears.

 

She was not alone, however. The two gold-masked women knelt alongside her, framing her, turning her, stroking and caressing her. She was constantly being turned, having a cock thrust into her throat, her nose mashed up against a man’s groin, and then there would be a few seconds of thrusting before she was turned again to the next one.

 

All of them were dripping wet, though, and the liquid was starting to ease the pain in her mouth and throat. Her tongue was no longer quite as swollen and dry, and her lips were no longer cracked. Her eyes were glassy, however, and she hardly knew what she was doing as she turned automatically now, gagging weakly at each deep thrust, rolling her glassy eyes up towards a fuzzy face looking down at her.

 

Round and round she turned, very slowly, gagging and gulping and gurgling wetly now as each wet cock thrust into her mouth and down her throat. And as she did the two women gently caressed her breasts and fingered her nipples, stroked deftly at her clitoris, and gently massaged the taut lips of her sex where they gripped tightly together around the fat dildo impaling her.

 

That dildo no longer hurt her insides. But it ached, and it throbbed, or at least, it seemed to throb as her pussy throbbed around it. And now one of the girls was pumping a slippery finger in and out of her anus, twisting and turning it within her, widening her passage so she could then slip a second finger inside her, then a third.

 

Sarah did not really care very much about anything other then the moisture, the liquid. But her body, absent a state of mind which would deny it, felt the growing sense of physical pleasure the women were inflicting upon it and reacted accordingly. Her pussy began to bubble with juices, and her nipples hardened into sharp, quivering little pebbles as sexual hunger and arousal pinkened the flesh of her chest and face.

 

The women then unfastened the bindings holding her wrists in place. Something was pushed up into her anus, something thick and soft, and malleable, which pumped gently in and out. Then something thicker pushed its way in back, as fingers caressed her swollen clitoris.

 

Sarah never really noticed when those touches disappeared, when she was alone with the circle of black men, who had now moved in closer around her. Their cocks rubbed against her head in back, against her ears and cheeks as she sucked. She raised her newly freed hands instinctively, grasping the cocks of the men on either side of the one she was being used by. Her fingers folded around those thick, moist shafts and squeezed, then began to pump up and down as she moved her lips in time to the man thrusting in and out of her mouth and throat.

 

She moaned weakly, saliva now beginning to build up in her mouth, trickling slowly over her lower lip as the fat black cock slid in and out. She shifted her mouth onto the cock in her right hand, turning slightly, shifting her left hand off the cock it had been holding, gripping instead the one which had previously been in her mouth. Her other hand shifted as well, and she continued to slowly circle, moaning in dazed pleasure at how wet and dripping each new cock was as she took it into her mouth.

 

One of the men sank to his knees behind her, and Sarah moaned as she felt his thick shaft pushing against her buttocks, then sliding between her thighs. The man whose cock filled her mouth took a step back, pulling her by the hair, and she bent forward as the man behind pulled whatever was up inside her rectum out and his hard, fat cock sought entrance in its stead.

 

She groaned around the cock in her mouth at how thick the other was as it pushed firmly up into her bottom. She was tight, but her muscles were relaxed as the man slowly worked his cock up high into her belly. It felt – good – inside her, and she groaned as his hands kneaded her breasts.

 

And then he was pulling her back completely, sitting down on the floor, pulling her back to straddle his groin. Sarah sank back onto her heels, groaning as she sank down onto his fat shaft, as he pulled her body back and began to thrust up into her. Another of the men knelt in front of her, fingering her clitoris, while two more sank to their knees on either side of her, chewing and sucking on her breasts and nipples.

 

The man beneath pulled back on her hair, forcing her head back, forcing her back to arch strongly, and another man stepped forward, straddling him, thrusting his soaking wet cock into Sarah’s mouth, upside down, and then straight down her throat.

 

Sarah did not altogether know what she was doing, and certainly did not think about the morality of it. Her body felt – good, and she was getting at least some liquid now to quench the terrible thirst which had been consuming her. Her knees spread wider as, almost unconsciously, she tried to ride up and down on the big cock in her anus.

 

Then the big, hard dildo inside her pussy was pulled free, and she knew a moment of emptiness before another cock slid into her. She could not see who it was, nor did it matter. Another of the men had knelt closely before her and driven himself into her pussy. Now she was dually impaled, but the cocks were much more comfortable against her velvety flesh; still bowed back, her nipples ached and sparkled against the tongues of the men sucking and licking at them.

 

Hands were all over her body, stroking and caressing her everywhere. Some part of her reveled in that soft, warm human touch, and she groaned in sensual pleasure as the men drew her body upward towards a powerful orgasmic climax.

 

It came, and the cock in her mouth pulled free, allowing her to give full cry to her gurgling, gasping, moaning pleasure, gasping and crying out again and again as she responded to the talented hands and mouths and cocks tormenting her quivering flesh.

 

Hands pulled her forward, and she groaned dazedly, gasping and whimpering as her body shifted around the fat cocks inside her belly. Now she was straddling the men who had been kneeling before her, sinking down harder and deeper on his cock. The man who had been behind her now knelt there, thrusting his cock in and out of her bottom with growing speed. Her head was pulled to the side and a thick cock slid into her mouth, while her arms were drawn up and out to either side, her fingers folded around thick cocks.

 

She sucked weakly, moaning dazedly, her fingers pumping up and down on the shafts they encircled while the fat one in her bottom pumped in and out. The man beneath fingered her clitoris and sucked on one breast while someone else squeezed the other.

There was a wall of black flesh around her, and it never moved aside, never eased back.

 

Another orgasm tore through the helpless girl, and another, and then still another as they continued to overwhelm her with their soft, warm touch and scent and presence.

Cocks plunged into her mouth and into her pussy and anus, and whenever one got soft another took its place.

 

And then, still glassy eyed, she returned to her initial position, sucking one cock while pumping her shafts on the other two. As each erupted she tried to take its contents into her mouth, opening it wide to swallow the glorious liquid, and while a lot of the warm, salty fluid wound up in her mouth and on her tongue, more still sprayed over her face and into her hair and across her flushed chest until she was absolutely covered in semen.

 

They threw her down on all fours once more and took her front and back, until warm white fluid trickled steadily out of her overused pussy and anus, and then once again sprayed their seed over her face and hair and shoulders and breasts.

 

She lay back, finally, too drained, too exhausted to do anything more. She moaned weakly, arching her back, her trembling fingers sliding across her breasts and cheeks to scoop up thick wads of white cream and then bring it trembling to her mouth, there to plunge deep so could suck tiredly at the contents.

 

The leash pulled hard at her throat, and she groaned, gasped, and then reluctantly rolled towards the direction of the pull. Not really understanding, but responding as an animal will to stimulus, she was soon on her hands and knees, being pulled along at the end of a leash. Her knees ached as she moved, but a stinging switch applied to her bottom kept her moving.

 

Then she was in a dark room lit by nothing more than flaming torches. Her arms stretched up together above her, bound tightly and then – she whimpered and cried out in discomfort, then pain as she was lifted entirely off her toes to dangling by wrists which rapidly began to burn with pain. Her arms and shoulders hurt, as well, and she cried out with even more emotion as the first blow of the long, thin whip sliced diagonally across her back.

 

Three men surrounded her, each with long, thin whips, and the whips were sent flying out in a carefully measured movement that had stinging blows slashing through the helpless young woman’s mind every other second. Her body jerked and thrashed, her legs kicking and flailing as she cried out again and again and again. The thin leather whips hissed through the air as they cracked across her back and buttocks and breasts, as they circled her waist and chest and were yanked back to set her body spinning uncontrollably.

 

Blow followed blow followed blow, with no chance whatsoever to recover from any one of them, and the helpless blonde girl’s mind was hammered by the shockwaves of pain and misery as her body thrashed and twisted and spun on the end of the line bound tightly to her aching wrists.

 

And in the background, the voice on the tape machine continued to speak sternly.

“You shall not speak. You shall not beg or plead or ask or demand or protest or accuse.

You shall only obey.”

Chapter Six 

 

Few of the British men had much interest in harming the nubile, naked young women who flitted around them. Why would they, when those lovely young bodies were theirs for the taking? When those girls were so giggly and accommodating to their slightest whims? But they did find it intriguing, and exciting, when one of the girls began to spank another, to finger and spank her at the same time so that the “victim” writhed and moaned and ground herself back against the other’s fingers and hand.

 

The girls put on such shows fairly commonly, and then, while they were going on, others would teasingly present themselves to the men around them, holding out straps to them and bending to display their bottoms.

 

Such playful punishment and games seemed harmless and fun, of course, and most of the British men were more than happy enough to enlist in this new, playful game.

But of course, certain men found it more exciting than did others. And it was not difficult to soon decide which those men were. Soon these men were being lured into more private side-rooms by giggling young harem girls, and there given even darker shows, and the opportunity to partake in nastier games.

 

Paddles gave way to riding crops and flogs, and then still more excitement for those who found their arousal deepening at such sights.

 

Leading Rating Mackenzie was one such man. He was not a very sophisticated man, nor very handsome. He had not had a lot of luck with women in his life, other than those he’d paid in his many ports of call. He was not suave or sophisticated either, and seemed to have little the women wanted. Underneath his placid exterior was a deep well of resentment at that, which he especially felt for the most beautiful of women, the ones long denied him.

 

Of course, it was hard to tell if the women kneeling before him was beautiful, due to the gold mask, but Mackenzie had little doubt she was beautiful. Her body was incredible, her skin flawless and pale, and she had blonde hair not much different, though longer, than that big titted blonde middie who had been assigned to their boat.

 

God, would he have loved to stick it to Midshipwoman Foster!

 

But there were darker things at play here, and Mackenzie wasn’t quite sure he approved of them, even as friendly as Muhammad was.

 

He’d met Muhammad only the other day. He was a tall, broad shouldered, friendly man about Mackenzie’s age, and had offered him more interesting pleasures than what occurred in the main room out front, joining him in one of the side rooms and letting him through a locked door to where the gold masked women were really disciplined.

 

“You must understand,” Muhammad said in his accented English, “that none of the girls will be harmed. We do not harm our own possessions, for that would be foolish.

But we hurt them so that they can learn and be disciplined. Your own English army and navy used to whip its soldiers for every slight transgression. Is this not so?”

 

“Well, yeah,” Mackenzie said. “A long ways back.”

 

“Yet it worked well. It produced a very disciplined organization. So too do we discipline our harem girls when they transgress. We will never damage them, of course.

We are not fools or cretins. But disciplining them is important, and a fine art in itself.

Many devices have been created over the years to aid in such disciplines. And this is one such.”

 

Mackenzie was fascinated with the thing, wondering what was going to happen to the lovely little blonde kneeling there. He watched Muhammad order her into the metal frame, and the girl obeyed at once until she was kneeling, sitting on her heels between a pair of thick metal posts.

 

Another pair of gold-masked girls drew her wrists up and out to either side, shackling them to the posts on either side of her head. Then they spread her knees apart and shackles were levered up from the floor on one side of each leg, and down across the backs of her legs just beneath the knees, binding them in place.

 

Mackenzie licked his lips as Muhammad pressed a button, and a metal post slowly slid up out of the floor. It was rounded, shaped more or less like a human cock, and it pushed unerringly up into the girl’s pussy as he felt his cock harden.

 

The post pumped slowly up and down with machine-like rhythm as he turned to Muhammad with a grin. “Doesn’t seem like much of a punishment,” he said.

 

“Have patience, my friend.”

 

The other two gold-masked girls picked up a length of metal. It was perhaps three feet long, six inches wide, and a half inch thick. It was also somewhat curved in the middle. They placed this across the front of the frame, fastening it to the two posts, lifting it up just below the big breasted blonde’s breasts so that it seemed to almost cup them gently. He watched them adjust it so it moved up slightly, and the girl’s breasts rested on it.

 

Then they fetched a matching length of metal. It was exactly the same, except the fastened it upside down, just above the girl’s breasts, so the curved part was on top. This too was attached to the posts on either side of her. Then at the turn of a lever it sank down atop her breasts.

 

Mackenzie felt his cock throb as he watched those two fat white breasts squeezed down between the two metal plates, squeezed down so they were hard and the flesh taut, the nipples sticking out rigidly. The girls bent, one on each side, and pinched those hard nipples, then placed metal alligator clips around them and let the jaws snap shut.

 

Mackenzie’s cock pulsed as the girl cried out in pain, and he felt his insides beginning to churn with excitement and anticipation.

 

Now Muhammad directed his attention to that narrow metal cock pumping slowly up and down inside the girl. It had slid out of the floor, and now what looked like a thicker metal skin slid up its length, and pushed up into the girl. The cock was now wider by a noticeable amount. And now another outside ring slid up the length of the post and pushed into the girl.

 

It was as if, he thought, the post was a collapsible telescope, with one narrow bar resting, folded, within another, which rested, folded within a third, and a fourth. The girl had had the narrowest bar inside her, but now thicker and thicker metal bars were sliding up along it, each only a little thicker than the one before it.

 

The girl began to moan helplessly, and Mackenzie saw the masked girls turning the screwed, tightening those metal plates crushing her breasts between them.

 

Now they tilted the girl’s head back, and he saw another metal pipe – or dildo – descending from above. He fought the urge to squeeze his cock as it was directed into the girl’s mouth, and then, quite clearly, down her throat. He watched that throat bulge as the metal cock pushed deeper, and licked his lips anxiously.

 

God! What a sight! You’re gonna get yours, you snotty bitch, Mackenzie thought eagerly.

 

And then the girl howled – the sound deeply muffled by the metal cock in her throat, and her body began to quiver and shake and thrash in place as one of the girls gigglingly pressed a button on a small control box.

 

He saw little crackling jolts of electricity run back and forth between the alligator clips on the girl’s nipples, and wondered if he was going to come in his pants and disgrace himself.

 

The metal bar inside her was now as thick as a beer can, and still fresh outside layers were sliding up the outside of that one even as he watched.

 

“The electricity can be directed in varying strengths, through the top bar in her belly now, or through the nipples, or through this one between her legs,” Muhammad said with a smile. “She will learn her lesson well, I think.”

 

Mackenzie didn’t trust himself to speak, lest he reveal just how excited this was making him. He watched the masked women press the buttons on the box, one of each for each source of electricity, with a little dial next to it to turn the juice up and down.

 

The girl before them was sweating profusely, trembling and twitching and jerking and spasming as she was punished.

 

“Here, you see how it works,” Muhammad said.

 

He gestured casually, and one of the women handed the box to him. He held it out to Mackenzie, and invited him to press buttons in turn, and experiment with the dials. It was an incredible turn-on for him, and when Muhammad excused himself to run an errand, and one of the masked women dropped to her knees before him, opened his trousers, and took his cock into his mouth, Mackenzie turned the juice up all the way on all three sources and sent the power crackling through the howling young blonde before him while he cried out in pleasure and shot his juices into the girl’s throat.





  *



 

Luiza Adamski’s face was filled with dread as she moved into the room. She did not have to disguise this for her face was covered, as always, in the golden mask. Her blonde hair was loose and hung around her, between the front and pack portions of the mask, caressing her bare shoulders as she walked, straight-backed, into the room.

 

Luiza was Polish, and had been intending to be a nun. In fact, she had applied, and spent six months in a nunnery while the Church and she decided if she had the necessary dedication and vocation. Both had agreed that she did, and she had become a novice just last year. She was not yet a nun, and had not taken the solemn vows which would have awaited her after serving her term at the Church of the Holy Cross in southern Ukraine.

 

She’d thought it would be a great adventure, administering to the poor there along the north shore of the Black Sea. But one day while wandering late in the evening, thinking about God’s grace, she had been taken there, not far from the beach, carried down to a fishing boat, and then carried across the Black Sea to Turkey. Raped repeatedly during the journey, she had been sold to a Turkish slave master, and then sold to a man along the border to then be shipped into Iran. Here she had been brutally cowed by use of whip and other punishment device, and was now a helpless sex slave, like the other faceless, masked girls forced to serve here.

 

She had not been a virgin when captured, but she had been relatively inexperienced. That had been almost a year ago, though, and she had been raped hundreds of times since then, by both men and women. Women, she had discovered, were often more cruel, and enjoyed degrading her more thoroughly than the men, who merely, for the most part, wanted sex.

 

Now the nineteen year old bowed obediently before the stern faced woman before her, and swallowed nervously as she saw the cruel glint in the woman’s eyes.

 

Luiza did not speak – ever. None of the girls did. For any reason. It had not been necessary to rob them of their vocal cords. The constant beatings and torture whenever they spoke had quickly taught the girls silence. But while none of the girls spoke, it was not difficult to see the cuts, bruises and welts on the flesh of the girls who were rotated out of this room high up on the north tower, and to anxiously hope she was not chosen to take their place.

 

Unfortunately, she had been, and now she dropped her eyes obediently before the woman standing before her.





  *



 

Miranda was thoroughly enjoying herself with her little slave girls. She had been experimenting with the whips, paddles, and flogs available in the room, delighting in laying stripes across the soft, flawless flesh of the girls who lay or bent or stood meekly before her. The best part was that when one girl’s skin was all marked up with welts and bruises from the canes and paddles and whips she disappeared, and another flawless beauty took her place.

 

This one was another blonde, and again Miranda thought about Sarah Foster, and wondered how she was getting along. The arrogant little snot. Miranda imagined she had the bitch under her control here and now and her lips parted in a leer of excitement. A big titted blonde slut was what she was, just like this whore.

 

“Stand here, slut,” Miranda ordered the girl, as she moved around behind her.

 

“Put your hands up and back behind your neck, slut,” she ordered.

 

The girl obeyed, and Miranda tugged on the hair, forcing the girl to bow back, to arch, and to thrust her full, heavy, yet youthfully firm breasts up and out.

 

She moved around in front of her, grinning as she picked up a thin crop.

 

“You will stand in place and not move,” she said. “Let’s see how well-trained you’ve been, little slut puppy.”





  *



 

Luiza had been well-trained indeed. She wondered if one of the reasons she had been chosen for this room was that she understood some English, and wished miserably she did not. She braced herself against the coming pain, and then hissed as the crop sliced into her taut, full right breast with stinging pain. A line of burning beneath the skin mirrored the reddening flesh as the older woman grinned and shifted focus to her other breast.

 

Another blow followed, and another, and a dozen more, many aimed carefully for her fat pink nipple. Luiza trembled at the pain, both breasts soon burning hotly, yet she kept herself in position. She had long been trained to know down to her bones that any attempt at resisting punishment would draw her tenfold more shortly thereafter.

 

The pain mounted, her breasts aflame as dozens more blows slashed into them from above and below and from the sides, as the cruel women thoroughly enjoyed tormenting her young captive. And Luiza, while her body shook with suppressed sobs, barely uttered more than gasps and suppressed groans of pain.

 

God is challenging me, she thought, over and over again. God is challenging me.

 

“On your knees now, slut, and thank me for my hard work,” the woman growled.

 

Luiza almost collapsed to her knees, gasping; then, fighting not to touch her throbbing breasts as she leaned forward, she thrust her well-stretched tongue out through the slit in her mask and began to tongue the woman’s pussy.





  *



 

Sarah whimpered helplessly as she was shackled in place yet again. She was given water or at least liquid, intermittently, and some small amount of food. But she rarely was allowed any rest or sleep, and even without the drugs she would have been dazed and groggy as her captors altered her days between torrid sex sessions in bright, airy rooms where she was fed, watered, caressed, and given climax after climax - and torture and pain in dark stone rooms where the very air seemed overheated.

 

She had just spent hours crawling back and forth on a luxuriously soft Persian rug, licking the toes and then swallowing the cocks of men who sat around her on elegant chairs. The two masked women who had accompanied her had teased and caressed her body the entire time, preparing her so that as she brought each man to rigid hardness in preparation for an explosion, she could straddle him, sink her hungry, burning pussy down the length of his shaft, and ride him as he came inside her.

 

And now she was back in darkness and pain, as that horrid voice continued to speak in a monotonous tone, saying “You shall not speak, you shall not beg or plead or question or demand or ask or make any other sound. You shall only obey.”

 

But I’m not, she wailed inside her mind. I was quiet! I didn’t make any sounds!

 

Well, there were the gurgling shuddering moans each time she had climaxed, but that was unavoidable.

 

Now her wrists were forced up high between her shoulder blades again, and she was lifted up above a frightening looking device.

 

There were two upright metal poles, each of which ended in a round ring at about waist height, standing perhaps two or three feet apart on the floor. A third metal bar linked the two together, down low. Atop that bar, in the center, between the two bars, was a round metal ball the size of a soccer ball. Protruding from the top center of that metal ball was something that somewhat resembled a vase; that is, it was round, and fat on the bottom, and narrowed as it rose to its top. However, it too was metal, and the top, rather than being hollow, was closed.



Two black men in loincloths lifted her up, each holding her by the bottom and leg.

They spread her legs to either side, and pushed her feet through the rings atop each post, sliding them down and through past her knees until her pussy made contact with the metal “vase” atop the round ball. She was not at all surprised when her aching, strained pussy, having been well-used over these past hours and still slippery with come and semen, was slipped slowly over the top of that vase, and sank slowly down its length.

 

She groaned as the vase widened, as it spread her pussy mouth wider and wider apart. As she sank down the masked women gathered her hair into a tight braid at the very top of her head, wound it in cord and rope, and then pulled it straight up to an overhanging hook.

 

Then the men slowly released her weight, and Sarah squealed helplessly as she sank further down the vase and her legs pushed deeper into the rings. She tried to use the muscles in her legs to hold her up somewhat, and that worked – for a time. But of course, they began to quickly weaken, and she slowly sank further and further down the base until the pressure of its widening base was simply too great to force its way through her taut, straining, pussy opening.

 

It was then that she felt a tickling sensation, a strange buzzing and vibration between her legs.

 

There was a mirror on the wall before her, oddly enough, and she stared at her image in appalled disbelief, noting how wide her pussy had been spread, noting that all her weight was now balanced precariously on her already aching upper legs jammed into the rings and the weight of her pussy atop the fat metal vase.

 

Even more appalling was the sight of the metal ball beneath the vase, for as she stared, blue crackling electricity began to appear dancing across the surface. The electricity sizzled and hummed and buzzed and grew higher on the ball until it began to dance upwards along the metal vase – and up inside Sarah.

 

At first, the electricity merely made her squirm and twist and moan in fear, but as the sizzling, dancing blue light grew brighter it pumped into her with greater force, and the humming, crackling power became more and more painful as it followed the rounded vase up into her pussy.

 

It – hurt. The pain was different than the many blows she had felt, not so sharp.

But it made her muscles twitch and quake and made it impossible to stay still. It made her insides squirm and spasm uncontrollably. And it was relentless! And as the power grew she could feel it, if not actually see the crackling rings of light sizzling up along her belly, making the hair on her flesh stand on end as the electricity clawed at her vitals from the inside.

 

She twisted and writhed, convulsions wracking her body, sobbing with pain and fear as the power continued to tear at her mind. Her head twisted and rolled and jerked in tandem with the rest of her – until she found she no longer could move her head. The pressure on the braid of hair sticking straight up out of her head grew stronger, until her head was locked firmly in place, her scalp aching, needles of pain stabbing into her skull.

 

She stared at herself in the mirror, and saw that her squirming and wriggling had managed to force her even lower on the widening metal vase. Her pussy opening was so wide now a baseball bat could be plunged through without touching the sides. And it ached ferociously!



But it was hard to care when the electricity was clawing at her body and mind with ever growing power, and her body was trembling and thrashing wildly atop the ball.

 

“You shall not speak, you shall not beg or plead or question or demand or ask or make any other sound. You shall only obey,” a toneless voice said from somewhere behind her, repeating the words again and again and again as the power became more unbearable and her voice rose in a mindless animal wail of agony.

 

Chapter Seven 

 

Miranda knew she had lost control, but she didn’t care. The food was outstanding, delicious, expertly prepared, a hedonistic delight, even were it not fed to her by hand by beautiful young naked slave girls eager to meet her every need. The wine and liquor was all top rate, rare, vintage, and intoxicating in more ways than one. The drugs in the food and wine were a combination of a strong female aphrodisiac that had her constantly in heat, antidepressants that had her mind buzzing fuzzily, and caffeine and herbs to give her energy.

 

She’d had more sex in the last week than she’d had in her entire life. In fact, it seemed, though her memories weren’t very crisp or clear, that she’d had almost non-stop sex or sexual activities almost since she’d arrived. And a growing amount of it had been deliciously kinky, with her tasting the power of absolute authority over the lovely girls assigned to her, punishing and degrading them in ways which brought her darkest fantasies to life.

 

With the gold masks over their faces it was delightfully easy not to even think of them as human, but merely as sex toys to do with as she chose. The fact they did not speak made them even less human and more like things, like toys, like pets for whom she should have no guilt in degrading or punishing.

 

There were tall girls and short, busty girls and slim petite girls; black girls, white girls, and swarthy skinned girls. Their only common features were beautiful bodies and perfect skin, as well as obedience and silence. It was an amazing experience for a conservative woman who had done her best to repress and hide her sexuality for years.

 

“Deeper, you little bitch,” she groaned, jamming her buttocks back against the girl kneeling behind her.

 

She groaned as the girl’s long, flickering tongue slid deeper into her anal opening, and tightened her grip on the hair of the black girl before her, whose own tongue was teasingly caressing Miranda’s swollen clitoris.

 

Paradise, that was what it was; paradise on earth.





  *



 

Sarah followed the other two girls through the door without hesitation. Like them, she was nude save for the gold mask covering her face, the gold shackles on wrists and ankles, the gold collar around her throat, and the golden rings in her nipples and pussy.

 

She had no idea where she was going, but that hardly mattered. All that mattered was obeying orders at once, without question. That would not stop the inevitable punishment and pain, but it would at least not add to it.

 

She was slightly surprised when she saw the size of the room, but not daunted by it. All her focus was on obedience, and when she saw the men, most walking around half naked, and the ponds and fountains, she felt only a squirming sense of anticipation and excitement, and an immense rush of relief. For this was a bright, cool place, and not a dark hot place. That meant water, food and pleasure, not starvation and torment.

 

And then she recognized the men.



They were HER men. They were the British naval ratings she had been captured with. That recognition might have dazed her somewhat, were she not already somewhat dazed by the drugs in her system.

 

A sharp slap to the bottom almost made her yelp as she twisted quickly around.

 

“Girl, get me more rum,” Petty Officer Dunning ordered.

 

The word “obey” flashed into her mind like a giant neon sign, and she turned and hurried over to where the alcohol was, heart thumping with anxiety and the need to hurry, to please he who had given her an order. She returned with the bottle and he took it from her and grinned, then gripped her hand and led her over to a pile of comfortable mats on the floor.

 

He sat down, and she was forced to kneel beside him as he took a swig, then drew her into his arms.

 

A part of her knew a strange sense of mental discomfort for this closeness, but she did not act upon it. She had been conditioned to enjoy the soft warmth of human flesh against her own, and felt a deep internal excitement as his hands roamed her body and began to knead her buttocks. He bent and sucked and chewed on her breasts, and she moaned softly as her nipples swelled and throbbed.

 

Soon she was straddling him, riding his big cock as he sucked on her nipples and kneaded her buttocks, and Sarah groaned in pleasure as his big cock caressed the velvety soft interior of her dripping pussy, panting and gasping as she rode up and down atop him and gloried in the warm heat of his body.

 

There was not a lot to differentiate the slave girls to the men, save for the large round number carved in the center of each girl’s collar. Sarah’s number was 99, which made it relatively easy for them to remember her. And indeed, she became something of a favorite of theirs for her enthusiastic response to having a cock inside her. All day she rode their cocks, sucked their cocks, pumped their cocks, and submitted to their hungry pawing, groping and rutting with groans and gasps of unfeigned pleasure, often shuddering and bucking uncontrollably in the throes of orgasm.

 

Several times she heard the men observing that there were fewer girls about today than was normally the case, but this only caused her to be grateful, and even that only in passing. For it meant she got more attention from them.

 

As night fell, she, like the other girls, scurried out of the big room, their masks were removed, and they were caged for the night. In the morning, their cages were opened and they were washed and fed, and then had their masks replaced for another day of service to the horny, lusting men in the harem room.

 

There were even fewer girls available now, however, as the men again noted with grumbles and concern. That meant each girl got more use, and Sarah spent a busy day servicing their sexual needs. Those needs were strong, not only out of boredom, but because the men had been fed aphrodisiacs to ensure their continued arousal. And the only television available on the large plasma TVs in the room consisted of pornography.

 

At the end of the day she returned to her cage, only to come back again the following day. And again, there were even fewer girls. In fact, there was only her. The men growled unhappily, and argued over who got possession of her. She was forced to service two and even three men at once for long periods of time to sate their drug fuelled lust.



She felt – differently today, however. Unbeknownst to her, their captors had been lowering her allotment of drug each day as her conditioning set in. The only drugs in her food that morning had been aphrodisiacs. Thus her mind was becoming clear, the fuzz falling away. She knew, now, that what she was doing was wrong, quite wrong, and that it could lead to all sorts of trouble, especially if the men found out who she was.

 

She was much more self conscious now about her nudity around them, and anxious about the possibility of discovery. She cringed each time she was grabbed by one or another, and bent over or fondled. Yet… the conditioning held, and she felt a swelling sense of arousal, as well as a sense of obedience. The lust within her was kept high through the drugs, and so as she was penetrated again and again it became very hard to not have her concerns washed away by the waves of lust and pleasure sweeping over her body and through her mind.

 

But then, when the men had all seemingly been sated, the video on the plasma TVs changed to a new scene. At first few noticed. But then the first man recognized the principals in the video, and let out a shout of amazement that drew the attention of the others. Soon all the men were gaping at the lewdly displayed image of Sarah and Sub-Lieutenant Bell writhing in lesbian embrace.

 

Behind the mask, her face went red, and her mind buzzed with frantic disbelief and alarm.

 

“Man, what a couple of fucking dykes!” Mackenzie gasped, already instantly hard.

 

“Look at the tits on Foster! I knew they’d be fabulous!” Corporal Brooks said enthusiastically.

 

“Look at Bell eating that little blonde pussy!”

 

The men were enthralled by the exciting scenes, and all of them were hot and hard, so that Mackenzie snapped his fingers at her and ordered her to suck his cock while he watched. She instantly obeyed, without thought, kneeling between his spread legs and taking his cock deep into her mouth as she began to work it over with mouth and tongue.

Soon Private Haggins was driving his cock into her pussy from behind as he craned his neck for a better view of the video.

 

She was gripped by a bizarre swirl of emotions as the two men used her. Anxiety and alarm swirled within her as the men watched her lesbian sex games with Sub-Lieutenant Bell, but the feel of a cock in her mouth made her pussy throb with delight, and the cock ramming into her from behind only aroused her further. She was well and truly caught, and knew it, and had no idea how to get out of it. Even making a single sound might clue some of them into the fact it was she there behind the mask, and so she tried desperately to keep as silent as possible even while lust and passion made her heart pound and her pulse race.

 

Sarah was kept busy servicing the reignited lusts of the men as scene after scene played out on the big TVs. Many of them showed her and Bell in lesbian sex, but a lot had the sub-lieutenant being pleasured by slave girls in golden masks, or spanking or strapping or even whipping them as she cursed them as whores and bitches. The men could hardly believe it and were chortling and guffawing even as their cocks grew fat and red and threatened to explode in their own hands.

 

Sarah was mobbed by the lust crazed men, and rode one man’s cock as she swallowed another, took two in her hands, and felt another being worked up into her anus. Her own arousal swept away any fears, concerns, or embarrassment she might have felt over the televised lesbian sexual antics, and she felt her mind rolling over and over again as the pleasure blew her over the edge into repeated orgasms.

 

It was Leading Seaman Mackenzie who first suspected there were far too many similarities between the hot, big-titted blonde who had been their main sex toy for several days, and the hot, big-titted blonde repeatedly shown on the television in lesbian sex with Sub-lieutenant Bell.

 

As he examined both at the same time his suspicions deepened into near certainty.

That ass, those tits, that hair! He began to examine the video more closely, looking for any identifying feature of midshipwoman Foster’s body, and it didn’t take long to find a small brace of freckles on the right shoulder. He hurried over to where the golden masked blonde was excitedly riding Petty Officer Evans’ cock, and sure enough, there was the small brace of freckles there too.

 

The realization of who he had been fucking did not wilt his excitement. Quite to the contrary, his cock stiffened into iron the instant he confirmed his suspicions. He had no more understanding of how Midshipwoman Foster had come to be in a golden mask and collar than he had about the numerous other young beauties who had been given to the men as sex toy. Nor, though he suspected they had been given little choice in the matter, did he care.

 

In fact, the suspicion they were unwilling only deepened his arousal, and expanded his sense of freedom to do whatever he wanted with them. For clearly, if they had no choice they could do nothing to avoid him, nor protest whatever he wanted to do.

And now he had an officer here before him at his mercy! That stupid little big-titted cow of a midshipwoman!

 

He waited for Evans to finish with her. By now the men’s cocks had mostly deflated once again, and he was able to grab the girl and drag her a little ways away to have her to himself.

 

“I’ve got cock for you to swallow, you slut,” he growled in excitement.

 

He flung her on the floor and stood over her, cock stiff. “Suck it, bitch,” he said with a sneer. “Take it down your slut throat!”

 

He felt a tremendous sense of power in being free to speak as obscenely as he wanted to a woman who was nominally his superior officer, and his cock throbbed as the masked blonde took him into her mouth and then down her throat. He ran his fingers through her blonde hair, tugging and yanking at it, then threw her back, ordering her to get on all fours.

 

He rammed himself into her, yanking on her hair, roughly groping and squeezing her breasts as he rutted wildly into her pussy. He pulled out, slapping her bottom repeatedly, then sodomised her, giggling with power lust, with the drunken delight, as he rammed his stiff prick deep into her ass again and again while slapping at her breasts and pinching the nipples.

 

“Slut,” he growled. “Bitch whore! Take that cock, you skanky little fuck toy!”

 

He rammed himself down into her tight little ass, glorying in the little gasps and yelps which emerged from behind the mask, for now that he was sure of who he was riding he could recognize the sound of her voice, and it aroused him all the more.

 

“Ahh, what a tight little slut ass you have,” he growled, slapping her buttocks again. “You were made for ass-fucking, you bitch whore!”



Of course, Mackenzie wasn’t the last to notice the resemblance, and as word spread, more and more of the men stared at her in shock and wonder, then felt their stiff cocks drawn to her tight pussy and anus with renewed excitement.

 

Petty Officer Dunning was the first to actually give some thought to whether or not they ought to stop making use of the midshipwoman’s body. But as he considered it he was watching her deep-throating Corporal Frasier’s cock with wild abandon while Seaman Kingston reamed out her tight little anus from behind. And he had no idea how he would even intervene, much less whether he ought to. Would the men even obey him?

Not for long, not with Foster behaving the way she was, and those videos running on the TVs again and again.

 

It was better, he thought, to retain the slight element of uncertainty, the fiction that none of them knew it was Midshipwoman Foster. It was better for them and for her.

That was especially so since Foster was giving no sign she wanted any stop to the proceedings. She was sexually wild and uninhibited, and did everything she was told with clear enthusiasm and arousal.

 

The men, however, were even more enthusiastic, and he bit his tongue several times against the urge to call them off. For how could he without giving a reason, without acknowledging what he dared not acknowledge?

 

“On your back, bitch! On your back, fuck-toy!”

 

Sarah rolled over, panting, and spread her legs wide as the men gathered around her. Her only protection was the golden mask and she clung to that protection desperately as they all leered at her.

 

Mackenzie handed her a big vibrator dildo and she whimpered and moaned in excitement and embarrassment, but almost instantly guided it to her pussy and plunged it deep into her oiled tunnel. She groaned and her hips rolled up against it as it drove in almost painfully deep, and the little clit tickler at its base buzzed and vibrated against her clitoris as she ground it down.

 

Gasping and moaning, legs splayed, she pumped the dildo and ground the vibrator against her clit as the semi-circle of men looked on, leering. And even as she was gripped by the frightening possibility that they suspected who she was, the sexual hunger swelled within her and forced her to thrust harder, gasping and whimpering and rolling her hips up against every hard thrust as the orgasm approached.

 

She fought desperately to keep from making any noise, but failed as the orgasm spilled through her veins. Her hips bucked wildly up as she gurgled and gasped and moaned and shuddered through yet another powerful orgasm – while her own men looked on, laughing and leering.

 

Then they were all over her yet again, and she swallowed someone’s cock as someone else plunged deep into her ass, forcing her ankles up and back behind her ears.

 

Finally, it was the end of the day, and she was led back towards her cage by the black guards. She was taken aside before reaching the cage room, however, and found herself standing, spread-eagled in a small room, gagged, her ankles and wrists tightly chained in place.

 

One of the Iranian men who seemed vaguely familiar entered the room, smiling at her and playing with her nipple rings. “And are you enjoying your stay in Iran, Midshipwoman Foster?” he asked coyly. “Are you enjoying the hard cocks of the British men you are supposed to be commanding?”



He chuckled throatily and pinched a nipple, hard.

 

“I shall enjoy it even more when the videos are released to the outside world, and everyone is made aware of how weak their women are, and how corrupt and perverse is the British navy,” he said with a sneer.

 

The door opened, and one of the guards showed a man in. He was naked to the waist, broad shouldered but a little flabby.

 

“Good morning, Mr. Mackenzie,” the man said with a smile.

 

“Hey, Muhammad,” he said, nervously flicking his eyes towards the naked blonde.

 

“My friend,” Muhammad said with a leer. “I have something new for you. A small magic wand,” he said.

 

He handed Mackenzie a foot long metal wand with a round metal ball on the end the size of a ping pong ball. The wand was plugged into an electric socket, and Muhammad showed him the button on the end, and the sliding control arm which would increase the power going through it.

 

Mackenzie was almost instantly hard. The knowledge it was an officer there before him, one he knew and had lusted after for the entire time he’d known her, made his excitement impossible to resist. Fucking her had been incredible. But torturing her would be even more wild a thrill.

 

He played the small metal ball slowly over the golden masked blonde’s body, keeping it on a low setting at first, his cock pulsing with delight as the electric shocks made Foster’s body twist and jerk and forced gasps of pain from behind her gag.

 

He rubbed the little ball around and around her right nipple, letting his thumb slowly slide the power up until the blonde began to thrash and shake and scream into her mask. But that only made his excitement deeper, more irresistible.

 

He flung the wand down and moved behind Foster, pulling out his rock-hard erection and pressing it against her anus. He jabbed himself forward, his hands going to her slim hips and forcing her bottom back and out. He groaned with pleasure as he forced his cock slowly up into her ass. Knowing who it was, what she was, made it a glorious experience.

 

“You fucking little whore!” he panted, delighting in the anonymity which let him say whatever he wanted to her.

 

They couldn’t punish him for back talking to an officer when he didn’t know she was one, after all!

 

“Fucking whore slut,” he growled, pulling her hips back further, forcing her up onto her toes to keep from hanging fully by the wrists.

 

His cock pushed into her in sharp thrusts and pulls, as he ignored her muffled moans of pain to work himself deeper and deeper into her tight rectal tunnel.

 

God! This was the life! If this was the way the bloody Arabs lived then they had the right of it!

 

His cock worked in deeper, until with a groan he crushed the young blonde’s slender frame against his own chest, his cock jammed into her to the root. He could feel the entire length of his shaft being squeezed and massaged by her tight, warm depths, and let his hands come up beneath her full breasts to knead and roughly squeeze and grope them.



God she felt good, wrapped around his prick! This was the right use of women like Foster! The Muslims sure had the right of that! Women were for fucking, making babies, cooking and cleaning. And that was bloody all they were bloody good for!

 

He worked his hips in and out, glorying in the tightness of her body, in his wanton and forbidden display of lust and masculine power over her, in defying all the conventions of modern, politically correct society and the naval regulations. Fuck ’em all! This slut was getting what she deserved! He only wished he could get all the other women he’d known here as well.

 

He heard her gasping and moaning through her gag and leered. She probably loves it, he thought, his hands going to her hips again, jerking her back to meet his thrusts as he used her fully, roughly, and powerfully.

 

Chuckling cruelly, he pulled himself out of her, moved back, and picked up the electric wand. He sheathed himself in her anal tunnel once again, and then pulled back on her hair as he reached around with the long wand. He kept the power on low, for he was pressed directly against her, and had no idea if the electricity would travel. But then, with his cock working slowly up and down inside her, he let the ball press against one of her nipples and triggered the power.

 

It crackled with life and she moaned and trembled even as he felt her anus squeezing deliciously hard against his cock.

 

He rolled the ball downward along her belly, and then rubbed it along her slit as it crackled with electricity. Foster’s body jerked and shook and thrashed as she warbled her alarm, but all he cared about was the way her ass sucked and squeezed on his cock, and the rush of power he felt over her as he did to her whatever his mind imagined.

 

Chapter Eight 

 

Did he know who she was!? Sarah would have wrung her hands anxiously had they not been shackled in place. Yet there was little she could do one way or the other, whether Mackenzie knew or didn’t. And despite the shocks he was giving her she could not seem to control her body’s now-instinctive response to a hard cock thrusting up into it, for her pussy bubbled and throbbed and practically leaked her copious love juices as her insides swirled with helpless animal lust.

 

She hardly needed his hands jerking back on her hips, for they were bucking back on their own to meet his hard thrusts, a dark part of her mind glorying in the hard, deep penetration as he thrust up into her belly again and again.

 

Yet the anxiety remained. She felt, in some ways, like a little girl, desperately hiding, hoping against hope she wouldn’t be discovered, for discovery would lead to humiliation and consequences she couldn’t even imagine.

 

Mackenzie’s hot breath was panting in her ear as he rammed his cock up into her, and she was on the edge of orgasm, an orgasm only delayed, again and again, by the crackling electricity he continued to taunt her with. Only the intensity of that storm wave of pleasure was growing so powerful that even the crackling pain of her spasming muscles and nerve endings could not long delay it.

 

And then the orgasm hit her like a freight train, and as she opened her mouth to scream around the gag, he brought the shock wand down between her legs and rubbed it back and forth against her sopping pussy opening. The orgasm staggered in its footsteps for a moment, and then exploded upwards, twisted and changed into something almost unbearable.

 

Sarah’s eyes bulged as she screamed wildly in animal pleasure, her body wracked by convulsions as the sexual energy and the electrical energy forced her muscles to spasm again and again. The wild, feral energy seemed to spread out into every part of her body so that she thrashed wildly in place in the grip of a maelstrom of energy that went on and on and on until she thought surely it would consume her – and didn’t care.

 

“Unggh,” he groaned, slowing his thrusts. “Ahhhh.”

 

His cock pumped smoothly up and down inside her anus as Sarah swayed weakly in place, held up only by the steady grip of the shackles around her wrists. He picked up the pace, thrusting harder in short, sharp strokes as he came inside her, then groaned with relief and slowly slid his softening member back down her gaping passage.

 

“Lovely arse you’ve got, slut,” he said, kneading her bottom.

 

The door opened and he hurriedly jammed himself back into his trousers as Muhammad returned, smiling broadly. “Ah, my friend, how are you doing with our little blonde slut?”

 

“Uhm, fine,” he said, a little abashed.

 

“She looks ready to begin,” Muhammad said, groping one of Sarah’s breasts.

 

Oddly, Mackenzie felt a dual wave of emotions as the Iranian groped Foster. One was lewd excitement at watching the young blonde officer groped by a wog. The other, however, was indignation at having a wog groping an English girl. The lust won out, of course, as he watched the Iranian hook a finger into one of the blonde’s nipple rings and tug on it.



“Have you ever spent much time around those who enjoy putting women in their place, my friend?” he asked.

 

“Huh? Uhm, I guess not,” Mackenzie said uncertainly.

 

“There is a certain level of… expertise… involved in punishing arrogant and flighty young women properly yet without damaging their soft, lovely bodies.”

 

He moved to the big metal cupboard sitting against the wall and grinned over his shoulder. “I am such a man.”

 

He returned with what looked to Mackenzie like a thick handful of chain. Yet it was chain bound into a purpose, into a kind of halter, he saw. Muhammad fastened the chain around Foster’s body just below her breasts, then drew it upwards, and he saw that the halter had formed something like a bikini – though a bikini with no fabric in the center – which encircled the young blonde beauty’s lovely breasts nicely before going over her shoulders.

 

Another chain fell down her back between her perfect buttocks, and Muhammad reached in between her thighs and drew it forward, then upward. He grinned at the faceless blonde, and then yanked hard on the chain, making her gasp and moan through her gag. He chuckled and pulled harder still, forcing the thick chain between her sex lips and jamming it painfully hard against her pink flesh.

 

He drew the chain up and snapped it to the bottom of the halter below her breasts, then winked at Mackenzie, who licked his lips nervously.

 

Mackenzie watched as the man removed the blonde girl’s nipple rings and then produced a narrow metal clamp. He squeezed Foster’s left breast and opened the jaws of the clamp, sliding them forward over the center of her breast, over her nipple, before letting them snap shut.

 

Predictably, Foster howled and twisted and writhed, as Mackenzie’s cock pulsed and throbbed excitedly. He watched as the Iranian snapped a second hard metal clamp down across the middie’s other nipple, and licked his lips salaciously.

 

What happened next, however, startled him. The metal clamps were about two inches long, with a wide ring at the end. There were small holes in each of them, and he watched as Muhammad drew out a thin length of metal, a needle with a small metal base, and then slowly thrust it down through one of the holes, into Foster’s nipple, and then through it and out the bottom of the clamp.

 

A second needle followed, forced through the second hole in the clamp, into the blonde’s flesh just behind her areola, and through her flesh and out through the bottom hole of the clamp.

 

“We teach these bitches what it means to submit to our will, eh?” Muhammad said with a crude chuckle.

 

He picked up another small needle and worked it through the first opening in the other clamp, then the final one. With the clamps firmly affixed across the center of Foster’s breasts, he then produced a pair of long narrow weights, and hung them from the hooks as Foster twisted and gasped and moaned helplessly.

 

“Now you do one,” he said with a grin, holding another clamp out for Mackenzie.

 

He took it slowly, his cock hard, staring at the helpless blonde in amazement. This was not the sort of thing his simple mind had ever really even imagined. Yet watching it was wildly, darkly exciting.

 

“Uhm, ah, where…”



Muhammad winked. “At the source of their evil, at the source of their power, at the source of what makes them such wanton whores, of course.”

 

He squatted in front of the blonde, motioning Mackenzie down, and tugged the chain aside to expose her clearly swollen clitoris. “Here,” he said.

 

Eagerly, Mackenzie tried to push the clamp in across the blonde’s clit, but Muhammad shook his head, and guided him in underneath so the clamp was sideways; then he let it snap closed. There was an instant, gratifying response from Foster, who howled into the gag and bucked her hips violently, and Mackenzie felt his cock throb with excitement.

 

He thrust the needles through the holes in the clamp, one penetrating her clitoris and sliding out the other side, the other penetrating the hood behind her clit, and again, fitting through the hole in the bottom jaw of the clamp. Another long, thin metal weight was hung from the hook, and the two men stood, Mackenzie trying to hide his erection.

 

He watched Muhammad remove the gag from the round opening covering the blonde’s mouth, and heard Foster’s weak gasps and groans even as Muhammad reached inside with a clamp and seized her tongue. He pulled it out, and Mackenzie was aroused anew by how long it could stretch. Muhammad removed the tongue ring, and then snapped another clamp over the blonde girl’s tongue.

 

Her cries of pain were much louder now, but that only excited him more as he watched Muhammad thrust the pair of pins through the holes in the clamp, through her tongue, and down out the other side. Then another long, thin weight was hung from the ring, dragging Foster’s tongue down over her lower lip, down almost past her chin, in fact.

 

Muhammad handed him a small dildo. “Use this on her anus,” he said, work her open.

 

Mackenzie eagerly took the dildo and moved behind her as Muhammad attached a small, round device to the clamp over her clitoris; it began to buzz like a vibrator. He attached similar small round devices to the clamps over her nipples, each of them attached to a box by a thin wire.

 

Mackenzie worked the dildo in and out of her anus easily, then pulled it free as Muhammad handled him a larger, thicker one. Again he pumped it in and out of the blonde’s anus, twisting and turning it, fighting the pull of her muscles at first, but soon loosening her up.

 

A third dildo followed, larger again, and then a fourth, which had to be forced somewhat at first, but gradually wore down her sphincter muscles. The fifth dildo was thick as his wrist, and as he pulled it in and out it worked the slender blonde’s hips in and out as well. He drove it up as deep as he could into her belly, rewarded by a shuddering gasp and moan of pain.

 

“Watch, my friend. Watch how weak the female is, how sluttish they are and devoted to their own sexual pleasures.”





  *



 

Sarah swayed and moaned weakly, her tongue flaming, her nipples burning, her clit throbbing. The huge dildo Mackenzie was working in and out of her bottom sent agonizing cramps up through her belly, and each time he jammed it deep she felt a terrible pain deep within her.

 

And yet, the strange vibrator things the Iranian had attached to her clit and nipples were sending a fuzzy, bubbling, crackling wall of pleasure through her body. It was irresistible, especially given her state of mind, the conditioning she had been given, and the drugs within her. She tried to repress it, gasping and moaning, even more worried that without her gag she would make some sound Mackenzie would recognize.

 

Yet the climax was approaching, claw and scratch though she might to escape. As it built up to a monstrous intensity, Muhammad grinned and reached up behind her, unsnapped something at the back of her head, and the golden mask fell away.

 

She screamed helplessly as the orgasm rolled through her. Her body thrashed violently, pulling and straining against the shackles, making the weights dangling from her nipples, tongue and clitoris bounce and shake and swing painfully. But that didn’t matter. There seemed to be no borderline now between pleasure and pain. It was all sensation, and sensation was overwhelming her, tearing apart her mind as her body was wracked by convulsions.

 

Her hips bucked so violently she was, in effect, reaming out her bottom on the thick dildo the dumbstruck Mackenzie was holding tightly in place, jamming herself back on it again and again as he stared at her lovely young face and tried to come to terms with the sudden wave of alarm, danger, and anxiety spilling through him. How could he pretend he didn’t know now!? God only knew what they would do to him for taking part in this!

 

And yet, it was obvious the little slut was coming wildly, and his lips curled up into an unconscious sneer as, despite everything done to her, the big-titted blonde came like the whore she was. His cock bulged threatening against the crotch of his trousers as he watched.

 

God, she was beautiful! And hot!

 

And he wanted her!

 

The orgasm seemed to fade from her, and she stood swaying, almost hanging by her wrists, eyes slitted.

 

Muhammad unfastened her ankles, then her wrists, and lowered the trembling blonde to the floor. He shouted a word at her, repeated it, and slapped her bottom sharply.

 

Dazedly, groaning, the blonde pushed herself onto her knees and hands, raising her bottom and spreading her knees wide. Mackenzie eyed the tight, neat, pink slit between her legs as Muhammad unfastened the chain which had been digging into her crotch. Then he put his foot on the base of the fat dildo jammed into her rear and pushed hard enough to make her cry out in pain.

 

He grinned at Mackenzie. “Use her!” he growled.

 

Mackenzie gulped anxiously, his eyes flicking back and forth over the lush young blonde woman’s body.

 

“Do it! Rape her!” Muhammad growled. “Rape her like a man would! Show her her place!”

 

And Mackenzie couldn’t resist the urge any further. He threw himself on the moaning blonde and rammed his cock into her dripping pink pussy, seizing her hips and yanking her back to meet his brutal thrusts as he rode her with a  savage passion that knew no bounds.



The heavy weights dangling from her clit, nipples and tongue almost touched the floor as he jerked her in and out, ramming his cock into her with unrestrained lust and hunger, his hips slamming against her slim, tight buttocks like a freight train as he rocked her forward again and again, and yanked her back to meet each fresh thrust.

 

The way was set, as far as he was concerned, for good or ill. He had thrown in his lot with the Iranian, come what might, and he laughed cruelly as he rode the proud young blonde officer, reached forward, grabbed a fistful of blonde hair, and yanked it back.

 

“Fucking whore!” he crowed. “Take that cock, you whore! You love it! You fucking slut!”

 

He slapped at one of her hanging breasts, and laughed again as her pussy spasmed around his cock.

 

Muhammad, looking on, smiled darkly. His plan was working quite well, and the cameras in the room would ensure the scene of the English “officer” copulating with one of her own men would be broadcast around the world. But not yet, for the plan was only beginning to unfold. Much remained to be done.

 

He was silent until the English seaman finished his rutting, hiding his distaste behind a small, strained smile until he could speak without giving away his contempt.

 

“Have you ever had a dog, Seaman Mackenzie?” he asked as the man did up his trousers.

 

The young man looked up at him in confusion.

 

“You are now going to be given a duty, my young friend. It is much like the care and feeding of a dog. Only it will be this bitch-dog here.”

 

He produced a leash and snapped it onto Sarah’s collar, then walked her forward a little ways. In his other hand was a small, thin crop which he brought down against her bottom when she was slow to obey. He walked her around the room, and then handed the leash and crop to Mackenzie. He took them uncertainly, but soon learned to delight in the power and outrageous degradation he was showing to what had once been his officer.

 

He walked her around the room, snapping the crop down across her bottom when she slowed, then, under Muhammad’s continued instruction, put her “through her paces”.

A series of commands got the silent blonde to twist and move, to crawl, to sit up and kneel, to roll over, to display herself in a variety of lewd positions, her legs wide apart.

 

He removed the heavy weights and then the clamps from her body, faintly surprised there was no blood. Then he walked her down the hall to a bathroom of sorts where she knelt on all fours as he washed her, enjoying the slick feeling of her soft flesh beneath his hands.

 

Muhammad assured him she was nothing but a brainless slut now, and demonstrated by having him masturbate her. That was ridiculously easy, as he simply thrust a pair of fingers into her pussy and stroked his thumb across her swollen clit for a couple of minutes before she started jerking and shaking and rutting back against him as she came.

 

What a whore!

 

Muhammad had him lead her by the leash to the cage room, and then showed him where her food was. Mackenzie put down a bowl of food and one of water, and watched the blonde crawl to it and eat like a dog; he was awed by the transformation the Iranians had made in the blonde. He led her to her cage and locked her in, and Muhammad instructed him in when he was to come for her again, and when he should feed, water, and “walk” her. It was very much as though she was just an animal, and her silence and obedience did nothing to contradict him.

 

Muhammad left, and he eyed the luscious little blonde in anxious delight. He had already come hard twice, but the drugs within him kept him constantly aroused, and the thought of having Sarah Foster completely at his mercy, as a sort of mindless fuck-toy, was making him so hot he could barely repress the need to drag her out and fuck her again.

 

But Muhammad had said there was something else he wanted him to see, and he was not comfortable with the thought of the Muslim man watching him and the middie together. Later, he would have Foster alone. Then he would really give her what for!

 

Chapter Nine 

 

Miranda was undergoing something of a change in circumstances. She hadn’t seen it coming, and when it had arrived she hadn’t seen fit to do anything about it. She had simply been too wildly aroused to resist, or to care. The world was nothing but a dark, decadent rush of sensual arousal and sadomasochistic excitement to her now.

 

She had three golden-masked girls with her, all with incredibly tight, athletic bodies, and large, firm breasts. There was a square floor to ceiling post in the center of the room, with a small shelf low on one side. Somehow, the eager young women had maneuvered her back against that beam, their hot tongues slithering against her own, their eager young fingers stroking and caressing her nipples and pussy.

 

Two girls faced her, at each shoulder, leaning in, kissing her soulfully. Each had a hold of one of her wrists. The third knelt between her legs, licking and sucking expertly at her clitoris. God, she had an amazing tongue!

 

She was backed against the pillar, her shoulders pressed back against it. Yet the small shelf was jammed into her thighs just below her buttocks, holding her lower body forward, in effect pushing her pussy out into the girl’s mouth as she sucked and licked energetically.

 

There were leather straps attached to the sides of the post, and somehow the girls managed to slide them around her wrists and bind them in place without her even noticing. A second pair of straps went around her upper arms just below her shoulders, cinching them tightly to the sides of the post.

 

“Wha-what are you doing?” she demanded breathlessly. “Untie me!”

 

The demand was made in a slurred, groaning voice as the girl between her legs licked at her clitoris, and the other two leaned in to suck and chew on her nipples. But as they leaned in their hands slid down onto her legs, and then suddenly they were lifting them up and back, and Miranda found herself more or less resting on her lower back on the tiny shelf as her legs were lifted up high and then, straightened, and pulled even further back.

 

“Wha-what are you… d-doooooing?” she groaned.

 

She was folded back on herself, and now each girl held her ankle in a tight grip, pulling them back behind her, above her, pressing them flat against the opposite sides of the foot-wide post and holding them there briefly. Then thick wooden pins were thrust into waiting holes in the sides of the beam. They protruded out a good foot, and as they released her legs, the backs of her ankles pressed against them, preventing her from unfolding. Rope quickly bound her ankles in place, and then the two girls stepped back to watch as the third licked her into a tumultuous orgasm that had her twisting and shaking and bouncing and writhing in helpless sexual passion.

 

They ignored her moaned protests, sliding a thick dildo down into her anus; then a heavy dildo with a branch vibrator was buried in her pussy, the vibrator grinding against her clitoris in a way which made it very difficult to think straight.

 

And then the three girls all withdrew, leaving her gasping and moaning and helpless behind them.

 

“Wh-where are you going?!” she gasped. “C-come back!”



Yet this time they refused her, and she found herself alone, bound into a lewd position, and with the two dildos buried inside her as the vibrator set her clitoris buzzing and throbbing.

 

She groaned helplessly, twisting and bucking against the ropes, her pussy rapidly heating up once again, passion surging through her veins.

 

“Hungh! Hungh! Hungh!” she grunted, eyes glassy, the muscles of her long, slender legs twitching helplessly as though her body was seeking to thrust itself against the dildo jammed deep into her pussy.

 

“Leading Seaman Mackenzie reporting for duty, Ma’am!”

 

Her eyes fluttered and she stared at the uniformed figure standing before her as though it were a dream. Yet the smirk on his face made it something else, and despite the clouds of hazy sexual heat billowing through her mind she felt a sudden urgent sense of horror as he ran his eyes lazily over her lewdly displayed body.

 

“Perhaps I can lend a hand, ma’am,” he said, stepping closer as she stared at him in bewilderment.

 

He wrapped a beefy hand around the dildo protruding from her pussy, drew it back, and then thrust it deep and hard.

 

“UnggghhhH!” she groaned, head rolling back against the beam behind her.

 

Grinning, he ground the vibrating branch against her clit, then drew the long, glistening dildo back six inches and thrust it deep and hard once more.

 

“HuggghhhHH!” Miranda cried.

 

Mackenzie felt his cock straining against his uniform trousers. He’d always hated the arrogant bitch, and it was truly lovely to see her like this.

 

“What was that, ma’am? I’m afraid I didn’t quite understand your order,” he said, thrusting the dildo again and grinding the branch against her clit.

 

“D-D-don’t!” she gasped.

 

He ground the branch gently up and down, up and down, up and down across her clit while the dildo remained all but buried in her quivering pussy; Miranda gurgled weakly, her body twitching and trembling as muscles spasmed and twitched.

 

He chuckled throatily, and then reached for the other dildo. Only a few inches protruded from Miranda’s back passage. He drew it out and thrust it in hard, causing her to cry out in dazed pain. Another thrust, and another, and another, had her gasping and crying out as he punched the hard nose of the dildo deep into her belly.

 

“Oh! Ungh! Ohh! Ghuhgg! Please!” she gasped.

 

“Please? Please what, ma’am? Please fuck your tight little arse? Is that what you want?”

 

He unzipped and drew forth his raging erection, then pulled the big dildo out of the sub-lieutenant’s rectum. Her sphincter remained weak; her wrinkled anal opening still spread wide as he easily sank himself into her. Inch after fat red inch slid down into Miranda’s tight anal tunnel as he fastened his hands on her breasts and roughly squeezed and kneaded them.

 

“M-Mac-Mackenzieee!” she croaked.

 

“Yes, ma’am? Fuck you hard, ma’am? Aye, aye, ma’am!”

 

He ground his hips in a circular motion, twisting his stiff staff within her as he worked it in and out. With the bulk of the work already having been done for him by the dildo, he had little difficulty thrusting himself very deep. Yet the last inch eluded him as he began to punch himself in and out with increased strength, grunting with pleasure as her anus stroked, caressed, and squeezed his throbbing shaft.

 

“I always said you was a tight-ass, ma’am,” he said with a grin, “but I never knew how right I was. But I guess you being a dyke you ain’t had many opportunities to take a real cock up this passage, hmm?”

 

He leaned in closer, leering. “Especially as you like to be the ‘boy’, eh, ma’am?”

 

His cock worked in and out, deeper and faster, his hips smacking against her upraised bottom as his fingers worked over her swollen breasts. Bell’s drugged mind was filled with a swirling mixture of outrage and denial, with embarrassment and confusion.

Yet the intensity of the sexual hunger would not be denied.

 

She screamed in pleasure as she came, as her anus spasmed around the hard male cock pumping into her. Her eyes rolled back in her head and waves of glittering sexual fire washed over her again and again, sweeping her cares, concerns and worries away with animal passion and hunger.





  *



 

The men had become so inured to female nudity and servitude, and their sex drives so roused by drugs, that it had not proven difficult to get them used to the fact that the naked sex slave they were using and abusing was no longer an anonymous, masked girl, but the young midshipwoman who had been hitherto considered their nominal superior.

 

The realization had come slowly for some, but none had restrained their eager cocks even after realizing who the masked blonde must be. The mask, after all, had presented a believable shield to cover their actions, for none could later prove they were aware of her identity. In fact, their use of her had grown more exciting, and they had become rougher and more ribald in the way they treated and spoke to the masked, naked blonde.

 

Turning the tables on any officer was always a welcome occurrence. When it could be done sexually to a lovely bit of arse like the young midshipwoman, and without much fear of reprisal, none proved able to resist the temptation. That, of course, came on top of their natural lust for a beautiful and available body which was made theirs for the taking – and the unnatural lust provoked by the drugs in their system.

 

When the golden mask was taken away and replaced by a blindfold, the pretense of ignorance remained, though somewhat more shakily. Still, none could resist using her, and using her again, laughingly sating their lusts on her lush young body; pawing, groping and slapping her while using the most vile language to taunt and verbally abuse her.

 

The pretense was even more threadbare now, however. For Sarah’s eyes were bare, and she could see them all lounging around the open, now dimly lit room in their shorts or trousers. The lighting had been turned low to aid in that pretense, however, for the first man who grabbed her after she was shoved through the doorway hesitated when meeting her eyes, then quickly continued, yanking her about and throwing her down onto her knees.

 

Sarah wore a thicker, wider collar now, and a matching gag which served almost as a mask. The heavy, leather gag covered her lower face below the nose, hiding her cheeks, chin, and jaw, as well. There was a large hole over her mouth, however, large enough for even the thickest cocks to slide through. Her arms were strapped together behind her back from wrists to elbows, which served to draw her shoulders back harshly and push out her chest.

 

In addition to these, Sarah wore a pair of thigh high leather stiletto heeled boots, and nothing else. Her tongue was pulled well out of her mouth and indeed, the tip was past her chin, for a thin chain had been attached to her nipple rings, and it had been drawn up and through the ring piercing her tongue first. This drew her tongue down strongly, and would have yanked her nipples up just as harshly save that those rings also were attached by a somewhat longer, Y-shaped chain, to the new ring which now pierced her clitoral hood.

 

The tautness of the chain pulled that hood up and back, exposing her naked clitoris in its swollen, glistening need.

 

A truly massive dildo had been driven up high into her pussy, a good fifteen inches long and wider around than a strong man’s wrist. Her sex lips strained wide to envelop the shaft, squeezing tightly around it. Yet there was no danger the dildo would slide out of her, regardless of how tightly wedged it was in her slender young belly, for a thick, stainless steel pin had been driven through both her sex lips and through a narrow hole bored through the length of the dildo several inches from the base protruding from between them.

 

The man was Corporal Givens, one of the marines, a young man her own age. Yet he hesitated not at all now as he drew his cock out of his boxers and thrust it into the open hole of her mouth. The insides of the mask held a rounded lip which was jammed between her jaws, holding them achingly wide, preventing her from closing her mouth at all for any reason.

 

His cock slid between and across her tongue, and since she could make no use of the latter he did not pause before seizing her hair in a thick fist and driving himself straight down her throat.

 

He grunted softly, pleasure writ across his face as he held her by the hair and head and worked his hips in and out, raping her throat in an almost casual fashion.

 

Sarah no longer had any drugs in her system. Her head was almost clear, save for the strange response of her body to being naked and being used so rudely and forcefully.

Her mind had become conditioned over the past days to an obsessive need for penetration. With her face now virtually bare to their eyes, Sarah’s mind twisted and squirmed in horror and shame at being naked and used this way. Yet despite this her body pulsed with lust and passion, and the stroke of his cock across her tongue and inside the tight, aching confines of her throat made her mind burn with passion and lust.

 

With her head tilted back and her jaw wide she could still feel every inch of his shaft as it pumped smoothly up and down inside her gullet, and she stared with fascination at the hair around the base of his shaft each time he drove himself deep and ground her face into his groin.

 

The spasmodic movement of her tongue tugged at her nipples, and the way her body jerked and shook pulled her nipples hard against the chain attached to her clitoral hood. Her pussy ached around the massive shaft of the dildo inside her, and now another man was kneeling behind her, chuckling low in his throat as his finger pumped in and out of her anus.



Some men held back anxiously, not wanting her wide blue eyes to settle on them as they used her, but as more and more men were drawn to her, and watched her being used, their reluctance faded.

 

Even as the lights began to slowly brighten, shredding what remained of the fiction regarding her identity, men gathered around her, their cocks hard, watching her mouth swallowing shaft after shaft as other men drove themselves into her anus from behind.

 

The way her buttocks would sometimes thrust back frantically as a series of muffled but quite clearly passionate gurgles escaped around whichever cock filled her mouth at any given time removed what doubts still remained in their minds. They laughed as they pawed and groped her, called her “slut” and “whore” and “skank” as they drove their cocks eagerly into her bottom, and pulled teasingly at the chains linking her clitoral hood, tongue, and nipples.

 

The pin holding the big dildo in her pussy could not be removed. It seemed to need a special tool. So the men contented themselves with sodomising her and using her throat. And with little else to do, and their lust still unnaturally high, they did so all day long with virtually no rest for the bedraggled young blonde.

 

The muscles of her throat became battered into numbness by the continued thrusting of thick shafts up and down within. And with her tongue still yanked out hard it became more difficult to swallow, especially as her mind became more sluggish with exhaustion and numbed to the world around her.

 

Her eyes were glazed now, and come dribbled out of her open mouth as rough hands used her hair as handles to jerk her from place to place.

 

The worst of the men’s lust had been sated with repeated uses of her body, and now they had time to indulge their somewhat cruel, boyish sense of sexual exploration. It proved amusing beyond measure to use one of the vibrators which had been left lying about to bring the helpless blonde to orgasm after orgasm; to demonstrate, both for Foster and themselves, that she was nothing but nymphomaniac and whore, after all, and thus deserving of the treatment she was getting.

 

Sarah could not resist the sensations, despite the humiliation. Again and again her belly ached to the spasms of orgasm as she gurgled and gasped and cried out through her open gag, her tongue yanking and jerking against the chain binding it to her nipples as powerful orgasm ripped through her.

 

Only Petty Officer Dunning really worried about where this was all headed. But even he found his masculine sense of smug satisfaction stroked by observing how horny and excited the young blonde got at the hands of the men. Even now she was lying back on her tightly bound back, her leg spread obscenely wide – almost to the point of her doing the splits now, while several of the men giggled and taunted her with vibrators across her swollen clit and nipples.

 

There were no cries of protest from the young woman. On the contrary, there were helpless cries of passion, excitement, and lust as her body bucked and jerked and twisted and writhed to the pleasure the vibrators were forcing upon it. Orgasm after orgasm sent her into wrenching muscular convulsions as the men snickered and giggled and made obscene remarks and jokes about her.

 

Where was this going to end, though, Dunning wondered. Some of the men were already calling her by name. The fiction of their ignorance was shredded. What would happen when they were returned to their ship? Could a story like this ever be kept secret?

He doubted it. The men would want to brag about this, no matter how much he threatened them. And if word got out to the captain, or anyone else in authority, there’d be courts martial for the lot of them – including Foster, unless he missed his guess.

 

Of course, if Foster reported this on her own they were all done for, but he doubted she’d want to set pen to paper to relate this little episode. She would be destroyed, no matter what happened to the men. Of course, if word got out she would be destroyed anyway.

 

Dunning had been in the navy for twenty-five years, a non-commissioned officer for fifteen, and no fool. The Iranians had been ridiculous in their treatment of their prisoners. And now he had some idea why. It had been leading up to this, to their making use of their own officer as a sex toy. He only wondered where Bell was, and when she’d be introduced to things as well. He had no doubt she would be; that soon the men would be gathered around her, taunting and pawing and using her.

 

His cock twitched and pulsed at the thought of getting into the tight pussy of that miserable, arrogant little bitch. Oh yes, he’d do her all right. It wasn’t like he had much to lose now.

 

But what was the ultimate plan of the Iranians? It certainly wasn’t to destroy the lives of a couple of very low-ranking female navy officers and a dozen enlisted men. He let his eyes pull away from the sight of Private Peters’ cock being rammed into the open hole of Foster’s mouth and scanned the roof, then the ceiling. His eyes dropped to the big plasma screen televisions, and the image of Bell and Foster still running there.

 

They’d certainly gotten enough video of those two in the sack. And he doubted the two female officers had been aware of any cameras in the vicinity, so he presumed there were hidden cameras here, as well, getting shots of the lewd goings on between the British ratings and their officer. What did the Iranians plan to do with such videos?

Release them? That would go completely against their own much sought after image as God’s holy and moral warriors.

 

Or would it? The images on the plasma screens showed no hint of force or coercion. Foster and Bell could claim they were drugged – and he had no doubt whatsoever that they were. But there was nothing on the video to attest to that. For that matter, there was nothing to say he and the other enlisted personnel were drugged. But Dunning hadn’t felt so consistently horny and able to get hard since he’d been fourteen.

He had no doubt the bloody wogs had been putting something into their food or drink.

 

Right now Foster was visibly bound and helpless, but she was clearly being turned into nothing but a sexual animal, and when that change was complete they would probably remove the bindings, and the videos would simply show her having wild animal sex with the ratings under her command. Probably Bell would be the same. Then the Iranians could claim to have had nothing to do with such behaviour, and to be appalled at the disgusting lack of morality of their British “guests”, and expel them.

 

Oh yes, that would certainly reinforce to the Muslim world the shameful immorality of western women, and of the hedonistic and disgusting lack of morality of the British navy in particular. That would be a propaganda coup to be certain. But to accomplish it they needed Foster – and probably Bell – to be so thoroughly conditioned as nymphomaniacs that they really were nothing but mindless fuck toys. Then they could be presented to the Arab media in all their vile, sluttish glory and allowed to say whatever they wanted.

 

So what on earth was he supposed to do about it? This had been a very delightful imprisonment, thus far, but there was no question it was imprisonment. He was not free to move about or even speak his mind, for cameras and microphones could be hidden anywhere.

 

He sidled across to where Petty Officer Evans slouched back against a rail watching the scene with a jaundiced look in his eyes. The two exchanged glances, then went back to watching Foster swallow cock after cock.

 

“She’s going to drown in come if they’re not careful,” Evans said, casually.

 

“Think we should do anything about this?” Dunning asked carefully.

 

Evans snorted. “The men would mutiny, and it’s not like Foster cares.”

 

“Good thing no one is ever going to find out about this,” Dunning said softly.

“We’d all be in a lot of trouble.”

 

Evans looked at him sharply; then his eyes flicked up towards the ceiling, and off to the sides.

 

“The Iranians might have had cameras in with Bell and Foster, but there are none here,” Evans said softly.

 

“Um huhh,” Dunning said, neither believing it.

 

They wandered over beside the fountain. “She’s quite the little nympho,” Evans said. “I wonder if the Iranians would let me know how they did that. I could use it on a girl I know.”

 

“Probably involves drugs and repeated rapes,” Dunning said.

 

Evans nodded sourly. “Whatever. She’s done for. She’s been so thoroughly conditioned she’d bend over and spread her legs for anyone who told her to.”

 

“And then come like a whore,” Dunning said.

 

“I wonder where Bell is.”

 

“I’ve no doubt we’ll see her soon, in a similar condition.”

 

“And when the Iranians have enough video?”

 

“Then it’ll be a sensation on the internet and in the media.”

 

“Any ideas?”

 

Evans shook his head. “I can’t even keep my cock still. The sight of those lovely tits of hers has my fingers quivering. I want to go over there and bury myself in her throat.”

 

“Yeah, nice drugs the Iranians have.”

 

“If an opportunity to do something arises…”

 

“We’ll watch for it, but without some kind of luck falling our way the Royal Navy is going to take a massive public relations hit, and we’re all going to be finished.”

 

“We can claim we were drugged.”

 

“They’ll believe it and the navy will shout it from the rooftops; it will probably keep us from being court martialled. But we’ll be finished anyway. You know that.”

 

Dunning nodded.

Chapter Ten 

 

Bell cried out helplessly as Private Gray’s cock rammed up into her anus. She was standing upright, wrists bound above her head, back arched, bottom pushed out and back against Gray’s plunging cock. Foster knelt between her spread legs, sucking and slurping at her pussy while Mackenzie slashed the thin flog down across her aching breasts.

 

It was all madness, but a wild, sexual kaleidoscope of orgiastic pleasure which would not let their minds tear free. Bell, a lesbian, had become nearly addicted to anal sex, to having big, fat male cocks plunging deep into her bowels. It thrilled and aroused her beyond belief, beyond resistance.

 

Her inhibitions had melted away, and she screamed in a wild, undulating animal howl as yet another orgasm tore through her.

 

“Cor, she’s a randy bitch, ain’t she, Mack,” Gray chuckled.

 

“She’s a hot slut all right,” Mackenzie said. “I wonder if we’ve fucked a baby into the bitch’s belly yet. It’s not like she was probably on the pill.”

 

He laughed at his own suggestion, then brought his arm swinging down so the flog would slash across Bell’s taut breasts again.

 

Foster’s amazingly long tongue was halfway up her pussy, twisting and wriggling around like a snake, and Miranda could not find her mind willing to think about anything but the wild pleasure consuming her soul.

 

It wasn’t like it mattered that she was now a virtual sex slave to the men she was supposed to command. The world had ended, as far as she was concerned. She had given up any thought of ever returning to her old life, to the inevitable shame and humiliation which would follow when word of this got out. There was nothing for it but to simply shut her mind off and bathe in the raw sensation until she died – preferably soon.

 

She was numb to the degradation, to the humiliation she ought to be feeling at the hands of these men. It had been days now since the tables had been turned and she had become the toy rather than the dominatrix who played with toys. Yet no mask had protected her pride as she was forced to swallow cock after cock. First had come a parade of Iranian men, gang rape following gang rape until she was almost bored with it. Then had come the conditioning with vibrators and tongues, and then, finally, her sexual abuse by the enlisted ratings she was supposed to be commanding.

 

Mackenzie was the worst of the lot, of course, with Gray his assistant. But the two women had been subjected to the randy sexual lusts of all the men in their group for the last few days now. Neither was bound most of the time, but neither could seem to break free of the lust which swirled through their minds, or the almost instinctive need to have hard cocks inside them all the time.

 

At night, she and Foster were taken off together and placed into what might best be called a giant bird cage in the center of a room. There the two spent their time – without talking – kissing, caressing, grinding, licking, sucking and pawing each other until the orgasms finally drained them to the point of utter exhaustion and they fell asleep.

 

She recognized she had been conditioned, and Foster, as well, but could not really find it within her to care. Her life was over, so far as she was concerned. She was just enjoying the physical pleasure until that became more official.

 

  *

 

Sarah stood weakly between the two guards as the bearded man smiled at her. He said something, and the two bowed and left, closing the door behind.

 

She was not bound or gagged. She wore stiletto heeled shoes, a see-through black lace thong, and a cupless black lace bra which squeezed in around the base of her breasts on all sides, making them thrust out even more taut and firm than usual. Rings dangled from her nipples, and from her sex lips and clitoral hood. But there were no chains on her body now; no collar, and no shackles.

 

That did not mean she was free, of course. She, like Bell, had more or less given up and simply come to accept whatever happened without protest or comment. Like Bell, she was intelligent enough to recognize that she had been brainwashed or conditioned by the Iranians; she was quite certain the whole purpose was to publicly humiliate her, and in so doing, humiliate the Royal Navy.

 

They were all misogynists, and no doubt thought this a glorious way to show the world that their antiquated beliefs in the inferiority of women were correct. She hated them and hated the idea they would get away with it, but had little thought that she would be able to do anything about it. And in truth, much of her thinking had to do with sexual hunger, passion and need most of the time anyway.

 

Now she found herself alone with some bearded mullah type slouching back at a counter below a double line of monitors. The monitors all had images, videos, of her and Bell and the men engaging in sexual antics.

 

Sarah’s eyes flicked over them, her pussy throbbing at the scenes.

 

“I am Ayatollah Khameini,” he growled.

 

Sarah dropped her eyes, then raised them again – to the videos.

 

“You are a decadent, western slut,” the man said.

 

Sarah did not speak. She did not ever speak. She did not even have the urge to speak. They had conditioned her very well in that regard. In any event, there was no point in denying it.

 

“But you have embraced Allah, and taken upon you the word of Muhammad, peace be upon him.”

 

Sarah bowed her head.

 

“Soon you will be interviewed by western journalists,” he said. “Then you and your companions will be released – expelled from the Islamic Republic of Iran. Your filthy ways are not wanted in this godly nation. Your immorality is a cancer we want no part of.”

 

Sarah was only paying partial attention to him. Her eyes were locked on the video screens and the lewd sights taking place there. She felt her nipples throbbing, her pussy bubbling, and unconsciously reached down to run her hands across her bare breasts, gasping in pleasure as they made contact with her quivering nipples.

 

Khameini glared at the sight of the godless blonde heathen as she slipped a finger down to stroke her genitals, her eyes focused on the television monitors. He felt a surge of righteous fury, but at the same time, his cock pulsed hungrily. Though a godly man, he was not entirely immune to the lusts of the flesh. Nor was he immune, as a man of the Middle East, to the mythos of blondes and sex, which was so very, very strong in the Muslim world.



He had thought his righteousness protected him from such things, but over the weeks he had been observing he had found his lust rising again and again. Now he was alone with the whore, and it was impossible to not consider the fact that she was entirely in his control, and would not even resist anything he chose to do to her lush young body.

 

His cock rose beneath his black robe, and he felt the hunger for this sultry nymph.

 

Surely Allah would understand!

 

“Come here, slut!” he growled.

 

Soon he was naked, and the girl straddled his high chair, riding up and down on his stiff shaft as he sucked, licked, chewed, pawed and groped her breasts with wild animal abandon. He felt almost helpless beneath her as her sex squeezed and caressed his manhood. He gasped and moaned and gurgled as she rode him wantonly, crying out in blasphemous ecstasy as his seed poured into her womb.

 

Then she was on her knees, her mouth swallowing his shaft, her tongue doing shocking things to him. Gasping, he drew his legs up and apart, and cried out in wonder and heat as her tongue swirled around his anus and then pushed into him.

 

Soon he was riding her violently, gasping and moaning as he rammed his cock down into her pussy again and again and again until yet again spilling his seed within her.

 

Finally, his lust sated, he cursed her. It was, of course, her fault. Women were purveyors of vile lust, which was why they must be covered head to toe. He had thought himself strong enough to resist, but had proven too weak.

 

“Whore!” he snarled, slapping her face open-handed, sending her spinning to the floor. “Foul whore! You will be punished for your vile perversion!”

 

Furious, he stormed out of the room, leaving Sarah moaning weakly on the floor.

 

But she had been subjected to far worse over the previous weeks, and slowly she picked herself up, rubbing her cheek as she looked around the room. Her eyes lit on the scenes in the monitors again, and once again her pussy began to bubble with hunger.

 

This was clearly some kind of control room or monitoring station for the cameras she had long suspected were hidden all about their prison area. But she didn’t really care about that. She scanned the images eagerly, and found one which was most exciting, an image of herself with six men groping and using her. Her eyes flicked down to the switches and she fumbled with them, trying to make that one larger, or to transfer it to the large central screen.

 

What came on instead was a live feed of her, and she stared at herself in surprise.

She hadn’t known there was a camera in this room. She shook her head impatiently, wanting the hot gang bang back, and fumbled at the controls. Instead the video rewound, and she saw video of herself riding the bearded man.

 

Her mind was not entirely gone. She was aware that while the Iranians wanted to depict the British as lewd, unrestrained perverts, they wanted no sign of themselves in such videos. In fact, how would a video of the Ayatollah doing a blonde girl be viewed by the people of Iran?

 

She opened a drawer, and sitting right there was a thin, portable USB drive. She took it up and plugged it into the computer, then sat down quickly, seeing what she could transfer.

 

By the time the guards came for her she was standing by the door, the little USB

drive deep inside her pussy. The guards escorted her out and back to where the burqua clad women she and Bell had seen earlier awaited them. Their uniforms were there, and the two English girls were soon dressed as they had been on arrival.

 

The two were led back through a variety of corridors and then emerged in a large public area, where the enlisted men were already waiting, also fully dressed and looking quite nervous. Guards all around herded them against the walls, and then the doors opened and hundreds of reporters entered.

 

What followed was a denunciation of Britain’s “invasion” of Iranian waters. Iran had however been most generous with their British guests, the Ayatollah said, and all were, as could be seen, completely unharmed, and were now being released to their ambassador’s care. Now that Britain had apologized and admitted its error, they were all free to go, and in fact, he insisted they do go, for Iran was a godly and moral land and the Iranians found their godless, immoral guests to be most offensive in their behaviour.

 

He smirked a little after having dropped that hint, but there were no videos presented.

 

Yet.

 

The ambassador hustled them out of the room and out to a waiting bus. He got into his limo, with Bell, as senior officer, accompanying him to report. Sarah sat between Corporal Ryder and Private Gray. No one said anything, and all the men were contemplating what was going to happen when word of their adventures got out. They had been discussing it since hearing of their impending release, and none liked what seemed likely to happen.

 

Doing an officer was something to brag about, but becoming the center of an international firestorm complete with videos set to humiliate the Royal Navy struck all of them as certain career suicide, not to mention what effect it would have on their wives and girlfriends.

 

Several glared resentfully at Sarah, as though she were to blame somehow. Had she and Bell not been present the Iranians wouldn’t have been able to do much. True, they had copulated with numerous Iranian slave girls, but the Iranians certainly wouldn’t want those girls’ presence to get out.

 

The bus went straight to the airport, and they were loaded aboard a military transport plane. Such planes were notoriously lacking in comforts. In fact, it was a cargo plane with small, folding leather seats attached to the walls. All of them were strapped in and the plane took off for its long journey back to the UK.

 

The drugs had left their systems by now, for Iran wanted no evidence of their tampering to remain for western scientists to discover. But Sarah was not the only one who had been, to some degree, conditioned. Corporal Brooks sat on her left, and his fingers were soon caressing her arm and thigh. When she made no protest – for of course, she would not protest – his hand became bolder, sliding between her legs.

 

Soon Sarah’s breath was becoming deep and ragged, and she arched back with a moan, shifting her legs further apart.

 

“For Christ’s sakes, Brooks!” Dunning growled. “We’re not in the bloody harem any more! Stop pawing the girl!”

 

“What bloody difference does it make, PO?” Brooks asked resentfully. “You know as well as I do that once the Iranians decide to drop the shoe and release those videos we’re all gonna be fucked six ways from Sunday. As for this little quim, she’s going to be the laughingstock of the nation. She’ll become the most downloaded blonde on the internet.”

 

“And how’s it going to help anything by you pawing at her?”

 

“It ain’t gonna hurt,” Corporal Gray snorted.

 

There was some bickering and arguing, but no one really cared that much. All were resigned to their fate, and no one did more than halfheartedly object when Brooks and Gray stripped Sarah naked and she began to bob her lips up and down on Brooks’

cock. When Gray thrust himself into her, though, he cursed and drew back.

 

“What the fuck?” he growled, reaching down to the bobbing blonde’s pussy.

 

His fingers slid into her and fished around while Sarah moaned and ground her bottom back at him. He found the end of the jump drive and slid it slowly out of her, holding it with a bemused expression.

 

“What the fuck is this?” he demanded.

 

Evans got out of his seat and took it with a frown. “Who the fuck lost his USB

drive in her pussy?”

 

“None of us had anything. It must be the Iranians.”

 

Dunning pulled back on Sarah’s hair to drag her hungry lips off Brooks’ cock.

 

“What the hell is this, uhm, Midshipwoman Foster?” he asked.

 

She stared at him, a bit glassy eyed, still not talking.

 

“Talk,” he growled.

 

“She never talks. You didn’t notice that?”

 

“Why the fuck not? She sure don’t act all traumatized.”

 

“Acts horny.”

 

“There’s a computer in the forward loading bay.”

 

The two petty officers brought the jump drive to the computer and plugged it in, then brought up the videos on it.

 

“Hey, ain’t that that ayatollah guy?” Dunning said.

 

“Horny bastard,” Evans said, turning up the sound to listen to the man’s gurgling cries of pleasure.

 

“Where the fuck did she get this?”

 

“I bet he don’t know she had it,” Evans said thoughtfully. “I bet if this got out he’d be fucked worse than us. He’s supposed to be the great holy man, after all. Bet he wouldn’t like this on the internet.”

 

“So?”

 

Evans and Dunning turned and looked back at Sarah, who was bobbing her mouth up and down on Gray’s cock once more as Brooks thrust into her from behind. Then they turned and hurried forward, knocking on the door to the cockpit.

 

The captain turned and eyed them doubtfully.

 

“Captain, sir,” Evans said. “We need to call the Iranians.”

 

“Excuse me?” he said incredulously.

 

“The Iranians are waiting for us to land and then they’re going to release information which would be extremely damaging to the Royal Navy and Her Majesty’s government,” Evans said. “However, we have smuggled out evidence which can spike them and prevent them ever releasing that information. We need to contact them to let them know we have it.”



The captain looked at them doubtfully, then at the co-pilot. “We’re about to pass out of Iranian air space,” he said. “I suppose….”

 

The Ayatollah Khameini stared aghast at the video on the screen showing himself fornicating so lewdly with the blonde whore. Why had they put a camera in this room!?

Yet he knew the answer. Iran was so paranoid that everyone had to be watched. He just hadn’t thought about it at the time, so consumed by lust had he been. The radio call from the cursed infidel English telling him about the video of his “interview” with the “English officer” had been cryptic, but he had known instantly what it must have meant.

 

He had rushed here to make sure that if there was such a video he erase it. If it got out he would be destroyed. The other ayatollahs in Iran’s religious government would tear him apart, and he would be unlikely to survive for very long. He cursed vilely. He was going to have to destroy all the videos and abandon his thought of humiliating the English. But that was irrelevant now. All that mattered was survival.

 

His loyal underlings, confused though they were by this sudden about-face, deleted and destroyed all the videos they could find, even tearing apart the computers which had held them, just to be absolutely sure. Of course, there remained the video in the hands of the filthy English. But they would not dare release it for fear he would release the videos of them.

 

He didn’t begin to breathe normally again until he was absolutely assured everything was destroyed; then he returned to his offices, contemplating how he was going to make up for the cost of this ridiculously expensive misadventure.

 

He stopped at the entrance to his office, staring in shock at the figure standing behind his desk.

 

General Pahl glared at him. The commander of the Revolutionary Guard came out from behind the desk, motioning Khameini. Two revolutionary guardsmen moved out from the walls to flank Khameini as he put up a brave front.

 

“The Supreme Islamic Council has learned of your perverted activities here, Khameini,” Pahl said.

 

“I do not know of what you speak. How dare you talk to me that way!?”

 

“You have over two dozen western whores here, Khameini!”

 

“They are my harem!”

 

“Harems are banned by the order of the Islamic Council as ungodly! That makes you ungodly, Khameini! You are under arrest!”





  *



 

Sarah moaned weakly.

 

“Speak, Foster,” Evans growled.

 

He muttered angrily. He dared not slap her. Yelling had done nothing of substance. But he had the wires he had pulled free of an electric box affixed to the cargo door, and he pressed them against her sides once again. She squealed and her body jerked violently against the cargo straps holding her down. He zapped her again, and again, while he and Dunning growled at her to speak, to talk.

 

“Say your name! Say your name! What’s your name? Tell us your name!”

 

He zapped her repeatedly and she gasped and groaned and jerked and sobbed weakly, and then, finally, cried out “Foster! Midshipwoman Foster!”



Dunning sighed with relief and drew the wires back.

 

“Well that’s a start,” he said. “Give us your age.”

 

“Where were you born?”

 

“What colour is your hair?”

 

Slowly, they got her back into the habit of talking, then rehearsed the story they all needed to tell to the authorities when they landed. No one would even begin to suspect the shocking reality, and they wanted to keep it that way.





  *



 

Sarah bobbed her lips down to the base of Dunning’s fat cock, sucking hungrily as he pawed her breast and rolled her swollen nipples in his fingers.

 

“Ah, you’ve got a talented mouth, you horny little slut,” he groaned as he spent himself deep in her throat.

 

She drew her mouth back up, licking her lips. “That’s Miss to you, Petty Officer,”

she said.

 

He smirked and she grinned back cheekily. “My friends are on their way over, Sub-Lieutenant Foster. If you don’t want them to congratulate you on your promotion I suggest you put your bloody hood on.”

 

Sarah felt her pussy quiver and nodded. She got up and found the hood, pulling it over her head, down over her face, and fastening it under her jaw. She put on the wrist and ankle restraints too, though they weren’t really necessary. But the bondage gear explained her hood to his mates. This way they didn’t ask as many questions about why the hood was on or who was under it.

 

She rubbed her pussy excitedly. The navy had forgiven her, tentatively, but put her in a harmless staff position working with supplies. She didn’t really care, for the job wasn’t her life’s focus anymore; cock was. She had an obsessive need to get more and more of it, and only Dunning rounding up a dozen or so of his mates every few days to pummel the insides of her belly saved her from going insane.

 

She’d begun contemplating approaching escort services and strip clubs in town, for she knew that Bell was already secretly working for one of the high class agencies, but until such time as she left the navy she had to keep her identity secret.

 

There was a knock at the door and she felt the heat rising again as Dunning’s voice welcomed the first of the men who would sate her wild, uncontrolled lust for another day.

 


The End
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