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ONE: MS TANYA JAMES

 

Now

 

Tanya couldn't think straight. Couldn't think logically. Where was she? How did she get here? What happened? Quite bizarrely she was angry with herself for not being able to answer these simple questions. She tried to get a grip of herself. To think. To just work out why she was in this place. Or where she was. She could hear aircraft. Heavy commercial aircraft. Thunderous Jumbos taking off from very close by. She worked out that it must be very late at night or very early in the morning because there were gaps between the aircraft taking off. Had it been in the middle of the day the constant din of those huge engines would have drowned out any other form of noise. But there were gaps between, sometimes of what seemed like several minutes. Was she at LAX she wondered. Or JFK. Oh for god's sakes she couldn't even remember which part of the United States she was in. Which city. Which state. Her head did start to clear slowly. But it was a very slow process.

Her eyes began to focus. She was sitting on a hard backed chair in the middle of a huge, hangar like building. Funny how the mind worked. The word 'hanger' came to mind simply because of the aircraft noise. It could have equally been a warehouse in one of the many industrial units off the main airport perimeter. Although it was a high, desolate building much like a hangar would be. Maybe a small hangar for small, light aircraft, as opposed to a huge one, for huge commercial airliners. She knew that because it seemed dawn was beginning to break and little shards of light were slicing through the slatted skylights high above. And through the various holes that had either rusted, or broken through the corrugated steel sheets that made up the shell of the building.

Tanya's mouth was dry. Very dry. So was her throat. There was a movement, a noise that kind of made her peel open her heavy eyes. Then she realised, it was the noise of her steel tipped stiletto heel as she dragged her foot back. That was funny too, the feeling of her feet arched into those heels seemed, more so somehow. More acute, more severe. All of a sudden she felt a chill down one of her bare arms. It seemed to be a tremendous amount of work, an almost diabolically great effort, for her to just raise her other arm and rub that chill away. She tried to clear her head but it wasn't working. Wasn't working at all. One of the shards of light from above cut right down through the dead, still air and caught her dress. Yes her dress! That dress. An expensive, gold cocktail dress that would have looked as equally at home in an exclusive wine bar as it did in the club she had been in the night before. Yes... it was coming back to her now. The club! Oh how she had turned heads when she had made her entrance. And Tanya loved to make an entrance. Oh how she loved to make an entrance! Shimmering gold dress, loose and short. Low cut front and back designed to enhance her stunning figure. And she did so have a stunning figure. And there was that blonde hair to. Gorgeous almost platinum blonde hair that quite simply emphasised her to the maximum. And her legs... the ones that seemed to go on for ever and ever which was eye catching enough, further accentuated by being clad in the sheerest most expensive silky, dark brown nylon.

It was funny... god it was so funny that even in her state of confusion, even in her muddled state now it was vanity that came to the fore. It was how she looked that really mattered to her. She felt like shit but she sure hoped that she didn't look like shit as well.

Once she had rubbed her arm, so she had looked down through her clearing mist, and had just tugged on her hem, just to cover a little more of the long expanse of nyloned flesh that were her legs. She lifted one buttock cheek, tugged the hem. Then the other and repeated. Once again the sound of her stilettos scraping back on a cold, re-enforced concrete floor. Feeling was starting to come back to her legs. They weren't feeling quite so weak, or heavy. She curled her fingers and straightened them out again. And she rubbed the palms of her hands with each of her opposite thumbs. Then she swallowed. It was a dry swallow, an awfully dry swallow. She couldn't remember taking any drugs. Occasionally in the past she had taken drugs on a social basis. The odd line of cocaine. The odd spliff of marijuana. But no. There was no after taste in her mouth, or come down effects usually associated with such a binge. She tried desperately to remember how she had got to this place. Had it been a 'rave' that she had over indulged in and been left to recover on her own. No it wasn't that either, at twenty five years old she was beginning not to be part of the rave scene any longer. Besides she would surely have had some recollection of that. Instead all she could remember... the last thing she could remember was the club. Yes the club. Getting the attentions of women, as well as men. She could do that Tanya. She could 'appeal' to women of the gay and bi-sexual persuasion with ease. She had those sort of looks. Carried herself in that sort of way. Men wanted to fuck her senseless. All kinds of men. Big men, small men. Fat men, thin men. Married men! Women though, mostly were jealous of her stunning looks and seemingly effortless ability to get what she wanted. They hated their husbands swooning over 'that blonde slut'. Tanya was kind of spoilt like that. She always got what she wanted. Or, at least she had been spoilt up to this particular night in her life. She had always got what she wanted up until this night. This night was where payback began. And it was just the beginning of payback. The beginning of an endless nightmare. A nightmare that she was never going to wake up from.

Tanya moved on the seat again. This time she tried to get up. She did manage to get to a standing position but then she flopped down again. Landing plumb on her ass back on the seat. She shrieked a little. Oh yes she shrieked alright. Her voice seemed smoky, husky.

“UHHHHGGGGGGGGGGG FFUCKKKKK!”

The exclamation due to her inability to stand as much as the fall back down to the chair. Then there was a movement slightly in front and to the side of her. Her head turned in time to see the woman come out of the shadow. A stunningly beautiful woman. Arabic in appearance. As was the case with olive skinned Arabic ladies, age was quite difficult to tell. From the mature, elegant way she carried herself, she was probably in her middle to late thirties. Even a remote possibility that she was in her early forties. Her skin was flawless, and a shimmering olive in colour. Her eyes huge, huge almond like shapes that were caught by the shards of light that were increasing in intensity as the day broke outside.

“Don't try to get up. Just stay sitting on the chair. I don't want you to hurt yourself.”

The woman's voice was very softly spoken. Typically middle eastern. The accent thickly Arabic. Even though she spoke perfect English. Each and every word she spoke was dripping with that Arabic accent. It was quite bizarre really. That voice, just those few words spoken making Tanya listen. At least putting her at ease for the first time since she had started to regain full consciousness. Tanya just watched the woman almost 'glide' out of the shadows towards her. A distinct clip-clop of high heels. Then she recognised her. Yes, the woman at the club. She had been talking to her at the bar. Then in the private booths they had talked and shared a bottle of wine. She remembered thinking how this woman was so beautiful and striking when dressed as she was in western style clothes. Statuesque was a word that had formed in Tanya's mind, in that club, about this woman. Yes 'statuesque'. Stunning was another word that applied equally. It was all coming back to her. She hadn't been able to take her eyes off the woman. And when their eyes had finally met it had been the Arab who had spoken first. Smiled a wide, infectious, all-encompassing smile and from that point on Tanya had been captivated, totally. And engrossed in this woman. The first time any other woman, actually or any other human being had ever captivated her in any way. Usually it had been the other way around. Usually it had been her who had called all of the shots.

“W-where am I? W-what happened?”

Tanya tried to smile as she asked the woman the questions. Even before those questions had dripped over her lips, there were other ones forming in her head. But her dry mouth would not keep up. The smile didn't come. Instead, it felt like she had a nervous twitch. Her lips twitched where normally there would have been that smile. And then there was this slither of something like fear that rose up through the core of her spine and stayed, just there, hovering. She didn't like the feeling she was experiencing. It was like one of pure, undiluted dread and anxiety. She had a deep, irrational feeling that she was in deep trouble. Deep shit. And that as every second passed she was sinking further and further into that shit. But at this point she knew nothing and that made that underlying fear doubly irrational.

“You are at an international airport. A private section of the airport. And I drugged your drinks last night which is why you will be feeling a little groggy.”

The woman was close to Tanya now. Her voice very matter-of-fact and still in that low, very softly spoken tone. She was being chillingly honest. Disturbingly dry-toned. The Arab had changed out of her evening finery and yet remained western with the wearing of a perfect fit, business type suit. Fitted jacket. Pants that were also fitted. Tight to the hips and ass and yet long, flowing and loose, covering the height of her own heels that clicked the concrete floor as she approached closer.

“B-but why? W-what the fuck is going on?”

There was a hint of growing incredulity in Tanya's voice. But not only that. Also that slither of fear that had been resting somewhere in her spine was on the move. It travelled up and down the spine, resonating and then came to rest again at the very base, just above her tail bone. The Arabic woman simply smiled. Her full lips, smooth and powder coated in deep red lipstick.

“Why? Because you Ms James, are a “cunt”. And, what the fuck is going on, is that, some men will come soon and they are going to rape you. They are going to rape every orifice you have. They are going to rape you repeatedly. And they are going to hurt you. Hurt you very badly. Then once they have finished with you, you are going to be packaged and shipped to a different country where a very different life awaits you, from the one you have experienced up until now.”

She spoke with just the hint of a smile. The kind of smile that she would use if she were being introduced to someone for the first time. The kind of smile that she may adopt if she were sealing a business deal. It was just a hint of a smile and in a cool, calm manner. There was no raising of her voice. What she said was spoken clearly, precisely. It was the beauty of her face and the way she spoke that rendered Tanya speechless. The smile accompanied by huge, sparkling, sincere eyes. Deep, dark eyes that all but looked into the soul. And the words she spoke. The word “cunt” just dripped out of her mouth and over her delicious lips. The word spoken clearly, acutely and yet softly. That amplified feeling again of Tanya feeling like she was in trouble here having more meaning now, more explanation. This wasn't a simple misunderstanding. Wasn't a mistake. Or a case of mistaken identity. The few words that she had spoken, told Tanya that the Arabic woman knew everything about her. At least everything she needed to know. Tanya lifted one hand to her forehead like she was trying to make sense of what she was hearing. Of those chilling words.

“B-but what do you mean? P-please don't call me that... You c-can't do these things to me. I'm an American citizen... You just cannot speak to me like this. Or do these things you are threatening to do.”

Tanya spoke, but there was no conviction in her voice. It was like she didn't believe her own words. It was as though, that slither of fear in her, that amplified feeling of anxiety, together with the woman softly spoken, yet severe words, had defeated her already. The woman, moved around in front of the seated Tanya and stood, looking down at her briefly before leaning forward and down so that their eyes met.

“Which bit didn't you understand Cunt? And I am calling you a Cunt because that it was you are. A cunt. What's more, before we all leave this particular building you are going to tell me what a Cunt you are...”

Tanya cut in seemingly hurt at the use of that word.

“I am NOT one of those things, and I would never tell you that I was...”

The blonde American's words had barely slipped from her mouth when a stinging backhanded slap caught her flush on her cheek sending her head rocking to the side. The sting immediate. Also the slight swell under the eye. The slap shocked her into a gasping, silence. No more words came out. Just a slight, short shriek and then the tiniest whimper.

“DON'T INTERUPT ME “CUNT”. And I promise you, you WILL tell me what a cunt you are before we leave American soil. And, I can assure you that I CAN and WILL do all the things to you I have said, plus much, much more. Yes, I agree you are an American citizen which makes my job even more enjoyable this time round. American citizens disappear all the time. Just as you will disappear. Also, I can speak to you in any way I see fit, absolutely any way I see fit. You are NOTHING but a CUNT.”

This time just the slight emphasis in certain words. A soft and yet distinct venom with which she spoke them. There was an attention to detail that added to the chill factor. The way she took the time to answer everything that Tanya said. Every question she asked. Somehow, Tanya would have been able to cope, to a degree, if this woman had been seething with anger and had spitted what she was saying between gritted teeth. But she didn't. The calm, efficient, matter-of-fact way she spoke simply chilled the tall, attractive American to the bone. To her, the way the Arab woman spoke, and used her words, told of an underlying absolute sadism. Someone who was capable of instigating, and sustaining prolonged, tortuous Hell. Tanya visibly shivered as another slither of fear coursed its way up her spine, then back down to her tailbone once again before settling there.

Just as that slither of fear settled, the Arabic woman pulled back from Tanya. Her eyes locked on those of Tanya. It was at that time, for the first time that Tanya's eyes dropped slightly. Their usual spark dimming somewhat, as though something had been taken away from her. As though, her usual self confidence, her usual 'arrogance' had disappeared. At that exact moment too, there was a noise from somewhere in the shadows of the huge echoey building she was in. To the sides. A door opening with an elongated squeaking sound. The shuffling of footsteps and then the squeaking back of the door as it closed with a slam. That slam made Tanya twitch in her seat. Made her deliciously full, but dry lips peel apart. One from the other. Then there was the shuffling of footsteps again. Not just one set of footsteps. Another strange thing inside Tanya really. Like as though it mattered more that there were more than one set of footsteps. As though she dearly wished there was only one set. As though she wished upon wish that there was only one other person coming in because that way she wouldn't be in so much trouble. As though she wouldn't suffer as much if there was one person, instead of the two that came into the hangar like building.

Two men came into the rapidly lightening building from a side door. Both large, very large men but not Arabic. Possibly eastern European, but definitely white skinned. One was larger than the other both in height and build. He must have measured 6' 3” and the better part of 20 stones in weight. A substantial amount of the weight made up of beer belly. He was unshaven and his eyes were cold unfeeling and even from a way back a little in the remaining gloom, his eyes had fixed on Tanya sitting on the chair. Pouring up her long long legs. Over her torso, resting for a while on the slightly squeezed bulge of her breasts in the dress. Then her face. Her frightened face. The face that was draining in colour with every passing second. The second man just a slightly smaller version of the first one. His eyes closer together and darting from one part of Tanya to the other. As though he couldn't decide what part of this delicious creature to take in first. Tanya let out the tiniest of whimpers as the men neared her.

“Please... p-please Na'ilah... please don't do this to me, please. I beg you please don't let them hurt me... please.”

All of a sudden the usual confident Tanya was gone. Like in an instant. In the bat of an eye it was gone. The low guttural sounds that came from the blonde American were drenched in tears. And there was a broken quality to it, that made the Arabic woman clench her thighs slightly. She liked that tone in a woman. Liked it very much. Her name had come back to Tanya in a flash. Just like how and where she had met her had come to her. She remembered how the woman, Na'ilah had told her the meaning of the word. In fact bizarrely, now she thought about it in the pit of her despair, how she had gone to great pains to tell her that the Arabic name Na'ilah meant 'acquirer', 'obtainer' and 'one who succeeds'. Another chill deep in the pit of Tanya stomach.

“You don't need to know these gentlemen's names, even though you are about to become intimately involved with them. You just need to know that both are convicted rapists. Their crimes... very sadistic rapes and abuses of various women. They are multiple rapists. Not accidental rapists. They actually set out to rape and abuse women and girls. They really do know what they are doing...”

It was as though Na'ilah was enjoying giving such graphic detail. And she was in full flow, ensuring that every single word dripped into Tanya's psyche. She was being very effective in that, so effective that the tall, lithe big busted twenty five year old sobbed out loud, held her hands to her ears as though she were trying to drown out the details. Like as though if she didn't hear the details then none of it would actually happen to her. At the same time, like in a flash, the inner survivor inside her, the one that told her she needed to get the fuck out of that place, kicked in and she tried to make a dart for the door. It was an ill-conceived action. She had tried to launch herself out of the chair and into the general direction of the door. But the chair slid out from under her and in her attempt to regain her footing, her ankle had twisted on the stiletto heel and she had just been left sprawling on the dusty, dirty cold stone floor of the building. Both legs grazed, the expensive nylon holed and laddered. Once she was down on the floor, it was like she didn't have the will power to get up. There was an acceptance although that didn't come easy. It just came in wave after wave of sobs.

Na'ilah walked to where the girl was half sitting and half laying on the floor and looked down at her. As she spoke she had reached up and was pulling a chain and hook down from above. The chain and hook attached to a pulley block that was in turn attached to rails that were set high in the steel roof rafters of the building high above.

“Oh.... yes Ms James, Cunt... I forgot to tell you... if you are a good girl then, well you won’t suffer additional torture. What I mean to say is that you WILL suffer, and you are going to suffer for the rest of your life. But if you fulfil the sexual obligations that will be placed on you, then you won’t be tortured for not doing so.”

The Arabic woman was at pains to explain to the sobbing American exactly how it was going to be. And she was very good at that. Paralysingly good in fact.

“Now give me your hands girl, both of them.”

Even as Tanya looked up, eyes all watery, mascara streaks down her face from the tears, she was raising both hands, and holding wrist to wrist like she knew, like something deep down inside was telling her what was going to happen to her and what was required of her. But even that knowledge, that understanding didn't quell completely the survivor in her.

“P-please, please don't do this to me. Please... please... please just at least tell me, just tell me what I have done to deserve this, please...?”

Her voice trailed off and into what sounded like a pit of despair. Na'ilah didn't directly respond to the girl. Instead, she snapped on steel cuffs to the offered wrists, an action that deepened the sobs of Tanya as she tried unsuccessfully to twist her wrists in the cuffs. Na'ilah simply turned to the two men waiting patiently, if a little droopingly to the side as she pulled down the chain and hook a little more and slipped the hooked into the short length of chain between the cuffs then pressed the up button in the box that hung from a reinforced rubber wiring system connected to the pulley block. When she spoke, it was like she was speaking to the two rapists. The two animals who barely looked capable of passing basic intelligence testing. Their eyes firmly fixed on the tall, sexy legged blonde American girl.

“This Cunt, Ms James likes to fuck married men. She has fucked married men ever since she was little more than a little girl herself. But no-one ever told her to choose her men with care. That sooner or later she would choose the wrong one and that the wife would be very pissed off indeed. And that is what has happened. Ms James here, otherwise known as Cunt, has picked the wrong one this time and that wronged wife has employed my services, and my network of resources in order to take this treacherous bitch out of circulation...”

As Tanya was pulled, hauled off the ground, first to her feet, then off her feet by her cuffed, hooked wrists it was all becoming clear to her. The sobs were really quite sorrowful. Quite pitiful. The ambience in the room didn't help. Her crying echoed. Bounced off walls, and off the ceiling high above. She slowly turned on the chain and hook. Her long, deliciously legs were scissoring, and one of her stilettos fell off, with a loud echo, heel first to the concrete.

Now, at least she had an explanation of sorts in her melting fucked up mind. She had taken great pleasure in fucking that high powered CEO. First flirting with him outrageously in front of his wife who had looked at her with such disdain that Tanya had made it her mission to follow through with the fucking. Typical of the bitch she had been in the past. But if she had spent just a little time, just the slightest moment to think, to look at those eyes of the woman, whose husband she was pouring herself over at that corporate event, she would have seen, deep in those eyes, that she was digging a hole so deep for herself that she would never be able to get out of it, ever.

There was no immediate onslaught of assault on the suspending, rotating Tanya James. That didn't mean that the assault wasn't a complete one. An utter display of ultra-cruelty. But rather, it was a rather serene scene. Sunlight proper now was cutting through those slats high above and kind of dissected the twenty five year old and she slowly turned with the momentum of the hook and chain from which she was hanging. The dropped stiletto stayed exactly where it had fallen. The girl's feet were just a few inches off the floor. They might as well have been a mile off the floor. The toes of her un-shoed foot, curled and stretched inside the nylon that encased the foot and leg. Toes stretching trying to find solid ground but failing. When they failed the full length of her legs slowly scissoring as though that would help in some way when she tried again to find that solid footing. The gold designer dress, with her arms stretch had ridden up, and was displaying more of the delicious legs than it was intended, or designed for. The nylon, up the expanse of both legs was holed, and laddered from where she had stumbled to the floor. A graze on one of her knees had begun just slightly to seep blood. And there was her whimpering. And guffawing every so often. Like an impatient guffaw, as though quite possibly, as of yet, she still didn't realise what deep shit she was actually in.

“Oooohhhh please please let me down... p-please... please.”

And yet there was still that tone of regret to. And of knowing. Even as Na'ilah sliced up the front of the dress with a lethal looking knife, leaving the dress to simply and serenely float away and down to the floor beneath her, there was just a split second, or two of utter silence. Like a silence of disbelief as her breasts rolled free and naked. There was no bra. The cups for her breasts had been built into the dress. Part of its intricate, expensive design. As the breasts hit the fresh air, so the cool early morning air circled the nipples and areolas erecting them, involuntarily.

“Ahhhhhh nonoooooooo nooooo p-pleaseeeee no.”

The two sex offenders looked on. Licked their lips as though they were being restrained on leashes. There was a tiny thong. A gold thong, like a piece of string really with sparkly gold triangle covering a hairless smooth sex. Na'ilah stood back for just a short time, and looked up and down the blonde American with a smile. A wide smile. Almost a beaming smile before moving in again and with a barely perceptible slice of the knife, cutting away the thong so that it too peeled away from her flesh. It didn't fall immediately. Rather it waited until once again she scissored her legs in an effort to find a footing. Of course she failed and the cut thong fell, leaving the girl suspended in simply just her sheer, expensive, ripped laddered self-supporting stockings. The Arab would leave those stockings. She liked those on the girl. She didn't say anything. She simply looked at the two men, who by this time were literally drooling, and nodded, ever so slightly. A signal that they could begin.

The two moved in on Tanya slowly. At first they just circled her. Like they were eyeing up a prey. A prey that was just there for the taking. When the smaller of the two moved right in and gripped roughly for the girl’s heavy breast, she let out a squeal and swung her one still stiletto'd foot and kicked him hard in the groin. Quite worryingly though, there was a sickening thud as the pointed toe of the shoe sunk into the soft flesh of the guy's groin. The thud was followed by a cracking sound as the heavy, sperm laden testicles of the man were ground and pummelled. But he didn't flinch. It was as though he were oblivious to the pain. It was her who let out a disgruntled, almost an anxiety filled groan that so much effort had produced not a lot in results.

Tanya hadn't been aware of Na'ilah approaching her from the side with the cattle prod. Her concentration had been on the guy who had withstood the hardest kick to the balls that she had ever dished out, and yet just smiled at her as he continued to knead and maul her breast. When the electric shock hit her, from the unrestricted prod, she felt the jolt through her but lost all control of any of her faculties. She stiffened up, and her eyes bulged. The Arabic woman simply held the tip of the prod in tight under the suspended girl's ribcage and emptied the charge into her. It was just possible to hear the sizzling of the prod's tip in connection with the white flesh of the girl. The length of time of the shock was indeterminate. As long as it took to empty the prod of its charge. Once Na'ilah snatched back the prod, Tanya lost the contents of her bladder. There was no slight trickle then a gush. Rather, there was just one gush as the electricity fucked up all of her control and musculature. The urine gushed into a pool under her feet. Her dropped stiletto got the full brunt. As her body recovered from the shock, so her other shoe fell off and she hung limp, just rotating a little quicker now as the men readied to move in proper. Just before they did, Na'ilah leant in, and whispered to Tanya.

“I can let you twitch in your own piss all day Ms James... is that what you want, hmmmm?”

Tanya just blinked. Her eyes had misted over and her mind was melting.

 
 




TWO: FLASHBACK – Tanya James's Character Assassination

 

The images over the forty two inch LCD screen were crystal clear. Miss Tanya James's head was bobbing up and down over the top of the thick, solid erection. One might have suggested that she was playing up for the camera but, on this occasion this couldn't have been the case simply because she didn't know the camera was there. The images were being beamed via an expertly installed miniature spy camera. Actually more than one camera was being used. It was possible for the holder of the remote control to flick between views from four different cameras. Each camera feeding a digitally clear, interference free picture. There was no chance of wrongful identification, such as might have been the case in years gone by via various less than perfect surveillance technologies. That technology had progressed in leaps and bounds. This particular set up, as well as feeding such jaw dropping clear pictures also fed high fidelity digital five-one channel sound. That is... every single word spoken, ever single noise, every utterance picked up and fed into the speakers situated either side of the screen.

“Mmmmm come on you naughty, naughty boy.... Tanya wants to see that big cock of yours nice and hard, and wet and slippery mmmmm good boy.”

It was Tanya herself who was cooing and caaaa'ing as she flicked her tongue around the sensitive glans of the swollen, bell ended cock. Just seconds before she had peeled the foreskin down to reveal the shiny, bulbous bell end of the cock at the same time as flicking her tongue around the pee hole and then down and around the sides. The view was zoomed right in. The screen mostly full of Tanya's face and slobbering lips. Although she wasn't acting for the camera it was like she was acting of sorts. It was like she was playing the slut for the gentlemen she was sucking off. Her fingers, even though long, slender and capped with long, perfectly manicured red glossed finger nails, were not meeting as she wrapped them around the middle of the thick, solid shaft of cock. She moved her hand up and down the shaft of cock, masturbating him, tossing him off as she worked her mouth around the bell end in the same way a paid whore would. Oh yes Tanya played the whore very well. It was like a well-practised art for her. Like she had worked at it and perfected it.

In a way she WAS a paid whore. He was her boss. Her married boss. Watching the screen, the boss's wife. She watched casually. Calmly. Not averting her eyes as the scene before her was played out in fully saturated crystal clear colour. At one point she calmly picked up a pack of cigarettes, slid one out, lit it and the continued to watch. Once again there was no visible anger. Nor was there any visible emotion what so ever. She took long deep drags of the cigarette, inhaled and then exhaled in a controlled efficient manner. She could have been watching a family film really. A Saturday afternoon matinee. Ah yes, in a way she was watching a family film. Starring her husband. Her husband and the whore, Tanya James. A hard core porno film.

“Mmmmmm good, good boy... that's right get nice and hard for me baby get nice and hard. I want to see this cock end nice and hard, swollen and purple mmmmm yessssssssss.”

Tanya's tones were far from those professional almost dulcet tones she used over the telephone during her working day. This time her tones were drippingly sexual. Deliberately sexual. Absolutely sexual. It was as though she were making the concerted effort to talk dirty because her boss liked that. Indeed the wife could vouch for the fact that her husband liked a bit of dirty sex talk during play. Indeed, ever since she had met her husband when she herself had worked for him, she had had to talk dirty for him when they had sex. He liked that. To hear the woman he was having the crudest, most obscene sex with talking dirty. The dirtier the better. Oh yes the wife knew all of that and she had willingly obliged. Had even enjoyed some of the things they did in the privacy of their bedroom, or hotel room. What slightly galled the wife was that she had been employed in the same position that Tanya was now employed in. And now Tanya was doing all those things, and more that she used to do for her husband. As she watched the screen though it became clear that her husband's sexual tastes had progressed, or 'advanced'. Inside she was seething but it didn't show. In no way did it show. A stranger fact though is that her seething, contained anger was not for her husband. She was of the opinion that guys were guys were guys. If it was offered on a plate for them they would take it every single time. Even more so if it was a busty, leggy blonde doing the offering. On no her seething, almost bubbling anger was not for him at all. Rather it was Tanya who she increasingly despised. Actually 'despised' is a slightly wrong choice of word. Hate was more accurate. Yes she increasingly hated Miss Tanya James. Hated to the point that she was having serious thoughts about taking up Na'ilah's offer. As unbelievable she first thought it was. The idea, 'the offer' had a growing and somewhat delicious appeal to it. As the family porno film continued to be laid out in huge format right in front of her eyes, she began to have very unnatural thoughts towards that woman, that 'Miss James'. Those unnatural thoughts in the first placed seeded and planted by the stunningly beautiful and yet mysterious Na'ilah.

Tanya's heavily lipsticked mouth bobbed up and down on the cock. Her lipsticked mouth wide as she sank down onto it. The wife was quite amazed at how much the blonde slut could take in her mouth. She was most obviously a keen devotee and practitioner of the art of deep throat since she wetted the cock head and then slid her mouth over it, her lips stretched, smooth and glossed around the cock and clamping just under the bell end before she slid herself further down the shaft of the cock. Right down over it. One would wonder where she was sliding that cock to, since she took so much of it into her mouth. But it was the continuous roll and contortions of her throat that answered that question. Right down over the cock, letting her own drool spill out as a natural lubricant and then sliding herself down onto it all the way down. Tightening her throat muscles around the glans, teasing them, working them. Moaning and groaning as she did it. Each and every sound she made, especially for her boss. Keeping her beautiful, attractive face fully impaled on the cock. Tightening her throat around it, flaring her own nostrils to assist in her breathing as she prolonged his intense enjoyment. Then very slowly, very deliberately sliding her throat and mouth back up the cock to the head. Paying special attention with her lips then around the ridge of the glans. Around the area where the head rolled under and joined the shaft. The very area where his foreskin was collected. The very area where his own pre-cum was collecting. Her tongue very gratefully trawling through the rolled up foreskin and the under bell end area, taking this pre-cum and leaking into her mouth and moaning groaning in a hungry needy way as she tasted it and then swallowed it. She acted, but she was acting for him. Every so often the view was changed to one where the screen was filled with just his face. Twisted up in a mask of lust and pleasure as he looked down on his PA, sucking his cock hungrily.

If Tanya James could do anything right. She could suck a cock. Difficult to believe that she could become so proficient at sucking a cock without gaining any pleasure herself. She was too good at it to believe that. But Miss James was also a career girl. An ambitious, quite greedy and very materialistic career girl. She did what she had to do. And, she did it well. It just so happened that she enjoyed climbing the ladder by using her body. She had learned to use her body well. Was more than aware of the effect of her looks, and her body on men, and even some other women. On the face of it she was a respectable very capable PA. Truth be known, she didn't NEED to further her career by sucking and fucking her boss. And, it was that fact that told anyone, that she ENJOYED the sex as much, possibly even more so than the boss did. She was a typical bitch.... loud and proud on the outside, but inside an obscene, sleazy bitch. She knew how to suck and she knew how to fuck. Nothing way out and kinky. She had even looked a little vacant, and very dismissive the one time her boss had produced a pair of pink fluffy handcuffs. She couldn't even for the life of her, think why anyone would think these things were sexy. She couldn't imagine her own wrists snapped into these cuffs. Oh god no... she wanted her hands free so she could help, in every conceivable way with the devouring of the beautiful cock she was working on at any given time. That was the thing about Miss James. She was experienced at sex, just like probably any healthy twenty five year old would be. But she was completely ignorant in the ways of fetish, kink and bdsm and the darker elemental offshoots. Those things, she wasn't even vaguely aware of. She had even batted her gorgeous eyelashes when her boss had once hissed to her, during the throws of passion,

“Mmmmmm c'mon baby suck daddy till he shoots, suck daddy till he shoots.”

It had gone completely over her head and she was in as much of an advanced state of euphoria as he had been so she quickly forgot it and it never entered her head again. She was very much a straight girl. A straight sex girl who could suck and fuck for England. She wasn't even adverse to having her bum hole gently rimmed with a fingertip. Or having that same finger dip into the hole. Just a little. In fact she liked that. She liked that because it helped with her own orgasm. In fact a finger dipped into her anus, and her hole gripping and sucking on that finger was a feed for her orgasm. The best orgasms she had ever experienced were experienced whilst she had a fingertip inserted into her smooth, tight back passage. But that was about as kinky as it got. That was adventurous as it got. The thought that maybe a cock could in fact, with ease be cajoled into her ass never ever entered her head. Far from it. Asses weren't for cocks, or weren't for anything bigger than a fingertip. Were they? It was just a thought that never entered her head. To have a cock reamed into her ass and then her bowels flooded with hot creamy thick semen. Oh god no. In the perfect world of Miss Tanya James perversions like that just did not exist. Oh no!

On the screen she had slid her mouth off the cock and was leaning back supporting her head with one hand, whilst slowly masturbating the cock with the other. Squeezing her fingers around the shaft and moving the skin up and down up and down. Every so often she would stop her hand just under the purple bell and she would squeeze a little. Squeeze so firmly that bubbles of pre-cum would just ooze out of the hole in the tip of the cock. She would squeeze several times and then bend forward, lean in a little and flick her tongue over the bubbles of thick pre-cum. She would flick her tongue out like a lizard and then curl it back in and make a delightful little squealing sound as she tasted and the swallowed that pre-cum. All this, yes an act for him. An act for him and she could always say that. She was doing it to further her career. Doing it because she had to. It was another thing to despise about her for the wife. That Tanya could never admit what she was. A cock hungry slut. A slapper with no morals. The worse kind of slapper. If ever a girl like her was caught out, she could and would always but always blame the guy. She was led astray, or she didn't know what she thinking of. That she was so ashamed of herself.

Oh yes, the wife knew exactly what Tanya James was like. She was like that herself once. That is how she had become the boss's wife. That is how she had progressed up the ladder. She had been prepared to indulge in his little sordid sexual fantasies and in a way debase herself so that she could climb that ladder. And now, this fucking blonde bitch, Tanya James, was on the scene. She should have known that it would happen. That's why she was so angry with herself. She believed she was the special one. When in fact, there had been, probably a string of 'special ones'. But she wasn't going to put up with it. One of those bitches that her husband used was going to pay. It just so happened that the on in the firing line was Tanya James. Poor Tanya not even in her worst nightmare could have imagined what was going to be in store for her. Despite her sexual prowess, her sexual experience, she could not have in the worst nightmare she had ever had, even as a child, have imagined what the future held in store for her. Her mother had told her countless times that she would break hearts, that her looks and actions would one day get he into serious trouble. But even her mother, a woman of the world, could not have meant the kind of trouble that was actually just around the corner.

One scene faded out and another faded in. Tanya was straddling the boss. The camera in such a state of zoom that both 'offenders; were clearly identifiable. Her legs were spread wide and the cock was buried up to its hilt in her hairless, smooth pussy. The wife simply did not avert her eyes from the screen at all. It was like she wanted to, and was actually taking in, every little piece of information she could. Her face expressionless. Inside she may well have been seething with an anger that was indescribable. But on the outside she was a picture of serenity. Anyone witnessing her watching the screen would not place her as the wronged wife at all. Just a middle aged lady watching a porno film. The close up on screen, the thick, vein engorged cock sliding out of Tanya's cunt. Sliding out very slowly, dragging the inner folds of pink flesh with it. Very slowly, the shaft of the cock glistening with a mixture of Tanya's juices and the boss's pre-cum. The pinkness of the inner flesh also saturated with juices. As the cock slides out so the juices come in waves and pour down the shaft of the cock and then collecting around the base. Her labia a darker, more acute pink that the delicate inner folds of her cunt and it was like they seemed alive. Gripping and sucking the shaft of cock as it slides out of her. And then as it pistoned back into her very slowly at first but then, with a firmer harder last thrust Tanya cried out loud as the tip of the cock, the huge bulbous bell end shoved up against her cervix causing her to suck in air and then cry out loud. At the same time as the loud cry, the throw back of her head, the parting of her lip glossed lips. The typical archetypal porno pose and it fitted Tanya so well, so disgustingly well.

The wife was treated to a good, and endless fifteen minutes of watching her husband's cock slide in and out of Miss James's cunt. As the fucking proceeded so the resulting juices became more profound, thicker and voluminous. She fucked until he was ready to empty his huge slapping balls into her. Indeed she did allow a partial orgasm, a first shoot of creamy cum up inside her. Tanya like to feel that first wave of cum coating her smooth, slippery inner walls and then flooding her fallopian tubes. But then, just then, just after that first spurt inside her, just as he withdrew in readiness to the final hard deep thrust back into her that would have seen her flooded inside, Tanya reached back and very casually gripped her thumb and forefinger around the very base of the cock, and then just... just about 'squeezed'. Not squeezed to hard. Just enough. Just enough that in that throw of pure orgasmic lust, there was just enough discomfort caused to the cock, that the orgasm was subsided, and curtailed. At that point it was the boss that cried out. Not in pain but in pure frustration at having the orgasm temporarily curtailed like that.

“AHHHHHHHHH FUCKKKKKK NUGHT NAUGHTY TANYA... NAUGHTY GIRL.”

That did bring the slightest of smiles from the wife. Indeed the first sign of any emotion what so ever from her. She brushed her fleshy tongue across her front teeth in an almost sadistic, arrogant manner, pushing out her immaculately lipsticked, smooth lips. It was as though she were mildly amused at her husband's minor suffering. But then the counter balance to that was that the seething anger inside her was increased several fold. In her mind she had already decided to agree to go along with Na'ilah's suggestions regarding Tanya's demise. The more she watched on screen the more she liked the idea of this gorgeous blonde Bitch going missing. Disappearing.

On screen after that pinch to slow down the orgasm Tanya was sliding off the cock. The viewer treated to the view of Tanya's mixed juices and spent semen pouring out of her in the most crude way as she withdrew off the cock. Getting up higher on her knees and sliding up the shaft of cock that had been buried deep inside her. Sliding up and off the cock. The cock head still purpled and visibly throbbing. Glistening and throbbing with the juices. The foreskin rolled back and neatly nestled under the roll of the massive cock head. That foreskin tight enough to cause some restriction there. A little tightening under that bell end. Enough constriction to help maintain the maximum erection. And the squeeze that had been applied, just enough to stop the orgasm and ejaculation, but not severe enough to stop the entire process. Rather just enough time for Tanya to slide off the cock, turn and reposition herself so that she could once again slide her mouth over the dripping cock head. This time, just the slightest glaze over her eyes. Just enough of a glaze to give her that hungry needy look. Just enough glaze that gave away the real Tanya. Not a PA just doing something to make her way up the ladder. Rather, a Tanya that was both needy and hungry for the sex she supplied to her boss. She wanted it and needed it as much as he did. Or more so. Her tongue sliding out and around the glans of the cock. The tip of that fleshy tongue teasing and flicking, teasing and flicking. Scooping up her juices and his semen taking it back into her mouth and tasting it before she swallowed. Doing that all around the cock head making sure she got the lot and then down the shaft. Down the shaft then, slurping the cock. Down to his hairy balls. That tongue siding out, flicking and tasting her boss before making its way back up to the cock head and then, that amazing, stunning sight of her entire mouth sinking back over the top of the cock. Sealing her lips to it, Applying gently sucking motions to the skinless bell ended head. Applying enough suction just, to bring him back to where he was. The eruption of his orgasm just hovering inside that swollen purple bell end. Only just enough to keep it hovering, and yet also enough to keep him needy and panting like a dog as she expertly sucked the cock. Sank her head right over it and then down her throat. Constricting her throat then teasing the cock head some more. The amazing sight of the cock almost disappeared entirely and the throat constricting again and at the same time sliding up and down. The sensations that creating for the boss must have been only minutely short of maddening. The orgasm building and building and yet not quite being allowed to happen. His grunts, his groans increasing and increasing some more until he was groaning and panting aloud.

“MMMMMM GOOOOD GOOD GIRL GOOD GIRL TANYA... MMMM YESSSSSS MAKE DADDY CUM, MAKE DADDY CUM.”

The kink in his voice completely sliding over the blonde American's head. And at last a look of pure disgust on the wife's face. Strangely though, it wasn't him she blamed. It was her. It was her that was making him cry out like that. It was all her fault. All Miss Tanya James fault. Then the explosion of his hyper-orgasm. And it was a hyper orgasm. Expertly produced by Tanya. As efficient at vanilla sex as it was possible to be. Taking the cock head back up into her mouth and compressing her lips around the glans. Compressing the glans with her lips but at the same time searching and pressing with her tongue tip. Searching out the most sensitive parts of the cock head and working them with her tongue tip. Working them, pressing, searching for another area and then pressing again. She was expert enough at fellatio to recognise that twitch and change in tone once she had found the glans with the most sensation attached. Teasing and cajoling those glans then, coaxing the semen up the tube of the cock and to build in the head ready for the eruption.

When the eruption did happen, it did so with massive aplomb. It was like a megaton release of absolution as his moan and cry out became an animalistic grunt and he gripped Tanya by the hair riding his cock with her mouth as he erupted into her mouth. Wave after wave or orgasmic explosion producing wave after wave of thick creamy cum. Her mouth filling then swallowing. Filling then swallowing. The cameras picking up the infinitely clear detail of her throat swallowing. The wave of her swallow. Time and time again. And then the microphones picking up the slurping dirty sounds that mouth and cock made together. The bulge of Tanya eyes, finally clearing as she got exactly what she wanted. Mouthful after mouthful of delicious hot cum. Eventually unable really to keep up with the swallows and so the semen spilling from her lips, first the corner and then over the fullness of her bottom lip. Dribbling out and her tongue following it, scooping it up and then back into her mouth. That semen escaping being caught by her fingers as she scooped it up and then slid back into her mouth so that she was sucking the cock and then sucking her fingers all at the same time. Hungrily. Obscenely. Disgustingly. All of this making Tanya James look like a total whore. An absolute whore. A filthy whore. And yet, also a very naïve whore. The wife turned to Na'ilah who had sat in the background throughout the showing. She nodded to her and the Arabic lady slid her finger tip over a button on the remote control she had been holding throughout. The volume was decreased and yet, also, the picture feed kept playing.

“We have a special liking for beautiful blonde girls like this. These girls disappear all the time. She will be taken, and 'dealt' with in ways that are 'fitting'. I doubt that you would object to the treatment she will receive. All it takes is your agreement and the wheels can be put into motion.”

Na'ilah spoke really casually. Even more casually she played her finger tips along the edge of the huge, solid wood conference table that both women were sitting at. Under the table she crossed her legs and there was the sound of nylon rasping nylon. Then the slight click as the one heel still on the floor, tapped down and scraped back slightly.

“I must say the thought is beginning to appeal to me more and more. After seeing this 'creature' in action, the thought of her demise appeals more and more. Can you assure me, her life, that is her new life will be one of misery for her? What I mean to say, or what I mean to ask, is will she suffer greatly? That thought appeals. That she would suffer in many and varied ways.”

The wife was playing her eyes from Na'ilah and back to the screen as the live picture feed continued. Tanya was cleaning off hubby's cock. Cleaning him and consuming all that coated the dwindling cock. It was like she couldn't get enough. Na'ilah smiled and then laughed softly as she considered her answer.

“You have no idea how sought after blonde American bitches are. They are sought after because it is so rare we get the opportunity to 'acquire' them. When we are lucky enough to obtain them... well, then extra special treatment is applied to them. To say this one would 'suffer' probably is an understatement of dramatic proportions. She will suffer in ways that you cannot imagine.”

As Na'ilah spoke so Tanya, on the screen had settled herself on the big sumptuous bed and had spread her legs, with her knees slightly raised. Her hairless cunt looked used, and spent. Hubby was leaning over her casually and he was flicking at Tanya's clitoris. The solid nub of the clitoris had peeled from its hood and was poking out almost teasing the husband. He rubbed his finger around the clitoris base ever so gently. And then it was her turn to moan and groan. Her lips parted ever so slightly, the tongue teasing the outside part of her lips as he seemed to bring her to the verge of an orgasm with ease. The wife seemed to let her eyes linger on the scene, or more especially on that clitoris as Na'ilah had spoken.

“I couldn't stress enough that if I were to go along with this, to employ your services and help cover up this girl's disappearance, I would want to KNOW that she was having a very bad time. An extremely bad time. Can you assure me that this would indeed be the case Na'ilah?”

As she spoke, she flicked her eyes back to the screen to witness her husband bringing Tanya to an intense, clitoris based orgasm that saw her head toss back and lips peel open wide. He was just flicking his fingertip over the clitoris's head. Just the very tip of it, distorting the clitoris ever so slightly as he brought her off with an expert ease that seemed even to take his wife aback. Na'ilah spoke again, maintaining her very cool, almost nonchalant manner.

“You see her clitoris there yes? Well, shortly after arrival in the Middle East, she will no longer have that. It will be taken from her. She will not be able to experience orgasm ever again. And yet, she will be forced to provide pleasure to others. Sometimes she will have to suck and fuck. Things that she does so well. Other times she will be forced to endure things that are not very natural, or pleasant. I can assure you... this girl will never be the same again. I will lure her to her demise myself, and I will oversee the process of getting her out of the country and there will be no trace back. Nothing. She will simply vanish off the face of the planet.”

The wife liked what she was hearing. Liked what she was hearing more and more. Her head was nodding as Na'ilah spoke. Firstly it was nodding almost imperceptibly. Oh how she liked the thought that Tanya would be separated from her clitoris. She liked that thought a great great deal and so her head nodded more and more acutely. Flicking her eyes to Na'ilah and then back to the engorged clitoris on screen. The clitoris that had caused her to squirt and squirt a messy, intense orgasm at her husband's fingertips.

“Ok... lets go with this. Obviously money is not an object.....”

She had been in full flow when Na'ilah held up a finger, indicating for the wife to stop speaking and that she had something else to say.

“Oh... no, no there will be no charge to you, at all. This is one we cannot pass over. This blonde slut is a rarity. We usually find ourselves paying out big money for such prizes. Absolutely there is no charge for this one. This one, as you Americans would say, 'is on the house.”

For the first time, the wife let her mouth stretch into a genuine smile.

“That is so kind of you then I accept and agree. I am eager for this, creature to begin her new life. Can you just hint to me, a little... just a tiny little bit, how the ball will start rolling?”

Both women visibly relaxed, sat back as Tanya laid back on screen her legs obscenely open wide, her sex displayed her clitoris glowing from the now subsided orgasm.

“Hmmmm well, I will meet this Tanya, by pure chance of course. I will drug her and take her to a safe place. At the safe place she will be softened up a little. Made to realise that she is in serious and irreversible trouble. Once this has been totally instilled inside her head, she will be shipped out of the country.... and well the rest will be consigned to history of course.”

Na'ilah allowed herself a wide, pure smile to the wife. It was an infectious genuine smile that belied what she had just described and hinted at.

“Oh how I wish I could witness that.”

The wife's smile was as wide, and as infectious as Na'ilah's was.

“I can arrange for full recording, videoing for you? Call it a bonus. Or an incentive.”

At that point, Tanya's future was sealed.

 
 




THREE: NA'ILAH / Taylor – A Little Background History Pt1:

 

Na'ilah has history. A female sadist whose reputation precedes her in the shady underground world that she inhabits. Her 'work' is legendary and sought after. A little background;

 

Taken from SADISTICA © drkfetyshnyghts;

 

The train had barely left Paris's Gare De Lyon station when a young woman slid into her seat opposite Taylor. Taylor herself had barely lifted her eyes out of the Sports Illustrated magazine she had been reading. Oh, she had raised her eyes long enough to see that the woman was probably in her mid-thirties, and extremely attractive. Her striking Arabic attractiveness highlighted by heavy, almost too heavy makeup. Her full lips a deep, deep red. Like a blood red. The rest of her complexion a pale olive, except for the slash of red blusher across her high cheek bones. And then her eyes. Her eyes were huge, huge pools and deep set. Those too were fully made up. Long lashes made to appear even longer, and thicker with the expert use of thick mascara. The eye liner bringing out the pools even more. Her eyes truly were huge and almost hypnotic. Taylor had taken all of this in about this young woman. Strangely, she very rarely took notice of other women. But this one had demanded attention. From her stunning mane of thick jet black hair that seemed to erupt from her head into a perfect pony tail, to the soft, supple all leather suit she wore.

That's what had hit the senses of Taylor first. The unmistakable aroma of expensive leather. It had made her nostrils flare out slightly. It had been quite a heady smell. Almost overwhelming. And then there had been the length of the woman's legs as she had crossed them. Taylor appreciated what it was like to have long legs. She had been gifted with extra-long legs herself, so when this woman had crossed hers, the rasping sound of sheer nylon, on sheer nylon had sounded amplified. It was like the sound had filled that entire compartment of the train. And Taylor's eyes had been drawn from the woman's feet that were arched into the most severe pair of high heels that the young girl had ever seen. It seemed her feet were forced into the tippy-toe position, and held there by these patent court shoes that were a shiny black and without a mark on them.

Taylor had barely looked up from her magazine and yet she had taken all of this in about the woman sitting opposite her. A testament to her intelligence and her amazing powers of observation. She even recognised the smell of the cloud of expensive perfume she seemed to exist in since the woman had taken her seat. Strangely though, her concentration had been broken a little. The woman had distracted her. Initially she had barely lifted her eyes from the article she had been reading. But then her eyes had been drawn back to that woman. And to the arch of her feet in those shoes. Taylor could do that, she thought without the knowledge of the woman. It was like she was still reading her magazine. All she had to do was flick her eyes up slightly and there were those arched feet. The arches encased in the most expensive, and sheer silky nylon. The woman knew she was a distraction. The deep, blood red slash of her lips just hinted at a smile as she watched the young girl in front of her become very distracted. It was the intended situation. That she provided the distraction so that Taylor wouldn't really be aware of what else was happening around her.

The nineteen year old champion swimmer and speed skater had been aware of other people sliding into seats and adjusting themselves to her sides, and even behind her. But the woman opposite her had distracted her like she had never been distracted before. From the aroma of the leather. To the rasp of nylon on nylon, and the severe arch of her feet. The dangling of one of her feet as it bounced slightly up and down from its crossed over leg. And then the all-encompassing smell of the perfume. Taylor swallowed a little dryly. Ok she was captivated. Inexplicably captivated. But it was an intended distraction. A totally intended, and planned distraction as the train, not yet up to full speed, made its way through the Paris suburbs and on towards its eventual destination of Zurich, Switzerland.

“Hi there honey, it’s going to be a long trip. I'm Na'ilah by the way, and you are?”

That had been the woman introducing herself to Taylor. Taylor, then finally had looked up properly and into the face of the older woman. She felt herself blushing a little. Again inexplicably. She never blushed. The woman smiled again, this time softly.

“Oh, I'm Taylor. And y-yes, yes it is a long trip for sure.”

“Well Taylor, I'm very pleased to meet you, truly.”

Taylor's Californian drawl poured from her full lips and was accompanied by a polite, very pretty smile. That was the sum total of conversation between the two. That had been all that had been required to ensure that Taylor's attention was on no-one or nothing except this woman in front of her.

 

It seemed like the whole of Taylor's head was exploding in the most severe amount of pain possible. The pain was so great that she couldn't even scream out. She just sat in the seat, her eyes fixed in front of her. Na'ilah was looking at her. Directly at her. The older woman was sitting, very unconcerned, very nonchalantly as this explosion of pain was happening to the nineteen year old. It seemed to emanate from her temples. It was like both temples were exploding. They weren't of course. It just seemed that way, such was the absolute pain.

Taylor had been dropping off to sleep. It had been a long day after all. First the flight from the States to London's Heathrow. Then the Eurostar journey to Paris, and now this very long trip to Switzerland. She had felt her eyes very heavy even before the train had passed through Dijon-Ville, the first major town outside of the French capital. She had begun to fall into a deep slumber. Somehow the smell of Na'ilah's perfume had wrapped her in comfort. Like a cocoon. But it was that cocoon that had made that sudden, absolute intense shot of pure undiluted pain the worst thing she had ever experienced in her young life. Unfortunately for Taylor, that was going to be surpassed on many occasions in the foreseeable future. She had only been vaguely aware of fingers slipping into her mouth. These large, manly fingers, sliding into her mouth, towards the back didn't really register with her. Even as they positioned themselves along her lower gums, and towards the hinges of her lower jaw. She was all but asleep all but sinking into dreamland when all of a sudden,


CRACKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKK


In one, skilful absolutely sublime movement, her jaw was dislocated. The man just behind her, had stood and reached over her shoulders. Very experienced at what he did. It was a slick, professional incapacitation. Another, seemingly unrelated passenger directly next to Taylor, had shifted in her seat and moved in close in case, her strong arms shot up. They didn't. Taylor's eyes snapped open wide but, not only could she not move her mouth because of the dislocation, she could barely move any muscle without it somehow resonating up to her dislocated jaw. She could feel its displacement even if she didn't realise what she was feeling. A noise came from her pretty, distorted mouth but it wasn't any decipherable form of communication. It was however the only way she could communicate the amount of pain she was in. The pain had been intense and it had been immediate. The man sitting directly behind her, withdrew his fingers and thumb from her mouth instantly and her jaws simply adopted a clenched teeth, closed tight position. Not through choice but because that was the only position available. It was in effect an invisible 'gag'. Of course it wasn't totally invisible. The same with any dislocation of any joint, some deformity would be visible. But only if anyone could be bothered to look a second time. If anyone did take that second look they would have seen the protruding jaw from one side. And the eyes, normally filled with youthful exuberance, but now filled with total pain and anguish. Otherwise she was just another extremely quiet passenger on a train trip.

The group had taken up the entire section of the train as the complex snatching of Taylor had been put into motion. There was no commotion. No fuss. No attention was drawn at all to what was happening. The train itself was not full. That train never was. The snatch squad hadn't travelled together to Paris. They had all arrived separately, not even speaking to each other or acknowledging each other on platforms, or on the train itself as they had taken their seats. Nothing that could or would be later picked up on CCTV systems.

The pain exploding in Taylor's head, all emanating from her misaligned jaw, had been intense and terrifying. She had instantly woken and instantly tensed against the seat she was sitting in. Her fingers had curled tightly, her two hands forming into tight, trembling fists that she forced down into the soft seating at her sides in a futile attempt to ease the pain. When that didn't work she tried to readjust her long legs. That simply caused more pain so she remained still. Absolutely still. Looking directly ahead of her as she tried to adapt to the pain. Absorb it. Her entire field of vision was filled with Na'ilah. The older woman whose eyes just pierced past her own. Why wasn't she trying to help her? Why didn't she looked concerned at Taylor's obvious pain? Did she even know she was in pain? All these questions and more just rifled through Taylor's head as a little ribbon of drool escaped one corner of her mouth. Even though the pain was intense, paralysing even, anyone who knew about dislocation of any joints knew that the longer the dislocation was left untended to, the worse the pain got. It was just an ever increasing pain. It was a pain that was immediately intense but then just simply got worse, and then worse again. There was no bottom end of the pain. It simply existed on a sliding scale downwards, into a pitch blackness.

Na'ilah, calmly took a tissue from her leather clutch bag and leaned forward on her seat. She had to uncross those gloriously long legs of hers first and then lean forward in order to reach Taylor. But she hadn't done that straight away. She had allowed the girl to fully wake, and then allowed the pain to intensify just that little bit more before she wiped he drool away.

“It's ok Taylor... it's ok. I know you are in pain. I know it feels like hell. But I can give you pain relief. Instant pain relief... Just blink once if you can hear me and understand me.”

Taylor ground her fists into the seating at her sides. The pain excruciating. Na'ilah's voice had been cool, calm, and yet very firm in its application. There was a soft, Arabic slant to her accent but more than that. More chilling than that was the 'understanding' she seemed to have, of the exact amount of discomfort and pain that the young girl was in. Yet more chilling again was the way she just was not concerned for Taylor or the pain she was in. How could that be? Taylor blinked once. But even that blink seemed to torture her more and another bubble of drool appeared at the corner of her mouth and exactly the same spot that Na'ilah had just wiped.

“Good girl Taylor. Now I need you to understand, I need to you to know BEFORE I give you any pain relief, that if you try to let anyone know you are in trouble in any way, what-so-ever, there will be more pain. A lot more pain. You have to relax, do you hear me? You have to just come with me. No questions. No resistance. Nothing. Blink again if you understand what I am telling you.”

Taylor blinked. As she blinked tears squeezed from tear ducts in the corners of both eyes. The tears dripped down her face and plopped onto the bare flesh of her chest, and then dripped down inside the cleavage which disappeared into the tight crop top she was wearing.

“Good girl... I will give you an injection. Its morphine. Just morphine. But it will relieve the pain. Your jaw is dislocated Taylor. And it has to stay that way until we get you to where we are going, okay?”

Another single blink as Na'ilah wiped the drool away again then calmly removed a syringe from her clutch bag. She removed the protective cap and flicked the air bubbles out with a well-manicured, perfect finger nail that is polished and coloured the same shade as her lips. More drool appearing as Na'ilah takes up one of Taylor's arms searching for a suitable vein. Finding one. Tapping it and then with ease sliding in the long needle. Taylor's eyes clouding over slightly as she takes a hit from the morphine. Her whole body, one second tense, stiff as it is absorbing the pain in her head and jaws, then visibly relaxing as the pain is taken away. Never completely taken away, just enough for the young girl to sit, comparatively normally. Her nostril flaring as her breathing regulates. It being easier for her to breathe through her nose than her mouth. As the morphine takes its fullest effect she can feel then her jaws are dislocated. She can feel the misalignment. And the slightest attempt at moving the jaws is met with resistance. Bone against bone from where the hinge of the jaw had been 'popped' out. Her teeth gritting together. Lips opening and closing. Stretched. Heavy deep breathing as the effects of the morphine are also slightly sedatory. She can sit, and withstand the little bit of discomfort that remains as those endless questions begin in her mind. She can't ask anything. She can't move her jaw. Just sit. All of a sudden, the leather clad woman opposite taking on a whole new meaning. A whole new understanding.

Taylor, in every sense of the word was developing into an exemplary human being. To say that her all American parents were proud of her would be a drastic, terribly understated thing to say. Her grades in college could not be improved upon and it seemed she completed her assignments with very little real effort. In point of fact, it could even be a valid point that she completed her college work with very little interest. Taylor's direction or focus was really pinpointed towards sports and fitness. But even in sports, her attention and focus was away from the normal pursuits, or what you would expect a nineteen year old to be interested in.

Unusually for London, it was a clear, though crisp day. Taylor had worn simple tracky bottoms with trainers and a very tight crop top which left her midriff exposed and yet her thirty six 'b' cup breasts deliciously outlined and defined. Over that she had thrown a light sports jacket with the motif of a well-known sports brand emblazoned across the front of it. She had taken a black cab from Heathrow to the Kings Cross area. She'd never used Eurostar before and so consequently had never been to the Kings Cross area. It had enjoyed something of a regeneration in recent years. Had been largely redeveloped in line with the move of Eurostar from Waterloo Station to St Pancras. Taylor had heard of Kings Cross before. Its drug problems, prostitution and all associated issues. That just wasn't Taylor's world. It wasn't her world at all. She remembers thinking it must have been a 'lovely' place to live in a rare sarcastic moment she had with herself. However when she had arrived in the cab, she took it all in and she had been pleasantly surprised and the 'cleanness' of the area. No hookers on street corners. No pimps out in maxed out cars. No scruffy looking drug dealers trying to sell her a wrap for an over inflated price. And all of the historic, old buildings had been cleaned up and renovated and with new modern buildings have sprung up and others in various stages of being built. It was actually very inspiring for her. She enjoyed her few hours there just selecting a little coffee bar. Something light to eat. Mineral water to drink. She didn't do coffee. That would interfere with her strict dietary requirements. Just some carbs to keep the energy levels up. That did her just fine. All was well with her. It was like she had a permanent smile etched on her face.

She had then made her way casually to the terminal at St Pancras, a short walk away pulling her quite large sports bag on its little rear wheels behind her. Her check in went smoothly and she soon found her seat and settled in. Taylor was happy at this point. Completely happy with what was ahead and the way the trip was progressing. A completely fulfilled teenager. A rare commodity these days. At this point there was actually no sign of the jet lag that she had been partially dreading. That had crept in on her just a little later. Like a wash of fatigue that she wouldn't be able to fight off. The day was gorgeous. Things were just, completely absolutely perfect.

What Taylor didn't know, couldn't know, was that her every single move was being watched. She was being shadowed. From the time she had left her home just outside Los Angeles, she had been followed. Not by one person but by a network of people in constant touch with each other. Followed to LAX airport. And then 'spotted' on her way through arrivals at Heathrow. Followed by another black cab from the airport to Kings Cross. And then as she had spent those hours at Kings Cross, she had not a clue that on the next window seat to her own in the coffee bar, a woman in her forties, unassuming and simply blending into the London background was watching her. It was as though she were there to actually shepherd Taylor onto the Eurostar. Make sure she got on safe and sound. Make sure the 'delivery' progressed according to plan and according to schedule. Even when Taylor casually strolled over to the terminal she didn't see, or notice the woman just behind her, speaking into a Bluetooth set in her ear that was attached to her cell phone. In the normal hustle and bustle of the city it would have been impossible for Taylor to hear the woman, even if she had seen her, talking and confirming that the target was just about to board the Eurostar. Taylor was oblivious. Utterly wrapped in own little world. A world that would soon be ripped apart.

 




FOUR: TANYA - now

 

There were still drips of urine falling from Tanya's naked, exposed labia as the first rapist, the bigger of the two lifted her legs and parted them around his hips. As he got himself into position, there were quite obscene grunts coming from deep in his throat. Come to think about it, everything about this man was obscene. He was so large, so obese that Tanya's long legs had to open as wide as they would go without dislocating her hips, so that the guy could shuffle between her thighs. It was plain to see why he was doing, he was doing. He wanted to get as close to her crotch as possible so that when he slid the hugeness of his cock into her, he would obtain maximum penetration in one movement, rather than nudging in a little at a time. The other guy, the smaller one assisted in Tanya's rape by holding her ankles high behind the guy. Just so that they didn't fall or slide down too low. It was important that the legs remain wide. Somewhere in the twisted mind of the two men it was important that they saw her apparently willing, with her legs spread wide ready to take them. There was another grunt, as the bigger naked one reached under to get his gargantuan cock ready for insertion.

“You should enjoy this Ms James. These two men are married men. And we all know how much you like married men. Although their wives are somewhat indisposed at the moment because of their 'hobbies'. What I mean to say, is that both wives have been subject to so much abuse over so many years that, well lets just say they are currently receiving therapy at a secure mental health units in different parts of the country.”

Na'ilah seemed to be enjoying filling in the young beautiful American with as much information that was needed to aid the breaking of her mind and will. The severe electric shock she had received via the Arabic woman and her cattle prod had temporarily rendered her paralysed, and helpless. But it hadn't robbed her of her ability to hear and understand what was being said and done to her. She was in full knowledge of what was happening to her. It had taken a little while for her mind to adapt around the fact that all of that concentrated electricity had been surging through her. Even as realisation of that fact had dawned she had been totally and completely unable to control the effects. First the absolute pain wracked right through her. It seemed even her head was full of pain. The only thing that had dribbled from her mouth was bubbling saliva in the form of drool. Her mind was filled with that awful pain of the direct current yes... but also it had become hyper-aware of everything her body felt. She had felt every muscle in her body firstly tense up tightly and then go limp. And then, as she limped up, she had let the contents of her bladder go. It was at this time, the exact time that the contents of her bladder had evacuated to the floor beneath her that she had felt so degraded. So humiliated. Only whimpers came from her as she had swung by her wrists and then let go. All the time she had felt Na'ilah's eyes on her. Pouring over her at will. Seemingly enjoying every single second of the inhumane treatment she was receiving. The degradation and humiliation was only emphasised then as the ammonia like aroma of her own urine rose and steaming clouds from the puddle under her filtered into her nose. It had been her own piss she was smelling. Yes it had been the smell of her very own urine that was filling the air around her. And slipping into her head via her twitching nostrils. Oh yes, how she had twitched when eventually that cattle prod had been taken away from her flesh. A hanging, twitching, stunning piece of feminine American flesh.

The huge man had begun to feel his way around Tanya's sexuality. Fat, sausage like fingers prodding and pinching her labia. Trawling the length of her labia, feeling for the hole his cock would very soon be pumping in and out of. He wasn't in a rush. He wasn't in a desperate need to rush the experience of this beautiful, helpless, fucked up American woman. Oh no. Nobody was in a rush. The Arab certainly didn't want this to be an experience that Tanya James would forget in a hurry. Her spoken tones remained very soft. Almost 'kind' and they belied what was happening to the girl. This is a fact that chilled Tanya as she hung like a piece of meat. Her long shapely legs wrapped and held around the fat man. A question going through her mind. Repeating itself constantly. Over and over again.

“How could another woman do this to me? How could she. How could she???”

The question unspoken. Just thought time and time again. It was as though her mind had become hyper-aware of her surroundings or more in particular of the things that were happening to her. That same question as she felt the first nudge of a diabolically huge prick at her labia. The massive, circumcised mushroom shaped cock head already leaking its pre-cum and being used as lubricant as, in one brutal, forward thrust it slid into Tanya. There had been what seemed like a few seconds of absolute silence, except for the deep, grunting, almost a growl from the man as he had fed his cock into the soft warm confines of this helpless, unwilling, willing American beauty. Then, just then there had been the high pitched loud squeal from Tanya as she had felt her sex brutally stretched and invaded.

“EEEEEGGGHHHH AAAAAAAAAARRRRHHHH EEEEEEEOWWWWWWWWW.”

It had been one long noise that had come from her and yet it was just that, a noise. It wasn't a decipherable word. Although, the way it formed in the back of her throat and then dripped over her gorgeous lips, it should have been a word. It just wasn't. It was just a noise of absolute agony as the thickly shafted cock, literally pulsating with blood carrying veins, slid into her in one forward thrust and then... it seemed it entered her deeper than normal as she felt the tip seemingly nudge up against her cervix as he began to push in little jerky forward movements.

Eventually her scream died down. As the pain died and as her suspended body adapted to the fact that this thing was inside of it, her eyes opened again. They had been tightly closed, squeezed tight shut as she had felt that thing slide into her. But then they opened as she felt the awful, obscene man begin to pleasure himself, using her sexuality. When she opened her eyes she had his face really not that far from her own. Although because of her suspension she was slightly higher than he. But she could see him. As he fucked her, she could see his leering face, twisted into a joy, a knowledge that he was fucking this delicious piece of American meat. She could feel his hot breath on her face. His breath stank. It was almost putrid as he fucked her. It was almost as though he could taste that breath. Its sickly warmth as it slithered into her mouth and down her throat.

As that obscene man had got into the slow, long steady rhythm of fucking Tanya, so the other man had made sure her ankles were securely hooked on the first rapist's flabby hip flesh before he had come around and begin to paw at her breasts. At first he just looked in some kind of wonderment at the huge rolls of breast flesh as they had ebbed this way and that from the motion of the fucking. Then he had reached out and begun to feel and knead the flesh. First one, then the other then both. His fingers sinking into the flesh as he squeezed each tit tight and tighter. Eventually pulling and squeezing and twisting at the flesh quite violently as his fellow rapist's cock pistoned in and out of her. But then, almost in a surreal opposite, he began to trace his fingertips around the base of Tanya's nipples. Very gently, very minutely tracing his fingers around the speckled, slightly raised areolas. His gentleness at this time was at odds with what was happening to her. Was at odds with the vision of him. A beast. And yet in that gentleness was a beast. He was being deliberately, cunningly gentle so to coax the nipples to their fullest erection. And it was that fact, that chilling fact, the fact that he knew how to do it. Knew exactly what to do and how to do it that saw Tanya sobbing and sobbing bitterly as her nipples, involuntarily teated up. Erect, rubbery. Thick and elongated. Engorged as he then bent them over, first one way, then the other before pinching them between his thumb and forefingers so he could tug, and twist them as the brutal fucking continued.

“Hmmmm, Ms James... you know, I can just see that you are going to enjoy your new life so very much. How you are going to enjoy what is in in store for you....married men... lots of them... wanting to use your body. Use very single hole in your body for their pleasure... nothing else for you to worry about than to give pleasure to others. No pleasure for you, just them. Pleasure for them. Nothing for you. All you will have to think about is making sure that each and every one is totally gratified. Totally happy with what you are doing for them. In full knowledge that if you do not please them... if you displease me, or your captors in any way, then you will simply suffer a little more. And then some more again.”

Once again the words simply dripped from Na'ilah's lips. The Arabic accent seem thicker. More succulent than it had been. It was like she was emphasising every word that mattered. Making sure the futility of the beautiful blonde American's predicament was fully and completely understood by her. She had gone right to the head of the girl. Talked to her as the fucking and mauling had continued. Somehow it made it all the more debasing. What was happening to her? The horrid ugly thing that was happening to her, its effects tenfold just because this stunning Arabic lady was in such close proximity to it all. Seemingly controlling it, and instigating it. Just her presence made it so much worse for Tanya. Somehow in her twisted, melting mind, or what was left of it, she was thinking that if only 'she' weren't here then she could bare this raping. This abuse. But she WAS here, and that made it so much worse. Made the experience so much more debilitating. It was as though nothing about this nightmare was meant to make anything easier for Tanya to endure. It was as though the whole thing, the whole process had been designed and deliberately choreographed in a way that would make things utterly, utterly bad for her. That was the worst thing. It seemed that way and it was working that way. Everything so far was working according to plan.

The rutting, fat man had gripped just under Tanya's hips and ass as he had felt his orgasm surging up the core of his cock. Dirty, wet drenched noises had begun to emanate from the girl's reamed, violated sex. A squelching dripping noise that was accompanied by a grunting then the closer the guy got to evacuating the contents of her huge testicles. It was those testicles that had rocked and slapped up against Tanya's ass as he had fucked her. And they still did that now as he once again, withdrew his thick slippery cock until just the fat, mushroom shaped head was left embedded inside her. Then with a never before seen brutality, he rammed it into her until her cervix hurt, held it there and with a huge animal like grunt he emptied the contents of his balls into her. Flooding her inner tubes as with short firm jerky bursts he fucked into an oblivion.

Na'ilah watched, studied, as though she were making mental notes as the animal came and came up inside the American. She simply smiled as the girl sobbed. It was like realisation was dawning on Tanya. Unprotected sex, and a flooding by foreign sperm. The thick hot cum of a brutal rapist. The beast. The gradual decline of that grunting as the man became spent and as the last gobs of semen slid out of him and into her. And then him withdrawing and simply, very simply letting her hang there, dripping. Big thick gobs of semen dripping from inside her and down into the pool of piss that was still steaming under her. Her torso just limp. Long, shapely legs lifeless. The nylon stockings even more torn and laddered by this point. Just leaving her to swing gently. Ever so gently.

“I know you can hear me Ms James. I know you know what is happening to you. I just wanted to formally welcome you to Hell, before we continue. I mean, the day is young. It has only just begun in terms of the earth's daily revolution. And in terms of your future.... well the proceedings are very early.”

Even the taunting jibe like words were said not in that manner. It was as though she were genuinely welcoming the American to the rest of her life, as it would become.

In order for the second beast to slide his abnormal cock up inside Tanya's tight back passage she had to be moved and repositioned. She was lowered on the hook and chain. Lowered so her feet and legs could once again take her weight. Except that had become an ordeal in itself. Her long deliciously tapered legs were usually strong and able to carry her with confidence... even a sexual arrogance. That was kind of dissipated though as on more than one occasion her knees almost gave out leaving just the hook and chain supporting her. The insides of her thighs had become saturated with a mixture of her own juices and the spent semen of the first guy. Slowly, very slowly she was led, still cuffed and still attached to the lowered hook to a side section of the hangar where there was an old rusty single sized bed with what looked to be a filthy mattress strewn over it. It was a long, tortuous walk for Tanya. She hurt terribly. From the after effects of the violent electric shock to the even more violent abuse of her sexuality by beast number 1. It seemed like she hurt all over. Every single step was a tortuous, agonising one. She wasn't in her high heels, and yet it seemed she needed to walk on tip toes in order to gain at least a little relief from the pain she was feeling. The sobs, quite pitiful increasing with each and every step she made. Her usually attractively coloured lips were cracked and trembling and they distorted in some way or the other with each and every step she took. The walk would have been straightforward, but because Tanya was still attached to the hook and block, she had to be brought around the route that the rail took high above in the rafters.

“P-please... please d-don't do anything else to me... p-please please I beg you please don't.”

Tanya had directed her pleading at Na'ilah, who had been walking side by side with her on the walk to that old iron framed single bed. She didn't in any way speak to the two beasts who were following just behind. That in itself a kind of coincidence that she was accepting Na'ilah's controlling, and domination of the process and proceedings. It was funny really, even as she pleaded, even as she all but begged the Arab woman, even as she took each and every painful step she could still feel the beasts' eyes on her from behind. Feeling them watching her swaying hips. Feel them watching her swollen, distended labia poke through from her ass cheeks and thighs. She could even sense that they would be feasting their eyes on the dripping gobs of semen that were still dripping from her hairless smooth sexuality. Looking down at herself as she made slow and painful progress, her breasts were paw marked and scratched from where they had been groped and mauled by the second beast. The second beast that was about to take his turn to rape her.

“Ohhhh Ms James, Cunt... I'm afraid I don't have the luxury of the choice or whether or not to end your suffering. I just have to ensure that... well, you are completely, and very thoroughly abused before you are packed up and sent abroad for what will only be some more of the same or worse. BUT... I will give you a little hint, a little piece of advice... just relax and accept. Don't fight it, just accept it and go with it. The suffering won’t be quite as much then.”

Na'ilah's tone, really was like she was giving the American woman a piece of advice, that was in the long, in her own interest. Which it was I suppose. As she spoke in those low, slightly throat growling dulcet Arabic tones, there was the constant weeping of Tanya through which her voice simply penetrated. The weeping... that constant droning weeping was like a backdrop to Na'ilah's soundtrack. What was slightly more chilling that this whole nightmarish scene was that the softly spoken Arab woman was not in any swayed by the distress of the already once raped blonde American. She was so not swayed, so au-natural that it was this singular fact that made the whole scene defy belief.

The second beast had used the spendings of the first to lubricate Tanya's tight puckered ass in readiness for his gargantuan cock. His cock was more brutal in appearance than the first. It was thick, and solid and engorged. But at the same time in had a long natural sweeping curve about it that told any onlooker that it would not give way despite what size or direction of hole it was being put into. That somehow the hole would adapt to it. Not the other way around. Tanya had been brought to the single bed and kneeling on it so that she faced across its width. Her wrists had been un-cuffed from the front of her then re-cuffed behind her. The pulley block chain and hook then repositioned. The hook slipped between the cuffs again and risen via the remote control. Very slowly very gradually Tanya's arms had been raised behind her. Brought up making her lean forward. Making her lean forward in such a way that her ass was presented in a most spectacular way. As her arms were being raised it had been Na'ilah who had very gently tapped on either side of the insides of her thighs. With the Arab's words still resounding inside her ears and head about relaxing and accepting, Tanya took the taps to mean that she should open her knees, spread them. Indeed that she should help and assist in her own rape.

“Good girl Ms James. You see once you get used to the new way. Once you accept and just go with it, I am sure you can live a rewarding life again... kind of.”

Knees spread wide as she knelt, and was brought forward. There was no defence to what was going to happen to her. She felt big fat fingers roughly trawling her labia, scooping out the thick spent semen from the first beast and then it being rubbed and cajoled around her anus hole. Despite the knowledge that she should accept and go with it, that didn't diminish her sobbing and that constant droning as the fingers lubed her up. At one point a finger dip actually dipping into the tightness of her rosebud hole.

“Uhhhhh p-please, please god... please god no.”

She could feel her heavy breasts swinging under her as the guy positioned himself at the edge of the bed and between her horizontal calves. The nylon now in tatters and all but hanging from those delicious legs.

“Ohhh Cunt... there is no god here. Just me and my trusty steeds.”

The words had barely dripped from Na'ilah's perfect full lips when the absolute roar of a taking off jet drowned everything else out. Tanya's mouth was open and she was shrieking. It wasn't just a shrieking, but one of pure undiluted pain as the second beast slid his cock into her ass. He didn't work it in slowly. Rather he position it then with one firm movement reamed it inside her until the end nudged up again her colon. The taking off jet drowned out the din of her terrified, anxiety filled screams but nothing could take away the vision. Eyes bulging, mouth stretched and contorted into a mask of pure pain and horror. Drool and saliva catapulted out with the ferocity of what was happening to her back passage. Very slowly as the jet flew off into the distance, the screaming faded in. The screaming taking the place of those roaring jet engines with such a contrast.

“AAAAAAHHHHHHHGGGHHHH EEEEEHHHHHHHHGGHHH AAAAHHHHHGGGGG HHHHGGGNNNNEEEEEEEEE AAARRGHHHHHHOWWWWWWWWWWWW.”

It really was a pitiful, soul destroying noise that Tanya made as the cock was driven into her back passage. Some flesh was split at her entrance because there was a trickle of blood from the top most of the hole and then just dribbled down and mingled in with the fucking action. Kind of adding to the mix. Her muscles had spasmed and cramped against the hugeness and this simply magnified the absolute pain she was experiencing.

As the cock slid in on its maiden voyage as it were, Na'ilah casually rested her perfectly manicured hands on the base of Tanya's back. The beast simply gripped her hips in a way that made it easy to brutalise the girl's back passage. Na'ilah simply rubbed her finger tips around the flesh at the base of Tanya's spine as she casually looked down seeing the huge vein ridden cock sinking deep inside the American's ass.

“Good girl. Good Cunt.”

Again those softly spoken almost diminutive words as Tanya's ass was reamed open and invaded. Her ring piece being driven in with the cock and visibly the ass twitching around that cock flesh as though it were sucking on it, making it feel nice for the beast. As Tanya was being impaled on that horrendous cock, so the first beast had made his way to the other side of the bed. To where Tanya's head was and had been brought to cock level by the cuffed, hooked wrists behind her. He had simply grabbed a fist-full of her hair in order to position the face, or more importantly the mouth correctly before sliding his dripping, spent semi flaccid cock into it. Tanya's eyes had bulged, and then bulged some more as she had gagged on that cock.

“I think he wants you to clean it Ms James. I think the rapist wants the Cunt to clean it. Do you understand? Can you do that for him, or would you rather I give you a little more incentive?”

Na'ilah caressed the cattle prod in front of Tanya's eyes so that she got the message. Tanya didn't need to be told, or explained to twice. Despite gagging on her own taste plus the gobs of spent semen that had clung to the cock's shaft, she began to manipulate her lips and tongue, sucking and swallowing, sucking and swallowing and cleaning him off. By this time the pain was ebbing away from where her ass had spasmed and it was just a grunt. A grunt in the back of her throat as she sucked and cleaned the cock in her mouth. The grunts were timed with the fucking motions of the beast behind her. He was fucking her ass full length. Dragging the ring piece out with his thick, vein ridden cock, all the way until just the head was inserted and then he was driving in back inside her deep so that head nudged up against her colon almost taking her breath away. In and out, in and out. A slow, but firm ass-fucking. The grunting, the sucking sounds. The sucking sounds of her mouth and throat and the similar sucking sounds that her ass was making as it was pistoned with that hard solid cock. Eventually her ass relaxing totally and accepting the fucking but not diminishing the debased humiliations she was enduring.

When the second beast did cum, he did so by flooding Tanya's back passage and her bowels with what seemed like six months’ worth of hot, thick semen. He didn't simply cum in one gush. It seemed there were several tides to his cum. One shove after the next produced a tsunami of semen that ejaculated and swam deep inside of the young American girl. As he came time after time he reach around to molest her hanging swinging breasts. Most unbelievably of all, even in throws of a quite a violent orgasm that produced copious amounts of semen, he was able to use the pads of his thick fingers to sensuously tease the areolas and the nipples to their fullest of erections. The nipples becoming thick, long, rubbery teats as her abuse escalated to new heights. It wasn't a form of passion that was doing that to her body. It was her mind and the pure brutality of the things that were being done to her.

Even as the two beasts rotated, Tanya was sobbing her submission. The first beasts cock now back in her sopping cunt. The anal beast's cock being slid into her mouth for her to clean and suck. Amazingly, the anal beast's cock did not lose its erectness. It stayed solid and hard and her mouth had to stretch around it making sure the remainder of her lipstick cracked and peeled from her lips as she did.

Tanya's ordeal in that hanger would last another twelve hours.

 
 




FIVE: NA'ILAH / Taylor– A Little Background History Pt2

 

Taylor's trip into a place that is beyond hell continues, and during that trip further insight into the sadistic phenomenon that is Na'ilah.

After Dijon-Ville the fast train rocketed through Dole and did a scheduled stop at Mouchard. The entire compartment of the train that Taylor was in was occupied by the snatch team. One would never have thought that they were together though. Anyone passing through the carriage would just have seen it mostly full and with no empty seats except for those with bags and bits and pieces on. Taylor was under control and doped up with morphine. The colour had gone out of her face and she looked slightly ill. That was the creeping effects of the dislocated jaw. Plus, an even more creeping, debilitating fear had begun to infest her. It was a feeling she wasn't used to. She had been so privileged in her upbringing and in her sporting pursuits that having things taken away from her, like her liberty, and her ability to function, were just so alien to her. In the situation she now found herself was the added element of underlying violence and pain. It was this part that was completely utterly alien to her. It was this that was the driving force behind her diminishing health as the train made its way through France and into Switzerland.

At Frasne, the train forked off into a slightly north east direction towards Pontalier. Pontalier was not a scheduled stop and so the train sped through at plus one hundred miles per hour. The first shot of morphine had begun to wear off and the drool had begun to appear at the corner of Taylor's mouth again. Na'ilah, observed this in a quite relaxed manner. Casually brushing imaginary dust off the hem of her tight leather skirt and then enjoying the sight of the pain visibly returning to the young girl's face.

“More morphine honey?”

Na'ilah's voice was low, almost husky in texture. The Arabic accented tones just dripped out. There wasn't a 'mocking' tone to it. Just a confidence that a plan was in full swing and going according to schedule. Taylor blinked once because she couldn't talk and wasn't even slightly tempted to try. Even the thought of trying to move her jaws in order to form words, hurt her. The pain was returning in rapidly increasing increments. Even more casually, Na'ilah leaned forward, wiping the drool before preparing another syringe of morphine. Taylor, could be seen to visibly relax the tension in her, created by the pain, as the morphine entered her blood stream. She sat back. Leaned her head back into the back of the seat, eyes re-clouding as the morphine hit took effect. There was the tiniest whimper from between gritted teeth. The whimper could have been due to the diminishing pain. It could have been in gratitude for the pain relief. More likely it was due to an increasing anxiety in her. A feeling of impending doom and an uncertainty or a fear of what the immediate future would hold for her. A single solitary tear squeezed from a tear duct in the corner of Taylor's right eye and trickled down her pale cheek. Na'ilah didn't wipe that one. Instead she watched it with a smile as it ran down then dripped off the edge of her dislocated jaw and onto the tight crop top she wore, where it was stretched over the bulge of her right breast. The leather clad woman simply smiled whilst looking directly at Taylor.

There was a scheduled stop at Neuchatel and then again at Berne. Arrival time at Zurich should have been almost six hours after departure from Paris. Except, Taylor didn't arrive at Zurich. The train had been forced to stop at a tiny, unmanned station between Berne and Zurich due to a mechanical fault. Of course there was no mechanical fault. A sure sign of the organisation applied and the far reaching tentacles of this particular group. That it could be 'arranged' that a mainline fast train could be simply halted in the middle of nowhere was just a hint of the power and influence held by these people. Whoever these people were. The stop had been barely a few minutes in duration and it was doubtful if anyone had noticed the leather clad woman in high heels, leaving the train and exiting the station accompanied by a young athletic looking girl who looked slightly ill and who needed a little assistance from the older woman.

Had their departure from the train been noticed, that would have been the last known sighting of Taylor. Na'ilah's arm gently around the girl's shoulder and her being guided out of the station and to a waiting, large, blacked out SUV. Had this been witnessed, Taylor would have looked a little unwell. A little unsteady on her feet. This would have been due in part to the morphine, but increasingly so, due to the creeping effects of the dislocated jaw. The woman in high heels and leather would be seen to be helping her, comforting her. It was very much Na'ilah's brief to deliver Taylor in an unmarked and undamaged condition and that is exactly what she would do to the letter.

Such was the tiny location of this station there were no CCTV cameras, no station guards or no other passengers. In point of fact the station looked barely used and part of the short platform was overgrown with weeds and grass springing up between the slabs that made up the platform surface itself. The last anyone from Taylor's world had seen of her, was almost twenty four hours previously when she had left home in California, completely happy, completely content with herself and the upcoming trip. And then she had disappeared without a trace. Gone!

The actual geographical location of the Sadistica Auction facility is irrelevant in the plot line of this narration. Let's just say 'mainland Europe'. Sadistica being the very underground group that had employed Na'ilah's services and expertise.

What is more relevant from here, is the level of suffering that Taylor is forced to endure. It is more relevant to answer the question 'why Taylor?' An easy question to answer even though it is not always pertinent to answer a question with another question. Why not? Taylor was 'perfect' for the purpose. The group called Sadistica spent time and money sourcing suitable 'fresh meat' which they then acquired and auctioned off to the highest bidder. Sadistica were specialists in the supply of young girls and women to a specialist market. That specialist market was a worldwide network of Sadists whose sole use for the meat they purchased was torture and pain. That is advanced torture and pain. Extremely advanced torture, and horrendous pain. And indeed there was a market out there. A huge market that had been exclusively plugged by Sadistica. Yes run via very organised crime, of course. But the end 'users', usually very wealthy, very affluent men and women had a sole objective. Just one purpose and that was to cause their new acquisition the most terrible, terrible hurt and pain. But that wasn't enough. Of course it wasn't. It would be easy to pick up runaways, and drug addicts who would be only too happy to endure some pain in order to get their next fix. Or a bed for the night. Or even a hot meal. But that was of no value to the true sadists. The pain they inflicted had to be all consuming. A mental anguish to match the physical pain they would endure. Therefor the victims had to come from the right background. Intelligent females who at any point in time knew and understood what they were suffering. They will have had to have been well educated and, at least to an extent, have come from affluent backgrounds. Sometimes coming from as affluent backgrounds as the customers who purchased them. A scary yet realistic thought. Privileged backgrounds. They will have had to have something to lose, in order that they could have 'everything' taken away from them. They had to endure all of that in order to suffer the absolute torture that was in store for them. Which really answers the question of why Taylor. In short, Taylor was perfection. From her age, to her physique and through to all she had to lose. Absolute turmoil in her young mind before even she had been purchased.

This particular auction was taking place in a derelict aircraft hangar. It seemed Na'ilah was destined to spend time in aircraft hangers during her illustrious 'career'. Somehow it provided the ideal 'setting'. Little shafts of sunlight piercing through holes in the weather ravaged roof created laser like beams of light that shot off in various directions. These in turn cast eerie shadows which were accentuated with the addition of artificial lighting. Halogen spot lights, and high tech strobes together with some smoke machines created a perfect yet intimidating atmosphere.

The buzz in the hanger at this time was very acute. Very profound. Well dressed, well-heeled clients from various walks of life and from all around the world were present. Invites to these events were much sought after but rarely granted. The guest lists were carefully managed on a rotational basis. If you missed your invite or couldn't attend, it could be many years before you were given another chance. And so turnout at such an event was always 'maximum'. The Sadistica movement ensured that all 'guests' or 'clients' were totally vetted before approval. Sadistica after all was a worldwide cartel of organised crime syndicates. Funds they raised were used to feed other criminal activities. In point of fact, they had very few worries with clients of Sadistica itself since these people, the people who purchased other human beings to torture, often had too much to lose themselves if ever they were exposed. Very secret and very clandestine. However, vetting was a necessary process to prevent infiltration by any of the outside authorities.

High heels clicked and echoed in the hanger. Smoke from the smoke machines hung several meters above the concrete flooring and swirls of cigar and cigarette smoke rose from various points within the crowd. The murmur and buzz of conversation in little huddled groups. Glasses of champagne being drunk en-mass and with trays of little, but expensive nibbles being offered by scantily 'uniformed' girls to the eagerly gathered crowd of very rich people. High pitched giggles of rich bitches as their men patted the asses of the girls as they tottered around on impossibly high heels.

The auction had been a huge success. Around twenty to twenty five lots of various quality merchandise had been sold over a period of around two hours. The renewed buzz though was for the final lot. The final lot was Taylor. There had been rumours amongst those in the know that Taylor had been acquired. They were just that though rumours. Barely anyone believed that such a high profile teenager could be just 'disappeared' out of thin air. She had been though. Taken right out of thin air. By the time these guests though had received their invites to this particular auction via untraceable email, Taylor's disappearance had hit the headlines and the buzz had been created from there. In the days leading up to the Auction there had been a huge search for Taylor, obviously fruitless. First a search spotlighted on the area of her vanishing. Then a wider search incorporating Switzerland, France, Germany... spreading east. And then even as the Auction was taking place, that search being slowly, and surely stepped back. The common feeling that Taylor had disappeared of her own volition that she didn't want to be found. That the pressure she was under to perform and improve was too much for her nineteen year old head and body to take and she had just 'bailed out'. Those who knew her didn't think that. They knew that wasn't the case but they were powerless and had to accept the fact that she would probably never be found. At least not in the form and condition she had been known.

The display area for Taylor was a slightly raised platform. There was a stark contrast between the setting in the old disused hanger and the high tech of the stand. Three, huge plasma screens seemed to float in mid-air high above the platform and were angled so that all of the collected audience, especially those with interest in purchase could see. Identical images flickered in high definition video format showing Taylor in various competitions. In training and in her private life. From the first time she had hit the news around four or five years previously. It was obvious from the moving 'portfolio' that Taylor had been 'selected' from a very early age and was being monitored. The images showing Taylor at her very, very best. Centre stage bathed in strobe lighting that was switched on and off via auto-switches was Taylor. She wasn't immediately recognisable as Taylor but on inspection and upon closer look, it most certainly was Taylor.

She too, looked as though she were 'floating' in mid-air above the platform. That was due to the expertise of the event organisers. Purists in stage production. Ruthless executioners in absolute bondage. Taylor was naked, kind of. And she was spread-eagled in the vertical position. Basically she was in the shape of a St Andrews Cross. Her arms were stretched to their limit, out and up. Likewise her long, supple, toned and muscular legs. Stretched, spread and opened. Chains were used to secure her arms and legs like this. Chains locked around her wrists and her ankles then simply adjusted by a system of pulleys until she was stretched and opened to shrieking levels. Except that she couldn't shriek for reasons that will become clear in just a little while. The chains from her wrists and ankles just seemed to disappear off into the gloom and murk of the self-hanging smoke of the hanger and it was because of this she seemed to just hang 'suspended' just a foot or so off the platform surface. What actually supported her in this position was a corset like belt fitted around her middle. This was tight bringing attention to her hips and bottom. This belt had fitments attached and from the rear of it, a simple, high tensile, narrow gauge steel bar that also disappeared into the blackness of the platform's surroundings. It was this bar that actually supported her full weight, with assistance from the wrist and ankle chains.

Yes... Taylor was naked, and it could even be seen that she was covered in a thin film of sweat from her ordeal to date. Na'ilah had done so well in getting Taylor to the venue in an undamaged, unmarked condition. But for the purposes of the auction, the teenager had to be displayed in the right way and to the right extent in order to attract the kind of price that she was worth. And it was under Na'ilah's further instruction and expertise that this took place.

She didn't wear shoes but her lower legs, from mid calves down were secured into what looked like very advanced, high technology braces that forced her feet into a very tip-toe position thus extending even further already incredibly long legs. Her ankle hinges forced to the extreme end of pointing her feet down and then being held there by a very intricately designed foot cage affair. Her toes then, bent back as though they would have been had she been wearing ballet boots. This way though, all of her flesh was still available to view. It would be the case that any likely purchaser would want to take a close look at the merchandise before parting with what would be a massive amount of money. It was as though her feet had been 'posed' deliberately, and then that pose 'held'. A pose impossible for Taylor herself to alter, or relieve in anyway. Actually, it was impossible for Taylor to do anything of her own volition any more. Such a luxury had been taken away from her. Taken away from her and kept away.

The stunning physique was absolutely, totally that of the same girl that was speeding around a skate track, and gliding through the Olympic sized pool in the images being relayed over the plasma screens above. Had her face been uncovered in this place, further confirmation of that would have been inevitable. There was no question though. It was her. Her head and face had been totally encased in a tight, seamless leather hood. Her jet black hair completely encased and pressed into the shape of her head. Where there should have been a mouth hole there wasn't one. Instead, the unmistakable shape of a wide, round plug. The audience could see, or even guess at the thing in the teenager's mouth. A wide, thick, long phallus like object that forced her tongue to the bottom of her mouth and was long enough for the end to be residing someway down her throat. Her pretty lips had been stretched to the maximum around this gag and the gag itself prevented her from breathing through her mouth at all. Instead, she was forced to regulate her own breathing, despite her predicament, through the tiny nostril holes in the hood. It was testament to her fitness and overall condition that she was able to do this. Although the thin film of sweat that covered her entire flesh, was an indication of the stress she was increasingly coming under. Taylor had been relieved for a very short time on arrival at this place in that her dislocated jaws had been 'popped' back into place. That had brought instant pain relief, although the effects of lethargy that the morphine had produced and the overall shock that was beginning to take over remained, and served to subdue her immensely.

Little pin hole clusters existed in the hood where Taylor's ears should have been. In a design that deliberately allowed hearing, Taylor could hear everything. And just as with a lot of senses, her hearing was enhanced under duress. She could hear the entire auction process. This naturally added to the whole trauma for her. Clients who moved in these circles like to witness duress in their victims and Sadistica were the ultimate experts in giving the clients what they wanted.

The hooded head of Taylor was further supported by a single chain from an eye in the crown. As with all other chains and long things associated with this bondage rig, the chain disappeared right up into the blackness of the hanger and outside the immediate display area. The inclusion of this chain meant that the head of the girl was held rigidly still. Absolutely no chance of even the slightest movement. But had the hanger been completely silent, had there been no noise, or no buzz of excitement, there would have been a noise coming from Taylor. Just the hissing of her breath through the tiny nostril holes in the hood. Those were her only method of breathing and it was down to her entirely to regulate her breathing. Taking in deep, deep breaths then expelling the same breath through the same holes in that hissing, slightly eerie sound.

That sound. That awful sound when taken together with the stark, staring frightened eyes looking out from the leather hood was very frightening. Very scary. Taylor's eyes bulging. Darting side to side trying to focus. Trying to fathom out what was happening to her. Those eyes were indeed a window to her soul.

The excitement and buzz as bidding on the final 'lot' began could be described as 'mature'. That is it wasn't an immature cackle. The crowd gathered around the Taylor display and the narration from the plasma screen was lowered in volume until the Auctioneer's voice faded in over the commentators who could not shower enough praise on the teenager as she won another competition or broke another record for speed skating or swimming.

There had been five interested parties at the start of bidding. Bidding opened at $500,000 US Dollars and had risen in $100k increments to just under a million. That was where the first bidder dropped out. The second bidder had dropped out at $1.25 million. The third at $1.7 million. That left two bidders, one male, one female. These between them increased the price for Taylor to $2.25 million. Eventually, the guy had shook his head at $2.95 million. The look of abject disappointment in his face as the leather clad woman with dark glasses on, secured the rights to Taylor, was profound. His head just moved slowly side to side, his thick chubby lips pressed together. Gutted was one word to describe the guy. He had wanted Taylor, wanted her very badly. But he had lost out completely and unceremoniously to the mysterious woman in dark glasses and leather.

The woman remained expressionless as she made her way through the crowd, the auctioneer's hammer coming down at $2.95 million US Dollars. Wow! Shit! A human being purchased for so much money. The excitement and pure buzz remained as the woman made her way to the display, stopping only momentarily to ask permission to get up onto the platform. She did so to a massive round of applause. Nobody knew the striking woman in the tailored, fitted black leather suit. They wouldn't though – Na'ilah's reputation was partly due to her anonymity. Her heels clicked purposely as she approached the suspended form of Taylor who remained rigidly motionless within her bondage. She circled the teenager and then stopped in front of her and then quite deliberately running a gloved finger between the legs of the girl. Finding her sex lips then with little or no ceremony, slipping two fingers inside her. All the way inside her past the first and second and up to the third knuckle before hooking the fingers back. The gloved finger tips searching and finding Taylor's G spot. Taylor couldn't utter a sound of horror, or objection as the fingers raped her. But to this experienced Sadist, she could not hide the fact that the G spot had been found. Just in the slightest difference, the tiniest nuances of her inner muscle contortions as the finger tips played over the spot repeatedly. She knew. The Sadist knew. And, had the excitement in the hanger not reached fever pitch. Had there been a silence, the crowd too would have known from the increase in urgency of those hissing breaths from the nostrils of the hood.

The woman, Taylor's new owner, removed her fingers, and wiped them on one of Taylor's thighs. This to another rapturous round of applause from the gathered crowd. Then she was gone. Into a side room off the hanger, to complete the transaction. Na'ilah would soon be the owner of Taylor.

 
 




SIX: TANYA – Now

 

It would not be untrue to say that after twelve hours, Tanya was not the same girl who had been brought to that aircraft hangar. Oh, she was still that beautiful, blonde, busty, leggy girl, except really and truly 'something' had been taken away from her. It was like her mind-set had been altered. Or more like it had been re-arranged and cajoled into something completely different. Like it had been softened up. Like she had been softened up.

“MMMMMMMM MMMMMMAAAAHHHHH MMMMMMMMAAAAAAA.”

Between the aircraft taking off, there was usually two, possibly three minutes of relative silence. Apart from the normal, daily din of a massive industrial park that is. In comparison to the total roar of jet engines of various sizes, that industrial noise could be described as 'bliss'. In the hangar though there was no bliss. There was Miss Tanya James. Once again she was hanging by her wrists. And there was a gentle, large arced swing since she was at the end of the long, long chain that disappeared high into the rafters, and onto the chain block. Ever such a gentle swing. Like she was travelling a few inches above the floor. But there was no increase in her height at the end of the swing, just before the return, simply because that arch was so big and the swing was so gentle. As she swung she also rotated... very slowly, offering a continuous and differing view of herself. The noise that came from her was not loud, or desperate. It was just a continuous droning groan. One that told of distress, and pain and anxiety. Both of past anxieties and the utter fear and terrors of ones to come.

“MMMMMMMMAAAAAAAA MMMMMMMAAAAHHHHHHA MMMMMMAAAA.”

Quite a melancholy sound really. If one were to actually stand in close proximity and listen. As Na'ilah was doing. Just standing, and letting the American gently swing back and forth past her. The Arabic woman at the bottom of the gentle, almost imperceptible arc along which Tanya was swinging. The slightest smile painted across her smooth, flawless lips as the sounds from Tanya dripped out and seemed to slide off the floor, the walls and the apexes of corrugated roofs high above.

Tanya was limp. There was no energy left in her. But not just that. It was like the will had been sapped out of her. Not really sapped from her but drained. Just taken away. Over twelve hours of continuous rape, and abuse had taken its toll. She had been thoroughly and completely raped. There wasn't another word that could be used. A girl wouldn't subject herself willingly to this form of treatment. Would she? Well not Tanya anyway. In the twelve plus hours she had been totally re-educated in sexual matters. She had learnt what it was like to sexually gratify others on their terms. She wasn't climbing another rung of the ladder here. She was simply having the orifices of her body used in such a way that her pleasure was not even under consideration. Semen dripped from her cunt and from her ass. The insides of her thighs glistened with spent juices that had been ejaculated up inside her and then dripped out and poured down those delicious legs. Her flawless flesh wasn't flawless any more. There were scratches, some of them seeping little trickles of blood. The expensive, sheer stockings that encased her leg flesh were still there, sort of. But the holes and runs were extensive. The nylon was tattered, torn and what expanses of the once perfect nylon did exist were stained with bodily fluids of one description, or another. Her mouth moved, as though she were trying to say words. But nothing decipherable was coming out. Just motions, lips moving up and down like a goldfish in a bowl. But her mouth tasted to. Tasted spendings of semen. Even urine in there somewhere. Her tongue coated and rank. She didn't have her shoes on any more either. They had long since been discarded in another area of the hangar. Later, once this place was cleared up totally... once Tanya was shipped out... there would be no trace of her what-so-ever. The place would be forensically cleaned to micro standards.

Another jet taking off. It was as though it skimmed the rooftop of the hangar such was its volume. The absolute roar. And the shaking of the ground. But... so surreally so bizarrely the slow graceful arc of Tanya's movement was not in any way interrupted, or spoilt. It was like an unstoppable symphony in an orgy of sound. At least that is what any onlooker would see. But if they were to look closer, if they were just to see deep into those drained eyes of the swinging, damaged girl, they would see a greater orgy. One of distress. And yes that fear.

Na'ilah just held her hand out to slow then stop Tanya's arc. She wanted to stop her. She wanted to talk to the girl. Wanted to instil further distress into her. It wasn't like there was any pretence that the American would be comforted, or soothed in any way. Oh no far from that. This wasn't where Tanya would be lied to, told everything would be ok and that her ordeal would soon be over. Oh god, no that wasn't the case at all. This was where Tanya's mind was further played with. Melted and in general abused just a little more before she was prepared for shipping out of this place. Out of this country. Na'ilah brought Tanya to a hanging stand still. Her toes were down pointing, and although there was no strength or movement in her, it seemed the toes, her feet in general were searching for solid ground. But they never found that solid ground. Far from it. She simply hung there. Helpless really. Moaning, groaning. Na'ilah moving in close to her. Forcing herself onto her own tippy toes really so that she could whisper into the girl's ear.

“So Ms James, Cunt... the journey begins. I know you can hear me, and I know you can understand everything that I am saying. Just like I know that you know and understand what has just happened to you over the past hours. And I know you know, deep down, this is just the beginning for you. I'm sure at this point you think that things cannot get any worse for you. I just wanted to assure you... just wanted to absolutely assure you that this is not the case. This really is just the beginning. From here on in it all goes downhill at a rapid rate for you. There is no comfort for you. Or kind words. What is happening to you now and what will happen to you in the future, is simply a further torment. A further suffering. I know you can understand me. I know, I just know that all of my words are sinking into your psyche and that they are resting just there. On your psyche. My words helping to deepen your suffering. Helping to fuck with your mind even more. I must tell you, I do like the thought of a mind such as yours, all fucked up and twisted.”

It was like a display of her power over the helpless, abused American. And as indisputable evidence that her words were sinking into and settling on the right part of her brain, there was a change in volume and pitch of the moan that had been spilling from Tanya's cracked, swollen lips. Barely none of the gloss that had been coating her lips remained. It had either been chewed away by herself. Or by the rapists as they had raped her mouth with their cocks, and their tongues and bitten and sucked hard onto those formerly flawless lips. Also around her mouth and lips, dried, soaked in semen and fluids that showed her mouth had been used for sexual relief that could only be imagined happening in the worst possible nightmare.

“MMMMMMMMMMMNNNGGGGGGGG MMMMMMMGGGGGGMMMGMGMGMGMG MMMMMMMMGGGGGGHHHHHHH MMMMMMMMMM MMNNNNNNGGGG.”

Most definitely there was a change in pitch and volume. But it was also a different 'sound'. It kind of morphed from the droning moan and into a sob. As Na'ilah spoke to her, kind of hissed into her ear, the morph had progressed into the perfect, pitiful sobbing. The sound of the sob came from between her lips. But the sob itself emanated from the pit of her stomach. Or even deeper, the pit of her soul. If one were to blind oneself for just a few minutes... suspend all the jets taking off, and in the distance, landing... and just listen to that noise... one would come to the conclusion that it wasn't really a human being suspended there in front of you. Rather it was like an animal in distress. A deep distress. But... no not an animal at all. This was the true noise, the truest most purest nuance of a blonde American girl... a woman who had had everything going for her just a few hours before, and who was now sinking into such a pit of abuse and despair that these 'noises' just poured from her. Na'ilah liked these noises. She just loved the 'sounds' that came from this girl. She loved the inhuman, human sounds that just poured from her. Miss Tanya James was going to be the source of much pleasure. Oh yes Miss James aka Cunt was going to feed the need for such girls for a long time to come. Miss Tanya James was probably single-handedly responsible for increasing the price of western girls in the Middle East. That is, western girls destined for modern day harems.

As the Arabic woman had whispered into Tanya's ear, so she had gently run her fingertips down over the girl’s breasts. Oh her poor breasts. Covered in finger marks. Slap marks. And bites. Yes there were distinct bite marks. Especially around the areola and nipple areas. Completely at odds with the torture and abuse she had received, the constant sexual attentions, wanted or not, rendered the nipples permanently erect. In a way it was like her body had betrayed her. Her nipples like teats. Big teats. Actually quite delicious teats as Na'ilah ran her finger tips over the very tips of those teats. More at odds than the sight of the teat like nipples were the sounds that interspersed with the deep, soulful sobbing. Just at those precise moments that Na'ilah's finger tips swiped over the nipple tips, so that soulful sob was suspended and a deep, deep groan, almost a grunt came from her. It was the enforced throb of pleasure that the Arab was skilfully administering that suspended the sob. And it WAS enforced. It WAS NOT wanted by Tanya. In her deepest of despair she most definitely didn't WANT to be feeling this unpleasant pleasure. The groan was one of objection mixed with a disbelief that her body was betraying her in this way.

“It's ok Cunt... just let yourself go. Let yourself go. Enjoy these sensations while you can. Soon you will not be able to feel pleasure any more. Soon there will be no such thing for you as pleasure. At least not this kind of pleasure anyway.....”

There was a cryptic quality to what Na'ilah was saying. Like there was something she was holding back. Like she was deepening the torment. She circled one nipple, then the other. Then she swiped the pad of her forefinger over one then the other. Listened to the nuances of Tanya's distress and then she stroked the breast flesh. Then down between the breasts and over the girl's tummy. It was another stark contrast. The abused hanging, white, meat like flesh of Tanya, and the perfect, flawless olive skin of Na’ilah. And yet again there was that 'at odds' thing that crept into the mind of anyone watching. Tanya dripping with juices and despair. Quite soiled and heavily abused. Na'ilah perfectly flawless and sublime in her appearance. And yet, she was in so close to Tanya, seemingly unconcerned about being in such close proximity to this soiled, used and abused piece of American meat. That was what was at odds. That vision. Soiled abused former perfection and simply awesomely perfect flawless Arabian woman. Softly spoken and in utter absolute control.

Tanya's tummy twitching as the finger tips played down over it. Another deeper set groan as those same fingers wandered down over the pubic area – where one day there might have been hair. Tanya had been hairless for years. She liked that. The smoothness. So did Na'ilah like that. She tickled a finger over that area and then down further. Just where the beginning of the slit was. Except it wasn't just a slit. It had become a dripping gaping hole. The labia was swollen, puffed up and an angry, purple colour. Almost like it was bruised. Yes, that is it. It was bruised from the hours and hours of abuse it had received. Na'ilah just parted the labia gently, dipping her fingertip in and using the leakings to lubricate her fingertip so that it slid more easily. She trawled the length of the slit. First down then back up. She used the same finger then to circle the clitoris. Ever so gently circling the clitoris until it peeled, and peeked almost shyly from inside its hood.

“MMMMMMAAAAAAAA NNNNGGGGGGG HHHHHHHHHHHMMMAAAMA.”

Another pitch change from Tanya as Na'ilah slipped her two fore fingers inside the girl. Making sure she pressed against the smooth inner walls as she inserted them deep and then hooked them back. Hooked them back when they were deep. She turned her hand, and in doing so turned her fingers. Then hooking them back and upwards she pressed out from the inside. Her fingertips and her nails lightly raking the inner walls above the pubis. She raked and gently searched that area, and eventually found that G spot. She knew she had found it because the sound, the pitch from Tanya changed again. Another groan of distress. Pure distress that this woman had found such an intimate, personal area inside her. Once that area was found, the enforced stimulation was not a choice thing. She could not simply switch off and choose not to feel those sensations. It was a fact that only other women truly understood the G spot. Only a woman, such a Na'ilah would be able to manipulate the G spot in such a way, that despite what Tanya had been through, the ordeal, the horrific abuse, despite all of that, even 'because' of it, she could find that spot and use it further against the blonde American.

“AAAAMMMMMMMMMM MMMMMM GODDDDDDDDDDD...... AAAHHHHHHHH MMMMMMMMMNNNGGGGGGG HHHHHHHHHHH AHHHEEEEEEEE NOOOOOOOOOOO.”

It wasn't a willing orgasm that she experienced. It was an enforced orgasm. And despite myths to the opposite, it was possible to enforce orgasm on an unwilling, helpless girl. It was another betrayal of the person by the body, and mind. Na'ilah had found the G spot and worked it. Pressed it and worked and lightly scraped it. At the same time she had brought her thumb into play and had pressed over the swollen nub that was Tanya's clitoris. She had pressed that and contorted it. She had worked her thumb and two buried fingers perfectly and the she had brought Tanya to orgasm. Not just a simple orgasm. Not simply an intense clitoral based orgasm, but one also that emanated from the G spot itself. When she came she convulsed as she hung. Na'ilah steadied her with the same fingers she was controlling the orgasm with. And she milked the orgasm with the same, effortless calm as she spoke with. Tanya squirting as she orgasmed. Squirting her own cum, but also expending some more of the stuff that had been ejaculated deep inside her. The noises she made as she came and came were of distress and disbelief but also pure undiluted, unwanted, enforced pleasure.

“Enjoy Cunt... enjoy your very last orgasm... ever. Soon you will not be able to orgasm. Very soon.”

Tanya came and came, then hung once again, motionless except for the slightest swing on the end of that chain. Na'ilah moved in close again, stopping the swing and whispering to Tanya again, this time through slightest gritted teeth.

“Now... tell me... tell me what you... tell me who you are?”

The wretchedness that Tanya felt at herself, could only muster up one word that dripped from her mouth.

“C-u-n-t...”

True to Na'ilah's at the outset. Tanya would willingly refer to herself as Cunt.

The single biggest hurdle for Na'ilah and her team, with any new 'project', wasn't the acquisition itself. Although, it remained no mean feat to bring a target under control and then remove them from the general population, then under absolute control. Very much it depended on the country one was in. For instance, the United States... the leaders of the free world. 'The' voice of democracy. Apart from the criminal system, no one person or organization had the right to control another in any one single way. Let alone, in every single way. Nor did any one person have the right, to sexually abuse, and torture another. And the laws of the land were pretty much geared up so that such possibilities did not exist. An organization such as the one Na'ilah was embroiled in had that bit off to perfection. Removing individual girls, and women from society... making them disappear into thin air was quickly becoming second nature. That is the actual art of taking them, with the minimum of fuss. Just luring them into a position that made that 'snatch' easy. Take Tanya James. For months and months under the tightest and closest of surveillance. Tanya was being watched before even the wife of the wronged wife had agreed to the way ahead. Na'ilah just adored watching these creatures in their own habitat. Totally thrilled in watching them enjoy their lives in total freedom. Knowing that very soon they would not be free at all. Knowing that they were going to lose all of that. Knowing that not only were they going to lose their freedom, but they were going to suffer immeasurably to. And it WAS impossible to 'measure' the amount of suffering any one individual would go through. Again using Tanya as an example. Because she was a blonde, leggy, busty and delicious American girl, her suffering would be ten, twenty, fifty, one hundred fold worse than say, an example originated in say, South Africa.

Oh yes, Na'ilah had that initial search and selection off to a tee. That was the easy part. Or should I say that was the easiest part. The absolute critical part of the task though remained and always would, the removing of the individual from the country in question. Once again it depended on which country the individual was being removed from. People trafficking in third world countries was pretty much a daily occurrence. A daily way of life. As such it was relatively an easy feat to move an individual or group and ship them to the Middle East. But once again using America as the example, the task of shipping an individual moved from the 'relatively' easy category, to the 'extremely difficult' one. Every single eventuality had to be thought of and covered in full. There was no room for error. There was only ever one chance to get it right. USA border control in the modern day was completely tight, and ruthless. More so and especially with regard to any Middle East connections. Obviously, traffic coming into the US was under closer scrutiny than that going out. But given that Na'ilah was currently in the business of shipping female human beings to a Middle Eastern harems, she as an individual had to be pretty airtight.

Na'ilah travelled the world with ease and practically unchallenged. Her Saudi Arabian passport, and her papers gave her reason for travelling, and her occupation as 'art curator for the Saudi royal family'. An impressive cover. Except that it wasn't a cover. That actually WAS her role. That actually was her reason for travelling the world. When she wasn't sourcing suitable female human beings for shipping she was sourcing works of art and arranging for their shipment to the various royal palaces of Saudi Arabia. It wasn't always the case that the individual's final destination was the Kingdom of Saudi Arabia. But once the individual in question was in the Middle East territories, movement was easy and unchallenged.

In the case of Tanya James, Na'ilah could and did blend her two roles beautifully into one. That is she had come to America to source a sculptor, an artist who would create various opulent and intricately detailed life sized models of large animals, mostly African, that would be placed in various royal residences. This she did with ease. He was then commissioned to make various pieces which he did whilst Na'ilah set about, what for her was a far more exciting task. Sourcing a suitable American woman or girl. Na'ilah had come across the wife of Tanya's boss completely and utterly by accident. Na'ilah's circle of contacts the world over was wide and varied so being at a corporate event at which the wife was present wasn't something unbelievable. They got talking by pure chance. One could say it was fate. Certainly Tanya's fate was to be mapped from that point, even if it were only to be finally sealed at that later final meeting. Part three of Na'ilah's task was to find another sculptor. One who could produce outstanding copies of original work. Or one who could produce pieces in the same style as the 'straight' sculptor. The crooked sculptor would produce work to exact specifications required and without question. The particular sculptor that Na'ilah found, a quite delicious woman in her forties, had completed similar projects in the past. In those cases though she had left just little orifices available for the transportation of various drugs and narcotics. In the case of this very special project for Na'ilah the space inside the work would accommodate a human being. That is, the space inside a very detailed, life size sculpture of a young African elephant would contain Miss Tanya James on its journey out of the United States. I say a young African elephant since quite simply a 'baby' elephant would not be big enough to house such a creature. And a fully grown one would be too large for purpose. So the sculpture had to be of intermediate size. A 'cute' young elephant. Life like in every way and yet containing a delicious American bitch.

By the time Tanya was to be packaged and shipped, she had at least part recovered from the ordeal inside the main part of the hangar. That is she had part recovered physically in that some strength had returned, and some bodily function. She would never recover mentally. Her mind-set was and would remain in the subservient, just pleased to be alive state. Even that was a false state since at many times in the future she would prefer, and wish for death over what she was going to endure. But death for Miss Tanya James was not an option. That would be a release. An escape. Escape was not an option. Regardless of her boss's wife stipulating that Tanya should suffer, and then suffer some more for the rest of her life, she had no further part, or no further say in what happened to the blonde American bitch. Oh she would be provided with DVD evidence on a regular basis regarding Tanya's treatment. But that was all she would be provided with. Even that would be sparse since there could be no means of tracing Tanya left. Indeed, Tanya's suffering would be comparable to her beauty. Her intellect and her nationality. Poor poor Tanya!

Her legs would form the core of the back legs of the elephant. The specifications of the inner moulding were that Tanya would be on tippy toes through her journey. Tippy toes and that bend gradually forward at the hips and waist around the almost gentle curve of the beast's rear end. Her arms would then stretch out in front of her and bend slightly downward and into the hollow of the front legs. There was absolutely no sign that this beast could house a human being from the outside. It was sealed and simply 'a work of art'. Usually an opportunity to make Tanya suffer was not missed and this was not an exception. As though being smuggled out of the country sealed in a lead lined, plaster-of-paris elephant wasn't enough; Tanya's both intimate orifices had been filled with inflatable appendages once she had been installed inside the beast. The back entrance of the elephant used to good effect and then plastered over and spray painted. At this point, the amount of inflation of the cuntal and anal rubber phalluses was immense. The maximum without causing permanent irreversible damage. There was a noise that came from deep inside the plaster as that inflation took place. But it was no more than a muffled whimper. A muffled whimper of pain, and anxiety as her insides were reamed and spread to the fullest possible. The cuntal intruder resting up permanently against her cervix and the anal one, likewise against her colon. Her labia gripping and sucking on the thickness of the object in the same way that her anal ring, all distended and thick sucked and gripped its own particular object. The discomfort was immediate and unrelenting. Any toilet, or hygiene issues would not be able to be solved until the final destination was reached, thus another source of absolute torment since she had been made to drink plentiful amount of water before the packaging had begun in order that she remain hydrated through the process and journey.

Of course Tanya had to be silenced for the entire trip. Couldn't risk letting even that muffled sound spill out at all. A ring gag was inserted behind her teeth and then another inflatable inserted into the mouth and down the throat. This was an ingenious method of silencing in that the mouth didn't need to be sealed. So the lips were free to stretch and adapt deliciously inside that elephant. And yet, at the same time no sound could or would be emitted. The tube in the mouth and down the throat wold be inflated and would serve two purposes. That being, an effective, invasive gag, and also a breather tube. This tube then fed down the trunk of the animal. Tanya basically forced to breathe through the trunk of the beast. The tube actually taking over the breathing functions for the unfortunate girl. What must have gone through this girl's mind as she was packaged in this way can only be guessed at really. Supervised by Na'ilah the packaging was complete and utter in its execution. Tanya would exist in this 'state' for the better part of twenty four hours. In short, even Tanya's trip to her final destination was a torture in itself.

The blonde American's disappearance had been reported on local TV stations briefly. But that story died. People went missing all the time. Sometimes they 'chose' to go missing. Sometimes they didn't. Sometimes they were found. Sometimes they weren't. The greater population read and inwardly digested these stories and they faded from the memories. Tanya had simply vanished. It had been investigated briefly. But so unexplained was it that this girl who had everything and had now seemingly, simply vanished off the face of the earth, that the ONLY explanation was that she had gone of her own free will and didn't want to be found again. People did that all the time. A new start. A new life. In Tanya's case this was right. Just not of her own free will. The elephant containing Tanya, loaded and shipped with the real works of art. X-ray machines would not see through the lead lining. No sign of life would be detected. Tanya... Miss Tanya James... en-route to her new life.

 

Outside the sky was a deep, deep blue. Somehow, knowing what went on in this place made that sky all the more beautiful. That deep blue seemed to at least try to bathe the whole evil away. It failed of course. Failed in proportions that can only be described as immense. Tanya had arrived here less than twenty four hours previously. And she had been cracked out of the fake elephant art work less than eight hours previously. As the plaster had been cracked away there had been a terrible, frightened like mewling from Tanya. When eventually her head was freed her eyes were wide, bulging. That packaging, that journey had taken a little bit more of her away. Words alone cannot describe what Tanya must have felt. Desolation, fear, and an inner anxiety that can only have served to reduce her just that little bit more. Already, she was having difficulty in remembering quite why she was here. Where she had come from. What was going to happen to her? That was her mind melting that was. The effects of shock. The shock of the repeated rape and abuse. The shock of the packaging, and the journey. Just the whole surreal thing that was happening to her. It just all defied belief. Trying to comprehend what was happening to her, for her, was a complete impossibility. Even trying to do that. Just trying to make some sense out of it made her whimper even more.

The men that had unpackaged her, Middle Eastern men, barely dressed, had smiled wide and talked manically in their native tongues. One didn't have to be Arabic to sense the excitement they showed when they had seen the naked leggy blonde American bitch in all her glory. It had obviously been some time since they had such a girl through this particular facility. As they cleaned her down and got her standing upright, they quite naturally poked, prodded and 'felt' the stunned twenty five year old who could only stand whimpering, and hugging and rubbing her own arms. One of the men, as handsome as he was, crouched down in some kind of perverse way, deflated the inflatables and then slid them from inside her. At that time though, she had still been breathing through the tube and the groan from deep inside her was just muffled as he smiled up at her, and slid the things out of her. That particular handsome man could not resist flicking his tongue then over the distended swollen labia as he removed the anal intruder. First the hiss of compressed air being released. The deep deep groan of Tanya as her insides returned to somewhere near normal proportions and then the long slow pull out as the man retrieved that particular intruder. Her anal ring being pulled out with it. All swollen, all distended with the dragging out of the deflated tubing.

Another man helped steady Tanya from behind as the first released the compressed air from the oral inflated tubing. He had wrapped his arms under her arms and then brought his lower arms and hands around and under Tanya's breasts. It wasn't a coincidence any more than it was an accident that he cupped those breasts, and kneaded, and squeezed them, not always gently, as the other guy had worked on removing the appendages inside her. There had been a distinct, swollen like ridge down the length of her throat before the air had been released. That had been the tube itself, pressing out from the inside and in doing so creating that swollen like appearance. The thought was almost too terrifying to contemplate, that this particular tubing had prevented her breathing in the normal way and that indeed her breathing could be controlled, absolutely and totally via this contraption. Such measures of control were used often in various institutions in the Middle East. And in this particular harem were used as punishment and training almost on a daily basis on one hapless female or another. As the compressed air had been released from that thing, there had been a hiss and the swollen ridge down the length of her throat visible retracted and went down until the natural shape and contours of the throat returned. The thing had been retrieved and pulled out gradually, pulling bile and drool with it. Tanya coughing. Crying. Sobbing. That anxiety and distress did not really dissipate she as she had been taken into a courtyard for the hosing down. She was in effect being 'freshened up' after a long, uncomfortable journey.

Being hosed down, in this place, in this hell, with powerful jet washers and ice cold water could be a considered a luxury in comparison with what happened on a daily basis. Tanya, had in her relatively short life had heard of girls and women in various Middle Eastern countries, being circumcised. But she had never paid any attention to it. As far as she was concerned it didn't affect her and so she didn't need to know any more about it. If truth be known, she didn't really even know what circumcision meant. She had a passing flitting thought that it was 'something sexually related'. Something to do with the very intimate areas. But she had never given it a second thought. If she had given female circumcision that second thought, she would have also have thought of the devastating effects such a procedure had on the women concerned. It wasn't just the physical procedure. That in itself was traumatic in varying degrees depending on which method was used to carry it out. It wasn't just the physical affects. Those would heal with time. It was the mental effects. The effects on the mind. Not so much the effects on the mind of Middle Eastern women. They were brought up in the knowledge that at some point or other during their lives they could be circumcised at any time. For those, they lived the daily threat of such brutality, for reasons that ranged from simply making them into better mothers and wives to breaking the law in some way or another. Usually, if a girl, or woman came under scrutiny of the religious police for any reason what-so-ever, her clitoris's days were numbered.

“We are going to circumcise you. Do you understand what that means Cunt?”

Na'ilah had followed Tanya to the Middle East via a different route. It was always unlikely that anything could or would go wrong. Or that the real live cargo would be discovered amongst all the artwork. But that was a chance that was never taken. There was no such possibility left to chance. Tanya couldn't think straight. She couldn't think at all. Her mind, as was just could not, would not function. She struggled to make sense of what Na'ilah was saying. It was strange she recognised Na'ilah's voice. Even got some strange comfort from it, despite the casually abusive tone. Although she didn't realise it, at that time, some of that comfort was born out of the one final intense orgasm that Na'ilah had given her after that oh-so-long raping session in that hangar. Oh at the time, that orgasm was a wretched thing. It was forced in such a calculating, obscene way that she had almost passed out. But that orgasm seemed so long ago, and the horror of it had faded leaving just the memories of the intense pleasure. Yes a forced pleasure but it was intense and prolonged none-the-less. And, it was Na'ilah's voice that Tanya associated with that orgasm. It was that voice that she heard now. But something wasn't right now. Something just wasn't right. Now that beautiful, serene voice was talking about circumcision. Something she knew nothing about, except vaguely. She shook her head.

“N-no... no, I don't know what that means... p-please... c-can I go, h-home?”

There was no real hope in what she asked. Her voice wasn't confident, and arrogant any more. It was almost always accompanied by a throaty, gurgling sob that she could not contain. Somehow, for some reason, even her own name Tanya was starting to fade from her memory now. She seemed to respond to the name that Na'ilah constantly referred to her by, 'Cunt'. It seemed that now, in this new place she was Cunt. That was her name. That had been an obscene word she had never used before. It was funny she remembered always thinking what an obscene word that was. What a disgusting word it was. She had always objected strongly to its use either by men, or other women. And now... and now she WAS that word. That all seemed so crass now. So insignificant in comparison to what was happening to her now. Her mind struggling to cope with trying to think, trying to work out why she was here. Where had it all gone wrong?

“Let me answer your question first. You are home. This is where you will spend out the rest of your life. Now circumcision... We will remove your clitoris. In say two hours time you will no longer have a clitoris. Nor will you be able to enjoy sex any longer. You will not be able to orgasm, and you will receive no pleasure pulses from having sex at all. This means that you will be able to put your all into the enjoyment of the people who will use you. Do you understand what I am saying? Do you understand what all of this means, Cunt?”

The words were sinking into Tanya's mind. There had been that association between Na'ilah's voice and that intense pleasure and now, that same voice was telling her that all of that pleasure was going to be taken away. The single most intimate private 'organ' of any woman body was going to be taken away from her and that she would never again experience sexual pleasure. Or orgasm. Those words were sinking in and for the first time for a long time she was beginning to understand fully what was being said. Profound was the fact that, the first thing she was understanding for a long time, was the explanation of how she was going to have her sexuality taken away from her and that she would simply exist for the pleasure of others.

“Please, please can I keep it? Please... please Ma'am... I will pleasure others and put everything into that... p-please don't take my pleasure, my clitoris away please?”

There was a quality to the pleading of Tanya that told of the desperate, desolate understanding of what was about to happen. That was common with western women. Women who had previously enjoyed total freedom. And women who had enjoyed and maximised on their sexual liberty. The thought or knowledge of losing that little nub of intense pleasure was comparable in emotional terms, to losing a child. Losing a new born baby. Tanya, simply stood in the middle of the room in which the procedure would take place sobbing, and sobbing.

That was a scene that should have been captured and immortalised in digital form. Tanya aka Cunt standing, naked sobbing bitterly just after being explained to by Na'ilah what the losing of her clitoris actually meant. No-one comforting her. No-one with an arm around her shoulder cuddling her. Like there would have been back in America if she had been so emotionally upset by something. Tanya just isolated, in the middle of that room, Just Na'ilah standing back, in silence. Letting Cunt cry. Letting her sob her heart out. Not attempting to get the girl to stop crying. Or not attempting to tell her that everything will be ok. That there is nothing to worry about. Just a bitter, uncontrolled sobbing, as though it was not from the pit of her stomach but from her soul instead. The kind of sobbing that was usually associated with grief, or terror. This was a terror filed sobbing and yet one also that had a resignation to it. In Tanya's fucked up mind she wasn't going to wake up from this particular nightmare. To this point probably the lowest point of Tanya life so far. It had crossed her mind at some point during her repeated rape and abuse in that hangar that nothing could be worse than that. But this transcended that by far. This sending the girl into a downward spiral that would result in irreversible mental health issues. Up in the corner of the room, there was a little video camera recording every second of the proceedings. Recording directly onto DVD. This would later be forwarded to the wronged wife of the boss that Tanya had taken great delight in fucking the brains out of on a regular basis in order to further her career. This was her career now. The wife would be very pleased with what she was watching this time round. Very pleased indeed.

In no way was this going to be an easy ride for Tanya. In no ways would things be made easy for her. She was in for a traumatic, terrible time.

The room was a stark white room. It looked quite crude and yet by necessity was clinically clean. Forensically clean in fact. White washed walls, ceiling and floor. The floor sloped in very slightly from all four sides and in the centre, underneath what looked like a padded gynaecologists chair  bench was a drain hole covered with mesh. The lighting in that room was bright. Very, very bright. And it was even so that shadows were not cast. The lighting in this room was important. It was a light that had to be worked by. Tanya had continued to sob even as she had been helped onto the chair  bench this by some white coated men. Quite at odds with what was going to happen to her, she was treated really quite delicately as the strapping had been loosely applied. At first legs only slightly parted. Each leg individually restrained at ankles and knees and then upper thighs. Her arms then brought to her sides and down. Secured by her wrists to a lower bar. And to the bar at the same level as her torso, by the elbows. A strap brought across her lower tummy just above her pubis. One in her middle tummy. Then one under her breasts. One across, and over the top of her breasts. And one across her throat. Finally a shaped strap across her forehead. This final strap was shaped in that it fitted to the forehead and curve of the head like a cap would. Thus holding the head firmly in place.

Tanya's sobbing had ebbed and flowed through the whole process. At times the emotion became too great for her to bear and she would just let it pour out. At other times it reduced to a pitiful whimpering. It was when the chair was activated, when all the strapping and restraint tightened, and snapped into place that the pitiful sobbing, and whimpering and begging screaming pleading all fell into place to create, for Na'ilah the perfect sound of hyper-distress. As a sadist there was no better sound than one of utter anxiety, fright, and sorrow all rolled into one. The perfect sound. Nothing more perfect than that sound. And so far no-one had made that sound better than Tanya. Tanya was proving to be the ideal subject for Na'ilah. Tanya aka Cunt, sinking into a pit of despair, anxiety and submission that existed only in the most twisted minds.

It was quite a study in human response. Tanya unable to move barely a muscle and yet letting out this dirge of sobbing. That dirge only increasing then as her legs were spread wide, bent at the knees. The lower legs brought almost under the thighs but not quite. The arch of the back quite severe as the chair / bench slowly curved in the middle, forcing the pubic region out and up. The arm binds snapped tight. The torso ones tightened so much that the flesh was dented. Head completely still. Totally absolutely still. There was no chance of movement, or repelling any attentions. The total immobilisation required so that the surgeon could work unhindered. So that he, or she could remove the clitoris with the minimum of fuss.

Unfortunately for Tanya, her new owner, the Harem owner had insisted that the “blonde American bitch” be circumcised without any form of anaesthetic or pain relief. She had been spared that particular piece of knowledge, not for any particular concern for her. But rather, it just hadn't been mentioned. It was rare that any form of communication took place with the victim. It was rare too that the victim was gagged since, anything she said was never taken into consideration or listened to in any shape or form. In Tanya's case this was pure joy since, she could stay and witness a circumcision in all its glory. The girl helplessly restrained, and with no defence against the pain and the horror of what was happening to her. Indeed, Tanya would be kept awake and lucid throughout. Tanya would not even be permitted the luxury of passing out, or blocking out the happening as she was separated from her most intimate organ.

“EEEEEEEEAAAAAAA GGGGHHHHHHHH DDDDDNNGNNGNGGGNGNNGNGGGNG.”

It was a noise that Tanya hadn't made before. But then she wouldn't have. The clitoris had been clamped tightly around its base and then pulled out severely. Stretched from its root. An incision had been made around the base. Just in one skilful slice by the female surgeon. Twisting her wrist with the curved scalpel so that the cut was made in one skilfully applied movement. That movement didn't detach the clitoris. Rather it simply bared the root of the clitoris. The central nerve. The pleasure carrying nerve. With that incision made, the clamp was adjusted a little more so that the root nerve was bared more. The second incision, the one that actually detached the clitoris was made at the deepest possible level. This was not simply a snipping of the end of the clitoris. Rather this incision amputated the clitoris at it route source basis. Where the nerve disappeared into the femininity. A simple, almost effortless cut that was unhampered by a totally restrained Tanya. There had been the silence... then that scream as the pain signals reached and were processed by her brain.

“AAAAAAAHGHGHGHGHGH EEEEHEHEHHFF FGGHHGHHGGHHGHGHGGH.”

This time more urgent. For the first time the sobbing stopped. It stopped dead as the processing by the brain took place. Then there was that scream of indescribable pain and disbelief as the core of her femininity was removed. Na'ilah who had taken a spectator position at the side of the room, clenched her thighs at that precise moment separation had taken place. Then she had stood up, as the surgeon had moved back, and experienced the deeper nuances of Tanya's distress and pure horror. There had been a squirt of blood, then nothing. Just the distress. That beautiful distress that a sadist of Na'ilah's kind could savour and enjoy. Going through Tanya's mind... not just the pain, or the anxiety of what had happened. What made it worse by several fold is that in her fucked up mind, Na'ilah, the source of her last ever orgasm had instigated this. Had supervised it. And that the surgeon who had carried it out, had been female. How could any female, or females be so cruel to another of their own sex? She cried, sobbed in her pain and emotional distress. But also, yet something more was taken from her in that room. Her ability to enjoy sex, to orgasm and fulfil a basic sexual need was removed from her with just two, expertly applied flicks of the wrist and scalpel of the surgeon.

Just an hour after the circumcision, Tanya was back on her feet. Her long shapely legs barely held her weight. And the continuous droning sob was part of her now. The surgeon came back in, holding a little phial on a chain. The phial was clear and contained a clear solution. Floating in the solution was Tanya's clitoris. Na'ilah thanked the surgeon in Arabic as she was handed the phial. Tanya looked and sobbed bitterly all over again then as Na'ilah pulled the necklace length chain over her head. From then on, she would wear the American's clitoris as jewellery. As a trophy.

“No more sexual pleasure for you Cunt. And many more, modifications to come. Much, much more distress for you. All the time, you having to sexually please others. Welcome to your new life Cunt.”

In the top corner, the video recording everything. The wife would be pleased. So very pleased.

 
 




SEVEN


 

It was a strange pseudo-surreal scene really. Tanya had been separated from the core of her femininity just little more than an hour ago. She had been helplessly bondaged. Helplessly exposed. Her clitoris then clamped, and pulled out of its hood fully. Stretched painfully out and the held just there whilst the Arabic lady surgeon had prepared the rest of her tools. Time hadn't meant anything at all. It was just the gut wrenching totality of what she felt inside. The pressure from the stretching of her clitoris had been massive. That nerve through the centre of the clitoris, throbbing as it had been pulled out then stretched. Stretched out to its maximum before the flesh surrounding that core nerve would surely split and pull away. During that pulling out, stretching process, Tanya had felt a familiar throb through that core nerve. That was the irony. She was familiar with those throbs. Those were the throbs that occurred for Tanya, before, during and after sexual encounters. The slow steady throb beforehand. The more urgent throb during, that worked its way up that core to the tip of the clitoris and then, the one that almost always nearly drove her insane. Then between the ‘during sex’ throb and the ‘after sex’ ache was the build up to the orgasmic eruption. That was the addictive qualities of that central core nerve throb that had gripped and held Tanya all those years ago. Her wanting and needing for sex had never diminished in that time. No... her hunger had only grown and grown and grown. That had been the part of herself that she had never really had under control. Well it wasn't a case that she never 'really' had it under control. The fact was that 'it' controlled her. That would never change right through her advanced teens through her young adult life. But it was a fact she hid well. Very well indeed. That was the thing that she had worked out in her mind that if she couldn't control it, then she should harness it, and use it to her own advantage. That was what she had learned to do so well. A little like buying an uncontrollable guard dog. It served its purpose in guarding the property but remained uncontrollable. Tanya used her quite perverse hunger for sex, to further herself in her career and it was all down to that central core nerve of her clitoris. That central core that had been clamped, stretched and pulled out and kept pulled out to the maximum.

It had been at that precise point really. That point where her clitoris was at full stretch that for the first time in over thirty six hours, her thoughts, her mind had become clear and lucid. At that precise point almost she had become serene. At least inside her head. She had still been sobbing, and blubbering as the process was carried out. But just at that precise time, her mind had cleared. The throb was familiar. Familiar in that it had emanated from that core of her femininity. But something was different. Very different. It was the tone of the throb. The intensity of it that was different. It hadn't been like that normal throb of hunger that occurred pre-sex. Or that intense orgasmic building throb she experienced during sex. Or that dull aching, receding throb that she experienced post-sex. Actually it was that dull aching post-sex throb that served then to feed the need for more. The need for more that she hid so well. And used so well. No ... this throb, this throb she felt as her clitoris had been clamped, pulled and stretched out had been an altogether different throb. It was like a resigned throb. Maybe like, the clitoris itself knew that its life was coming to an end. Like Tanya's brain, the one that had suddenly become lucid and clear thinking. The one that had suddenly kicked in and become crystal clear. The one that was feeding Tanya that knowledge. The one that convinced her that at last after all this time she getting her own. What goes around comes around. Fate and all that. It was that clearness of thinking, it was that lucidity that finally introduced Tanya to the braking process in that Harem operating theatre. Only the process, not the breaking itself. That had been some way off still. It was on the horizon, but she hadn't quite arrived at that point yet. The breaking point.

That had been the surreal thing. There was no screaming bawling fit as she had been tipped over the edge. Far from that. Worse than that. The knowledge, the clearness of thought, the serene way in which she grasped that fact that she was being broken made it all worse. Made the pit of despair worse. Even as the surgeon and her small team had gathered around to take a closer look at the finest example of American clitoris they had seen for some time that lucidity and clear thinking that was happening inside Tanya's head was making the whole process worse. Only really Na'ilah who stood on the sidelines during this process really recognised what Tanya was going through at this precise stage. Na'ilah knew. She knew very well about that sereneness. She knew about that calmness and the ability even under all of that duress, for the brain to pause, think and understand what was happening and what the individual was going through. It had been at that time that Na'ilah had clenched her thighs and felt her own throb. It was all she could do, to stop herself striding over to the restrained girl, and flicking her tongue across the exposed tip of clitoris as it had been stretched out. All she could do to stop herself just stepping over and dribbling some saliva over that clitoris. Oh how she would have liked that. That little dribbling of saliva, the last little bit of teasing pleasure that that clitoris would ever feel. But that was the sadist inside Na'ilah. That was her driving force. The difference was that she could control her inner urges. Unlike Tanya who now found herself in this predicament because of her inner urges. The ones she disguised as ruthless ambition. Doing whatever it took to succeed.

Even as that first slice in the flesh had taken place, Tanya had still been in that special 'zone'. That place where her head thought all too clearly. It may have been easier to bare had her mind not been able to think clearly really. Had her mind been numbed and disabled to what was happening possibly the effect might not have been so debilitating. But the surreal lucidity made her understand and know what was happening to her and why made her descent, the breaking process so much more than merely debilitating. She felt that slice around the circumference of the base of her clitoris and it was her body's natural reaction to cry out in distress. In reality that slice, created with such an absolute sharp instrument and expert hand, didn't 'hurt' as such. But that wasn't what the brain told her. Because she understood and was thinking so fucking clearly, her brain was processing the information and expanding it. Emphasising it and making it more than it was. The clean, one swipe cutting of the flesh and Tanya was screaming out and breathing through flared nostrils as the clitoris simply hung on to life by that core root. That core nerve. Then the little further adjustment of the clamp and pulling action. Just pulling that core nerve out that little bit more so that the very root of it could be cut. So that femininity could be separated from femininity. It wasn't just the actual procedure. It was the debilitating mental effects such a procedure had. An all American girl, circumcised overseas. In a Middle Eastern country at that. Affecting her sexuality. Affecting her mind.

The whole procedure can only have lasted minutes. And yet to a serenely lucid thinking brain, that short amount of time seemed as stretched and elongated as the clitoris itself. How Tanya wishes she could be just asleep through this. Funny that. Not how she wished she did not have to endure it. Or not how she wished she wasn't in this place. But how she wished she just didn't have to know so clearly what was happening to her. How she could just shut her brain down until it was all over. The sign that Tanya was in acceptance. What was happening to her was not an option or something that could be got out of. Fuck... she just wanted her brain not to be thinking so clearly. It was the point that she wished she could sink into madness. So that all of those lucid thoughts could be numbed out. Faded out. No such luck though. Even as the core nerve, the very root of the clamped stretched clitoris was cut, even as the clitoris, the core of Tanya sexuality and femininity was taken from her, her mind gave it to her in clear, crystal clear messages. There had been that screaming. The mind and body's natural reaction to trauma, and then there had been that 'nothing'. No throb. Nothing. That throb, the one she lived with day in day out for as long as she could remember. Removed from her, taken away. After THAT cut. After that final cut... the one that took her clitoris away, then there was a pure, undiluted sobbing that really told of a woman in a downward spiral. A never ending downward spiral.

That had been over that hour ago. Na'ilah was wearing her clitoris as a necklace now. And she was at Tanya's side, just a little bit leaning into her talking to her. Helping her to stand. The physical pain of the circumcision was very apparent now. One might have thought that with the onset of that, it might have dumbed the mental effects somewhat. Might have lessened the ability of the brain to render things so lucid and clear. Oh yes, that would have been so good. For the brain to have switched off, or for it to have dumbed down a little. Numbed the mental effects just that little bit. But it didn't. If anything, things became even more crystal clear. The sobs that came from Tanya weren't basic sobs. Weren't “I'm upset, very upset” kind of sobs. Rather they were deep sobs. As though from the pit of her stomach. Like they were from her soul really. It could be likened to the kind of sob one might hear if a woman had lost her unborn child. Or, had lost a child to illness or some kind of crime. Even the way she stood, naked, almost wretched in her new existence. Shoulders slightly hunched, rolled over in comparison to the way she had been before, in her old life. Oh yes, that old life how it was sinking into oblivion now. Into a greyness. The old life fading to grey even though it hadn't even been forty eight hours since she were talking to Na'ilah in that bar. Even as she sobbed and sobbed there were just the tiniest flickers of memories of her old life there. Just flashbacks of herself, at work and at play. Oh yes, just fleeting and yet crystal clear flashbacks of her old life. Indeed, crystal clear split second flashbacks of herself 'enjoying' the sex with her boss. Except now they were not happy memories. Now they were just the oh so clear reminders of why she was here. Why she was suffering now. Why she had been separated from the most intimate organ a woman possessed.

“No more orgasms for you Cunt. Look here, look I have your clitoris around my neck. Preserved and around my neck like a trophy. Do you know Cunt it pleases me a great deal that sex, and sexual abuse will be a huge part of your life from now on, but that you will never be able to orgasm again. Do you realise how much that pleases me Cunt?”

And that was the whole thing. Tanya did know. She knew everything. Everything was so clear to her. Her sobbing, tear squirting eyes were fixed on the phial around Na'ilah's neck. She was so close to her own clitoris. She could have reached out and touched it. She could have just raised her hand and held that phial. The one that was hanging just gently between the swell of Na'ilah's breasts. She could have reached out and held it in her hand. But she didn't. She just looked at it. At that little bit of flesh, in that phial. The thick, almost button like head of the clitoris and then the worm like coil of that central pleasure carrying nerve. It was all so clear to her. What she had done and why she was here. Na'ilah's words, or those particular words one would think would have next to no effect in the grand scheme of things. After all they were more or less just taunting, hissed words into her psyche. But they did mean something. They hurt worse than the physical hurt she was feeling. Oh Tanya was hurting physically alright. That throb between her legs. The throb that used to travel up and down her clitoris and come to rest just under the tip had been replaced with a searing physical hurt. Where that button of pleasure had been was not just a wound. Albeit a clean cut, bloodless wound. It was deep and bared nerves. That open, bare nerve wound would take some time to heal. But it would heal. That was the thing...that wound would heal. But not the wound in her mind. Having her femininity, her most intimate femininity taken away. That mental wound would never heal. One might suspect that that was the kind of wound, the kind of mental hurt that would remain with her for the rest of her life. The kind of mental hurt and anguish that would simply fester and help her progress down that spiral. Down into that vortex of absolute degradation and pain that she was going to suffer.

“But... w-why have you done this t-to me? Why? I didn't do anything to you... why?”

It was pretty amazing that any words came out of her mouth at all. Even more amazing to Tanya herself as to why she was asking such futile questions. She knew the answers. It was clear and lucid in her mind. Her brain was making everything so clear to her. Even she could not understand why those words poured out of her mouth.

“Because you are a Cunt. We have been through all of this. You are a Cunt and this is how Cunts are treated. You are a Cunt! You ARE Cunt! In fact, you are a Cunt of epic proportions added to which, you are an American Cunt. American Cunts are special. Oh yes, American Cunts have extra special treatment applied to them. How many ways do you need it spelled out to you hmm?”

Na'ilah's words were very calmly spoken. Softly spoken even. The stunning, Arabic woman standing right up close to Tanya, and yet just leaning in very slightly... just leaning into her so that none of her words escaped the American. And it was funny... despite the calmness and softness with which Na'ilah spoke, there was a venom there. Just a simmering venom. It wasn't a hateful venom. It was like it was a venom especially saved for girls like Tanya. Cunts like Tanya. American Cunts like Tanya. And yet it was a different kind of venom. As though this particular venom had been saved up for this particular girl. It was as though, this venom dripped of the lifelong search that Na'ilah had undertaken for a 'victim' such as Tanya. As though the likes of Tanya only ever came along once in a lifetime and this, for Na'ilah was that once. There was no 'anger' in the venom. Indeed quite the opposite – there was a 'joy' that Tanya had fallen into her hands and that this woman was going to suffer in ways that could never be surpassed. This venom that Na'ilah dripped was the kind of venom, that was almost a 'joy'. Yes that was it. It was a tone, a calmness that dripped that venom. Even between words it dripped venom. But the venom was a joy that that search was over. Tanya was THE one. She had known it the first time she had ever clapped eyes on her. Even as she had talked to her in that bar she had known. She had known then that her own particular search was over. Even as she had befriended the girl. Even as she had drawn her into her confidence, she had known what was in store for Tanya. And that is what dripped from her mouth, from her voice. It was the coolness, the calmness of the venom that was so alarming, so terribly alarming and so debilitating for Tanya who was still in the absolute throes of grieving for her amputated femininity.

 

“Ahhhh so this is the American bitch.... oh my Na'ilah, yes you have surpassed yourself this time. I can see now why you wanted to remain a part of this one's life. Mmmmmm yes I like very much. I like very much indeed.”

The owner of this particular Harem, on first glance looked quite unassuming. Quite small physically. A bright white smile beamed through a jet black beard. Perfect teeth. A perfect smile. Perfect English just broken with that Arabic accent. This was the other alarming thing about this alarming situation. Arabs always so softly spoken. Always so polite and never courting conflict in any way. It was this calmness, this sereneness that simply belied the inhumane horrors that could be inflicted. Arab nations always ready to help the outside world. Always giving the outside world that impression of cleanness and of perfection. And yet every single nation in the developed world knowing full well about the human rights abuses that occurred on a daily basis. And yet here, that softness, that gentle way this particular man spoke gave like the most bizarre form of hope to Tanya. A new voice. A male voice. Through her despair and a desperation that was reducing her with every passing second, she saw that there could be hope. 'Could' be hope. Even the words that the Harem owner spoke, right at that moment, did not seem to sink in. It was just another voice. A male voice. Tanya had always got on better with males anyway. Oh yes, the all-America girl had always but always got on better with men than she had with women. That had been a big part of her problem. She could just never leave men alone. Even other women's. It wasn't a surprise therefore that she saw some kind of freaking 'hope' in this quiet, unassuming man's entrance. And this was the tell-tale sign really. The absolute sign that Tanya, despite her pure and dripping grief at losing probably the single most important thing in her life, her clitoris.... she wasn't, quite... she wasn't quite there yet. There being “broken”. Broken was when there would be no hope left at all. Broken was when all that was left was acceptance. Nothing else. No hope. No spark of hope that there may be light at the end of the tunnel. Just a despair so deep that there was no way of getting out of that pit of despair. Oh yes, Tanya was in a 'place' she hadn't been before. She was frightened, and she was suffering from the after effects of having the core of her femininity removed. But even that hadn't really hit her yet. Even that hadn't quite sunk in. The fact the she would never again experience sexual pleasure, or release. She had the aftershock of it alright. Oh yes she had that after shock. The shock where it was all clear and lucid to her. But that tended to fade with the physical pain. It tended to sink back to grey before the all-consuming mental anguish of what had happened to her hit home. Before it actually sank in and gnawed at what remained of her femininity.

Even as the Arab entered, Tanya had turned to him, and as if it were possible, tried to make herself appear more wretched more pathetic than she already did. Wiping her eyes, looking at him pleading with him as though she thought he would help her.

“P-please help me... t-this women... has kidnapped me... ss-she has taken me from my home, m-my family, my friends... and she h-has d-done this to me.”

She spoke in such a tearful, sorrowful way. But it was obvious to those who might know, such as Na'ilah, and the Harem owner himself, that it was an act. A devious act of someone trying to garner favour and possibly negotiate a release.

“Ahh thank You Sir... and it is so good to see you again. It seems like it has been much too long since we last met.”

The two Arabs spoke to each other directly. Not one of Tanya's pleading words had been acknowledged in any shape or form. The man hadn't even made eye contact with her as she had pleaded. Her words had completely, utterly been ignored.

“Well my dear... if you bring me examples like this more often, then well we could meet up as often as you are in my country.”

It was a casual conversation as though they were discussing the weather

“Oh now now Sir, you KNOW that examples like this are few and far between. But I wondered, did you get my request? I tried to contact you directly but you were unavailable. I just wanted to know, if I could, uhmmm, take part in this creature's future from time to time.”

Na'ilah spoke about Tanya like she didn't exist in that room at that time. Even as she spoke the Arab man was nodding in confirmation. Confirmation indeed that he had received a communication regarding the matter of which Na'ilah spoke.

“Ahhh yes yes. I did hear something. And basically, I don't see a reason why you cannot enjoy this bitch from time to time. It’s rare that a sadist of your repute wants to spend her time on my stock. And then again I can see the attraction to this one. Beautiful blonde American meat. Mmmm yes of course Na'ilah my dear, of course you can feel welcome at any time to come subject this creature to, well just about any form of treatment or use you fancy. You already know that we are as fully equipped as it is possible to be, for every perversion known to man... and to woman of course.”

Na'ilah beamed a smile so perfect and to match that of the man.

“Why… thank you kind sir.”

As she thanked him she held up the phial hanging from her neck. She didn't say anything. She just held it for him to see. His eyes poured over it and he licked his lips slowly as he pondered it.

“Mmmmmmm so the girl's clitoris has been removed. I like that. I like that a lot. And this has been done very recently I can see. Good good.”

For the first time, Na'ilah turned to Tanya and in her usual calm, softly spoken voice said to her,

“Introduce yourself to your new owner politely.”

The instruction was simple. Very simple and very easy to understand. And yet it renewed a slowly sinking in horror. Her new 'owner'. That didn't escape Tanya. Even with her in the last throws of scheming and trying to get out of the shit she was it, it didn't escape her. When she did speak, it was barely recognisable as that of the former Tanya.

“H-hello Sir... I am Cunt... I am very pleased to meet you.”

Her very simply spoken, almost eloquent introduction was at odds with an admittedly diminishing ability to scheme and an even more diminished ability to get herself out of this despair that she was in. The respect in addressing the Arab as Sir, and the introduction not of herself as Tanya, but as Cunt. A very telling step in the process that the American was going through. The Arab for the first time poured his eyes over her. A smile slowly crossing his face as he flicked his eyes from between that spot between Tanya's legs, and then up to the phial that Na'ilah was proudly holding up.

“And I Cunt am pleased to meet you. And, further to that want you to know that I make it a point to fuck the ass of each and every one of my girls, very shortly after they have been circumcised. And I can't think of a better time to do that to you, than now... what do you think, Cunt?”

For the first time his eyes penetrated Tanya's. His spoken words demanded a reply. The words that came from her mouth, even at more odds than that little bit of fight that was left in her.

“Neither can I think of a better time than for you to fuck my ass Sir. Now would be the perfect time Sir. Thank you Sir.”

Oh the words were tear stained and dripping with dread and sorrow. But so were they tinged with a resignation, and further tinged with a survival instinct. She wasn't completely utterly broken yet but she was heading in the right direction. Down.

“Take the bitch to my private quarters. I want my wives to see her. And my sons and daughters. I want my whole family to see and realise how lucky they are to be Arabic, rather than infidels.

The Harem owner went ahead. Na'ilah was only too pleased to escort the girl through the maze of the ultra-modern Harem complex and through to the private wing. It wasn't a quick journey in the normal walking pace that would be achieved. Over the last thirty six hours or so, Tanya had been brutally and repeatedly raped in all orifices, then packed and shipped to the Middle East in the most obscene way imaginable. And now, her most intimate organ had been cut away with no anaesthetic and was being worn as a necklace by the woman who was escorting her through a place that only surely held more horrors for her over the coming days, months, years. At time's progress was painfully slow and even at a dead stop as her knees gave way. Inside herself she hurt. The wound from the circumcision emanated a different kind of throb as it started the natural process of healing over. And now, she was being made to walk to her next indignity. The next part of her re-education.

“AAAGGHHHHHH NNNNGGGGGGGGG UUUUUGGHHHHHHHHHHH.”

The scream that had come from Tanya as the olive skinned, bearded Arab had slid his thick, engorged cock up inside her ass was quite inhumane. Her face had become a twisted mask of sheer horror and pain. With the shock of the circumcision, and really the whole situation, her back tunnel had tightened up again and so it was pretty much like she was being virgin busted there again. It was like that horrendous rape back in America didn't count for anything. There was no easy slide in for the cock. Far from it. Tanya aka Cunt had had the indignity of being brought into the sumptuous, albeit it opulent surroundings of the owner's main living area where several of his wives had very casually cast their eye over 'the American bitch'. All of them having the same opinion and basic hatred of Americans anyway. One or two of them taking a closer look. Dreadfully chilling calm smiles over their faces even despite knowing what was going to happen to Cunt in a few short minutes. One could be forgiven... at least Tanya could be forgiven for taking those deliciously serene, calm smiles for another chink of light at the far end of yet another tunnel. Those smiles though hid inner sadistic qualities that were no better, or no less than that of Na'ilah's. Or the Harem owner himself. Tanya had been forced to stand in the middle of the room where presumably, the ass-fucking would take place in all her pain and diminishing mental anguish whilst these people looked at her, inspected her. Even the owners children of varying ages coming and going casting their appreciative, and sometimes lustful eyes over her depending on the age. The ages of the children ranged anything from eighteen, to over twenty.

“Stand with your feet apart, about two feet... and bend your knees slightly.... dip your back into an arch and.... slightly bend forward at the waist.. I want to see you in a nice, semi squat. And I want to see you doing it willingly... without the need at this point for any form of restraint. Just place your hands on your knees as you squat. I mean you do want to be ass fucked by your owner don't you bitch?”

It was though the Harem owner was playing mind games with Tanya. Making her assist in her own ass rape.

“Y-yes, yes Sir... Cunt wants her ass fucked by you very very much.”

Even though there was resignation in her words. Even in her tone, just between those words and that tone, one could not help but pick up that 'hope', albeit a distant hope that if she played the game, if she went along with it, if she appeared to be assisting and helping in any way, she could maybe, possibly at some point get out of this dire straight she found herself in. Only the experts, only the true root level sadists, like Na'ilah and the Harem owner himself would ever be able to spot that one little nuance. That one little thread that exposed the fact that she was not yet broken. Far from being disappointed at Tanya's lack of total breakdown, all concerned were happy that they would actually witness and be part of that breaking. All too often girls arrived at their final destination, already irreversibly damaged. And, whilst that was fine in some cases. In the case of specimens like Tanya... they preferred always to be the bigger part of the process itself.

One of the Harem owner youngest daughters had stood in front of Tanya as she had squatted initially. So close that the seventeen year old would only have to reach out and touch the face of the distressed American. She didn't say anything. She just watched as Tanya parted her feet and bent her knees, then leaned forward. It seemed that the girl's eyes were fixated on her hanging breasts as she adopted the required position. A eighteen year old's eyes so big and almond like and yet so serene in the way they fixed on the breasts making Tanya feel ashamed of herself. Like she had anything to be ashamed of! It was as though, even despite the anxiety and distress she felt in this situation, that this young girl's eyes alone were taking her to a deeper place. If she had simply, walked past her as she squatted, sort of ‘in passing', she could have handled that. A brief wave of pure undiluted shame as the girl had gone past and flicked her eyes over her hanging, mauled breasts. But no, she positioned herself so close and stayed there. Eyes flicking from her face, and Tanya's own eyes, and back to those breasts. Then back again time after time. It was as though she were doing it on purpose. It was as though she actually knew what she was doing. A girl so young, reducing an older woman like this. One would suspect this fact to be at least part true but not wholly. Tanya's mind also playing its part in bringing her down.

“Push back with your anus bitch... do you understand.... push your hole out and back to meet my cock.”

The Arab's instructions had been simple and clearly spoken as he had positioned himself behind Tanya and up close.

“Yes, yes Sir yes I understand.”

And, in fairness Tanya did understand. It was another time when everything became lucidly clear to her. Everything crystal clear inside that diminishing mind of hers. She had felt the bulging mushroom shaped cock head just nudging her bottom hole and then just at that precise time she had pushed back. Pushed back against the nudge. From inside her own anus she had pushed her hole out so that it had started to be dilated. She aware of her Owner, just smearing oil onto his shaft of cock, and of course over that huge engorged cock head and then around her hole. The almost gentle application of the slippery oil had made her dilation easier. But nothing could have prepared her for that one, firm long shove of cock into her back passage.

“NNNN AAAAAAHHGGGGHHGHGHGG NNNNGGGGGGGGG.”

And... the eighteen year old daughter staying just there. Just at that precise place and looking into Tanya's eyes as that absolute pain shot through her. The spasm of her anal tract making the pain so much worse. The pain shooting up through her and nothing easing that pain or preventing the cock from sliding inside her all in one go. The lubricating oil assisting the journey of the cock into the depths but not assisting in the relief of the pain. Tanya's face twisted in agony as she retained the squatted position. Her hands on her knees. She pushed back with her hole assisting in her own torture and ass rape. The young girl just standing there, fixated looking deep into Tanya's eyes as the thick, engorged, vein ridden cock slipped up with ease despite the tightness.

“UUUGGHHHHHHHH GODDDDDD UGGGHHHHHHHHHHH.”

At one point, just when the cock nudged her colon, the young girl reached out and stroked Tanya's hair. It was as though she were comforting her. Like she was comforting a wounded animal. In fact, she had that expression on her face. Like she was comforting Tanya. Her head tilting first one way then the other as her Father's cock stretched and reamed the inner tunnel flesh. Except that the effect of the young girl on Tanya was not one of comfort. It was a deeper humiliation and shame. This young girl, rather than the cock inside her, reducing her further into a state of complete mental breakdown. It could have been construed such a scenario had been planned. The young girl was certainly good at what she did and the way she did it. Tanya's screams giving way to grunting sobs as the spasm loosened a little and began to absorb the fucking that was taking place. The Harem owner just holding onto her hips as the raping proceeded and furthered. The pressure from inside her anus making her force forward from the inside to her clitoris area. Except there was no clitoris there anymore. Whereas it might have been the case that ass fucking might have fed that throb in her clitoris. There was no clitoris now... just pain. No sexual feeding nothing. It kind of felt like it was there, up to the point where it should have erupted from her clitoris head. Except there was no clitoris, nor clitoris head so the sexual feeling just faded and died.

The more Tanya's back passage relaxed and absorbed the cock inside her. The more she was able to grip and assist in the Arab's enjoyment of her. The young girl remaining in place, stroking and piercing with her own huge almond eyes as Tanya was used for her father's sexual release. When it came there was no grunting, or groaning. Just a tensing... and a harder shove which kind of winded Tanya from the inside. But still that young girl stroking and caressing her blonde locks. Then the feeling of her inner rear tunnel and her bowels being flooded with hot thick semen. Just the slightest grunt from the throat of Cunt. All of the contents of the Arab's testicles shot deep inside her. And then even after, remaining in the position as her back passage expelled a wetness, and a semen dripping mess on the floor beneath her. All the time, the young girl stroking, and caressing. Tanya’s mind melting, just that little bit further.

“You've made a mess on the floor bitch. Before you go... clean it up with your mouth. Clean it up completely... do you understand American bitch?”

The young girl tilting her this way and that, even as Tanya was forced to answer.

“Y-yes Sir, yes I understand.”
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Tanya aka Cunt remembered that ass-fucking more than the multiple raping she had received back on American soil. Oh there wasn't the brutality of that multiple raping. Nowhere near it. The 'softening up' in America had been just that. Her mind had been too numbed to make anything of what happened all that time ago. God she couldn't even remember how long ago that was. It was like something that had already faded in her mind. Faded to grey. Actually it was like that little bit of Tanya's new life hadn't really happened any more. You see, it was easy to understand that. That multiple raping on American soil, where she had had stiff, thick repulsive cocks shoved into her pretty mouth, her tight ass and ever so accommodating cunt, time after time by two sex offenders, wasn't included in that 'lucid' stage. Everything that happened over that twelve hours happened BEFORE that 'magic wand' was waved. Before everything became lucid.

So, it followed that the ass fucking by the Harem owner after the circumcision was the second worse possible experience for the twenty five year old blonde American to date. The circumcision was 'the' worst. The ass fucking had happened when her lucidity was still new was still fresh. It had been crystal clear... that feeling of the large headed thick cock sliding up inside her rear end. Her ring piece pushing back and then ever so slowly dilating around that cock. Squeezing the cock head. Giving it pleasure whilst receiving none of it herself. The pleasure pulses, the throbs that she felt when in the olden days, the days when a fingertip would just dip into her ass, when those little finger dips that little rimming of her ass would feed the throbs in the base of her clitoris, didn't happen anymore. There were no throbs any more. There wasn't a clitoris any more. Despite the lucidity she had tried to blank the ass fuck out by squeezing and even trying to re-locate that throb. Of course that didn't happen. How could it. The source of that throb had been removed. It had been taken away. Not just the button like clitoris. That was just the cap, the tip of what was a nerve that carried intense, intense pleasure. Even the central pleasure carrying nerve had been removed. Simply snipped away. In the place of that throb... instead of throbs of pleasure, when she squeezed around that cock, all that came was the throb of pain that came from the wound of her fresh circumcision. A reminder, a very acute and disturbing reminder of her new life. Yes this ass fucking, this crystal clear, very lucid ass fucking was worse so much worse than anything that had happened to date.

Even as the Arab had withdrawn his cock with a slippery wet 'plop' from her asshole, then proceeded to wipe it over her ass cheeks as she remained squatting in that obscenely 'helpful' pose, Tanya couldn't imagine how much worse the day, or her life, was going to get for her. She had remained squatting, pushing her ass hole back, with her back dipped as the Arab had pulled his cock out and she had felt, again very lucidly as he had wiped his cock over her ripping ass flesh, cleaning it and that had been the lowest point for her to date. For some reason she was missing her old life much more then. Just at that point she was almost pining for a life she was only remembering in split second flashbacks. It’s just that those split second flashbacks were so lucid and so clear that they had a profound effect. When taken in conjunction with the stark, piercing stare of the eighteen year old daughter who had stayed in front of her throughout, Tanya's sobs, her wracking sobs of utter misery had taken on a new level. A deeper level of anxiety and despair. Why oh why could she just not black out of this deepening despair she was feeling. Why couldn't she just simply experience a mental breakdown so that her reality became a surreality?

Yes that would be the answer. For Tanya, aka Cunt, if she could just sink into that surreal world, that would help her such a lot. She was convinced that she could then be a better slave to these people who owned her now. Yes she would be a much much better sexual slave if she could just sink into that state of madness where everything around her was just a numbness, a dumbed down numbness. But that wasn't going to happen. It wasn't going to be allowed to happen. I mean it wasn't like her owners could stop her from sinking into that state. I mean that couldn't happen, could it? She couldn't be prevented from sinking into that state of mental health where in the normal world, in the world that only came back to her in split second bursts, she would be surely sectioned into some mental health institution and treated accordingly. For Tanya that would be heaven. Not hell. To be locked up in some asylum where they would look after her. Where the medication would dumb everything down nicely. No, they couldn't be preventing that from happening to her. That creeping madness. The lucidity the clearness of thought and effect was like an emphasis and a punishment for all her wrong doings. At least that was how it felt to her. Nothing, but nothing could possibly get any worse for Tanya aka Cunt. Could it?

Wrong! Wrong on all counts.

With drools of spent semen drying over her ass cheeks making her flesh feel dry and stretched, the Arab simply used an internal extension number to summon servants to his quarters.

“Take this American slut to Surgery Room 1a before she is shown her quarters.”

There was no feeling for the girl he had just enjoyed intimate relations with. And he had enjoyed. After all, he had emptied his full load of thick Arabic semen into her. He had just ever so slightly grunted as he had ejaculated the entire contents of both testicles into the girl he had only met a very short time before. Her ass felt as though it was gaping as he had pulled out. And as she stood upright again with a pained expression on her face, there had been expels of air in the form of bubbly, quite obscene farting sounds. Wet farts that dribbled semen from her ass hole and down the inside backs of her thighs. She could feel the wetness, the obscene, disgusting wetness as she was lead down into the bowels of the expansive property. If Tanya James thought she had reached the bottom of the pit. She simply had no idea. No idea at all of where the journey would take her.

 

It may have been a lot simpler if she could have screamed. Yes, that was it. If she could have just let out one simple, unrestricted scream she would have felt better. Much better. At least that was what she thought. She thought that if only she could adjust her mouth and let out a soul searching scream, then at least she would feel a little better. What she didn't know, couldn't know was that her whole experience, in whatever form, was not designed to lessen her suffering. There was no “let's go easy on Tanya day.” Every single minute of every single day for the rest of her life would be devoted, either to her pleasuring other people whilst receiving none of the sexual pleasure herself. Or, she would be suffering in some terrible way or another. Or, and most likely this would be the case, she would endure a mixture of the two. Suffering whilst she was sexually stimulating someone else. Or a group. Or possibly entertaining someone in one way or another. In her rapidly dwindling yet lucid mind, she simply saw the ability to scream as a way to relieve the pain and the horror of what was enduring. What hadn't simply snapped into place just yet was the knowledge, the acceptance that it didn't matter how much she screamed. Or cried, or tried to deny in her mind what was happening to her, it wouldn't relieve any of the suffering, or indignation she was enduring as a result of what was happening to her at all. That was the lucidity you see. That was that clearness of mind. That understanding. It was simply the fact that she hadn't yet been broken. She simply wasn't quite 'there' yet. Oh the multiple raping on her own native American soil, and then the circumcision, followed by the ass fucking had done a good job so far. What I mean to say is that she was well on the way, but just not quite there yet. It was partly there in the form of the lucidity and the clearness of thought and knowledge as to what was happening to her. But just, not quite yet, not quite was there that final part of the jigsaw. Once that final piece had snapped into place, the acceptance, the knowledge... the stopping of her subconscience of looking for the little chink of light at the end of the tunnel. The abandonment of any hope.... any hope what so ever. Then and only then would she be truly 'broken'. The fact remained that she WOULD be broken. She WOULD be broken to the fullest possible extent. And yet, she would also remain fully and totally aware at all times what was happening to her. Just held on the brink of a madness that allowed her just enough sanity to know and understand what was happening to her. Tanya James aka Cunt would suffer the worse kind of breaking. The worse kind of them all.

The ring gag had been clicked behind her teeth. Actually 'gag' was a contradiction in terms used for the simple reason that it went into the mouth. And whilst it did hamper and debilitate any kind of sound the mouth made, it didn't 'silence'. A gag by definition would surely 'silence' the victim? Not so a ring gag and most certainly not Miss Tanya James aka Cunt. What it did do was force the American's mouth to remain open and for it to be impossible for her to close it, at all. There had been three different sizes of ring gag to choose from. The reason for that simple. In some cases, a victim would have to be weaned from the small size then to the next size up and then the last. It all depended on the application and the individual in question. In Tanya's case no such weaning was required. Her mouth, and jaw construction such that she could take the size three ring gag immediately. And, indeed, in that Surgery Room 1a, that is was she had done.

“Open wide Cunt.”

Even the Harem owner's staff had begun to use her adopted name 'Cunt'. The white coated male Arab hadn't asked her he had simply and casually told her to open her mouth. Then in one swift movement, just tilting the rubber covered ring slightly he had inserted it into her mouth and clicked it behind upper and lower teeth. She had immediately tried to close her jaw down. Impossible to close her mouth. Indeed her mouth opened wide and held that way in a very debilitating, quite demeaning way. Hence her inability to scream, or make anything other than a drool drenched noise that quite bizarrely exited her mouth in a crystal clear, extremely crystal clear manner. If only Tanya's mind weren't so clear, or so easily adapted from 'not quite broken' to 'utterly broken' things may have been much easier for her. Human nature intervening really where it wasn't required.

With the clicking into place of the ring gag, it was just a matter of time before her tongue would make an appearance. When it did eventually slide out into the open air there had been a gasp of the collected medical personnel. The gasp had been a collective one of shock really. Or should that be surprise at just how long and fleshy that tongue was.

“My my Cunt what a big tongue you have.”

The Arab's English was broken and yet perfect at the same time. Each word spoken as a separate entity and at the same time dripping with that Arabic accent that faded from one word and into the next. Tanya had been standing, still naked in the centre of Surgery Room 1a when the ring gag had been clicked into place. It had come as much as a shock than anything else. Then the realisation that she couldn't actually close her mouth. When the tongue slide out into the open air, it was doing so in a natural human instinctive way of her trying to express herself. Except, no decipherable words came out. Just a burbled noise. With that attempt to say something, anything came the inevitable production of drool. The drool in question forming in the V crevice of the tongue and then making its way to the tip. Once the dribble of drool got to the end of the tongue it could only do one thing, and that was drip off. A deepening of the indignity then as she was totally unable to control this drool drip. She could do nothing other than feel it happening. The feeling of it happening was assisted when she felt the warm, slippery saliva and drool drip down the centre of her cleavage.

“Mmmmmmmm nnnnnngggggghhh mmmmmmm nnggggggggggggg.”

The noise seeming to assist in the drool production and its journey down the length of the tongue until it dripped down over fleshy, milky breast flesh and then the trail continuing down over her tummy.

“Bring your hands behind your back sweetie.”

That had been a stunningly attractive Arabic lady who had spoken in the usual, very soft manner. It was a very professional manner. A very professional tone. It kind of belied really what she was assisting with in this place. It sort of lied to the listener. Maybe it kind of accentuated the indignities and the torments that were instigated here. Whatever, with ring gag firmly in place, there was no resistance from Tanya as she slid her hands around her hips and to the small of her back. Oh, it was a slow, almost snail like pace that she did it. But that kind of added to the visual stunningness for those who watched. The former proud, haughty arrogant American slut, being instructed to do something so simple and yet so demeaning and then her following that instruction at the same time as another gob of drool dribbled to her cleavage.

“Good Girl.”

The same woman, so patronising, so belittling in her tone and yet that tone, those words coming as second nature as Tanya's wrists were cuffed behind her. Her tongue exploring the circumference of the ring gag then as she was led slightly off centre to a waiting framework rig. This framework rig was simply a twenty first century equivalent of 'stocks'. In this instance Tanya had to bend only slightly forward, at the waist in order that her neck be secured into the shiny, stainless steel device that was then locked in place. A very thin wire then brought down from above and hooked into the chain link between the cuffs and pulled up slightly so that Tanya's arms were parallel with the ground.

“Part your feet Cunt... eighteen inches will do nicely, thank you.”

So polite, so perfect in her spoken English, the same woman simply standing back watching as Tanya struggled to walk her feet out sideways.

“That will do slut. That will do nicely.”

The softness of tone just a complete belie to the words she was choosing to use when addressing the helpless American girl. That same lady squatting down, securing Tanya's feet to the floor via ankle cuffs which were then clipped individually into rings in the floor. In effect and via very simple methods, Tanya was completely and utterly immobilised by a four point bondage system. Her two ankles, her neck and her cuffed wrists suspended behind her and held via the single wire from above. The height of the neck restraint, or the 'stocks' like device was key to her keeping her legs dead straight. If there was the slightest bend in the knees, then pressure would be applied to the throat and various nerves running inside the neck with quite adverse effects. In the initial stages there was a tendency for Tanya to try to bend her knees, first one, then the other, just in an attempt to relieve herself. But immediately this would result in that pressure being applied and her knees would snap back into the dead straight position. And so the dead straight position was the eventual preferred one. The one that would be less agony for her. The one that would make her fear less for her life. The enforced one.

There was a group of people milling around Tanya all the time. Preparing her. Looking at her. Discussing her. One gentleman spent quite a lot of time just studying her face. Looking at the effects of her distress. Licking his lips as he followed ribbon after ribbon of thick drool drip form the end of the tongue the continually slithered out into the open air. It was as though he were fascinated with this aspect of Tanya's demise. Even though he had probably witnessed such a demise several times over. That same gentleman then coming in close and reaching under, to where Tanya's hanging breasts were and just ever so gently, ever so succinctly playing the pad of his fingertips over the teated tips of her nipples bringing them to an instant downward pointing erection. Playing with both nipples at the same time equally. Listening to the change of drool drenched tone that spilled out of Tanya mouth as her body betrayed her. It was quite a terrible cruelty being applied really. Her body reacting in the only way it knew how. The nipples erecting, becoming hard rubbery teats as though she were a mother readying to breast feed her offspring. And yet not. The utter link to sexuality obvious and whereas the man's erection grew inside his pants, there was no sexual stimulation for Tanya. Oh yes she could feel that cajoling and that rub of her nipples. She could even feel them filling up. Feel them erecting and becoming hard. There was even that throb, in the base of her nipples. The throb that used to be fed to the one in the base of her clitoris and then those throbs combining to create sexual pleasure and the feed that would create the intense orgasm she had come to live by. Except there was no clitoral throb any more. No sexual pleasure. That had been taken away. That had been removed. All that was left was the continued betrayal of her body by the organs that were left. Maybe it would be her body, that continued betrayal of her body that would ultimately break her eventually. The man rubbing himself as another glob of drool collected and then dripped off that tongue. That was a bigger dribble of drool. Measurably bigger as he appeared to 'milk' her nipples as her breasts hung under her. No sexual pleasure and yet still that betrayal of the body. What a deliciously perverse and cruel thought.

The neck brace has been likened to a modern day stocks. This is true. With additions. Another framework attached in front of and at face level.

“I want you to slide your tongue all the way out. Force it out as far as it will go. Then push in out some more. Do you hear me Cunt, do you understand?”

The original Arab man had gone around and was talking directly to Tanya's distressed face. The “O” of her mouth seeming to deliciously enhance her white skinned American beauty even more.

“Mmmmmmnnnnnn ggggggg hhhhhhhhggggggggg.”

It was the tone, more than the noise itself which answered that she did in fact understand exactly. That and the eyes. Her eyes said a lot also. Her eyes poured out communication that her mouth was unable to do. After she had poured that sound out, she slid her tongue from inside the “O”. A delicious sight. That fleshy drooling tongue being slid out then pushed and then pushed some more.

“Good Girl.”

Kind encouraging words accompanied by such cruelty could only assist in her demise. There had been a high pitched screaming from the back of her throat as the clamp had been applied to the tongue. Tiny little 'popping' sounds as the barbs had pierced the tongue to prevent the clamp slipping off. The clamp itself spring loaded and which sank into the top and bottom of the tongue. The tiny barbs not piercing deep into the flesh, just enough to hold it. And of course just enough cause Tanya to scream from the back of her throat. If truth were to be told, it wasn't really the clamping action that cause the scream as much as the pulling out of the tongue more itself. She had already pushed it out as far as it would go and then, the clamp which was attached to the framework in front of and at face level had been adjusted, wound back, so that her tongue was pulled out more. To her it must have felt that her tongue was be being ripped right out of her throat. Except it wasn't. It was simply being pulled out as far as it would possibly go and then held, just so.

“EEEEEENNNGGGGGGHHHH FFFFFFGGGGHHHHHNNGNGNNGNGNGN.”

That long meaningless word, or sound was quite indescribable. As was the scene as the man who had been massaging the nipples, continued to do so. And continued to watch closely as the drool volume was increased. Perfectly opened mouth, held so. Perfectly stretched tongue, held so. Perfectly formed drool dripping now to the floor beneath her as opposed to the valley between her tits. Oh Tanya's, aka Cunt's demise was continuing with a deliciousness that was all too obvious.

There was a reason for such extreme tongue bondage. Such extremities of treatment were not solely for the cause of 'art'. Although, it must be said that Miss Tanya James aka Cunt WAS a work of art in this state. Mouth so controlled with the ring gag. Tongue even more so and held rigid. And then the perfection on her white naked form. A work of art indeed.

The tongue had to be held rigid in order for it to be pierced. Not the run of the mill, single piercing. Rather a line of piercings that ran more or less central down the groove of the tongue. The line of piercings could not run dead centre down the groove of the tongue for the simple reason that a nerve ran down that dead centre and, avoiding damage to this nerve was imperative. If this nerve was damaged in any way then a paralysis of the tongue could result. It would be 'nice' to think that avoiding paralysing Tanya's tongue was out of concern for her. Far from it. Tanya Cunt with a paralysed tongue would be akin to a whore being allergic to sexual acts. Tanya's tongue was very much one of the tools of her future trade. She was to exist for the pleasure of others and every orifice and every organ than could be utilised in that pleasure of others had to be. The piercing of her tongue, correctly and without damage to that central nerve, would enhance the pleasure to others. But to do that it had to be done correctly and accurately.

“EEEEEEEEEGGGHHHHHHH AAAAAHHHHHHHHGGGHHHHHHHHH.”

Ok ok, some form of anaesthetic COULD have been used, but wasn't. This wasn't just a preparation for Tanya's future life. If it was, well then anaesthetic could have been used and probably would have been. Tanya was a victim really of her own Americanization. She was a white skinned American and therefore she had to suffer more than the normal. More than say a white European girl. At every turn, and every possible opportunity, she would suffer. And her humiliation and degradation would be deepened. At no time would she be relieved in any way. One thing could be assured, and that is whenever the wronged wife of Tanya's former boss received the update DVDs of Tanya and the 'process', she would be incredibly pleased. Or on the other hand, incredibly 'shocked' at what was taking place.

The tongue studs came down in in a staggered line either side of that central nerve. The largest thickest stud right towards the back of the throat so that it constantly stimulated the roof of her throat once the tongue was allowed to recede back into her mouth. Then the studs got gradually smaller as the tip was reached. Six studs in all pierced down through the tongue. The under cap fitted to the core of the stud and then micro soldered into place so that these 'enhancements' became permanent and irreversible. Then finally, into the very tip of the tongue, a piercing driven in via what can only be described as a piercing gun. That particular piercing didn't exit the tongue flesh at all, but was micro barbed in that once it went in it didn't come out. In effect, once the healing process had taken place the tongue flesh would grow back around that end stud and it would become a part of the tongue.

Poor poor Tanya had screamed and screamed as each piercing had been applied and as her tongue had been modified giving an almost reptilian appearance to her otherwise stunningly attractive mouth. Probably the pain involved in that particular short amount of time was indescribable. Na'ilah who watched from a side observation room clenched her thighs and groaned to herself as she watched. Another observation... that Tanya's production of drool did not lessen as she went through the tongue modifications. On the contrary, it increased several fold.

 

One might guess that Tanya should have been given a chance to say goodbye to her tongue as she knew it, before she had been placed in that bondage. She had remained in the stocks like device as her tongue was released. Apart from the obvious and expected swell that was due to the procedure itself, there was the apparent hugeness of the tongue to contend with. The ring gag was removed and Tanya tried to readjust her mouth that felt wholly strange. The natural actions were for her to slide her tongue out and then pull it back in with the bump bump bump of the studs over her teeth. There was a whimper and an amount of pain for her to contend with but that would fade over time. What was absolutely stunningly apparent was the continuous production of drool that was hard for her to control, or stop from spilling over her bottom lip. Hard to believe, to look at her trying to adapt to her oral additions that she was the same girl who had fucked and sucked her boss in such an expert way. As she was released from the stocks, her arms and wrists released, her ankles unsecured, she was most certainly not the same girl. The tongue was swollen and this would go down in a matter of days. She would wash constantly her mouth, with salt water solution to aid the healing process.

What was slightly more alarming was the fact that for Tanya there were no set stages to her demise. The was no beginning, middle and end. For instance there was no preparation in which she would undergo modifications in readiness for the middle part where she would put those modifications to good use. It was a simple fact that stage one preparation melded into stage two, use and abuse. It was much like the actual initial multiple rape melded into the packaging and shipment which then melded into her circumcision which then melded into the ass fuck by the Harem owner. There was no period of recovery. Or time to regroup her diminishing thoughts. It was a continued assault on her senses. A continued assault on her way down to a place she would learn to be 'nothing'.

“You like to suck married men's cocks, don't you Cunt?”

That Arab lady again. Very calm, very unassuming voice. Just very matter-of-fact. Tanya was just getting used to sucking back the drool into her mouth. Just getting used to the chink of the studs in her tongue across the tops of her teeth. Less than an hour after the final piercing had been applied to the very tip of her tongue she was being presented to a rather obese and obscene Arab who poured his eyes over her with even more obscenity than she might have held for him had she been able to think straight at all. It was funny though... even in her disbelief and despair at her downward spiral, there was at least some form of acceptance of the way her life would proceed from here on. She nodded her head, and made some sort of sound with her mouth that told in its tone that she did like married men. She thought that was the best, that was what they all wanted she was assisting in her demise really but in doing so, was the telling nuance that she was yet still to be truly broken.

“Hmmm yes we know you do Cunt. And here, I have the ideal married man for you to suck off. And it won’t be too difficult for you. All freshly modified and not too big a cock for you to practice on.”

The disgustingly obese Arab simply waved his hand dismissively.

“Cuff the bitch's hands behind her and put her onto her knees.”

Those were his only words. He didn't see the need to say anything else. Didn't need to. He simply sucked on a huge cigar as he watched Tanya, whimpering, cuffed and placed on her knees ready for him. Tears poured out of her huge, petrified eyes. In fact, as many tears poured out of her eyes in volume, as drool dribbled from her mouth. A continuous ready-made oral lubrication can only have been a good thing for someone who's mouth was going to be in for a lifetime of sexual use and abuse. It just made her look obscene, almost retarded. And the only thing about this was that she was aware of it. It was part of that lucidity again. Part of that clearness of thought. Part of knowing EXACTLY what was happening to her. And part of that understanding. She knew full well that her tongue had been mutilated and modified and she knew that she was drooling in that obscene way because of it. She also knew also that she couldn't stop that. No matter what she did with her mouth, with her swollen and pained tongue that drool kept coming. Swiping that thing that used to be her tongue across her lips didn't help. In fact it just added to the drool production mill. Indeed anything she did with her tongue simply helped that drool along.

It was a small blessing really that the obese, obscene Arab wasn't that well-endowed. In fact the opposite. His cock was small and with a huge collection of what looked like redundant foreskin over the end of it. When he slid it into her mouth he grunted as the studs bumped over the surface. Then still in pain she seemed to fall into her role with a natural graceful ease. She curled the tongue around the end of the cock and worked all of that foreskin away until the tip stud of her tongue was teasing the pee hole and the glans of the cock. He tasted repulsive and on a few occasions she gagged. The gagging seemed to be a thing he liked as whenever she did that he appeared to want to slide his cock further into her mouth even though there wasn't that much more to it. I think this was another time to be grateful that he wasn't well endowed. Had his cock been thick and long and with a big bulbous bell end, he would have been trying to slide it right in and down her throat. In fact, in his mind he was probably well endowed and this is precisely what he was trying to do. She adjusted her mouth around the cock, and knew what her role was. She had sucked enough cocks, and not all of them pleasant. This was just under the severest of duress and torment. She licked around inside that mass of foreskin and around the glans and even in her cuffed, pained state she was able to listen for the differences in tone of his breathing and his grunting so that she knew when he was being pleasured and when his sack load of semen was making its way to his tiny cock head. That was the beauty of the state of lucidity that Tanya was experiencing at this time. She was hypersensitive to the grunts and groans and every nuance of the pleasure she was giving and would be giving to others.

In complete and utter fairness to Tanya, she gave that Arab cock a good sucking. Considering the pain her mouth must have been in at that time, she used her drool, and her lips and that studded tongue to perfection in order to bring the Arab off. He was barely able to get an erection. At best, it was a semi-erection, or a semi-flaccid in much the same vein as is the glass half empty or half full. She was able to coax that little cock head from inside all of that foreskin and she was able to use the studs and the warm wetness of her mouth in order to bring the guys testicle contents to the cock head. Very slowly, and sensuously she worked, not because she enjoyed it. She couldn't enjoy it. She simply worked the cock with her mouth because there was nothing else she could do. That, at that precise time was what was expected of her and she did that. She would have to get used to that a lot. Doing things, terrible things, disgusting things with her mouth, and the other orifices of her body until she gratified those who either paid her owners for that particular service, or those who simply used her for free because they could.

“GRUNTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTT.”

The Arab literally grunted his orgasm. He didn't ejaculate in huge amounts, but it was good quality semen that swilled around Tanya's mouth. She felt the cock head swell to almost bursting as she had played her tongue around the sensitive glans. She had found 'the' spot, the spot that had produced the best reactions and then she had worked that spot. Worked it until the man had almost suffered a heart failure. Then she swirled the studded tongue around again, and at that precise point the Arab orgasmed. One pretty lengthy spurt of thick creamy slippery semen in her mouth that seemed to slide down her throat in one glug. Then smaller secondary spurts that she managed to taste before swallowing. The first time she had ever sucked a cock and got no pleasure herself. That first time, a fat obese, disgusting Arab and she had fallen into the role to perfection.

“Goooooood bitch, gooooood bitch.”

He had simply mumbled almost indecipherably in the last throws of his orgasm. And when he looked down at the white skinned American bitch, what he saw was a drooling, almost animalistic vision. Not the old Tanya, but at the same time, very much like the old Tanya. She was just slipping that studded tongue out and across her lips, looking up at him with what had become distant eyes... but despite those distant eyes, everything so lucid to her. Oh yes she was beginning to understand completely. She lapped at her drool drenched, semen stained lips and then dragged that tongue back into her mouth. Once again, Na'ilah watched from the sidelines.

 
 




NINE


 

Most of the Harem owner's wives had nothing to do with the day to day running of the Harem itself. And even less had anything to do with the girls and women who ended up as Harem 'stock'. However, the third wife, Ayilah made it a point that she get to know every new girl personally. The thing about Ayilah was that she herself had started out as one of the Harem stock but had been saved from the full process when the owner had discovered a soft spot for her. He had removed her and taken her as one of his wives. But, that hadn't happened before her own sexual addiction had been established. And with Ayilah not going through the circumcision process, she was very much ready willing and able to service her own sexuality. It is unclear as to what, or how much abuse Ayilah herself had suffered before she was pulled from the Harem stock. It isn't even clear why the owner chose her, an attractive lighter skinned Arabic woman. Very attractive, stunningly so and still only in her early thirties.

For the first time in what seem like forever, Tanya felt 'safe'. Maybe that was a slight overstatement. For the first time since, that night in that club back on American soil, Tanya felt something like there was some humanity left out there. For her at that precise time the 'humanity' was in the form of Ayilah. The reason she felt it was quite clear. Ayilah hadn't had anything to do with Tanya's removal from the normal world. As far as she could tell she didn't have anything to do with Na'ilah and she hadn't had anything directly to do with the cruellest of abuses that Tanya was suffering, had been suffering, or god help her, would be suffering for the rest of her life. The fact that Ayilah had come in, and watched the tail end of that cock sucking she had given that fat Arab had escaped Tanya. She had been totally and completely unaware of that. She hadn't seen her and hadn't been aware of her presence. The first she became aware was when she had been scraping her studded tongue around the roof of her mouth, and around her teeth, swallowing the last remnants of that fat Arab's taste and all of a sudden a softly smiling Ayilah had been in front of her. She hadn't said anything, she had just looked almost forlornly at Tanya. Her head, with thick cascading black hair had tilted first one way then the other. And then that smile. That soft smile as she had reached and very gently stroked Tanya's hair. Such a gentle stroking of the hair, and then of the fingers through the hair. And that smile all the time that smile. The fingers time after time going through Tanya's hair. And then, coming round to her face, stroking her face equally as gently. It was no surprise that Tanya had felt some humanity there. The slightest act of kindness could be misconstrued completely. It was just that this misconstrued act of kindness and humanity seemed to go on forever. It went on until the flashbacks of Tanya's old life became much longer than the split seconds she had been used to. Stark reminders of the privileged life she used to lead. Those flashbacks several seconds. Enough, when taken into consideration with the apparent kindness shown by Ayilah to make that well of emotion rise up from deep inside her and for her to sob, then sob some more and then sob totally out of control. The stroking of her hair and her face ever so soft and ever so continuing. Once again that chink of possible light at the end of a tunnel. Would this be the one? Would this be the one that finally saw Tanya pulled out of this hell? Was this woman so kind that she would ensure Tanya didn't suffer any more? Those questions becoming even more clear in her mind. The possible answers becoming even more lucid the longer the hair and face stroking went on. Eventually Tanya leaning into the stroking wanting to feel the firmness of those strokes of her face. Wanting desperately to feel the warmth and the softness of Ayilah's hands.

It was like Ayilah had wanted to garner some form of reaction out of Tanya. She had wanted to get into her mind. And she could do that. She had been there herself. Or, she hadn't quite been where Tanya had been. And she definitely hadn't been where the blonde American was going to go. But, she did have an understanding. She had experienced those first throws of utter sexual abuse. So she did know a little. Maybe in this case, a little knowledge was more of a dangerous thing for Tanya than she could ever know. Just when Tanya was convinced that this woman was going to take her out of this hell hole. Just when she was convinced that this nightmare was over, Ayilah spoke for the first time.

“Take the bitch to my quarters.”

Simple words, simply spoken. One had come to expect softly spoken feminine tone of voice. Even Na'ilah, the consummate sadist was softly spoken with very soft but large eyes. When Ayilah spoke she almost spat the words out. Oh, there was not much volume to them. But the accent was thicker. Very definitely as though English was not even her second language let alone her first. And there was a distinct, spitting venomous quality to the voice that belied the stunningly attractive qualities that made up Ayilah. After the words had poured from her thick, full lips, she had continued to stroke the hair and the face as she pierced Tanya's own watery, tearful eyes as though she were searching for yet another reaction. And, oh yes, she found that reaction. She found it alright. From a despair so deep, and so mentally debilitating, through to the discovery of that chink of light at the end of the tunnel and then to have that chink of light taken away with just a few spoken words. “Take the bitch to my quarters.” That simple instruction and that little chink of light of hope taken away. Except it had grown from a little chink of light into a huge hope. One that had caused her to well up and then sob uncontrollably. That luring of Tanya into that false hope, drawing her to that little chink of light, making that chink of light brighter and bigger had been no accident. It had been a desired effect. It had been deliberate and it had been cold and calculating. Whatever it had been that Ayilah had been through in her life, before arriving here, it had made her sadistic in the worse possible way. The worse kind of sadism there was. That mental sadism that was not easily applied effectively and once applied was next to impossible to escape from and even less possible to recover from. The deliberate giving of hope, and then that snatching away of that hope with just simplest of spoken words. Tanya had been given that hope and then plunged into a deeper level of despair than she had been before meeting Ayilah.

 

“That's right bitch... lick my slit slowly, softly. Make sure you pleasure me you piece of American trash. Make sure I enjoy what you do for me. If I don't enjoy it, if I don't orgasm several times, then believe me I will make you suffer in ways that you cannot imagine.”

The words by Ayilah were casually spoken. She was sitting on the edge of a high backed hard chair and her long, floor length abaya, or Arab dress had been pulled up around her upper thighs and hips. In pulling it up she had lifted herself a little off the seat and sat on it so that her quite spectacular legs were fully displayed and wide spread. Ayilah always added to her own glamour by wearing high heels and this occasion was no different. Her feet were arched quite severely into a pair of extremely high stiletto court shoes. The meeting of Arab dress and culture with some westernisation thrown in there for good measure. Her feet were planted wide on the floor, her knees forced high by the height of the heels and held very wide apart. Ayilah was sitting upright and erect and she looked very sexual. Very provocative. Even as she looked down at Tanya who had been forced to crawl very slowly between those wide open legs and right up to her exposed, hairless and smooth sex.

“Sniff first bitch. Smell me. Take in my aroma. Get used to that smell girl. Get used to it. I want my smell, and my taste to mean something to you from now on. Do you hear me bitch?”

Tanya just looked up to Ayilah from between those legs and from her tangle of hair and from under those curled lashes. Her eyes said it all. Oh yes she heard and understood what Ayilah was telling her. Her nostrils flared almost immediately as she began to take in little short sharp breaths as though she was some sort of animal, sniffing. Sniffing the flesh and sniffing the air around that flesh.

“Mmmmm good bitch, goooood bitch. Now lick me... and for your own sake, for your own goodness of health, lick me good bitch.”

Still that venom in her voice and yet they had barely finished spilling from her perfect, smooth lips than Tanya's studded tongue was sliding from inside the warm wet confines of her mouth. The tip of her tongue in one smooth gliding movement just touched the outer lips, the puffy labia of Ayilah and swiped up the whole length of the slit. Ayilah letting out a deep gratified sigh as the one swipe of Tanya's tongue melding into the next, this time downward stroke. Ayilah forcing herself to hold her legs wide, then wider open. Tanya on her all fours between those quite spectacular legs and her head moving up and down and then side to side as she progressed with the licking. Her tongue still extremely sore from the modification and yet beginning now to move more fluidly and snake like. The drool though. The constant production of drool that mingled and mixed with the juices of Ayilah producing a welcome soothing to the tongue that had suffered so much and yet, so much more was expected of it.

Once again, Tanya appeared to sink into the role of cunt licker as easily as she had cock sucker. She had teased lesbians in the past. She had even deliberately and dirtily kissed other girls and women but that had been on her own terms. She had called the shots. This was different. This was her licking because she had to. All the time the threats from Ayilah about how she would suffer if she didn't satisfy her, ringing in Tanya's ears. It wasn't quite clear in Tanya's mind how she could possibly suffer any more. Even though everything else in her mind and in her eyes was lucidly clear and flawless... that point, that simple thing of how she could possibly suffer more just would not snap into focus at all. She trawled the length of Ayilah's sex several times before applying a little more pressure and parting the puffiness of the outer labia. It was between those lips that she found the fluid and slippery juices. Tanya coated her tongue with this fluid and her own drool and used it so that her tongue could slide deeper and deeper into that crevice. The more she slid her tongue in and trawled the soft smooth inner flesh the more Ayilah's moans became obvious. Once again Tanya doing what was required of her. And doing it with a natural skill and ability. The one thing immediately noticeable was that she didn't do what she did without the continuous sobs. That sob was always there. Like a sorrowful, deep seated sob that was as much part of the act as the swiping and trawling of her tongue through all of that feminine flesh.

Yes, those sobs, and that wet licking. Ayilah's moans becoming louder as she wrapped her fist around the blonde hair of the American. Pulled her in closer and tight so that her tongue could penetrate deeper and deeper. Tanya's tongue eventually finder the clitoris hood. Recognising it and then swirling her tongue wetly around it just pressing very slightly. Pressing and swirling, pressing and swirling and then ever so gently coaxing the clitoris itself out from inside the hood. It had been at this time, the time when Tanya had recognised the clitoris and the clitoris hood that her sobbing had been the most pitiful yet. As though she realised at that precise time that she herself no longer had that organ. She no longer was able to feel the pleasure that she was giving at that precise time to another woman. And yet strangely, she did not want to give this woman Ayilah pleasure any less. Those threats of her suffering if she didn't please her still fresh in her ears. The studded tongue providing the very welcome nobbled pleasure pulses as Ayilah used the leverage of Tanya's hair twisted around her clench fist and guiding her head, her face and her tongue up and down her sex in the most obscene, graphic way possible.

“Mmmm that's right white American bitch... make me cum and make me cum good.”

The venom even more spiteful from between gritted teeth. Tanya finding the clit again and now with it swollen and engorged she pressed her tongue against it and licked the very tip. The pleasure tip of the clit. She did it imagining that it was her own. Just trying to imagine the pleasure she could give herself had she been able to do that. Except there was no pleasure for her. There was no pleasure in any sense of the word. No throb, not even a distant one. Oh, her hanging nipples were hard and they throbbed just like they always had. But that was a natural body reaction to what was being expected of it. No longer were those nipple throbs fed into the central throb of her clitoris. She didn't have a clitoris any longer. Na'ilah was wearing her clitoris as a necklace. Now, it was just her giving pleasure to Ayilah. A simple thing really. Nothing for her and that is what was more distressing than anything. Tanya sobbed bitterly as her mouth and tongue brought the Arab woman off on several intense orgasms. The first orgasm saw her squirting her juices over Tanya's face, saturating her. Tanya not relenting though as her lips kissed the sexuality of Ayilah and her tongue trawled deep then deeper still scooping out that thick slippery juice and moisture bringing her off time after time until Ayilah seemed breathless. Tanya continuing to lick and suck at the cunt... swirling her tongue around the throbbing clitoris and cleaning the whole area as Ayilah came down from the euphoric high of that multiple orgasm. The licks becoming softer, and more sensuous and the sound of her sobbing resonating through the most intimate flesh of the Arab woman. Tanya's sobbing a stark contrast to the moans and groans and squeals of pleasure coming from Ayilah. Eventually, Ayilah gripping Tanya’s hair in a tighter fist and snapping her head back and looking deep into those pools of tear dripping eyes.

“Verrrrrry good bitch. But I lied. You are going to suffer anyway. I want some fun.”

There was a chilling, mocking quality to the voice. Like as though she had fooled Tanya yet again. Drawn her in and was in the process of spitting her out. She had made her see that chink of light in the first place and destroyed that illusion. And now, regardless of how well she performed orally she was going to make Tanya suffer anyway. It was like she enjoyed that. Enjoyed that particular brand of sadism. Pushing her away cruelly so that Tanya sprawled legs akimbo, Ayilah spat,

“Take this slut down into the basement and prep her for the rubber-rope walk.”

Tanya sobbed then sobbed some more as she was assisted to her feet and taken away. 'Basement' did not sound good. And 'rubber-rope walk' sounded even less good.

 

There was nothing mysterious or secretive about the rubber rope walk. It was simply an implement and a means of quite basic torture really. In Tanya's case she could barely walk down the bare stone spiral staircase to the quite awfully occlusive basement of the building under her own steam as it was. What could be deemed as fact was that she certainly would not be able to climb back up those stairs under her own steam, or without assistance once she had been subjected to this particular bit of 'fun' by Ayilah and her assistants.

Tanya remained naked. Completely without any form of clothing at all, and this remained the case. Except for her feet. Onto her feet were fitted a pair of extremely high heels. Higher than any girl would wear on a normal day to day basis. Possibly the stuff of fantasies for guys the world over. But the kind that any girl would tell you were of the crippling variety. In excess of six inches in height and of the pencil thin stiletto type that when worn forced the wearer onto her very tip-toes. Oh and it should be mentioned that there was no platform soles to relieve the height of the heels. Just a simple thin leather thick sole. And that forced the feet to arch in a very extreme way. The result of wearing such high heels was that almost the entire weight of the girl was forced either to the ball of the feet as in the case of slightly lower heels that were possible to wear on a longer terms basis. Or, as in the case of these particular heels, because of their extreme height, onto the very tips of the toes. Or the big toe in particularly. Anyone with any knowledge of ladies shoes, and high heels especially will confirm the fact that heels emphasis the arch of the back adding strain and they force stances that in normal everyday circumstances are unnatural. In Tanya's case there was added stress involved in that, once she was ready to begin the rubber-rope walk she would have a hobble chain fixed between her ankles. The shoes actually were designed with an ankle strap that could and would be padlocked in Tanya's case. And then the short length of hobble chain padlocked to those ankle straps. The hobble chain was very short, just about eighteen inches in length which severely restricted any steps taken. In the case of Tanya with very long legs, the hobble chain shortened steps and stance greatly. This proved bad enough. Any girl wearing high heels will know that in order to remain comfortable when standing for any length of time she would have to shift emphasis from foot to foot so that the weight was shifted. So that both legs, both feet could share the load. And so that the weight bared on the curved spine could be altered and adjusted. The hobble chain meant none of that could happen. So Tanya's femininity would remain emphasised to the maximum, but she would not be able to share the load or the strain between either of her legs. Just a simple hobble chain prevented that. A simple hobble chain didn't just hobble the walk or the length of the steps that could be taken, it hobbled the amount of weight that could be shifted from foot to foot. Or heel to heel. It debilitated the amount of relief Tanya would be able to offer her spine in any way. Indeed part of the torture was absolutely in the wearing of those shoes and hobble chain. But by no means was it 'the' torture. That was yet to be revealed.

Even on being shown into the dark, subdued basement of the extensive Harem building Tanya had felt the overwhelming feel of doom and dread sweep over her. That was evident in the tone of her sobs as soon as she was taken into low ceilinged room. There was no natural light and so the lighting in there was a deliberate mix of necessary and occlusively dimmed. Just little bits of light being directed where they needed to be and these lights further adjustable via dimmer switches that could make them as bright or as very low key as required. In Tanya's case and especially for her, the lighting was of the most moody, and soul destroying one could imagine.

“Step into the shoes, American pig-girl.”

An Arab man, very young but with an obvious dislike of Americans had pointed to the shoes that had been set in the centre of the floor. At that point the hobble chain was there but not attached to the shoes. Tanya slipped into the shoes, her face wincing immediately on feeling the extreme arch of her feet. Contrary to popular belief, or myth, these shoes this high were not a dream to wear. Discomfort was almost immediate and just didn't get any better. A girl didn't get used to these shoes. It was simply a sliding scale of incremental damage that was caused to the feet and to the spine. Tanya wasn't offered a seat, or any other means of comfort as the rest of the day ahead was prepped in front of her.

On opposite walls around just above shoulder height were fixed strong steel eyes. From one of these eyes a length of what looked like rope dangled and then curled onto the floor in a neat coil. On closer inspection this 'rope' was indeed made from a rubber compound. A solid rubber compound about one inch thick. That was the core of the rubber compound rope was one inch thick. It wasn't a smooth length of 'rope' though, it was set at intervals of approximately six inches with solid balls of rubber. Each of these rubber balls were covered in tiny, smaller nobbles of what looked like spikes. They were spikes. They were rubber spikes not designed to pierce normal outer flesh but to cause absolute terrible torment to the more intimate flesh that would be made available to them.

Time or the length of time was a massive factor in what happened to Tanya in that basement room. By the time it was time for things to begin proper she had already been on those heels for an extraordinary lengthy period. It was just in that time she had had the 'luxury' of being able to shift her feet this way and that. And she had been able to adopt various poses, and stances that afforded her some relief. It was quite a sight. Through no fault of her own, the high heels she wore forced Tanya almost into strutting, arrogant poses that made her appear like a hooker or something. It wasn't her fault it was just the way the shoes were. Emphasising everything feminine about her whilst at the same time forcing her to try to gain some relief somehow.

When it became clear to Tanya what the coiled rubber rope was for, there was a renewal in the low droning sobbing that had been a constant with her. In the cellar room it kind of bounced off the walls and echoed in a way that was quite weird and creepy. That echoing, droning sob drenched the place and yet was intersected with the metallic clip clop of the high heels on the bare stone floor. That clip clop of the high heels became more and more irregular as time passed in the cellar. The more uncomfortable it became to wear those shoes, the more irregular the clip clips became. The harder it became for Tanya to lift her heels and so they scraped and dragged the floor. Her sobs became a few octaves louder as she watched two guys prepare the 'rope'. One took the unsecured end and walked to the other side of the room. The second guy got a container with an oily, slippery substance in it. He used this to lubricate the whole length of the rope. From where it was secured one end to the eye in the wall, he walked the full length of the rope to the other side of the room making sure that the entire rope, all round its circumference and all of the balls and spikes were lubricated and literally dripping with the oil. Tanya could only look on with an increasing amount of despair as it became obvious to her what was going to happen.

By the time she had been invited to step over the rope laying across the floor the sobs were coming from her thick and fast. It was funny, a new level of despair that was created in the basement room. One stiletto'd foot either side of the rope. Then Tanya reversed up the length of the rope until she was near the one wall. The loose end of the rope then brought up tight between her legs and fixed to that second eye. There was an immediate discomfort. Rather more than a discomfort as the rubber rope was brought up and the oil serving well to part her fat distended lips. She had been placed very carefully so that her lips would be parted with just the one inch core of the rope between her lips. It wouldn't be until she moved that the balls and the spikes would part her more causing her untold agony.

“AAHHHHH GODDDDDD PLEASEEEEEEEE NOOOOOOOO.”

The clearest words she had spoken since having her tongue modified. Not perfectly spoken by any means. Or not perfectly punctuated, but very clear none-the-less.

“Oh there is no God here Cunt... just me.”

The voice that did just simply strike fear into the very soul of the pretty, blonde American girl. It was Na'ilah. She was here, in this cellar room. She had come into the room just as that rubber rope was dissecting Tanya's labia meat. The rubber rope, like a huge bungee cord was forced to stretch in order to be hooked into the other eye. It would have been forced to stretch immensely, even just between the two points. But the fact that Tanya had been made to step over this rope and straddle it, meant that she was forced to take the whole of the stretched rubber between her legs. The room about five meters wide. The tendency was for Tanya to try to get onto more of her tip toes than she already was. Even though that was pretty impossible it was natural reaction to try to repel away from the rubber rope grinding its way into her pussy. Tanya let out a awful sounding cry when she realised that Na'ilah was there with her. So many emotions had coursed through her over this time in which her life had changed. She had thought, had hoped that she had seen the last of Na'ilah. No such luck. Yet another mental let down. Another blow to her psyche. She came round, eyed Tanya almost in a loving like manner. Admired the length of the legs, the shape that the shoes forced. The even more emphasised shape that the rubber rope cutting between her legs creating. But even so, up to the point Tanya had still been able to adjust her weight side to side. The rubber rope had introduced a further distress point but she still had that ability right? To move her weight slightly from foot to foot? Oh yes, the rope did restrict that a little, but it was still there she still have that play didn't she? Right? Wrong!

“Let’s get this hobble chain in place.... and, oh yes... Get her arms behind her, reverse prayer and secured before we get this show finally underway.”

Na'ilah didn't really spare any emotion, or feeling on the instruction. It was simply spoken so that a means to an end could be achieved. As far as she was concerned Tanya hadn't even begun to suffer yet.

“MMMMMM AAAAAAAAAARRRRHHHH MMM GODDDDDD NOOOO.”

Tanya was beginning to negotiate her tongue modifications well. Very well indeed. Indeed it was amazing how the human being adapted to various situations, stresses and to diminishing fortunes. Of course that noise as her feet were brought closer together and in line was a telling one of just what agony she was beginning to be in. To have her feet and legs hobbled in this way, on such high heels and with that oiled rubber rope cutting up between her legs was an agony in itself. She could feel her lips swelling and opening up either side of the rope and she could feel that tightness as the rubber forced its way up into her deeper softer meat.

“MMMMMM NNNGGNGGNGNGNGNGGGGG HHHHHEEEEEEE GGGGGGGG NNNNNNNNN GHHHHHHH GGGGGGGGGG HHHHHH HHHHGGGNNNNEEEEEEEEE DDDDDNNGNNGNGGGNGNNGNGGGNG.”

The noises became something completely different as her arms were brought behind her. Bent at the elbows, secured and back of hand to back of hand and further secured at the wrist. Reverse prayer position. An agony inducing piece of bondage in itself. Forcing the shoulders back and placing untold strain on the shoulders, and elbow joints. That added stress seeming to amplify the strain in her spine. Indeed the strain and stress her spine was now feeling with the added torment of the hobble chain, and her natural reaction to try to lift off that rope was reducing her to a state that was several levels lower to that already suffered by her. Already she had suffered more than any woman could possibly expect to suffer in one life time. Her suffering had been a matter of days. And was one heaping on top of another. But there she was straddling that rope. She looked like a work of art. Oh yes... she fitted the particular scene so well. She just was 'meant' to be there. Simply a matter of fact that she was meant to be there.

Nobody, under any circumstance could say that Tanya was having an easy ride. Or that she was enjoying any of what was happening to her. This was worse that a nightmare. A nightmare was something that someone woke up from. There was no waking up for Tanya.

 

“Ahhhh good, the bitch is ready... I like that. I like that... what you have done to this bitch Na'ilah. Oh I have to give it to you, you sure know what to do with these fucking bitches.”

Ayilah entered the room quietly. Very quietly. The only reason anyone knew she had come in was that the big heavy, lead lined door squeaked shut behind her. Eyes turned to see the Arab woman wife of the Harem slide in with two Great Dane dogs on leashes. Magnificent beasts perfectly poised perfectly behaved. One either side of the stunning Arabic woman.

“Make her walk... make her walk now. I want to see the American walk the rope, now.”

The dogs sat, again one either side of the woman, and had fixed their eyes on Tanya. It was just that that was the direction they looked. That and the noises that Tanya was making was attracting the attentions of the two animals. Their ears pricked and flicked as the different tones emanated from Tanya. By this stage there was no one single noises coming from her. It was an amalgamation of a lot of noises. All of them were distress or anxiety related. And yet this also pointed to her dwindling state of mental health.

“You heard the Lady Cunt, walk.”

Tanya's lips had become cracked and dried from all of her sobbing. But her lips trembled as she tensed on her heels and on that rope. She moved one foot forward, but it was more like a scraping of the heel forward on the stone floor. She didn't lift her foot at all. Then as she moved the other one to bring them both back parallel, the rubber rope moved inside her lips and she let out a big, big squeal.

“EEEEEOOOOOWWWWWWWWWWWWW..... AAAAAHHHHH NOOOOOOOOOOO.”

In her own head she would have heard her tongue studs raking across the tops of her teeth.

“Pick your feet up Cunt... walk properly. Walk properly.”

By the time Tanya took the next steps she was in floods of tears. That flood of tears was streaming down her face and her whole body, legs, neck, back was tense and under the greatest of duress. She lifted her foot and put it forward as much as the hobble chain allowed. It even looked that the chain stopped her from taking her chosen step and so was cut short and was brought down to the floor increasing the stress and torture even more. Even before she had lifted the other foot to bring it parallel again the first spiked ball pressed into her delicate sex meat. Because it had been heavily oiled, it with ease slipped up inside the hole and dragged. As she moved her other foot, the ball was dragging and mashing the soft sexual inner flesh. The little spikes were tenderising her further and by this time that first ball was dragging down the very spot where her clitoris had been a few hours before. Had her clitoris been there, there would have been a conflict. The absolute agony of the bondage. Of the hobble. And then of that ball and its spikes rubbing and dragging the clitoris. She wouldn't have wanted to have been pleasured in that way but she wouldn't have been able to avoid it either. As it was no such conflict happened because she had no clitoris. That had been taken off her.

“Keep walking Cunt.”

And so Tanya was made to walk the length of that rope with the nobbled oiled rubber rope up inside her. But it wasn't enough for her to walk the one length in that way. The she had to come back. Walk backwards so that the rope and its balls and spikes grated into and ploughed her ass hole. Obviously her reverse journey was worse than the forward. Not so sure of her hobbled footing. Ayilah moving towards the centre of the room, the two huge dogs remaining loyally by her side. Tanya whimpering then as the dogs began to sniff at her legs. One of the hounds running his huge floppy tongue up the length of one of her taught calves.

“OOHHHHH PLEAAAAASEEEE GET THEM AWAYYY FROM MEEEEE.”

Taking the steps backwards to the start point.

“Bitch, if you hurt my dogs' feelings you will regret the day you were born.”

One suspected that Tanya regretted that day already. Her whole body tensed as she slowly made her way back to the start point. This treatment, this torture a severe test of her physical and mental strength. Another step down into the vortex as she walked that rope. Every single step becoming harder and harder than the last. Her sexuality, and her most intimate flesh being mashed and opened up by the rubber rope and eventually her getting back to the start point.

By the time she had reached that start point again, both dogs were licking at her legs and sniffing her causing her untold anxiety. Na'ilah came back into view and she was holding what looked to be a lethal, cane like implement.

“Cunt, I am impressed you can do that again. The full length and back. This time though I will swat either your breasts, or your ass with this cane. Whale-bone, my favourite cane. So flexible, so smooth and soooo painful. Do you understand Cunt... all the way up and all the way back?”

Tanya sobbed out loud again. And then began her journey. The stress the heels had caused was profound now and yet to her credit, she had the strength to pull it off. Her spine felt like it would break and at the same time the rubber rope was working its oiled horror on her intimacies. Making it worse this time, every so often flick with that whale bone cane. The breasts. To the ass. To her thighs. She didn't know when a flick would come, or where. When it did, it was effortless for Na'ilah. Just a casual flick of the wrist to cause untold agony. Every flick making Tanya squeal and tense which in turn put more pressure on her already agonised spine and legs. Every flick causing her cunt, and ass to twitch and gyrate over the rubber rope and spiked balls. Such an agony. A relentless, absolute agony.

“EEEEEEHHHHHHHHHGGGGGGGHHGHGHGHGHG NNNNNN NNNGGNGGNGN NNNNNNNNFFFFFFFFFUCKKKKKK HHHH HHHHGGGNNNNEEEEEEEEE.”

Such such torment as two Great Danes sniffed and licked. Tanya's sex meshed and mashed. Her own body producing juices to mingle with the oil. Her remaining femininity continuing to betray her even though her clitoris had been removed. Her breasts criss crossed with cane welts. As were her ass and thighs.

Tanya's screams and torment went on for some time in that basement room.

 
 




TEN


 

Two hours after that very first rope walk, Tanya was still walking that nobbled rubber rope. First walking it forward, the whole length, and then back. Each and every step becoming more difficult. Each and every step bringing a newer deeper grunt from the back of the throat of the blonde American. The high heels did their work on an incrementally sliding scale downwards. Her spine, arched and curved in a concave manner, the strain and pain indescribable. Someone with deliciously long legs like Tanya possessed was used to being able to take long striding steps but with that ability hobbled in the form of the chain between her ankles, that ability was taken away. Replaced by an almost retarded shuffling. Such high heels demanded that the steps taken be long, purposeful ones, but this did not happen with Tanya. The chain prevented that from happening. That is, the chain plus her diminishing will to take steps at all due to the oiled rubber rope. And those spiked balls that mashed and ground into her sex meat with every single step. Between the balls, just the one inch core of rubber rope cutting deep into her sex. Opening her lips wide and pressing up into her delicate sex meat. And then those balls. Even the whimper before Tanya took the step required to bring the oiled, spiked rubber balls into a deeper wider contact. Oh yes, she was reluctant to take the steps in any way shape or form. Longer steps may have even eased that dreadful, worsening pain that was wracking her spine. But she couldn't take those longer steps. It was a case of six of one half and dozen of the other. She wanted to be able to get her feet further apart so the load could be spread. But she didn't want to because that would bring those sex mashing spiked balls into play quicker with more purpose. Oh yes she was reluctant to take those steps. But once the reluctance was an obvious fact, then Na'ilah's whale boned cane came more and more into play. The strokes with that increasing and equal to Tanya's reluctance.

“Keep walking Cunt. We want Ayilah to be pleased with what she sees don't we?”

Tanya really, was simply a snivelling mess. Her body had become an exhausted, sweat dripping mess. Ever her usual long luscious blonde locks had become matted and flat and stuck to her head and her face. Tears simply flowed down her face. And yes her face a pure mask of undiluted pain and discomfort. By this time, she was simply riding the degradation and the humiliation. She was simply taking those steps without the thought of how reduced she had become. How far below even gutter she had dropped. Na'ilah's tone hadn't increased with the reduction of Tanya. On the contrary, Na'ilah spoke in those same soft, almost mono tones. The perfect English dripping with that throaty, almost sexy Arabic accent. Somehow it seemed wrong to describe that accent as 'sexy' in this setting. In the setting that was causing such an increasing, desperate misery to a woman who had been 'sexy' in her former life. But the Arab's voice was indeed sexy. Impossibly so. An impossibly sexy voice dripping out of an impossibly sexy woman. Always but always but always the question would be asked by any onlooker, “How could one woman do that to another?” It was a simple, valid question that would be asked time after time. Somehow, if this horrific scene was being played out by men on Tanya... the effect wouldn't have been so profound or so rancid. That it was a beautiful, softly spoken woman doing this, furthering this torture on one of her own gender made it so much more worse. Like tenfold. One hundred fold. Na'ilah instigating and furthering this sexual torture on behalf of yet another woman. Another deeply twisted woman who simply watched with an awfully sadistic smile on her lips as she stroked her Danes on the sidelines.

Every single one of Tanya's steps creating yet another tone of noise to drip from her mouth. Oh that noise was music to a sadist's ears. So much so. Na'ilah clenched her thighs secretly as she applied the cane. Another cause for the chill to travel down the spine of anyone watching was the effortless ease with which she applied that cane. It seemed to be just a casual flicking of the wrist. The speed and that casualness were such that they would deceive the eye of any onlooker. Only if that onlooker looked, and didn't blink would he, or she actually catch it. The blurringly quick and yet casual flick of the wrist that sent the cane into an even blurrier arch through the air then that


CRACKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKK


As it contacted with the flesh. That CRACK having a slightly different tone to it depending on which piece of flesh it came into contact with. The exceptional soft, absorbing flesh of Tanya's under breasts. Very painful. Indescribably so. And yet those strokes applied with such an uncanny accuracy. Each and every one of those strokes to the under breasts minutely accurate and avoiding any other flesh on the way. The slight, quick whistle as the cane travelled via that flick of the wrist, through the air, making Tanya whimper and flinch even before the stroke landed. That whistle announcing its arrival. Tanya's sob in advance and then cut short when the cane landed flush under and across both breasts. Tanya sucking in air an then just a brief moment of dead silence as she held her breath, and held herself mid-step and then that awful sound that came from her mouth. At first it sounded like a straight scream. Like one of someone experiencing a sharp short pain. And that is indeed what it was except there was more to it. If one got right close to Tanya's mouth as it came out. There was a deeper quality to that scream. The scream itself dripped with a terrible defeating of her inner will. It wasn't even a scream that announced she wanted this pain and discomfort to end. It was simply a scream of resignation. It was a natural scream. The body's natural reaction to what was happening to it. Its natural reaction to those short sharp bursts of pain that the whale boned cane were creating. Funny that. The body's reaction to those cane strokes were those terrible screams. And its further reaction to the rope walk and the debilitating effects of the high heels and hobble chain were that constant and increasing droning from the back of the throat. Actually all those noises that Tanya made emanated from the back of her throat. And yet were different noises. Such different noises. But when they all came together, for a sadist of Na'ilah's advanced nature, they were pure unadulterated 'music'.

That continuous walking of the rope. Forwards, backwards. Leaving none of her sexuality or deeper intimate femininity untouched. The 'encouragement' of the cane for Tanya to continue with this 'self-torture'. And it was a self-torture. Just not a self-torture by choice. Forced time after time to take those steps. Those painful, painful steps that sent acute, sharp shooting pains down her spine then back up. Time after time Tanya forgetting she was hobbled and so that step being cut short. And that point that the step was cut short causing an even greater degree of acute pain to wash through the core of her spine as she was forced to lower her stiletto'd foot sooner than she had prepared herself in her mind for. At that point she would let out a full-cry. Pause, just for a split second as that particular shot of pain raced through her to her brain. In that split second her brain processing it and then the sob again. Maybe that processing and full-cry hadn't quite run its course before the cane would whistle through the air yet again. So that particular noise that Tanya made would fade in as well. The apprehension and recognition that a split second later the cane would land somewhere. Maybe her breasts. Either that delicate under flesh. Or across the tops of the milky cleavage. Equally as painful and equally as dire the audio consequences. Tanya's sucking in of air, knowing it was coming and then that terrible scream as the reality was processed by the pain processing part of her brain. Sometimes when that scream came, drool was catapulted from Tanya's mouth. If one were to study that closer, that catapulting of drool usually happened when the cane cut across the areolas or her nipples. When the cane contacted with any other part of her flesh, it was usually just a stretching of her pretty mouth and a closing of the eyes at that precise time, then closely followed by the scream. But when the areolas, and or nipples were struck that pain was so acute, so terrible that the scream was instant. The eyes would peel open, bulge and then that catapulting of the drool that had collected in her mouth. Her whole body would tense. That tension would simply further the stress and pain in the rest of her body and the misery she was caused was simply immeasurable.

Trying to find the words to describe the scene towards the end of that rubber rope walk session is difficult. Well more than difficult really. Probably impossible is a good way to describe that difficulty level. The criss cross of cane induced welts across Tanya's ass, thigh and tit flesh were so well placed that they were a work of art. None of the welts actually had broken skin, or had blood seeping from them. On the contrary they were simply little thin strips of raised, angry flesh. No doubt Na'ilah could have broken the skin with this cane had she wanted to. That wasn't the objective though. The objective being just little encouraging bursts of pain so that the blonde American Cunt could further her own torture and distress. The welts across and under her breasts, so accurate so equally applied that from a distance it looked like they might have been drawn on with a finely tipped magic marker with a colour called 'angry welt'. It was quite stunning that each welt, each rising of the flesh was so equally applied that they simply looked identical. Even the welts across the areolas and the nipples were just like a recreation of the one before it and so on. One thing though that was clear from this pattern of tortuous welts, was that their effect lasted way longer and went far deeper than the initial stroke and the resulting ear piercing scream. These were strokes that once applied were firmly entrenched in her mind, as lucidly as her thoughts were.

Then there was Tanya's sexuality. There was no blood, or acute damage to the flesh. It was simply that it had been mashed and ploughed time after time by the oiled rubber rope and the rubber spiked balls. In another life, a life where Tanya would have enjoyed sexual stimulation, as uncomfortable as the rope walk would have been, that rope, those balls and rubber spikes would have enforced a stimulation through Tanya. Even possibly an orgasm. The rope as well as the balls and spikes would have been a constant irritation to her clitoris. Her clitoris would have been mashed and stretched and pressed the whole time and as degraded and humiliated as she had felt, she would have been unavoidably pleasured by this. Maybe multiple orgasms that she wouldn't have been willing to experience but that would have been forced on her. But, there was no clitoris and there was no such distraction for Tanya. One wondered if that formed part of the torture for her. The continuing torture. She will have been more than aware of the continued grinding of her cunt and ass holes over that tight, sex splitting rope. Maybe, just maybe she longed for the distraction of degrading sexual stimulation. Yes that would be it. That would be the one thing that would cause the distraction so that she could endure the terrible torture that she was being put through. But, no clitoris. No pleasure. No distraction. This was Tanya's life now. The meat of her sex just a deep red in colour. Swollen outer labia, and inner folds of flesh. Just the constant walking back and fore on that rope making the intimate flesh between her legs and ass cheeks stand out. There was no hair there for protection. Just the soft delicate smooth flesh. There for the taking by the lubricated rubber rope and spiked balls.

Then there was the damage that couldn't be seen. The aching legs. The spine. Had Tanya been able to adapt normal regular poses, even in those extreme heels, one might guess at the normal levels of discomfort that were being applied. But the hobble chain threw in a whole new mix. It was just one stance, one pose available to her. No matter what amount of distress she was in. How much discomfort she was experiencing, she could more or less just stand, straddling that rubber rope in one way and one way alone. The effort, to stand even more on tip toes due to the tightness of that rope had long since faded back. She straddled the rope and it simply almost cut her in half such was the tightness. If one looked closer, at her face and into her eyes one would be able to see the terrible, terrible and deeper distress there. But the fact that she was hobbled and with her arms bound tightly behind her in reverse prayer prevented any other indication of the distress and pain involved. Oh, one would guess that that could not have been a comfortable position to be in. But one would not be able to even hazard the slightest guess at just exactly what Tanya was going through at any given time. Oh, there were the beads of sweat that covered her entire body and face. Yes that was another indication. And towards the end, there was the slowness and a reluctance of the rope walk. A slowness, a simple exhaustive inability to go any quicker. Irregular tortuous steps. That was a sign to. But not in itself. If one took that obvious, almost sloth like walking at the very end, together with the quick accurate strokes of that lethal cane, then and only then would there be the true indication of what she was going through. To endure those frequent strokes of the cane, and yet still not be physically able to go quicker or more fluently across the length of that rope was the final indication. The absolute indication that as much that could be achieved in that basement had been achieved. Tanya wasn't broken yet... the tones weren't quite right for that just yet. There still wasn't quite that right distance in her eyes. She just wasn't... just wasn't 'broken' yet.

 

The extended groan of despair and discomfort as the rubber rope was released from between her legs was telling. Yes there was the groan of relief, but with the release of that pressure there was more agony as blood began to flow back into the parts that it had been restricted from for all that time. Tanya had to be supported then as she remained standing as the hobble chain was removed from between her ankles. Her knees very nearly gave way. Nearly but not quite. It was really akin to watching someone learn to stand and walk for the first time. Groans from Tanya as she tentatively and gingerly stretched her legs, and opened them shifting her weight from one high heeled foot to the other. This time the groans were of relief as opposed to pain as the flow came back to her. From the edge of the room Ayilah watched with her Danes.

“Bravo Bravo... such an entertaining piece of American trash.”

She almost spat out the words but in a way that she might have had Tanya been juggling balls for a few minutes rather than walking that rope for hours and hours on end. The arm bondage released and further groans from Tanya as yet more blood flow was permitted to return to normal levels. It was quite a telling moment. The one when all of her limbs were released and Tanya was able to stand and move on those extreme heels with relative ease. Even an expertise. An expertise possibly that only a perverse slut could manage. That hooker look again. The climb up that stone spiral staircase was a little tortuous and a slow process, but a process that was allowed to take its course. That tortuous climb up those steps was visually stunning for Na'ilah and Ayilah to witness. Still on those heels and with endless hours of torture behind her. Those hours had had a telling effect on Tanya. There was even very little response as the Danes sniffed her ass as she climbed the steps slowly. Just whimpers. Yes whimpers.

Somewhere, sometime the wronged wife of Tanya's former boss watched the rope walk DVD with a huge smile across her face. Oh yes this is what she wanted to see. The bitch suffering. Even she could not have imagined how much Tanya would suffer. Maybe it was better that she hadn't known that in advance. She may not have gone through with it. But now she did know, she clenched her thighs slightly at the crystal clear high definition DVD she was watching. Oh yes she liked this she liked it a lot.

 

The biggest most debilitating problem for Tanya during this earlier time at the Harem was that the onslaught of her senses was a constant one. There was no rest period between inflicted horrors. There had been no rest, or recovery period between that multiple raping back on American soil and her packaging for the journey to the Middle East. Or no rest between that journey and the circumcision, or that and the ass fucking by the Harem owner. No time to collect her thoughts between that ass fucking at then that extended time in the basement of the Harem. There was just no time for her to recoup her diminishing thoughts. Oh... things had become very clear for her. Lucid and clear and she remained fully aware of what was happening to her and that was probably part of the problem for her. Even her mind could not rest or recover from what was happening to her.

Approximately one hour after that climb back up that spiral stone staircase Tanya was in another form of bondage. Even as she was being placed in that bondage, her cunt was being fucked again. An invited married man, again of middle eastern descent – a paying guest inside the harem and one who especially enjoyed sliding his thick, vein ridden cock into Tanya's cunt even as she was being prepared for yet another form of 'surgery'. She couldn't have known that. She couldn't have known that she was being prepared for even more modification. She was however very aware. Very aware of that cock being shoved in one firm movement deep inside her sexuality. It was a big cock. Absolutely one of the biggest cocks she had felt in her life. Or, possibly the treatment at the hands of her abductors was beginning to get to her now and any cock, any abuse was seeming to be amplified and exaggerated. Perhaps this was the first sign of the breaking of Tanya, or not. She had groaned, and yet spread her knees apparently willingly to encourage the Arab to sink his phallus deep inside her tortured sexuality. And she had groaned a little more then as he had begun to pummel her. Long, slow but firm piston like strokes in and out in and out. The out stroke seeing the majority of the thick slippery cock coming out of her and dragging her delicate inner flesh with it. The whole shaft being extracted leaving just the huge bulbous bell end inside her. Just that huge swollen bell end, left to ream the tortured sex meat. The Arab looking down, looking between the spread legs then, him grunting his approval of what he was seeing and what he was doing as he then slid the cock back in. Distorting the swollen angry red sex flesh as he shoved the cock all the way back in until he felt the nudge of the bell end against the soft cushion like texture of the end of her cervix. That sucking in of air as her cervix was shoved. Not simply in and out strokes though. Once the cervix had been nudged against, just a slight pulling back and then another hard nudge forward so he could hear that sucking in of air again.

“Mmmmm that's right American Cunt.... infidel.... feel this Arab cock in you.... yesssss bitch. I have made a request for you to bare my children.... how would you like that bitch... American trash, hmmm?”

And that was the problem for Tanya and the level of lucidity she was experiencing on an increasing basis. Had her mind not been functioning, had it been numbed by horrors and atrocities that were happening to her, such a cruel taunting, tortuous comment from her current rapist would have simply slid over her head. She wouldn't have understood, or even heard. But the fact that her mind seemed super alert, seemed to be taking in everything, absorbing everything meant that not only did she hear every single word, but she took it into her brain and then almost felt it as her brain processed the information that was being fed into it. As the guy withdrew his cock and then shoved in again he had spoken to her, and it was as she sucked in air and grunted as her cervix was pushed and pummelled again that she let out another full cry. She could end up pregnant and baring this guy's child, or children. It was at that time that Tanya was forced to sink to newer, lower levels.

“NNNNNNOOOOOOO NOOOOOO NOOOOOOOOOOO.”

Yes the word was quite distinctive even if somewhat elongated and extended. But it was very clear she understood what was being said to her. Even as that thought swirled around inside her mind, inside her brain, so that man continued his fucking of her rubber-roped-rubber-balled-spiked-balled sexuality continued. His pre-cum being used as an oily slippery lubrication, mixing in with the natural juices that her femininity was producing.

This particular raping, and it was a raping when all said and done, was secondary really to the bondage and the preparation that was taking place. Tanya had been placed, semi sitting into what looked like a Gynae Chair. A padded leather chair that was fixed to the floor. Tanya's still stiletto'd feet lifted high and then spread so that the attached stirrups could slip around her calves. Her long legs held open, wide and high. Her middle secured and her wrists simply cuffed to a lower bar so that her arms were down low out of the way. Her head then brought back into a padded head rest with a simple restraint across her forehead so that she could not move her head in any way. A strap brought over her middle and secured. This bondage so simply applied and yet so effective all she could look at was the hanging, red and purple ceiling to floor drapes that hung between huge round opulently decorated pillars in this particular section of the Harem premises. It was quite bizarre actually, quite stark in contrast how this medical chair. Or this ultra-modern, shiny modified medical chair was planted and secured to the centre of this huge traditionally Middle Eastern room. It was simply a matter of fact that the room, in all its glory and even the little that Tanya could see given her bondage would remind her that she was no longer on American soil. That she was no longer 'home'. And further, the tricks on her mind would further tell her, further persuade her that she would never ever return to the home that she once knew. How this poor, pretty American girl was supposed to absorb this endless torment, physical and mental, was beyond understanding. But another thing was clear and that was that this whole program of absolute abuse was designed so that Tanya herself would experience and feel the full brunt of it.

As the Arab raped her squishy cunt so her head and face were being prepared for further piercings. Her tongue had already been heavily modified and just as she was getting used to that immense change inside her mouth so yet more adornments were being prepared for further work. A white coated lady, looked to her supervisor, also female. The supervisor seemed or appeared to read her mind.

“No anaesthetic. She is American. No relief, or no mercy for her. She must feel and experience everything.”

Once again words that simply sunk into Tanya's psyche and forced out another quite sad groan from the pit of her stomach. She couldn't roll her head with distress. All she could do was open her eyes until they were almost bulging with torment. The guy slowly fucking her. Running his fingers up and down her suspended, secured upper thighs as he fucked her firmly and deeply. Then in a quite bizarre twist, the lady with the piercing syringe just nodding to him, to slow down or suspend the fucking so that she could go about her work. That Arab man then slowing his fucking to just a very very slow yet full length fucking of her cunt with his cock. There was no doubt that the torture of her further piercings was feeding his lust as he slowed almost to a stop but not quite. The thick, leaking cock still moving inside her. In then out. In then out. The lady working with the piercing syringe.

First an assistant clamping the septum of the nose and pulling, extending it out until that membrane of flesh between nostrils was fully exposed. A relatively easy, simple piercing. Not just a piercing of that membrane flesh, but also of the air with Tanya's screams as the thick needle went through.

“EEEEEEEEEEAAAAAAARRRRRRGGHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH.”

The needle popped through that membrane and then the ring. The permanent thick gold ring being fed through and secured. The ring so heavy, and big that it immediately hinged down and rested onto her upper lip. That ring actually enhancing her flared nostrils. The little blood being dabbed away and cleaned as the piercing needle was prepared again.

Another piercing this time dead centre below her lower lip. Her lip firstly being peeled out and held, the needle then being fed through the flesh, all the way through but the lady being careful not to further pierce any of Tanya's inner mouth. The needle being fed in and out in and out, almost in the same slow motion that the Arab man was using to fuck her with his cock. The hole being established and then the jewelled stud being fed through the hole and clipped from behind and inside her mouth to make that permanent. It was strange, slightly funny even how the two piercings enhanced the mouth and nose. Emphasised even the distress she was in.

“EEEEEEEEE AAAAAAAAAARRRRHHHHAAAAAHHHHHHHHGGHHHH.”

The sound coming from between gritted teeth as her mouth and face were worked on. The next piercing was at one corner of her mouth, just above the curve of where top lip met bottom lip right in the corner. Just above that, the flesh pierced and then studded. The scream being renewed and this time an extended scream that echoed in the huge chamber of this particular room. Her already studded, modified tongue sliding out of her mouth, waving in mid-air, even dripping with drool before sliding back into her mouth. Piercings and studs applied to the outer brow line of one eye and then another to the inner brow of the other eye. The pain and the discomfort of the facial piercing setting in as attentions were turned to the area between her legs.

There was a pause between the facial piercings and the work beginning on the delicate folds of flesh that made up Tanya's sexuality. That pause wasn't for her to recover. Such a thought hadn't even crossed her captor’s minds. Rather it was to allow the Arab man to complete his thorough fucking of her. This he did with eagerness. The strokes remaining full length and firm. Just faster and faster, harder and harder. Tanya sounding like she was being winded with every in-stroke. But really the noises coming from her were a mixture and a blending of a lot of different emotions and psychological horrors. The noises were being debilitated further by the pain of the piercings she had just received. A reluctance to move, or even twitch any of her facial muscles for fear of furthering or amplifying that discomfort. But the rutting she was receiving by the Arab far outweighing the need for her to keep her face still. The grunts coming from between clenched teeth and stretched lips. It was as though her face was paralysed. The noises came but the face, the expression, barely changed. That expression, the one fixed on Tanya's face was becoming one of total desolation. One would wonder how much longer this woman, this blonde American woman could go before she was finally broken. That time was most surely another step closer as the Arab grunted his orgasm and flooded her inner tubes with his thick, healthy semen. Even through all that pain and discomfort and horror a thought was raging through her mind. Just one thought. A repeated thought. A constant thought. A constant question that did not ebb or fade.

“W-whattt if I get pregnant? Whattttt if I end up pregnant? Oh godddd what if......”

Not spoken or uttered at all. At least not audibly. Just a replay time after time in her mind and several octaves louder as the man gripped her hips and shoved his cock head up against her cervix.

There actually was no attempt to lessen Tanya's ultra-degradation as the white coated lady's attentions were turned to the American's sexuality. The Arabic man had fucked her until his mind had melted and until he had exploded up inside her. He had continued with the fucking motions making sure he had emptied his testicles inside of her. Grinding his hips between her legs, ensuring he could feel himself totally drain inside of her. Only when there was no feeling of orgasm left, only once he was sure that what he was shooting inside of her was pure dust from an empty testicle sack, and only once his cock had dwindled into a semi flaccid state did he pull out of the gaping mashed minge of Tanya. The cock plopped out and immediately began to dribble, and excrete the Arab's semen in large thick globs. Because of the raised position of her spread legs, these dribbling gobs of semen ran down the length of her sex flesh and into the crack and valley of her ass. It then slid over the raised mashed rose of her twitching asshole and then finally dripped into a pool that simply got larger and larger on the floor between her suspended spread legs. Some of those wriggling, tiny little sperms though had swam up deep inside her fallopian tubes in search of eggs to fertilise.

It may have lessened her torment a little, had she been cleaned up before 'surgery' continued. It may have given back at least some of her dignity had that oozing, dripping mess been dabbed and curtailed and cleaned away. But giving Tanya dignity, any dignity isn't what this exercise, or any of these exercises, was about. The white coated lady simply pulled on a pair of micro thin medical gloves and proceeded to work around and through the mess that was between the American's legs. She seemed to make a point of moving so that Tanya could see her snap on the gloves. And then a further point of looking into her eyes, trying to see something, anything that was behind the slowly descending mist over the American's eyes. There most certainly was something there. A few days ago, had this been the first of Tanya's torments, there would have been a defiance and a will not to be broken in this way. Now though there was none of that. There wasn't quite that look of a western girl in the final throws of being broken yet. But there was a look of resignation there. A look of ever fading hope. Just huge pools of sorrow where there were once bright pools of beautiful eyes. The days of the unbroken Tanya were numbered.

The white coated lady worked carefully and meticulously on and around Tanya's cuntal area. Every time the piercing needles slid into the flesh, Tanya's hips twitched and she moaned an octave or two higher. With each twitch of the hips came a forcing out, or a giving birth of a bigger glob of spent semen. Indeed it seemed to be the lady's wish, or attempt to make that seeping, dribbling semen last until this particular piercing session was over. It seemed she did a very god job at that. For this very delicate region of sex, a special stud gun was used, rather than a needle. The reason for this specialised piece of kit would become very clear. The first stud to be applied was done so directly over and into the area where Tanya's clitoris had once been. For these cuntal piercings, special barbed studs were used. Because for instance the clit stud stem did not actually exit the flesh, and was fired into the core of the now non-existent clitoris, little tiny, almost imperceptible barbs existed at the very end of the stud. Once fired into the flesh, the little barb in a split-hundredth of a second curled very minutely so that stud was secured fully embedded in position and could not then slip out again. This securing of the stud was then further ensured as the inner flesh then healed around the stud stem and barb. This sounds a very painful, debilitating means of piercing, and of course is. But the worse and most painful part of this process is the initial firing of the stud gun. That split second when the barbed, needle sharp stud is fired into the flesh. It is only the decorative stud head, in Tanya's case, diamonds mounted in gold, that prevented the whole stud disappearing into the flesh.

“EEEEEEEEAAAAAAARRRRRRGGHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH.”

Hmmm yes that initial piercing and driving in of that stud did produce one of the highest pitched screams yet and also one of the furthest catapulting drool streams also. First the 'CLICK' of the gun, then the sucking in of air by Tanya and then that delicious scream. Tanya's hips twitching and another gob of semen dripping out heavily and with a plop onto the floor. The gloved fingers working Tanya's flesh with a calm, cool, accurate expertise that could only chill the spine of any watcher. The stud gun then reloaded with a single stud each and every time. That must have formed part of the torture for Tanya. The watching, the taking in, as witnessed first-hand as the white coated lady very carefully and meticulously loaded the gun before each piercing. The sounds coming from Tanya quite inhuman. Very slowly, very minutely and accurately Tanya's cuntal region becoming an enhanced work of art. A line of studs down each crevice where outer labia was joined the very soft, very inner thigh flesh of Tanya's legs. Right in that crevice, just where the labia rolled up and out. Between each application a scream of growing intensity.

“EEEEEEEEEEAAAAAAARRRRGGGHHHHHHHHHEEEEEEEHHHHHH.”

The twitching of the hips and then the catapulting of that drool. Tanya's already enhanced face a mask of pure undiluted distress. It was a good sign that she was past that degradation stage. Not that she wasn't being degraded, just that she was so far gone into her new world of submission that the state of degradation was simply a permanent one. Once that line of studs was applied to each crevice, the outer plump labia rolled out, and the tip of this adorned with another line of the diamond encrusted studs. The pain must have, can only have been immense. At some point, one of her stilettos slipped off and crashed to the floor on the very edge of the growing pool of semen. The length of both labia, the very tip neatly and accurately pierced with the barbed studs, perfectly parallel with the first lines in the crevices. The artwork building up slowly and with each application Tanya squeezing out a little more of the spent semen.

With the two lines of studs applied to each side of Tanya's slit, the white coated Arabic lady stepped back and took a look. She smiled gently as though she were taking pride in her work and she was. At this point Tanya could be forgiven for thinking that this particular part of her ordeal was over. However, nothing could have been further from the truth. There was another groan then, another 'noise' that rose from the pit of her stomach as the lady slowly and deliberately loaded up the stud gun again. This time, each already pierced out labia rolled back to reveal the more delicate inner meat of the sex. Another line of studs down each side of the inner cunt. These studs applied in exactly the same way would be hidden in normal everyday situations. This line of studs, one to each side of the hole, would be used as added stimulation to anyone fucking her at any time. It wouldn't add any, or give any pleasure what so ever to Tanya. But it would most certainly add to the pleasure of anyone fucking her at any given time.

“EEEEEEERRRRGGHHHHHHHHHH AAAAAAAAAARRRRHHHH.”

Music coming from her stretched and contorted mouth, the work of art that was very slowly, very surely coming together. Three lines of barbed studs down each side of the American's sexuality, and one larger stud where her clitoris once was. Very slowly, very surely Tanya was becoming unrecognisable as the carefree sexually addicted bitch she had once been.

 
 




ELEVEN


 

It would be extremely difficult, if not impossible to pinpoint the exact time at which Tanya broke. That exact precise time just could not be highlighted. Oh, one could guess at the rough time. One could say “it was around this time, or that time.” Even those levelled with the task of breaking Tanya could not be precise about when that magical moment happened. Or when it was due to happen. Even the experts could not say for sure when the breaking would occur. The only thing they could be sure of... the only thing that the Harem owner, that Na'ilah or any of the white coated people could say with absolute conviction is that eventually, Tanya, the American Cunt, the American bitch, would break. Eventually her mind, and her body would simply sink to a level below, a level lower than it had ever sunk before. It might be indicated just by a facial expression. The slightest change in expression. Not a fleeting change, but a permanent change. A change recognisable to people who had been 'working' with her. A change that to anyone from her former life, her privileged life, her life as a free American, would render her unrecognisable. Even with the facial adornments that were now permanent, people who once knew Tanya would do a double take before finally recognising her. But with the breaking of her, something... just something that was more than simply skin deep occurred. It was a change that occurred at soul level and that then reflected back in her overall appearance. Her over all demeanour. It was something that even though those who knew would recognise, they might not be able to put their finger on. It was something that to someone who knew the old Tanya, would simply render the girl unrecognisable, totally. Absolutely. A shadow of her former self maybe.

 

With all that being said, with all that being taken into consideration, it would be around this time, or during this next phase that the breaking of Tanya actually occurred. Once again the exact time could not be pinpointed. Just that at the beginning of this phase she was 'intact' just. But by the end of this stage, the old Tanya had most certainly deserted her.

“That's right Cunt give me a good deep licking. I want to feel that tongue of yours deep inside my ass. Do you understand Cunt? I want to feel that tongue slide deep into my ass and swipe up my inner walls. It's what blonde American bitches exist for. It’s what you personally was born to do. Lick asses. Lick cunts and pleasure cocks.”

It was Na'ilah, kneeling, and casually draped over the back of a deep sumptuous sofa, both hands behind her, one on each ass cheek holding and pulling, spreading them apart to expose the hole that Tanya was rimming and lubricating. Her tongue sliding out, and then gently rimming the hole before prodding the end of her studded tongue into the slightly raised recess of the rose. The tone of groan that came from Tanya was one of agreement. Yes, one of a deepening crises within herself too. But mostly one that simply agreed with everything that Na'ilah said. This was a simple casual exploitation of the American girl by the ultra-sadist, as another torment was prepared for her on the sidelines. This time it was men who were doing the preparations. One topless man was oiling what looked like a pear shaped flexible ball. It was shiny and black and from the indentations of the fingers, looked like soft, flexible and pliable rubber. He was oiling it. Ensuring that each and every surface of it was slippery. Using plenty of the transparent oil, massaging it in and using the full palm of his hand to do so. Using the curve and sack of this odd shaped ball in order to ensure the whole of it ended up slippery. Making sure that no area of its surface hindered whatever was going to happen with it.

The same man then, moving silently around to the back of the sofa, so that he could attract Na'ilah's attentions without actually speaking to her. So that he could hold up the dripping oiled ball to show her. So that he could wait for her nod before moving back around to the back of Tanya. Tanya was simply on her all fours between Na'ilah's spectacular legs and was lapping at her ass, and ever so slowly reaming her studded tongue into the tight confines of the sadistic Arab woman's rear entrance. Eventually there was no nod, just the slightest blink of the eye to the man. Just an ever so slight nuance of a look he recognised. Like a nod of the eyes, and agreement to proceed. An instruction to proceed.

There was the slightest twitch of Tanya's anus as the man pulled open one of her cheeks and then offered up the wider, rounded end of the shiny slippery ball to her ass. The man just twisting his hand, working the smooth, oil dripping end into and around the puckered ass hole. Not forcing it in just twisting the hand using the oil dripping from the ball to simply lubricate the ass, working in and around. Expertly working the hand gently, very gently so that Tanya's ass would relax, and naturally push out and back against the soft warm, almost welcoming texture of the ball. The oil warm and slippery, the ball smooth. The ass ever so slowly dilating, opening and welcoming. The hand holding the ball pushing, twisting and then pushing a little more until eventually the ball very simply slipped, or popped past the sphincter of the helpless American. There was a gasp and a sucking in of air through a wide open mouth. At the exact point of penetration and insertion or that round end of the ball, Tanya's tongue had been deep in Na’ilah’s ass hole. She had been reaming her studded tongue in deep and Na'ilah herself was letting out little gentle gasps of pleasure as the Tanya was finding her inner walls and rubbing her tongue first up one side of the tunnel, then the other. Then the roof of the anal tract, then the lower surface. Pressing with her tongue and licking. Reaming it right in. Using the strength of her tongue, and the studs to pleasure the sadist. Trying her best, making sure that she pleasured her. As though her life depended on it. In a way it did.

The ball simply popped past the sphincter and then closed around the narrower surfaces, sucking the whole object inside.

“MMMMMMM UUUUUUUUGGGGHHHHHHHHHH.”

It wasn't a groan of pain. She had had bigger more alive things inside her during this latter part of her life. In a way the smooth, warmness of the ball was a comfort to her. It was groan, just because of the feeling of the ball slipping inside her. The man holding the very end of the ball. Just using his thumb and forefinger to gently pinch the end of the narrower end of the rubber pear and then just every so succinctly twisting the very end, the very nipple of the pair. At that precise time, Tanya's tongue had been at it most deepest inside Na'ilah. Her tongue head reamed the tight ass so deeply that her lips were sealed to the areas around the hole and she was using those lips to kiss the ass of Na'ilah as though passionately. Although there was no passion or lust for Tanya, just an inherent desperate need for her to please the sadistic woman who had been at the very core, the very instigation of Tanya's torments. Somehow, for some reason there was that inbuilt and absolute need, and desire to please this woman. The woman who could she was sure, deepen and prolong any of the suffering she was inflicting.

At the precise time that the man twisted the end nipple of the ball, he let go and the whole thing was sucked inside of Tanya. Her eyes peeled open and some drool spat out against the ass of Na'ilah. There was a more desperate groan from the girl and then there was a more definite scream. Accompanying that scream was a muffled hiss of what was like compressed air from with her anus. What was actually happening within her was that the ball was expanding. Then expanding some more. And then expanding just the little bit more. From the bulge in Tanya's eyes one could see that the once warm, welcoming oily rubber ball was causing havoc inside her back passage and deeper. And even after the initial long hiss of released compressed air, the ball was still expanding, still stretching her insides. More slowly though, more gradually, but most definitely still expanding and ensuring she was stretched to the limit. It was easy to see that there was something inside her. A slight expansive bulge to her tummy. But more profound than that, the forcing of her ass down from the inside. Making the actual rose of the rectum to pout from between her ass cheeks. The telling protrusion of that hole telling the tale of the great pressure from within that the ball was creating. With the expansion of that 'thing inside of her came the discomfort, yes the discomfort but also like the constant feeling, or the need to take a shit. But not to take a shit, to force out that ball, or 'give birth' to it. With that expansion, the locking of it inside her.

Tanya couldn't force that ball out. Its expansion had happened after it had passed her sphincter and it was effectively locked inside her. But the need or desire to do just that was so great. The oil and the slipperiness of the ball inside her meant that with every twitch and with every movement she made, no matter how small, meant that not only did the ball cause her need to increase, and her discomfort, but also every single movement and muscle twitch meant that the ball would revolve and rotate inside her causing a very strange, invasive and debilitating sensation right in the deeper parts of her femininity.

“UUUUUUUGGGGHHHHHHHHHHHH GGGHHHHHHHHHHHHHH.”

The grunts coming as the ball rotated against the inner walls, pressing out... and still ever so slightly ever so slightly, expanding in her. That expansion would continue for some time. The ball designed to ensure all of the inner flesh was stretched and pressed to the maximum without causing permanent or life threatening damage.

Na'ilah pulling away from the American, letting out a little groan herself as the tongue embedded deep inside her ass receded and then plopped out. That tongue being pulled back into the gaping mouth of the girl as she struggled with what was happening in her back passage and deeper. One would suspect that had Tanya still owned her clitoris, the pressure from inside her ass would have been adding to the throb that usually existed in its core. Most definitely this would have been the case. Possibly she knew this. Possibly she could feel her inner self looking for, searching for this deep throb. But, quite simply it was a throb that didn't exist anymore. Na'ilah turned herself around on the sofa, and just languidly spread her knees, and looked down at Tanya on her all fours struggling with what was happening inside her... subconsciously searching for that throb that didn't exist any more. In an uncanny knowledgeable insight into what Tanya was going through, what she must have been feeling, what she must have been thinking, the stunning Na'ilah brought one hand up to her neck, the phial holding Tanya's clitoris and caressed it. It was a cruel caress. A deliberate caress.

“Is this what you are looking for, Cunt?”

The question demanded that Tanya look up. Bringing her head up, and looking at her tormentor from such a lowly position and then recognising Na'ilah wearing what had been the single most important thing in her life a few days before. She let out a single, gut wrenching sob. One that squirted tears. She didn't need to answer verbally. The pained expression on her decorated face said it all. As she swallowed the taste of Na'ilah's ass, she swiped her studded tongue across her lower lip. That COULD have been the exact point at which she was broken completely and irreversibly. It’s not definite that that was the time. But, that could well have been it. The way her pooled eyes misted over as she fixed her gaze on the clitoris that was no longer attached to her, The way she seemed to at last realise that she would no longer feel those throbs. The way she seemed to accept that a major part of her femininity, THE major part of her femininity was no longer a part of her. That could very well have been the exact time that Tanya was broken. But again this was pure conjecture. The breaking of a woman, let alone a proud haughty American woman was not an exact science. The only definite was that it would occur at some time or other.

“You won’t find it Cunt. All mine... this little pleasure button is ALLLL mine now. ALLL mine.”

A deeper, soul destroying sob. Not one heard from her before. A deeper gut wrenching sob. Maybe a telling sob.

The growing and intensifying feeling of the need to give birth to that ball inside her was all encompassing. She could feel the thing rotate in her as though it was alive. It was designed to move inside her. It’s how it was supposed to be. It was never meant to be a static thing inside her. It was meant to move and press, it was meant to feel alive inside her. It was meant to provoke her own musculature to attempt to force it out. It was meant to make her grunt and groan. It was meant to cause terrible turmoil in her body and in her mind. It was meant to make her search for a clitoris that just didn't exist anymore.

“MMMMMMNNNNNN GGGGGGHHHHHHHH NNNGGGG.”

That grunt, being muffled then as the man's cock was slid into her mouth. She was still on her hands and knees. Her tits hanging underneath her. Swinging a little. Swaying and with hardened throbbing nipples. If only those throbs could take the place of the throbs she used to experience when she had her clitoris. If only! If only! Maybe having those nipple throbs was more of a torture than even Na'ilah or the Harem owner realised. Maybe that nipple throb, that deep nipple throb was going to serve as a constant reminder a constant feeder to remind Tanya of what she no longer possessed. A constant thing that reminded her of the atrocities she was going through and would go through now for the rest of her life. A resignation then as she welcomed the thick, slippery cock into the warmth and wetness of her mouth and began to suck it off. Her cheeks expanding and contracting as she sucked. Her tongue working the cock head and slurping around it as her mouth opened wide. Reamed wide as the hugeness of the cock began to slide in and down her throat. The man gripping the hair at the sides of her head as a lever as he began to slowly but surely fuck her face. In and out strokes long and firm but not desperate or violent. Just her face, her mouth being used for the pleasure of this man. Another man, another one of countless men to come, who would use her for their pleasure. Not her pleasure but theirs.

It wasn't a long fucking. It was very slow but very firm, thorough fucking of her face and the eventual explosion of semen into her mouth and down her throat was exactly that. An explosion. The first jet hitting the back of the throat and sliding down into her gullet. Then her mouth filling and her swallowing desperately trying to keep up with the flow but failing. Eventually, semen simply pouring out of the corners of her mouth so that her tongue would have to swipe out and catch it before it dribbled to the floor. Na'ilah watching smiling casually as the American girl, the American Cunt, gratified the man.

 

There was no doubt by the time this next passage of 'play' had been reached that Tanya was broken. Whatever it was that 'broken' was, and whatever it was that happened to draw that line between not broken, and broken had most definitely happened. It was bizarrely as though, one minute Tanya was still that all American girl, albeit in a state of distress and heightened anxiety. The next something was missing. Something just wasn't there anymore. Maybe, just maybe it wasn't a case of it being one minute then the next, but one second, or one nano-second then the next. It was simply something that occurred under the surface... once again, that indescribable thing that occurred that little bit of something that used to be there, that used to exist to make Tanya who she was, was simply not there anymore.

“EEEEEEEEEAAAAAAAAGGGGHHHHHHHHHGGGGHGHHHHHHHHHHH.”

She was on her hands and knees. Her knees spread wide open and her back dipped. The noise was a mixture of grunting and screaming. One second it seemed more like a grunt the next it was most definitely a scream and then somewhere in between there was a mixture of the two. There was that dip in her back and underneath her, her heavy breasts swung and dripped little droplets of sweat that had collected on the nipples and then just dripped underneath her. It was kind of an accumulation of sweat that made its way around her torso to the lowest point. That lowest point happened to be her solid hard, down pointing nipples.

Drip Drip Drip

Also underneath her, that little bulge in her tummy. A telling bulge. The inflated rubber pear like ball inside her. It hadn't simply been expanded inside her. It had been inflated and expanded to its limit and to the limit of Tanya's insides. From the moment it had even begun to expand her innards, she had had the overwhelming desire, the desperate feeling of wanting to, needing to evacuate this ball. To get it out of herself. To push it out of the same hole that it had been pushed into. Of course its inward journey into the American was an easy one, almost a welcoming one for her. The warm oily rubbery thing all soft and pliable teased into her dilating rectal opening. Her anus had been so responsive to that, so welcoming. And then the horror as that compressed air had been activated and the ball expanded and swollen inside her. Immediately Tanya's facial expression changing to ones of deepening distress and horror as the ball did things to her insides that she wasn't used to. And straight away, immediately that feeling of wanting to, needing to push it out. But immediately that impossibility to do just that. The thing so big behind her rectal opening and her sphincter that it was simply an impossibility for her to push it out. An impossibility for her to dilate her ass enough for the ball to squeeze out. In its inflated state, its full state, the ball had changed from smooth and pliable, even flexible rubber, to huge, not so pliable rubber. It was still smooth, still warm and oily. Just not all squishy, and soft.

“That's right Cunt.... PUSHHHHHHHHH PUSHHHHHHHHH.”

Na'ilah was encouraging Tanya, as though she were a mid-wife encouraging a young expectant mother-to-be to push. And the most terrible cruel thing was that it was Tanya's natural reaction, and action, to push and push. But in doing so she was causing herself intense discomfort and pain from within. With Na'ilah was Ayilah and the Harem owner. It had been those three for some time. Plus the various assistants and helpers who had brought Tanya to this state. Actually had helped to bring her to this particular state.

“EEEEEEEAAAAARRRHHHHHHH MMMNGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGG.”

That strange kind of grunting scream again. Not one or the other. But accompanying that grunting scream was the effort and the push through to the rectum from the inside. As she pushed, and as she grunted and screamed, so the rubber pear inside her rotated and turned. This in turn caused more havoc inside her. There was nowhere else for that pushing grunting energy to go, other than to the ball. The ball then rotating and at the same time pushing out the rectum from inside. From the outside, it was easy to see the exact time at which that push was at her strongest. The exact moment that the most energy was being expended and directed into that push. The anus at that precise time was simply pushed back in an almost grotesque manner. The hole trying desperately to dilate enough for the ball to be pushed out. But so big was the ball inside her, making this an impossibility. A closer look, a closer inspection of the distended ass hole would reveal a massive dilation, and the smooth surface of the rubber ball, slight pulses then of that shiny rubber surface as Tanya tried to force it out. As she tried to 'give birth' to it. It was like those pulses were in time to her breathing and her intakes of deep breaths. The pushing forcing her ass to dilate to the maximum without ripping open completely. It was a 'birth' that was never going to happen. Couldn't happen. It was simply a physical impossibility for that to happen. But that didn't stop the 'need'. It didn't stop Tanya's body from desperately trying to expel the alien object inside her.

“EEEEEEEEEGGGHHHHHHH MMMMMMMMGGGGHHHHHHHHHHHHHH.”

A closer look at her face was a telling thing. There was still an alertness there. Still a full and uncompromising knowledge of what she was going through. The breaking didn't take that away. Far from it. Nothing could be further from the truth. The breaking, by its very nature had made her more alert, more acutely aware of what was happening to her. And that was what made the breaking what it was. It would be pointless to turn someone like Tanya into a mindless zombie. Oh it could be done. Yes that state of mind could very easily be achieved. But this particular Harem owner, these particular sadists were of the breed that didn't do that. They believed that the most effective form of breaking was one which left the victim fully aware still of what was happening to them. Just bringing them to the very edge of madness without sending them over the edge completely. Just bringing them to a point in the darkness where they are teetering on the very edge. Just peering over into the deeper blackness. The bottomless darkness. And that is where Tanya was at this precise time. Lucid, hi definitions flashbacks of her old life just showing her what she no longer had. What she had lost and what she would never have again. Utter cruelty applied with a precision that was hard to believe existed. But it did exist.

“That's right Cunt, PUSHHHHHHHH PUSHHHHHH harder.”

Of course Tanya couldn't push any harder. It was impossible. But it didn't stop nature trying to take its course. It didn't stop nature in its most desperate times trying to do the impossible. Tanya's grotesque ass pushing back, the smooth surface of that ball visible. Even visibly rotating in the dilated ring piece of her rectum. Her attractive lips pursing, and blowing out in between pushes. The harem owner moving around to the rear of the American, posed in the middle of the opulent room on her all fours. Licking his lips as he looked at the distressed state of the girl. Then him reaching down, stroking the cunt of the girl. The stroking firm enough and lengthy enough for Tanya to feel it and for the grunting screaming tone to change ever so slightly. Caused her back to dip slightly more so that her ass, and cunt pouted back more. The fingers of the man just stroking the cunt. The whole length of it. First down one of the labia then up the opposite one. Once again, Tanya's natural reaction to the sexual attentions to her body. As though she were now so conditioned to gratify others that despite what other distress she was experiencing, she had to react to those strokings of her cunt. No matter how desperate she was to expel that ball inside her, it was an absolute necessity that she must gratify those attentions to her cunt. And she did. Oh she cried bitterly as she did so. Even as the finger slipped inside her cunt she cried and yet she adapted her cuntal muscles, squeezed them around the fingers and forced herself to give that friction as though it was a cock up inside her. First one finger in her, then two, then three. The turning of those fingers, the curling of them inside her. The finding of her G spot. The recognition by her that that spot had been found. But “nothing”. No pleasure fed to her clitoris because she didn't have one. Just another overwhelming desire to push that ball out of her.

“Would you like a drink bitch? Wanna wet that throat of your a little hmmm?”

The Harem owner was very softly spoken given the turmoil he was helping to create at this particular time. He was fingering her, working the inside of her studded cunt with his fingers, but at the same time he was peering around to try to see any reactions from her head and face. He could see her nodding... grunting, and screaming, but also nodding.

“MMMMMMMM YESSSSSSSS YESSSSSSS PLEASEEEEEEEE, YESSSSSSSS.”

She wanted a drink, needed a drink. There was no short sharp reaction from the man fingering her cunt. Just a telling, smiling look at Ayilah, one of his wives. She had smiled a sadistic one in return as she had positioned herself on the edge, the very edge of her seat. She had spread her legs wide and her long traditional Arabic dress was hitched up and held around her hips. Beneath her on the floor was a large, intricately printed chamber pot. It had been placed carefully and when the gush of her urine came, it was accurately directed into the pot. The gush seemed to be an endless one. The piss produced little ribbons of stream that rose and evaporated into the air. The urine a strong yellow colour. The odour strong enough to match. As she pissed Tanya screamed again. Another prolonged grunting scream as she tried to push the ball out. The effect must have been as though she were trying to evacuate an enema that had been plugged inside her. The oil that coated the ball would have helped to promote that feeling and that need to get the alien object out of her. Ayilah pissed into the pot calmly and quite serenely. From time to time during the gush she would run her fleshy tongue across her smooth bottom lip, but she expelled a voluminous amount of urine with ease. The gush lasting a few minutes but then diminishing slightly and then finally just a drip drip into the pot between her legs. Even once the drip had stopped Ayilah didn't seemed particularly rushed in covering herself up. She was seated directly in front of Tanya and she seemed to revel in exposing herself in this way. Quite casually, with the dress still up around her hips, just using one stiletto'd foot, sliding the chamber pot from between her legs and to a point directly under Tanya's own hanging head.

“There. There bitch... drink... use just your tongue and drink.”

Even Ayilah's tone seemed soft in comparison to her normal tone. It was as though the words spoke for themselves. She didn't need to emphasise them with an aggressive tone. Probably at this time, this precise rime was the most telling, the most revealing about Tanya's state of mind and about her very deeper inner femininity. The Harem's owner was still working his fingers inside the American and one of his wives piss was in a steaming pot under her face. At the same time she was grunting and screaming and desperately trying to push out the ball inside her back passage, something that she couldn't do. Na'ilah was sitting coolly, calmly watching with just the slightest curl of a smile on her lips. Even more so as Tanya dipped her head and began to lap at the urine in the pot under her face. Her tongue snaking out and dipping deeply into the urine then lapping. Curling her tongue and taking it back up into her mouth. Her mouth tasting the piss, and then swallowing it. Tanya's first taste of human urine. Surely not her last.

“You're not getting enough that way bitch... kneel up... kneel up and pick up the pot and drink properly. Drink it all, American trash. Drink it all.”

A wider smile from Na'ilah as Ayilah spoke to Tanya. The smile holding as with an extended grunt Tanya got to her knees. The pure distress and anxiety on her face obvious and telling. More telling was that there was no horror, or repulsion at the urine she was tasting, or the fact that she was now going to empty the pot of that urine. That was the most telling, the most revealing time. The time, the moment the second that revealed the fact that she was broken. Another push another grunting scream as her body tried naturally to push out the ball. Her lifting the pot to her mouth, her lips sealed to the rim as she tilted and then her drinking. Drinking the piss. Her mouth filling then her throat swallowing time after time after time. One of the assistants moving to her rear and reaching down between her spread knees and up to her grotesquely spread ass cheeks and distended pouting anus. Him reaching up, feeling the exposed bit of the ball, encouraging her to rotate the ball by pressing it. As he pressed it she pushed back and as she did that the ball turning and turning. Eventually the narrow end of the pear coming into view and exiting the dilated ass. The man fingering this and just releasing some of the air a little. Just a little.

“Keep drinking, keep pushing Cunt.”

Na'ilah this time, smiling and clenching her thighs as the broken American girl simply did as required. After each release of air, the instruction to push and a little more of the ball being expelled out through the dilated hole. The idea being that she would give birth to the ball when the minimum amount of air had been released. When her anus was at its absolute maximum dilation before ripping she would force out that ball. And that is what did happen. As she emptied the pot, drinking the steaming piss, she let out once final nostril flaring grunt and a mammoth push saw the part deflated, but still huge ball plop out onto the floor between her spread knees. There had been a huge, grunting sigh of relief. The Harem owner, removing his fingers and wiping them on her breasts. Tanya's ass a gaping twitching hole, pulsating and searching for something, anything.

“Mmmmmm I think there is work to do on these breasts... what do we all think?”

He hadn't been asking Tanya herself for her opinion rather, the collective. The ones that had witnessed this most bizarre scene. Na'ilah, Ayilah and the collective all murmuring and agreeing. Oh yes there was much much more for Tanya to yet endure. Even as she licked the expelled ball clean, eagerly, noisily, even as it became obvious that there was no depths to which she wouldn't sink, it was obvious that Tanya's new life was only just beginning.

 

That was it... the exact moment when an onlooker would 'know' that the breaking had taken place. Not the time exactly. Just, one look at Tanya as she now stood on those stupendously high heels, but with nothing else on. There was still that inescapable 'hooker look'. The stance, the way her arms hung limply as her sides as she subtly shifted her weight from arched foot to arched foot. But there it was, the hyper-subtle ways she stood, and shifted. The endless taper of her legs, just slightly chinked and that one knee bent, ever so slightly, and that same knee just rubbing the knee of her other leg. The lower part of her legs, just splayed a little, arched feet a little twisted, much like a little girl's would be who was wearing her mom's high heels for the first time. Toes of one foot pointing in to toes of the other foot. Those toes almost touching. And yes that was it. That was it... it wasn't her captivity any more that made her appear so vulnerable. It was in her demeanour. Her broken demeanour. The light caught the studs that adorned various parts of her face. And her tongue as it occasionally swiped her attractive mouth side to side. And those lines of studs between her legs. And yet even with the sight of those studs, those modifications – it wasn't those that told that the American was broken. Far from it. It was just something that seemed to seep from her. From every pore of her. The ways she stood. Almost limply and yet with no attempt to cover herself up. And the expression on her face. Not expressionless. No not that at all. There was an expression there. Just one of complete and utter acceptance. But even that couldn't be pin pointed. And there was something in her eyes. Those eyes that had been so vibrant, so alive. They still were. It was just that there was the thinnest film of mist over them and if one was to look deeper... well there it was. The absolute sign, the absolute dead sign that Tanya had been broken. Broken, and yet, yet still completely aware. Lucidly aware of what was happening around her, and totally aware of what was happening to her.

“I think before we let this Cunt rest and re-coup, we can introduce her to the Danes. I mean formerly introduce them. Let the Danes get to know her a little. Is this a good idea, or not?”

Ayilah spoke as though she were talking about an informal get-together of long lost friends. Na'ilah smiled and nodded her agreement. As did the Harem owner. From Tanya there was nothing. No reaction, no sound from her. For the first time in a long long time Tanya was silent. She was silent even as she was led away by a white coated assistant. But there, just there in her walk, the way she walked in those high heels. The ways she moved in them, yet another sign that she was broken.


BROKEN


And in a luxurious lounge many miles away, back in America, the wife of Tanya's former boss watched this particular DVD at the same time as clenching her own thighs. What she was witnessing, what she had seen happening to this girl was turning her on. Throbs making their ways to the tip of her own clitoris, and staying there just under the surface of the clitoris tip, and staying just there.

Tanya, led out of that room to the kennelling section of the Harem. Her new life beginning proper.

 

The End...

Or is it?
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