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The first time Nicky had met Taylor, Sierra
and Spirit she’d died and gone to heaven. But then, on reflection,
she decided it was more like purgatory. The three were gorgeous and
had the bodies of goddesses, but they were all confirmed straight
girls, and she, of course, was a lesbian. Then she had somewhat
cynically suggested they call the proposed band the D-cups, because
all of them were rather generously outfitted in terms of baby
feeding equipment.

This was not a coincidence. Nor was it a
coincidence they were all extremely attractive. Bobbie Moore was an
up and coming music executive looking to put together a girl band
which would appeal to more than just girls. And with an eye to
music videos he had selected them with looks in mind. The studio
could play around with voices and music, after all. For that
matter, they didn’t even have to play any instruments. The studio
could hire real musicians to do that.

The girls were determined, however, and with
the aid of music and voice coaches they could soon put out a
creditably good performance without electronic adjustments. That
didn’t mean the studio didn’t make them, of course, but at least
they could perform live without being laughed off a stage.
Assuming, of course, they could find anyone willing to come and
watch them.

“This song sucks,” Taylor said, downing her
guitar.

Taylor was a tall, beautiful blonde with a
tight body and full, firm breasts. Her golden blonde hair spilled
down around her face, flowed over her shoulders and plunged most of
the way down her back. She was the image of the blonde sex goddess,
but nothing like it in reality. She worked hard, was strong-willed
and smart; their defacto leader, and the one who usually confronted
the studio on their behalf.

Spirit, at the keyboard, said nothing, just
lifted a joint to her lips and inhaled deeply. Spirit rarely
talked, and when she did it was with a soft, lazy voice that didn’t
seem to care about much of anything. The studio did its utmost to
hide the fact she was an unapologetic pothead, but Spirit herself,
with her flyaway red hair, didn’t care what anyone thought - about
anything.

“It’s not so bad,” Nicky said, giving a quick
riff on her drums.

“You think anything that has a drum beat is
all right,” Sierra said. “A song should say something to
people.”

Sierra currently had blue hair, pulled into
several untidy tails sprouting up, back and to the side.

“How about come and eat me out,” Nicky
suggested brightly.

“No, that’s what YOU say to people,” Taylor
said with a snort.

“Not all people.”

“Anyone with a uterus,” Spirit said with a
lazy smile.

“Damn straight! I don’t need no guy sticking
his big nasty into my premo body!” Nicky said, flourishing her
sticks and doing another riff on the drums.

“This is bubblegum shit,” Taylor said,
examining the lyrics. “Those idiots are trying to make us appealing
to little girls.”

“Nicky loves little girls,” Sierra said with
a smirk.

Nicky gave her the finger.

“If they want us to be appealing to little
girls they shouldn’t have made our first video look like an advert
for a fetish store,” Taylor continued. “I haven’t seen so much
leather outside a biker bar.”

“You spend a lot of time in biker bars, do
you?” Nicky asked.

Taylor gave her the finger.

Nicky laughed. “Your skirt was so short every
time you leaned into microphone I could see your butt.”

“It wasn’t that short,” Taylor said in
irritation. “And at least my boobs weren’t bouncing all over the
place.”

“I play the drums,” Nicky said defensively. “
I move a lot, and that jersey thing – .”

“The lyrics,” Taylor said, interrupting her,
“are not right for the image they’re putting out for us. We’re
supposed to be more Lady Ga-ga or Madonna than a freaking female
version of the Jonas Brothers.”

Sierra came over beside her and they looked
at the lyrics. “If we changed the beat on this stanza, sped up the
temp by – .”

They both turned as Spirit started playing
what sounded like a strange country version of the wedding march on
her keyboard.

“Spirit,” Taylor said.

Spirit, her head back, rolling slowly from
side to side, eyes closed, ignored her.

“Spirit!” Sierra said.

Nicky did a rapid tattoo on the cymbals and
Spirit turned her head curiously.

“Would you shut the fuck up with that,
please?” Taylor asked politely.

Spirit smiled and leaned back to take another
puff.

Taylor and Sierra rolled their eyes at each
other and went back to figuring out how to change the music.

The record company people hadn’t tried to
dress Spirit up in leather. That would have been too absurd.
Instead they’d had her draped to her ankles in layers of funky blue
lace which was completely see through except in strategic
locations. Likewise they had been wary around Nicky. A fairly
obvious lesbian, they had wanted to soften her because lesbians,
however fashionable they might be in some quarters, turned off a
lot of people.

They’d decided her boyishly short dark hair
could be accounted for by making her some kind of wild sports
enthusiast. To that end, she’d worn a way-too-tight football jersey
cut off just below her breasts and a pair of very short sports
style shorts. Her breasts had wobbled anyway, because the jersey
was fairly thin and the producers had insisted she not wear a bra.
They wanted to see skin through the free breathing net fabric of
the jersey.

Not too much skin, of course. They’d put
round, skin-colored bandaids over her nipples.

Nicky joined the other two in looking over
the music, and began to tap our a faster rhythm on the edge of the
table. She looked over her shoulders at Spirit, still at her
keyboards.

“Hey, pothead, see if you can play the third
stanza at double speed and kick it up a pitch or two.”

Spirit didn’t look as though she’d heard, at
first, but then began work her keyboard, slowly at first, then with
a sudden flourish as the other three listened to her.

“Take it up to Middle C,” Taylor said.

Spirit was something of an idiot savant with
the keyboards. Not that she was exactly an idiot, but the fact she
was almost always at least partially stoned made her seem like
one.

She was a sweet girl, though, with such a
pretty, freshly scrubbed face that almost everyone liked her on
sight. She looked like a virginal high school cheerleader, not a
twenty year old pothead who masturbated with disturbing frequency,
and was quite vocal when doing so. Given the four of them were
required to share hotel rooms on numerous occasions that proved to
be extremely irritating to her band mates.

Not Nicky, at first, for she’d been aroused
by it. It had not been hard to seduce the little pothead, despite
the fact Spirit wasn’t into girls. Unfortunately, what she
discovered was that while it could be satisfying to perform almost
any kind of sexual act on Spirit due to her extreme responsiveness,
the girl wasn’t really motivated to return the favor. Spirit would
writhe and twist and thrash and arch and tremble and moan and cry
out under her fingers and tongue, but she was quite lazy about
doing anything in return. She licked, Nicky complained, like a
kitten drinking milk - a half asleep kitten.

She was made for men, Nicky said in disgust,
who would stick their dicks in her, make her come, then roll over
and have a smoke. Nicky was into much more aggressive, mutually
animalistic sex. Nicky was hard core. No soft cooing and kissing
and stroking for her! She had once grossed Taylor and Sierra out by
talking longingly of a girl she knew in San Francisco who had been
so great at fisting her.

“She really knew how to work that hand,” she
sighed.

Sierra held up her cross as if to ward off a
vampire.

“Oh bite me. You’re no virginal puritan,”
Nicky sniffed. “You with more holes in your body than a
pincushion.”

“What do my piercings have to do with
anything?” Sierra demanded.

“You have pussy rings!” Nicky said. “Your
nipples are pierced! No virgin pierces her freaking clit!”

“I didn’t pierce my clit,” Sierra said,
flushing a bit. “It’s the clitoral hood.”

“And your pussy lips! Give me a fucking
break, goth girl!”

“How many piercings do you have anyway?”
Taylor asked with a grin.

“None of your fucking business.”

“Five in each ear,” Nicky said, “then
eyebrow, nose, tongue, two nipples, belly button, clit hood and
labia. Does your labia count as two? I mean, you pierce both lips,
right?”

“You don’t know?” Taylor asked.

“She wouldn’t let me look closely.”

“Dyke,” Sierra said in irritation.

“Pincushion!”

* * *

None of them objected to the record company
setting up a tour of Europe. The theory was they could play in all
sorts of little clubs on the continent where it was easier to break
in than in the U.S., make a name, and then come back home. It was a
chance to see Europe on someone else’s tab, so they were pretty
much delighted. They played in dozens of clubs and had a ball.

Then the record company decided to send them
home via Japan, where they could play a few gigs. But first, they
were going to do a stopover in the Persian Gulf, where a number of
little oil-rich countries had a pro-western attitude, and some big
clubs that catered to westerners.

And that had been where everything had gone
wrong.

They had played to a happy bunch of people at
a club which sparkled with gold and marble, and Nicky had found a
delicious young fan who was more than willing to discuss music on
more intimate terms in her hotel room. The problem was that despite
glittering casinos and towering skyscrapers, despite all the glitz
and glamor and wealth and western women wearing bikinis on the
beach the place was still a Muslim country. And Muslim governments,
by and large, felt less than kindly towards homosexual
behavior.

The morality police had been called by a
hotel staffer, and raided the band’s suite. In addition to busting
in on Nicky and her newest girlfriend, and Sierra with a studly
young man, they had found a stash of pot Spirit had somehow managed
to smuggle in or buy.

Which was how the three of them came to be
standing in a row facing a lovingly carved and detailed mahogany
magistrates bench in a small, marble floored room at the morality
police station at four O’clock in the morning.

Taylor glared at her band-mates in
irritation. The record company producer had been quite explicit
about the rules in this country. Sex was illegal except where
married. Sex with the same gender was much more illegal. Drugs of
any kind were highly illegal. The fact the rich oil sheiks who ran
the place routinely flaunted all of those laws at will didn’t make
any difference to the likes of them.

“The punishment for sex outside of marriage
is up to eight years in prison,” the judge said.

He was a chubby, florid faced man wearing an
Arabic robe complete with hood, and a small goatee.

“The punishment for performing a homosexual
act – “ He looked up in disgust at Nicky before continuing “Is up
to ten years in prison. Possession of marihuana has a mandatory
minimum sentence of four years.”

He looked up at them, scowling.
“Minimum.”

“What? It’s only pot!” Taylor gasped.

The judge glared at her.

“Not that it was my pot. I mean, I don’t do
pot,” she said hurriedly.

“Do you not? We shall see after the blood
tests.”

“Blood tests!?”

* * *

“Come on. You guys wouldn’t really put us in
jail for a tiny bit of grass, would you?” she asked their lawyer
later that morning.

The man rolled his eyes. “Westerners,” he
sighed.

“What’s that supposed to mean?” Nicky
demanded angrily.

“You do not understand how different the laws
are in other nations, and you do not respect those laws because
they are different from your own. But they are laws, nonetheless.
In the United States you will in all likelihood get a small fine
for possession of one ounce of marihuana, that is 28 grams. Last
year an Englishman was given a four year mandatory sentence after
one one-hundredth of one gram was found in the tread of his shoe.
This is a very serious offense here. The court might overlook
illegal sex, even the homosexual sex, because you are foreigners,
but with the drugs as well everything is made much more
severe.”

“I didn’t have any drugs or sex!” Taylor
exclaimed.

“There were traces of marihuana found in your
blood.”

“But... that was from days ago in another
country!”

“That does not matter.”

“You’re shitting me!?”

“So like, why don’t you guys just boot us out
of the country?” Nicky demanded.

He rolled his eyes. “Does your country deport
lawbreakers without prosecuting them?”

“Sometimes!”

“Perhaps, but the authorities are cracking
down on foreigners with drugs, and on foreigners who commit morals
crimes. You have violated both. You can expect to all receive a
prison sentence.”

“But they weren’t our drugs!” Sierra
exclaimed.

“They were found in the suite, in the living
room, not in any individual room. The court will therefore decide
that all are responsible.”

He looked at Spirit, who was looking a little
frazzled, not having had any pot since the previous day and feeling
the craving.

“And all of you had trace amounts in your
blood.”

“How can we not given this pothead smokes
like a chimney whenever she’s around us?” Nicky demanded.

“Bite me!” Spirit snapped.

The lawyer said his best guess was that they
would all get four years for the drugs, while Sierra would get an
extra year for illegal sex, and Nicky would probably get an extra
five years for homosexual sex. Then they were returned to their
cells to await the trial.

Two weeks later they were ushered into a
small room to meet with the record company’s producer. They were
all wearing the long black robes which were the required outfit for
female prisoners. And all looked more than a little frazzled.
Sierra still had blueish hair but all her rings had been removed.
Spirit looked like she hadn’t slept in a week - because she
hadn’t.

The producer was small and thin and middle
aged with large, old-fashioned glasses. He spoke in a dull,
monotone voice without any particular concern or emotion for their
problems.

“Here’s the deal,” he said. “There is the law
here, and then there is the way the authorities work that law.
Basically, everything is legal here if the people in charge say it
is, and everything is illegal if they say it isn’t. With one word
from one of the power brokers all these charges will disappear and
you’ll be free to go. The problem is none of them particularly care
to get involved.”

“You can tell them it’ll be bad publicity for
them!” Taylor exclaimed.

“They don’t care what westerners think.
Throwing four western sluts into jail for a few years will be very
popular among the locals.”

“Who are you calling sluts?” Sierra
demanded.

“These are Muslims. You ARE sluts to them. So
is my mother. Or my grandmother, for that matter. So if you don’t
want to spend the next several years of your life in an Arab prison
you’re going to have to get one of the big shot sheiks to lend his
name to getting you off.”

Taylor scowled. “And how do we do that?” she
demanded.

“Well, I’ll deny this if you ever repeat it,
but you’re all quite physically attractive. And none of you are
virgins. The way to an Arab oil sheik’s heart is usually through
his groin.”

Taylor blinked at him, open mouthed. “Are you
suggesting we sleep with someone?”

“Sleep? No, unfortunately, a one time sexual
encounter won’t do it. These are billionaires, remember, and pretty
much have their pick of pretty girls. Sooo, you need to ... be
friendly to them for a little while, a few weeks say, at one of
their palaces. In exchange for that, they’ll exert their influence
and get you deported.”

“I’m not fucking some greasy old Arab!” Nicky
gasped angrily.

He turned his head to her. “Would you rather
spend a couple of weeks fawning over some tubby, middle aged oil
sheik or ten years in prison watching your feet rot away?”

She stared at him in outrage.

“You’re talking about jaded men, very jaded
men, multi-billionaires who live in palaces so big they have staffs
in the hundreds to maintain them.”

“Then why would they need us? They can’t hire
hookers?” Sierra growled.

“Of course they can, and do. They also pay
models, starlets, and other rather well known western women to come
and sleep with them. Just because they can. These are guys who can
drop a million dollars out of a hole in their robe and not even
notice it’s missing.

“So why would they – .”

“Because a lot of men like the idea of
conquering or taking that which is forbidden to them. A willing
girl is one thing, but an unwilling girl can be much more...
exciting. Not that they’d necessarily force anyone, of course. No,
it’s a better demonstration of power when a woman agrees to do
their bidding against her will. Without force.”

“You don’t think threatening to put us in
prison for years is force?” Nicky demanded.

“They’re not. You broke the law. The
punishment for the law is quite well known. What they are offering
is to influence the outcome on your behalf if you bow before them -
and I mean that literally. They’re not making any threat. They’re
simply doing nothing – unless you persuade them they should.”

“By fucking them?” Taylor growled, eyes
narrowing. “Let’s be clear about what you’re suggesting.”

“I make no suggestions. We looked around for
someone to intervene for other reasons and found no one willing.
One of those we contacted suggested their political master might be
willing to intervene if we made it worth his while. We thought that
meant a bribe but he has more money than God so that’s out. No,
what he wants is to play with you, to have four pretty toys doing
his bidding for a few weeks. Then he’ll get bored and you can
go.”

“He doesn’t have other... pretty toys?”

He sighed. “As I said, his real pleasure
comes not from your bodies but from the situation. You are not
hookers, not strippers, not sex workers of any kind. You are
independent young women from the west who would not have anything
to do with him if you had a choice. That is the allure for him. But
it is your choice. No one, of course, would dream of forcing
you.”

“Suppose we go to the press!?”

He looked pained. “First, I would deny ever suggesting any such
thing. Second, it would tick off the powers that be here. If you
think the laws are severe now you should see what they can do to
people they're annoyed at. You want to spend twenty years in prison
instead of five?”
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The police van took them from their cells in
the middle of the night. They were unloaded at an immense building
which seemed far from everywhere, through a huge set of double
doors. They were taken up a set of broad marble stairs a marching
band could comfortably have climbed and then ordered to wait on a
wide red carpet which crossed one side of an immense marble
room.

The ceiling was fifty feet overhead,
glittering with crystal lights. The room was at least a hundred
feet wide, and several times that long. There was a huge picture of
a fat, middle aged man in an Arab robe on the wall facing them, but
they had no idea who he was.

They stood in a row, shuffling their feet
nervously, clad in the same black robes they’d been wearing the
last two weeks in prison.

A figure appeared at the far end of the room
and walked briskly along the carpet towards them. It took a while,
nonetheless, for the figure to reach them, then stop facing
them.

It was a woman; tall, middle aged, face
narrow, hair pulled back tightly, eyes hooded. She wore a black
suit completely with ankle length skirt. She ran her eyes over the
with evident distaste, then sighed and shook her head.

“You will be taken and bathed,” she said.
“When you are clean you will return here and – .”

“I can bathe myself,” Sierra grumbled.

The woman moved quickly to stand before her.
“Do you wish to return to prison?”

Sierra shifted her feet uncomfortably. “Uhm,
no but – .”

“You will not speak unless spoken to!” she
said aloud. “You will not resist any instruction. You will not talk
back. You will not offer objections. You will not complain. You
will do precisely what you are instructed to do when you are
instructed to do so.”

She walked back and forth in front of them,
scowling. “You are forewarned You come from a culture which is very
slack, where you are permitted impertinent behavior. This is not
the case here. Your rudeness will be severely punished.”

She stopped and leaned into Sierra’s space,
glaring. “Have you ever been caned?” she demanded.

“What? No! Of course not!”

The woman snorted and leaned back. “That is
the standard punishment for any deviation, for any violation of any
rule in prison here, however slight, be it tardiness for meals or
speaking when not permitted. This is not a country where you may do
what you wish. This is a country of strict rules. And as long as
you are permitted within this palace you will abide by them or be
punished. And that includes strapping and caning and flogging.”

Flogging!? Taylor almost made a joke about
whether they were in the British navy, but thought better of it.
These crazy people were capable of anything!

“Now, remove your robes.”

The girls looked back at her, startled, then
almost as one, their heads turned as if to look behind them. Two
large, beefy men stood on either side of the doorway in, wearing
short legged flowing trousers and white, brass buttoned
blouses.

“These men are what you call eunuchs. They no
longer have any interest in female bodies and cannot be tempted by
you.”

The girls stared at the two men open-mouthed.
The men, neither of whom spoke English, ignored them.

The woman slapped her hand against her thigh.
“You will obey or you will be punished!” she snapped.

Hesitantly, the four of them peeled the black
robes over their heads and then dropped them on the rug.

The woman sniffed derisively at their prison
issue underthings. “Those as well,” she said.

“You want us to be naked?” Spirit gasped.

“Your bodies are what you are offering, are
they not? You are begging the sheik to intercede on your behalf to
exempt you from the punishment you have brought upon yourself by
violating our country’s laws. You have promised him your bodies to
do so. Do you think it unfair of me to examine them to consider
their value?”

“Well... but... couldn’t we... uhm, go to
somewhere private and...”

“Silence!” Did I not just tell you that you
must obey without question? That you may not object or argue? Do
you wish to be strapped immediately?”

The four shook their heads rapidly, eyes
wide.

“Then strip. Now!”

Taylor felt a little shell-shocked by the
demand, even though she had been partly expecting it. It wasn’t
showing her body to the woman which she found so shocking, it was
being forced to do so, and in this... this huge, open room. The
place was bigger than a gymnasium, bigger than a ballroom, and more
brightly lit! It was huge and open and wide and it just seemed
impossible she should be naked while standing there.

The two men behind made it even worse, of
course, despite what the woman said. Eunuchs? Did people still do
that?! What century were they in?!

Still, she reached behind her back and
unclipped the bra, then pulled it off and dropped it at her feet.
It was so ugly a part of her was happy to be rid of it. She slipped
her thumbs into the underwear and bent her knees, slipping them
down over her hips, down to her thighs, then straightening as they
fell the rest of the way to her ankles. She stepped out of them,
then kicked the ugly little sandals off too and tried to straighten
her shoulders, to show a measure of pride.

The other three were more hesitant, but
followed suit, with Spirit blushing redder than her hair as she
stood with her ankles together, her hand over her groin, and her
other arm crossing her breasts. The pothead had been a misery since
giving up her favorite weed, and was still experiencing
withdrawal.

The woman snorted as she looked at them.
“Stand with your feet two feet apart on the rug, interlock your
fingers behind your neck, and arch your backs,” she ordered.

The band’s faces got even redder, but Taylor
obeyed, so the rest did, the flush spreading down their chests as
they arched for the woman’s inspection.

The woman walked along in front of them,
examining each girl closely, sniffing in disdain. She reached up
and pinched one of Sierra’s nipples to examine it and the girl
gasped and tried to push her away.

“Do not move!” the woman snapped coldly. “Did
you think yourself here to be pretty models that no one
touches?”

Sierra swallowed and arched her back
again.

“Your nipples were pierced before, yes?”

“Y-Yes,” the goth girl gulped.

She flushed as the woman’s hand slid down
quite casually to examine her sex, her fingers probing at the neat,
tight labia, examining the holes there. Then, without further word,
the woman moved on. She gripped the pubic hair between Spirit’s
legs and tugged it as she sniffed “This must go.”

She moved off the rug to stand on the floor
facing them. “You will be made fit for the sheik’s examination. He
will decide to accept you or not.”

Her voice softened somewhat. “You are whores
by our standards, of course, but still you are not accustomed to
fully exposing your bodies before other than your many lovers. You
must become accustomed to it. Here in the palace, the standards for
such as you are quite different than outside. You must expect to
expose your bodies to others on many occasions, often to many
others at the same time. This is not demanding once you accustom
yourself to it. It is a matter of resolving to yourself that the
culture of the palace is different, and that none here will punish
you for what is required.”

“Now, you will turn and walk in single file,
maintaining your present position. We will go a short distance to
the baths.”

She stepped onto the carpet. “Turn,” she
barked.

The four young women turned awkwardly, their
hands still behind their necks, backs arched, and, faces red,
marched along the red carpet which crossed the long length of the
room, with the woman walking beside them.

Nicky walked in step with the others, eyes
blinking rapidly, stunned by a scene which was far worse than she
had imagined when she had accepted their producer’s offer. She had
known she would have to force herself to have sex with some man, or
perhaps more than one, but had told herself that with four of them
she would probably spend most of her time playing cards or
something.

She had not expected this... this public
nudity, public exposure. Nor had she expected to be aroused by it.
Nicky had a somewhat colorful sex life, and many in the lesbian
community she hung around with were into bondage and domination.
She had played those games and quite liked them. Now she felt, to a
degree, as though she had fallen into one of her darker fantasies,
parading naked as a virtual slave girl before the harsh, handsome
taskmistress who would control her every movement.

Her eyes flitted to the sturdily built woman,
a little breathless, wondering if she would be required to perform
for her, as well, wondering if the different standards in this
palace would also extend to lesbianism. She was filled with anxiety
and embarrassment, with uncertainty and fear, and yet even so that
bubbling sense of arousal continued as she padded along between
Spirit and Sierra – naked! All of them naked! Helpless!

Would this sheik like to watch lesbian
displays? Most men, in her experience, did. Would she finally get
to taste Taylor’s pussy and run her fingers through that mass of
blonde hair? Would she get to ride Sierra’s snotty tongue and make
the girl drink her pussy cream?

“Head back, girl,” the woman snapped.

And suddenly she had a short, slim quirt of
some kind, which snapped across Spirit’s bottom. The girl yelped
and quickly complied, and Nicky felt her pussy throb as she stared
at the thin red line appearing across the girl’s bottom. She
steeled herself against what was to come, against the gross,
disgusting violation of her body by sweating, oily, greasy, ugly
men, but her nipples were hard as she walked along down the carpet,
through a pair of enormous doors, and then into a corridor wide
enough to drive a bus down its length.

They turned through another pair of enormous
doors and Sierra gasped, jerking her hands down to cover herself.
That drew a sharp, stinging blow across the bottom from the woman’s
quirt.

“Resume your previous position!” she
barked.

Flushing angrily, flustered, Sierra
obeyed.

They were in a large room with a number of
old fashioned claw foot type tubs. There were a dozen or so women
in the room, all wearing robes of light green which seemed to be a
sort of uniform. The woman who seemed to be in charge of them let
out a torrent of Arabic, and the women gathered around the band,
then began dragging them over to separate tubs.

Each of them was sat in the tubs, positioned
on their knees, sitting on their heels. The woman used hand showers
to pour warm water down over their heads and bodies, soaking them
all, then each girl was turned. Then each girl was pulled to her
feet, and two women poured liquid soap over their bodies and began
to spread it over them with their bare hands. All four of the band
girls blushed brightly, but Nicky’s flush was a slightly different
shade.

The robed women soaped them thoroughly, then,
chattering and pulling, they got them down to their knees, then
turned them.

Taylor gulped, red-faced, as she was pulled
back along the tub and the woman gently but firmly pulled her head
over the back and into a separate plastic tub hanging there. She
felt a cool liquid poured over her head, and fingers digging into
her scalp as soap began to lather. Two other woman used soft
clothes on her body, scrubbing her from neck to toe.

There was only a little water in the tub from
her initial dousing, but the woman lifted her lower body up out of
it, draping her legs over opposite sides of the tub, spreading her
open as their soapy fingers pushed into her sex. She gasped and
tried to fend them off, but her wrists were firmly lifted back and
away. Her face burned as two slippery fingers drove deep into her
pussy, pumping in and out, and another finger thrust up into her
wrinkled little back passage.

She felt her pussy being carefully shaved by
deft, expert fingers, then four strong women, one holding each
limb, lifted and turned her completely around so she was, in a way,
straddling the tub, her legs and arms spread out to either side,
her soapy body dripping down into the inch deep water..

Her eyes widened and she yelped as something
was pushed into her rectum, but the hands held her firmly as it
slid up into her, then water began to flood into her.

They were giving her an enema!? She shuddered
in humiliation, squirming in their grasp, but the women had strong
arms and no patience. A quick smack to the back of her head stilled
Taylor’s struggles, and she, head over the bowl, eyes closed
because of the shampoo dripping all around her head and face.

She gasped as the hose was thrust even
deeper, feeling her belly become bloated with the rush of warm
liquid. The woman continued to run their hands over her body,
scrubbing and rubbing, and one continued to scrub at her hair, then
poured water over it to rinse it free.

She desperately blinked her eyes and tried to
turn her head up and back but firm hands jerked her head forward
and down again. Her belly was beginning to ache from the pressure,
yet still the hose pumped water into her, and she soon began to
feel cramps rippling through her abdomen, and feared she would
explode.

But then the pressure receded, as the hose
reversed pressure and began to suck the water out of her. She knew
a sense of desperate relief that she wasn’t going to be expected to
relieve her bowels in front of a huge room full of people, then
groaned as the hose reversed again, and presumably fresh water was
pumped up inside her a second time.

She felt another nozzle sliding into her
pussy, and water gushed up inside her there, cleaning her out as
fingers kneaded her breasts and dug into her scalp.

* * *

Spirit blinked dazedly as she was lifted out
of the tub after having been thoroughly rinsed off, inside and out,
and carried over to a low counter. The women placed her there on
her hands and knees, then two of them began to dry and brush out
her hair while two more began to run oiled fingers over her body.
The oil was sweet smelling, but she was still quite uncomfortable
with the way their hands made such free use of her naked body,
particularly when they slid along her slit, rubbing between her
labia, then pushed into the mouth of her pussy.

Like the other girls, though, she felt
shell-shocked by all of this, completely out of control, and had no
idea how to affect her circumstances in any way other than
demanding to go back to prison. And that she had no intention of
doing.

* * *

Sierra’s blue hair was brushed out until it
hung silky and straight around her shoulders, bangs cutting across
her forehead. She gasped as rings were inserted into the holes of
her nipples, then her clit and labia. But made no protest. She was
fairly trembling with humiliation through all of this, for she was
leery of contact with women. She wasn’t exactly homophobic, but she
was most definitely completely uninterested in sex between women.
Having women’s hands caressing, stroking, and penetrating her
freaked her out!

She felt something pressed against her
bottom, slowly spreading her open. It was round and metallic, and
she moaned softly, almost to the point of reaching back to slap the
woman away, when it popped into her and she felt her sphincter
close behind it. But then she felt something pressing flat against
the outside of her anus, something round and flat, like a coin.

Metal bands were slipped around her wrists
and ankles, and she examined them anxiously as she knelt there.
They were gleaming stainless steel bands, quite smooth inside and
out, but with a small keyhole where they locked together, and a
ring set into the side. She shuddered, for like Nicky she had
explored bondage before, though not to the same extent, and never
with women. She felt a sudden dark flush of heat at being shackled
like this – naked, in preparation for being used by some man she’d
never even met.

Her hair was gathered gently up and back, and
then a matching collar was slipped around her throat and locked.
She panicked a bit at that, but was still too stunned to know what
to do – assuming there was anything she could do!

She was made to sit, and gulped as she sat on
the thing on the other side of her bottom, feeling the part inside
shift a little inside her. The women then did her finger and
toenails, cutting, buffing, and painting them. Finally, she was
made to bend over, and felt her labia eased apart. Something slid
into her newly shaven pussy, something much thinner than a finger,
It pushed a few inches inside her, and then she felt it angled in
and back. The woman twisted something, and she felt the tip of the
thing expanding inside her, until it felt as like a round, rubbery
golf ball was nestled within her sex.

The women withdrew, and stood her up, and
Sierra dropped her eyes to see a thin piece of black metal not much
thicker than a pencil lead sticking out of her pussy, curling up
against her clit, where it ended in a tiny black spiked marble.

The woman who seemed to be in charge returned
and clapped her hands. The robed women scurried over, pulling each
of the four dazed Americans by the arm, standing them in a row
before her.

“Assume your previous position,” the woman
barked.

The four slowly raised their arms, shakily
linked their fingers together behind their necks, and arched their
backs for the woman’s inspection.

She walked along the row, examining each girl
in turn, speaking softly in Arabic to one of the robed women, who
accompanied her.

Taylor’s hair shone golden as it tumbled down
her back. Sierra’s hair was like spun silk, straight and bright.
Spirit’s hair was combed into loose ringlets which fell around her
face and shoulders and half covered her eyes. Nicky’s hair was too
short to do much with, but was clean and sweet smelling, parted on
the side to be boyishly cute.

The woman fingered Sierra’s nipple rings and
the blue haired girl blushed.

“Wh-why are we collared like... like sex
slaves!?” Taylor blurted furiously when the woman reached her.

The woman’s eyes narrowed. “Because this will
mark you AS sex slaves,” she said, “for the next few weeks. The
collars remove you from the moral constraints placed upon others
and are a symbol of your position. Do you think we need shackles to
do with you as we wish, girl? Do you think we could not force you
to our will without? They are meaningless in that respect! Do not
concern yourself with them.”

She gestured to one of the women and said
something, and Taylor found her arms gripped as she was pulled
forward and bent over one of the low counters.

“What – hey!”

“You were already instructed to not speak
unless spoken to,” the woman said blandly. “You were told what
would happen. I must suppose you were willing to accept punishment
in order to speak.”

One of the women brought a strap and laid it
over her open hand, and she moved behind where Taylor was being
pinned to the counter.

“Any impudent girl may be strapped,” the
woman snorted. “Do not behave as though you are being murdered,
silly girl.”

Taylor’s face burned and she stopped her
struggles as the two women put her into what they evidently decided
was the correct position. The shackles around her ankles were
clipped together, her legs knife straight as they pressed against
the side of the counter. Her breasts pillowed out against the
counter, her bottom raised up, her head held back and arms now
shackled to the rear of her collar.

No one was in any hurry, as words were
exchanged in Arabic to pose her in just the proper way, her upper
body angled down to elevate her bottom.

“You are required to count the blows,” the
woman said. “You will receive ten blows from the strap, but if you
move or fail to count, then this blow will not count. Do you
understand, girl?”

Taylor didn’t trust herself to speak. She was
mortified at being bent over like this for a strapping in front of
all these people, in front of her band mates, who remained lined
up, hands behind necks, backs arched.

“Do you understand?” the woman demanded.

“Y-Y-Yes!” she gasped, furious because her
voice would not remain steady.

The strap cut across the middle of her bare
buttocks and she gasped in pain despite her determination to make
no sound.

“As you failed to count this blow, it will
not count,” the woman said.

Another blow snapped across her bottom and
Taylor let out another gasp. “O-One!” she panted.

Crack!

“Two!” she gasped.

Crack!

“T-three!”

Crack!

She was not being held any longer, but with
her wrists and ankles shackled she could not really resist. Yet
somehow, the fact she must hold herself, to some degree, in the
proper position, and cooperate in her own strapping redoubled the
sense of humiliation. Another blow fell, and another, and another
as everyone looked on silently.

Crack!

“Nine!”

Crack!”

“Ten!” she gasped, her bottom flaming now,
stinging as her breasts ground into the hard counter.

She felt hands unclipping her anklets form
each other. Then she was pulled upright by strong hands and turned
around, her face beet red as she saw all the woman staring at
her.

“Learn from this,” the woman said.
“Impertinence and disobedience will not be tolerated.”
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Taylor was pushed back into line with the
others, but her wrists remained locked behind her neck. Then all
four were marched back into the corridor, back down its length, and
into the immense room where they had begun. The two men at the
doors were the same, and looked at them idly as the four turned
their backs on them to face the other woman again.

She moved behind Taylor and unfastened her
restraints, then moved along the row, pushing elbows back, slapping
bottoms to make them arch their backs more, kicking bare feet apart
until they were all in the exact same position.

“When Sheik Hassan comes you will prostrate
yourself before him,” she said. “Showing a lack of respect to the
sheik would be very ill-advised for you at this point, so we will
practice how you will greet him.”

She stepped back a few steps. “You will step
forth off the carpet and onto the floor,” she said.

The four young women obeyed, their bare feet
cool on the hard marble.

“Keeping your position, you will lower
yourself to your knees,” she said.

Blushing, the four American girls obeyed.

“Now you will smoothly raise your hands from
your necks and bring them forward until they are flat on the floor.
Without stopping, you will slide your upper body forward until your
chests are firmly against the floor, your heads bowed, and your
bottoms raised high. You will hold your knees well apart, and
position your legs so that they are completely upright and vertical
from floor to hip.”

Sierra’s face burned as she obeyed, along
with the other girls, thinking of the men standing a dozen yards
behind them, and how obscenely she was displayed to them. Were they
really eunuchs, she wondered? Still, they men, and she would have
been embarrassed to have displayed herself like this to a
doctor!

She gasped as the quirt snapped across her
thigh. “Wider,” the woman ordered.

She shifted her knees further apart,
struggling to keep her legs straight. Her bare breasts were
pillowed out against the cold marble floor and her back was arched
even more strongly now, with her chin forced up and back.

“Faces against the floor!” the woman
barked.

That was easier, at least, without the strain
to her neck, and she held her position, knees aching as she knelt
between Taylor and Nicky, the bright lights making her skin seem
pale as the woman walked along the line of them.

“Good. Now stand, and we will go through it
again until it is more smooth,” the woman said.

The four dazed girls stood up, and after
Nicky got a blow from the quirt across her bottom, quickly resumed
their former positions with their fingers laced together behind
their necks. Then at a word from the woman they knelt, bent, slid
forward, and let their breasts and chests press against the floors
as they shifted their knees wide apart.

* * *

Nicky was starting to feel her chest
tightening and her pussy throbbing again, only more strongly. It
wasn’t the prospect of some man coming to look at her, or the
embarrassment of having the two men behind her, but being put
through her paces by this strong, handsome Arabic woman. More, it
was her near public nudity, it was the way those women in the
bathing room had had their hands all over her, it was the whole
wild, dark bondage and submission theme!

And it was that thing they had pushed into
her pussy! She could feel it nestled inside her, but more than that
she could feel the little rubber marble thing kind of rolling and
pushing and nudging her clit every time she moved! It was starting
to drive her crazy! She just knew her pussy was starting to get
moist from the sensation, and she felt slow, simmering waves of
heat sweeping slowly over her as she knelt submissively, her
breasts hot and pillowed out underneath her.

They stood in the old positions, then tried
again, and then again, becoming used to the lewd display they were
making of their bodies, becoming accustomed to the degrading
thought of kneeling and prostrating herself before a strange man
naked.

Their minds spun as the four of them stood
and knelt, stood and prostrated themselves repeatedly. None had
expected anything quite like this, but none knew of a way out. They
were filled with varying degrees of fear, alarm, humiliation,
anxiety and anger – and more.

Nicky was feeling a growing sense of arousal.
Sierra was, as well, though to a lesser degree. Taylor was still
feeling a burning rage at having been humiliatingly strapped in
front of everyone while Spirit was simply dazed, and going through
the motions.

“If by some chance the Sheik addresses you,
you will respond orally. You will not nod your head or shake your
head. You will speak meekly and modestly and will avert your eyes
from his presence. You will address him as “Your Highness. If you
forget, you will be punished.”

“Now you may sit on your heels, knees spread,
hands still behind your neck.”

The girls sat on their heels, as the woman
moved around them, snapping out with the quirt to straighten backs
or spread legs wider.

“You will not be able to sit like this for an
extended period of time. You are not accustomed,” she said.
“Therefore, what you shall do is to let your bottoms slide down
between your heels. Then you may rest your hands on the outside of
your thighs. Ensure that your backs remain straight.”

She moved around them, inspecting them. “If
you stay, you will be taught the proper terms for these positions
so you may assume them on a moment's notice. “If you stay.”

There was a movement at the far end of the
enormous room and the woman clapped her hands.

“Now you must remember, if the Sheik decides
not to accept you, you will be placed back in prison and will be
required to serve whatever sentence the court imposes. I would
suggest that you do your utmost to show the Sheik that he would
benefit in some small way from your presence here. Think on that
well.”

She motioned them to their feet.

“Hands behind necks. Backs arched.”

The girls stood in a row, nude, hands behind
their necks, as the Sheik approached. But it was worse than they
had feared, for the Sheik, like many busy men, seldom went anywhere
alone. He was accompanied by several other men, all of them in
flowing, Arabic robes, and as they came nearer the pink tinges on
the band's faces darkened and spread down their chests. But none
moved, resisting the rather desperate impulse to jerk their arms
down to try to protect their modesty.

As instructed, they held their bodies rigid,
heads back, eyes elevated so as to not look at the Sheik's person.
But the impression Taylor got was of a younger man than she had
assumed as he spoke with the woman. Then the woman clapped her
hands.

“Step forth and prostrate yourself,” she
barked.

The four girls obeyed, hurriedly shuffling
forward, then dropping to their knees before sliding forward onto
their chests. They wriggled and shifted to get their knees wider
apart, and then pressed their heated faces against the floor before
the four men in robes.

Taylor heard the men talking to each other.
She could not understand a word they said, but the voices were
amused, arrogant, to the point she wanted to jump up and punch them
in their smug faces! She was mortified to be kneeling here like
this naked, legs spread as they moved slowly around her and the
band, examining them like they were meat they were considering
buying.

But the consequences of not being bought were
too high to let her pride get in the way of the sale. If she had to
fuck some greasy Arabs to avoid years in an Arab prison she was
damned well going to do it!

Every movement she made seemed to shift that
thing they had stuck up inside her. The narrow thing which curved
up to rub against her clit in a way which had been slightly
scratchy and irritating, at first, but was now making her clit
swell and grow increasingly sensitive.

She wondered what the men were saying,
wondered if they would fuck the girls right then and there. She was
resigned to being fucked, resigned to doing whatever she was
ordered to do. Her bottom still ached a little, but the
illustrative effects of the strapping were still strong inside her.
She had to obey what she was told to do here – or else. Nor would
getting sent to prison improve her lot since they used canes
there!

“Kneel,” a male voice barked.

The girls raised their heads uncertainly,
then first Taylor, then the others, awkwardly raised themselves up
and back, sitting on their heels, at first, then letting their
torsos slide down, their heels easing to the sides. This pressed
that curved little metal thing up harder against their clitoris's,
of course, and put pressure on the butt-plugs inside them, but the
girls had other concerns at the moment.

“Hands behind heads,” the man ordered.

Again they obeyed, interlacing their fingers
behind their necks.

Taylor could see, now, that the man giving
the orders was young, perhaps in his late twenties, and not at all
pudgy. He had dark hair and a short, neatly trimmed beard. The
three men with him were a different sort. Two seemed to be in their
early forties, the third a decade older. All wore short bears and
robes.

She noticed then, though, that the woman was
gone. Her eyes blinked, and rolled to the side of her head, to see
her tiny form still retreating in the distance, but she knew better
than to turn her head and watch. She felt an increase in the
anxiety level now that they were alone and naked with just men.

“So, you would beg my assistance, my
intercession on your behalf,” he said, sounding somewhat amused,
“And in exchange you promise me the free use of your bodies for my
entertainment and amusement.”

He moved along the row of them, each girl
trying to avert her eyes when he was in front of her.

He said something to the men standing behind
him and they chuckled in amusement.

“Western women in my experience are quite
arrogant and prideful,” he said. “It pleases me to see you obedient
and silent. It will perhaps please me more to see you being taught
your proper place in life.”

“What is your name?” he said, looking down at
Taylor.

“T-Taylor, your highness,” she gulped,
struggling to keep her eyes off his face.

“Are you a Christian, Taylor?”

“Yes, your highness,” she said in a strangled
voice.

“Christians worship idols,” he said ,”Though
not as badly as the Hindus. I will give you something else to
worship.”

He opened the front of his robe to chuckles
from behind him, and pulled out his cock. It was semi hard, and he
leered at her as he stepped closer.

Taylor blanched, her face heating further as
the man held his cock inches from her face.

“Worship it, slut,” he ordered.

There really was no choice, she thought in a
semi-hysterical state. She shuddered, then leaned in, licking at
his cock. She drew her hands away from her neck, opening his robe
further, squeezing gently around the base of his cock as she held
it up and licked up along the underside.

I desperately need this man to help me, she
thought. Fuck pride!

She pushed her tongue out further, taking
long, and what she hoped were erotic licks along the underside of
his cock. She lifted his cock higher, sliding her hand up to rub
her thumb against the underside of the head as she licked and
sucked on his balls.

His cock hardened, and she let it push slowly
into her mouth, sucking lightly, rhythmically as she pushed her
lips further and further down the length, licking at the underside
as she took him deeper. She bobbed her head a few times on him,
then pushed forward, taking him into her throat, fighting against
gagging as she pushed her lips all the way down his length and
bobbed up and down slowly, in short movements.

“Enough,” he said. “Resume your
position.”

Eyes blinking, she obeyed, straightening,
drawing her hands up and back behind her head as the man moved
sideways, his cock now slick and hard as it pointed at Spirit's
face.

Spirit didn't hesitate. She leaned in,
sucking on his cock, bobbing her lips up and down its length in
long, quick strokes. Taylor could hear her sucking, could see her
head bobbing out of the corner of her eyes, but kept her head up
and straight.

Another man stood before her, then, and he
reached down and casually pulled his cock out of his robe. He was
erect, and she leaned in to take it into her mouth, her hands
moving forward to grasp the shaft.

“Hands at your sides, slut,” he said.

She flushed but obeyed, and he smirked at her
as he reached out and took her hair, sliding his fingers through
it, then pulling it into a thick mass he could hold in his fist. He
pushed his cock into her open mouth and she licked and sucked at it
as he pulled her forward by the hair, forcing her down the length
of his cock all the way to the base. She gurgled weakly as he held
her in place, her lips wrapped around the base of his shaft.

Then he eased back, pulling free, rubbing his
cock over her face as she gulped in air. His expression never
changed, holding to a contemptuous smirk as he rubbed himself
against her, then pulled on her hair to lean her forward. He slid
into her mouth again, driving himself deep as she knelt
submissively, arms at her sides.

He pulled along and abandoned her head,
reaching for Spirit's hair instead as the next man stepped in front
of her.

He gathered her hair up in a thick mass at
the top of her head, into a loose tail, then pulled her forward and
slid his erection into her mouth. Like the second man he snapped at
her when she started to move her arms and she left them limp at her
sides as he pulled her in and buried his cock in her mouth and
throat. But then he started to pump in and out while holding her in
place by the hair, and she gurgled and gagged weakly as he fucked
her throat like it was a pussy.

* * *

Nicky should have been furious – and was. But
she shouldn't have been feeling aroused – and she was. Oh it wasn't
the hard cock sliding into her mouth. No, of course not. She had no
liking for cocks, though of course she'd had experiences with them
in her past. No, it was the situation, the bondage and submission
elements, the way she could see, out of the corners of her eyes,
Spirit on the one side and Sierra on the other, sucking on cocks –
unwillingly – being dominated, forced to submit.

Even her own humiliation was arousing her,
even though it was at the hands of a man, of men. She could feel
that dark, masochistic fantasy world she'd often occupied at the
hands of her female dominant partners settling over her. She let
herself slide into the role of helpless victim, of prisoner being
sexually abused, and the dark enjoyment she got at the presence and
awareness of the other girls being similarly abused also made her
insides flare with heat.

That awful little toy inside her – and why
hadn't she ever heard of such things!? – was driving her crazy the
way it ground lightly but insistently against her clit with every
movement. She could hear the others girls gagging a little, but she
actually had less trouble than they did, because her previous
mistresses had used dildos on her as a punishment, making her
'suck' them, even thrusting them thrust deep into her throat.

So in that sense she found herself sliding
back into her old, deliciously dark role of sexual plaything,
submissive and obedient before 'cruel' mistresses, or in this case,
masters. This confused her somewhat, but it turned out it wasn't so
much the shape of the person abusing and humiliating her that
aroused her but the act of being abused and humiliated.

She moaned as she was pulled forward by the
hair and her pussy ground against that curved bit of metal,
grinding it harder against her clit. She was wet and getting much
wetter as this perverse scene unwound, and she knew that if she
could only step back and watch her band-mates being orally abused
she would explode into a wild orgasm.

* * *

Taylor was sucking the fourth man's cock,
again, with her arms hanging limp by her sides so he could use her
mouth and throat as he wished, and finding the experience quite
bizare, as well as difficult to take. She was sucking and licking
as best she could, but basically, the man was fucking her mouth and
throat, pulling on her hair to lean her in as he thrust, pulling
her hair back as he pulled out.

She was gasping and panting when she could
breath, and saliva was trickling over her lower lip and down her
chin as he pumped in and out in slow, deep thrusts.

Then, as if some signal were given, the men
pulled back, releasing the girls' hair.

“Prostrate yourselves,” the sheik ordered
casually.

A little dazed and out of breath, the band
slid forward onto their chests, their bottoms high.

“Fully on your bellies,” he barked.

They obeyed. It was easier on their knees,
after all.

“Now crawl forward on your bellies,” he said,
a smug tone coming to his voice.

Fucking assholes! Taylor thought
fiercely.

But she obeyed, along with the other girls,
wriggling naked on the floor until they were laying with their
heads at the men's feet.

The men raised their robes enough to reveal
their bare, hairy ankles and feet, encased in sandals.

“Show how much you desire to please me,” the
sheik said with a smirk.

The girls seemed to hesitate in uncertainly.
It was, oddly, Nicky who understood and slid just that little bit
forward so she could kiss the sandalled foot of the man before her.
Then her hands slid forward, her breasts pressing against the cool
marble floor, gripped the man's ankle lightly, and began to lick at
his foot.

Sierra and Spirit seemed shocked, and Taylor
felt a strange haze creep over her, but with a sudden spurt of fear
she leaned in and did as Nicky did, seizing the man's ankle,
licking at it, kissing it, a low moan escaping her as she thought
desperately about years in a prison.

“I wish to see more enthusiasm,” the prince
growled.

Taylor picked up the pace, allowing a hint of
desperation to creep into her as she licked long and hard against
the man's foot and sandal, licked along his ankle, down along his
heel, then even back against his toes. And when the man raised the
foot, or rather, angled it back on its heel, she willingly licked
at the underside as well, her face burning as the men chuckled
together overhead.

“On your hands and knees, sluts,” the Sheik
ordered.

Panting for breath, faces flushed, the four
young women obeyed.

Each of the men drew a leash from his robe
and snapped it into the back of the collars around their throats,
then they tugged, and pulled the girls to their sides as they
walked back towards the rug.

Dazed, Taylor crawled along next to one of
the men. She didn't know and didn't care which it was as her knees
moved painfully along the hard, cold stone.

The men led them back towards the rug, then
turned them around.

“Prostrate yourselves, legs apart,” the Sheik
ordered.

Moaning, Taylor let her upper body slide
down, her breasts pillowing out against the cold stone, her hands
sliding along the floor before her as she raised her bottom high
and shifted her knees apart.

She and the others were at the edge of the
rug, still on the floor. The Arab men now knelt behind them, on the
soft, full rug, and Taylor felt another twinge of anger, for they
could at least have let the girls lay on the floor, where it was
warmer and softer.

She felt a finger at her sex, felt it sliding
along the bare little slit. It pushed into her alongside that...
that thing, and did something there, twisted something. Then she
groaned as the golf ball shaped thing inside her slid out.

She felt another flush slide over her as she
realized how slippery, how wet she was. It wasn't because she was
aroused, she thought fervently. That … thing had somehow massaged
her to cause a physical reaction. She did not welcome this in any
way!

Yet when she felt the man's cock slide into
her her body recognized it and she felt, despite herself, a
welcoming flood of sensations slide over her body. She closed her
eyes as the man seized her hips, and then gasped and let out a
little cry as he thrust deep and buried himself in her.

She could hear similar gasps from the other
girls as the men behind jamemd their hard cocks into their waiting
pussies. She felt the man's hands slide back, squeeze her buttocks,
then slide up along her back and down along her ribs. They pushed
under her to squeeze her breasts, and her body welcomed it, for
soft hands against them was far better than cold stone.

The man began to use her. She couldn't call
it anything else. He was using her as though she were... some sort
of thing, a device, a toy, an entertainment device!

But it was more than that. You didn't feel
any particular need to subjugate an entertainment device, and these
men clearly enjoyed the emotional and physical discomfort they were
putting the girls through. She gasped as the man behind used the
doubled up leash to slash at her bottom, as he pulled at her hair
and pinched her nipples.

All along the row of them the girls were
jerking back and forth to the hard thrusting behind them, their
bottoms raised and vulnerable, their legs apart as the eagerly men
rode them.

* * *

Nicky was fighting not to panic.

It wasn't because a man was using her. Or
rather, it was. The whole scene had made her pussy burn
ferociously, and that thing inside her had only redoubled the fire.
Now, despite herself, despite having no particularly interest in
men, despite her humiliation at the way these arrogant asshole
Arabs were treating them, the feel of the hard cock thrusting into
her was pushing her higher and higher towards what might well be a
massive orgasm.

Nicky was not a girl who climaxed easily. But
when she did come, she came powerfully, and it was virtually
impossible to suppress the sounds – short of a ball-gag and some
major distractions. It would be humiliating to have some man
crowing about how he'd made her come like this under these
circumstances. It would be utterly mortifying to be made to come
with her band mates around her hearing and seeing her!

She had taunted them often enough on being
weak, het bitches who turned to jelly when they got a stiff prick
inside them. For her to come now while this man was riding her
would astonish them all, and they'd never let her forget it. She
tried frantically to think of a way around it, but her mind as
already sweltering with heat and not functioning at anything like
normal speed. She was sliding slowly into that state of oozing,
gurgling sexual animal that Darlene, her last mistress, had driven
her to so often it was scary.

Nothing mattered then but the heat, the fire,
the pleasure, the sex. She'd allow anything to be done to her,
anything! And she was almost in that state! It wasn't the hard
cock! It was being used, being abused, being dominated, being
enslaved!

She twisted, suddenly, almost an impulse,
trying to pull off the man using her, to twist away. She gasped as
he yanked back hard on the leash, then slashed her bottom with
it.

The Sheik said something, and the men all
halted.

“So, you are the girl lover, and you dislike
having a man's staff inside you,” he said, sounding more amused
than angry.

“Yet you are moist, so moist you are fairly
dripping on the floor.”

Nicky's face burned.

The Sheik said something else, and the men
reached down, gripped the hair of the girls before them, all except
Nicky, and lifted them up and back, forcing them to bow back, then
to rise up on their knees.

“Hands behind your necks,” the Sheik
ordered.

He spoke again, this time in Arabic, and the
man behind Nicky stood up, yanking on the leash, forcing her up
onto all fours. He pulled her, crawling unsteadily beside him,
along the row of girls kneeling upright, backs arched, pulled him
to the end – where Taylor knelt.

The man pulled on the leash, leading Nicky in
so she was kneeling before Taylor. She could see the girl's puffy,
naked pussy lips spread around the cock of the man kneeling behind
the beautiful blonde.

“Show us how you please women, slut,” the
Sheik said with a grin.

Nicky felt an even deeper wave of humiliation
slide over her, but with it came a desperate, feverish shock of
wild pleasure. She had been fantasizing about getting at Taylor's
pussy since she'd first met the girl. Taylor was strong, beautiful,
arrogant, exactly the kind of lover she dreamed of. But Taylor
wouldn't let her so much as touch her golden hair.

She gasped as the man gripped her hair and
pushed her face in against Taylor's naked pussy.

“Lick, slut,” he growled.

Whimpering, trying to pull back, struggling,
her mouth was pressed remorselessly forward until it made contact
with Taylor's pussy, and then, hesitantly, she began to lick. She
could see the fat Arab cock protruding from Taylor's puffy pink sex
lips, and licked up along the outside of the labia, up towards the
click, fighting to show no eagerness as she ran her tongue –
finally – across Nicky's clitoris.

* * *

Taylor was frustrated and angry as she
realized what had stopped the steady fucking. She might have known
that idiot Nicky would put up a fuss, she thought furiously. She
wanted this over and done with! And what if they were all refused
because of Nicky!? After what they'd already gone through!?

But her emotions shifted through to a state
of appalled denial as the girl was made to crawl around to kneel
before her, on her elbows and knees, the man holding her leash like
an animal. She didn't dare move herself as Nicky's face was pushed
in against her, but she jerked violently when the girl's tongue
came out and slid across her clit.

The man behind her gripped her wrists, then
crossed them behind her neck, pulling them down more sharply to
force her to bow her back more. His cock was still thrust into her,
up between her thighs, but not nearly as deeply as it could be. But
no doubt he could feel Nicky's tongue as it began to slide all
along the sides of Taylor's pussy, lapping at her sex lips where
they gripped the man's fat cock.

She moaned weakly. Her clit had always been
somewhat more sensitive than she thought was normal, which let her
climax pretty easily. The way that thing had rubbed against her had
only made it more sensitive, and now that soft warm tongue was
licking at it with the talent of a very experienced lesbian slut as
the man behind her ran his free hand over her torso.

She felt her breathing becoming more ragged
as the man held her in place, as his hand caressed her breasts, and
rolled her stiff nipples between his thumb and forefinger. She
could not see Nicky because of how her head was forced back, but
she could certainly feel the girl's agile tongue lapping and
stroking and caressing her down there in ways that were sending
hot, pulsating sensations of sexual energy and pleasure oozing into
her system.

She tried to think of something else,
something as unsexy as she could, desperately fixating on her
mother, on the president, on ice bergs, on Hillary Clinton. It all
helped – a little, but the fact was she had a stiff cock inside
her, a man who evidently knew what to do with his hands caressing
her body, and a very capable tongue stroking at her clit.

She moaned helplessly as the man began to
grind himself against her, then gasped as Nicky sucked on her clit,
then licked quickly, repeatedly, then sucked hard, then repeated
her actions. The bitch, she thought with an almost sob. She was
trying to make Taylor come!

And she was going to!

Her hips were grinding in time to the way the
man behind her was grinding into her, but after a few moments she
realized he had stopped – and she hadn't. Her hips were grinding
against Nicky's tongue, and she was gulping in air as she
frantically tried to push away the threat of an orgasm.

The man behind her gripped her hair, jerking
her head back, and began to kiss, suck, chew and bite on the nape
of her neck. Then his hands slid around her body, cupping and
kneading her breasts, pinching, tugging and twisting at her
nipples. His hips thrust into her again and again, and Taylor came
with a shuddering cry of pleasure, hips bucking feverishly into
Nicky's face as the lesbian sucked hungrily at her clit.

 


 


 





Chapter Four

 


 


 


 


Nicky felt guilty, but it was an eager guilt
as she made the blonde bitch come, as she heard her gurgling cries
of pleasure, as she sucked hungrily on her clit.

Yeah, bitch, yeah! What do you think of
that!? she thought excitedly.

She gasped as the leash yanked her backwards,
then she was made to crawl over a little and start licking at
Spirit's pussy. That was nothing new for either of them, and the
frazzled redhead was soon grinding her hips and gasping in pleasure
as Nicky licked her to a climax.

Then she was yanked sideways again, and
obediently, even eagerly crawled over before Sierra. She had
endured a lot of cutting remarks from the blue-haired goth girl,
and now eagerly took her revenge, her tongue sliding up and down
along her naked slit, ignoring the fact it also caressed the stiff
cock jammed up into the girl, then teasingly began to work over the
girl's clit.

You can't resist me, she thought, a little
drunk with heat, her lips sucking expertly at Sierra's
clitoris.

And sure enough, despite what she was sure
was her best efforts at ignoring what Nicky was doing, Sierra's
hips began to grind and buck and spasm as Nicky sucked at her
swollen clit, and then the girl's soft, shuddering cries of
pleasure echoed around the quiet marble room.

The men pulled back out of the girls, their
cocks still hard and throbbing. The Sheik said something, and the
two eunuchs moved to one side, where there was a long, leather
covered bench against the wall. They picked it up and carried it
out to the room ten feet or so in front of the rug, then turned and
walked back to the wall.

The Sheik moved around in front of the girls
and sat on the side of the bench, as the man holding Nicky's leash
led her, crawling, up to him. Her heat was starting to ease, but it
was still on high as her mouth was pushed down onto his cock,
sucking and bobbing. Two more of the men moved to stand on either
side of him, and she was required to take their stiff cocks into
her hands and pump them up and down as she sucked the Sheik's
cock.

This was horribly degrading and disgusting to
her, of course, but it was in the same vein as the sorts of nasty
games played upon her by some of her lesbian bondage friends. And
rather than diminish her heat she felt it growing as she burned
with humiliation.

The other girls were watching, after all,
still all lined up in a row behind her, kneeling, hands behind
their necks.

The leash jerked back on her head, pulling
her off the Sheik's cock, and a hand in her hair turned her mouth
towards the cock on her right. She sucked on it, took it deep,
bobbing up and down. Then she was jerked back again, and dazed,
turned as another cock thrust into her mouth and down her
throat.

The girls were probably very pissed off at
her, probably furious, a strange, dark side of her thought. They
were probably rather vindictively enjoying the way she was being
humiliated by these... these males!

And in her head that morphed into the girls,
especially Taylor and Sierra, sneering and gleeful and enjoying her
humiliation, so that her pussy burned even hotter.

She was jerked up by the hair and leash, made
to straddle the bench and the Sheik, and her hips guided as she was
pulled down onto his stiff prick. She groaned aloud as it pushed
deep inside her, and didn't need to be ordered to lean in and start
to ride him, to slide her sopping, hungry pussy up and down the
man's hard, slick cock.

It was humiliating to do this with her band
mates staring right at her from behind, and that turned her on even
more!

She felt fingers against the base of the
butt-plug and groaned as it was pulled slowly out of her body. But
a moment later her glazed eyes widened as she felt what could only
be another cock sliding into her – into her ass!

More heat and humiliation rolled over her as
the second man slowly worked his cock deep into her ass, and he and
the Sheik took turns sliding their nasty male cocks up deep into
her belly. Then the other two men moved in on either side of the
bench the Sheik was laying back on. She groaned as her hair was
yanked up and aside, and another stiff cock was pushed into her
mouth and then down her throat.

The two men bracketing the Sheik took turns
possessing her head, reaching out to grab her by the hair, jerk her
head to one side to ram their cocks into her throat. The Sheik,
meanwhile, thrust up into her pussy while the man behind jammed his
cock gut crampingly deep into her ass.

It was all too overwhelming, and Nicky came
violently, jerking and twisting and riding the cocks as the
pleasure screamed within her. The only reason her own screams of
pleasure didn't echo around the room was the thick cock jammed down
her throat. In fact, it might have seemed to someone watching that
she was trying to escape, as she thrashed and shook and twisted.
And a small, sane part of her was grateful for that aid in
disguising herself.

But that orgasm was followed by another, and
the men had pulled their cocks out of her mouth to let her breath
lest she faint. There was no disguising her rising, undulating wail
of pleasure as she arched and bucked and twisted in the violent
throes of orgasmic climax.

Her mouth was forced back onto another cock
as her eyelids dropped into slits, and her body went limp. But
still the hard cocks thrust into her, until one, then the next,
then the other two came, though not before two more small orgasms
shook her.

Laughing, the men led the four girls, all of
them crawling now on their leashes, up along the long rug to the
door at the end of the room. Once there, they were pulled to their
feet, their wrists locked together behind their backs, and their
leashes were turned over to the expressionless woman who had
initially greeted them.

The four all looked much the worse for wear
by then, and their heads hung low as they panted and gulped in air.
They could not look at the woman as she exchanged words with the
men, then led them away.

They were returned to the bathing room, and
as before, they were separated placed in tubs, washed, shampooed,
and cleaned inside and out. They were then led further along the
corridor, and placed in separate rooms, cells, really.

Taylor didn't even try to protest as she
looked around the small, closet sized room. It was empty save for a
drain in the corner, and had no windows. She was made to kneel in
the center of the room, her groin pressed up against a smooth, dark
metallic bar which projected up from the floor. Her wrists were
raised high, clipped together, and attached to a chain which rose
to a ring overhead. Then a narrow chain was attached to her collar,
dropping down her spine to slide into a ring in the floor
underneath. She was then left in place, the door closed and
bolted.

She was not quite in darkness for The door
had a barred window, and light came in from the corridor. She
groaned to herself, her skin still burning from the humiliation of
that terrible day, and wondering what else lay in store for her.
She cursed Nicky viciously in her mind. The filthy dyke bitch! God,
what kind of a slut was she!?

But more importantly, what was the become of
them? And how much more of this sort of perversion did they have to
endure before the Sheik decided he would let them go?!

She should be grateful, she knew, that he
hadn't immediately sent them back to prison. That meant that he had
agreed, and that, as long as they didn't act up too badly, in a
couple of weeks they could be on a plane heading home. Never to
leave again!

She could take it for a couple of weeks, she
thought bravely. She wasn't sure how sane she'd be by then, of
course.

The metal bar pressed against her abdomen
began to buzz, and she felt a measure of anger at her … could she
call them captors? What did they think she was anyway? A cheap
whore slut like Nicky!?

She ignored it. She tried to stand up, but
that ended abruptly. She could rise only about a foot before the
chain attached to the back of her collar jerked her back down
again. She tried to ease to one side or to the other, but the chain
locked to the back of her collar, in tandem with the one locked to
her wrists, would not allow much movement.

Well, she thought in anger, what of it. It
was some sort of vibrator. So what? She could ease her knees back
enough so it wasn't even touching her, and did so. It was still
there a few inches before her, though, buzzing with a barely
audible sound.

Time passed slowly. She had no idea how long
it had been. Her back hurt. Her knees hurt. Her shoulders were
stiff and sore. The chain was directly over the thing stuck into
the floor so that in order to push herself back from it, she had to
sort of scuttle back a bit, which tightened the grip on her wrists,
and made her lean forward a little. It was no big deal – at first.
But as time passed and her aches and pains and cramps grew worse,
it was just easier to slowly, thoughtlessly, adjust her body to the
position of least resistance, of least pain.

And that brought her inner thighs into
contact with the still-buzzing metal – cock. She gasped and jerked
back as it shocked her, staring down at it warily. Was it broken?
Did it have a short circuit or something? Was she going to be
electrocuted on some fucking vibrator?!

Yet her position continued to be
uncomfortable, and keeping her hips back made it worse. It was
strange to think that being kept naked and shackled could be
tedious, but after a while that was just what it was. Tedium led to
boredom, to the mind slowly shutting down or turning inward. Her
body kept easing forward in order to ease its aches, and so
repeatedly made contact with the metal cock, getting shocked each
time.

After several, however, she realized that the
shocks were not particularly bad. In fact, they were much like the
static shock she might get in the winter when touching something
while wearing her fleecy sweater. And that got her thinking. You
only got the static shock for a moment, and then it was gone. The
shocks she was getting were similar, so would they disappear if she
maintained contact with the thing?

It was, however warily, worth the risk. She
could always jerk back after a second. And so she eased her inner
thigh forward, and gasped as it was shocked, but as she'd hoped,
then there was only the one, instant shock, and then, maintaining
contact with the thing produced nothing more than the usual buzzing
vibrations she would have expected.

With some relief she eased herself into a
better alignment beneath where her wrists were shackled. That left
her groin, her pussy, in fact, pressed right up against the
vibrator. Well, so what, she thought. It didn't hurt. It wasn't
uncomfortable.

And it was a – distraction – from the endless
nothing, from being locked in a darkened closet of a room with no
one talking to her, with nothing to hear, with nothing to see, with
nothing to do, and unable to shift her body or move herself into
any sort of comfortable position.

In fact, it actually felt mildly pleasurable,
and both her mind and body were drawn instinctively to any sort of
pleasure.

It was cool in the dimly lit cell, and,
oddly, the vibrating bar, the vibrator, was very nicely warm. Her
body continued to press itself forward against it almost without
Taylor’s awareness, and she endured the buzzing vibrations for the
sake of comfort and warmth. As she recovered from the shock of that
humiliating entry to the palace, of being manhandled and degraded
and then used so thoroughly at both ends, a sense of acceptance
began to settle over her.

After all, what was the worst they could do
to her? Hadn’t she already been fucked hard, humiliated in public,
been forced to be publicly exposed naked, groped and even strapped
in front of other people? She’d endured the worst, so what was
there to fear -- except that they would not keep their word and let
them go in a few weeks. But that seemed unlikely. Their record
company knew they were here, after all, so it wasn’t like they
could be made to disappear.

Why they had locked her in a cell all
shackled and chained like this was beyond her. The woman had made
perfect sense in saying they didn’t need chains to do whatever they
wanted to her. Her back was stiff from holding the same position
for so long, and her legs longed to unfold as much as her body
wanted to straighten.

How long was she to kneel like this, to sit
like this? Surely they could at least give her a bed, or even a
chair to rest on, and maybe a TV to watch.

Their TVs probably only had porn on, she
thought glumly. Perverted fucking Arabs! She glanced again up at
her shackled wrists, still not quite able to get over the fact she
was in a sort of Arab dungeon shackled and naked like in some kind
of dark romance novel. Well, the girl in the romance novel wouldn’t
be naked. She’d be in tattered clothing, probably, with lots of
cleavage.

Her flickering awareness of the buzzing
vibrator grew as she glanced down between her breasts, realizing
that she had been feeling a growing sense of tingling heat between
her legs due to the proximity of the vibrator. This neither shocked
nor unduly alarmed her. She was, in a strange way, bored, and it
wasn’t like anyone was watching. It felt good to press herself
against the thing, to rub her pussy slowly up and down along the
side of the vibrating metal -- cock, she thought cynically.

For there was no doubt that was what it was.
The top was even shaped like a mushroom headed cock.

Perverted fucking Arabs.

She resented the implication, that just
because she was I here naked she would wind up making use of the
thing. Did they really think blondes were such sluts? At the same
time, as her lower belly continued to seek the warmth and tingling
pleasure, if only as a distraction, there was no doubting her body
was becoming more and more aroused. And that arousal was like
alcohol, slowly building up inside her and beginning to influence
her thinking, her decision making.

Shaking herself, she eased back, steeling
herself against arousal, knowing it was precisely what the fucking
Arabs wanted. But that put her into an uncomfortable position
again, and slowly, she eased forward. She got another static shock,
but endured it, and then pressed herself solidly against the metal.
At first, she tried to hold her hips slightly to the side so it
only pressed against her inner thigh. But gradually, discomfort
eased her aside so she was pressed directly against it, and again
she began to feel a sense of pleasure swirling up through her
belly.

She pulled back again, clenching her teeth
together. She was not going to let the Arabs control her body like
this!

And again, after a time, she eased forward
again, got another little electrical shock, and then was pressed
against it once again.

This continued on and off for some time. And
then, for some reason, when she pressed herself against it, she was
shocked twice; two quick little static shocks. How odd!

But that hardly bore thinking on. She rose up
for a bit so she could bend her arms a little, and eased out, then
back, got shocked twice, and endured the slow, buzzing, vibrating
siren call to arousal before, panting, her insides churning, she
pulled back. And then, after a short time, eased in, was shocked
twice, and pressed firmly against it.

She groaned as the pressure built up, and
examined her shackles. So long as she didn’t try to straighten up
all the way or move away from this spot she had a certain measure
of freedom of movement. She was sitting with her legs tucked up on
either side of her torso, her heels pressed against the sides of
her bottom. The shackles would not prevent her from shifting so
that her feet were flat on the floor, though that would mean a
difficult to maintain squat.

But she could spread her knees much wider
apart now, and then press her pussy directly against the vibrating
metal bar,while using her bound wrists to support her as she angled
her lower body forward against it. In this way she was able to
grind and rub her rapidly moistening pussy up and down along the
shaft as her breathing became more ragged and the heat inside her
built higher.

She had to be careful, though, for every time
her body lost contact with the buzzing vibrator she had to endure
the little static shocks – directly against her pussy – to get back
into contact.

The more she ground herself against it, the
hotter her pussy became and the more sexual hunger spilled through
her body and into her mind. She groaned aloud as she forced her
long disused leg muscles into action, rising up. She couldn’t rise
very high, but unsurprisingly, it was high enough to guide her now
sopping, throbbing pussy over the top of the metal cock. With a
shuddering, gasping whimper of pleasure, she let herself down,
cried out as she endured not one, not two, but three little jolts
of electric shock against the entrance to her pussy, then let it
pierce her body, penetrating her, sliding up into her quivering
belly as she let herself down.

“Fuck!” she gasped breathlessly. “Oh
Fucuuuck!”

The feel of the hard, warm, buzzing metal
pushing up inside her was simply glorious, and she shuddered as she
sank all the way down, shifting her legs and feet so as to resume
her previous position on her knees, with the backs of her feet
pressed against the floor. She knelt there, chest rising and
falling faster and faster, groaning as she slowly squirmed atop the
heavy, thick metal cock.

She gazed down at her lower belly,
remembering the height of the metal cock, remembering the feel of
it against her abdomen, panting breathlessly as she imagined she
could see into her body, could see just where the thing was, lodged
so very deep inside her she was amazed it only ached instead of
damaging her.

* * *

Nicky was not a great lover of penetration,
but it felt delicious to impale herself on the vibrator and just
sit there, groaning in masochistic delight at how abused and
tormented she was.

It was gross the way those men had used her,
of course; disgusting! She was still grossed out that she could
taste the semen left in her mouth, despite the washing she’d been
given.

But all her delicious sexual fantasies had
sprung to life around her with the shackles and collar and the
abuse. She was even in an Arab palace being tormented by evil
Arabs! What was next, a harem!? God, she hoped so! All those naked
girls roaming around bored…

When the door opened she blushed deeply at
being “caught” on the device, but made no desperate move to pull
herself free. The fresh humiliation was more fodder for her dark,
twisted lust, and even more incredibly, it was a woman looking in
on her!

The woman came inside and closed the door
behind her. Nicky could tell very little about her because she was
wearing a full Arab robe complete with face scarf and head
covering. All she could see was her eyes before the door closed and
wrapped her in shadows. But she felt a hot thrill of belief it was
that Arab woman who had met them.

She gasped as fingers combed through her soft
hair, then jerked up and back. A moment later, the woman’s robe
parted in the middle to reveal a shadowy nude body underneath. Then
her hair was used to pull her face forward to jam against the
woman’s pussy. She needed no order, nor even encouragement to begin
to lick eagerly, her mind spinning up into a rabid hunger as her
tongue stroked across the woman’s clit.

* * *

Sierra had resisted the siren call of the
vibrator longer than Taylor or Nikki, but now was grinding and
stroking her pussy against it as she half hung by her wrists, feet
flat on the floor, lower body angled in against it. She rubbed her
moist pussy up and down along its length as her breathing grew
ragged, but was still in control of herself when she heard a sound
at the door.

She immediately jerked back, dropping her
knees down and sitting on her heels as the door was unbolted and
pulled open. She flushed as one of the eunuchs looked in on her,
then came forward and moved behind her. He undid the chain linked
to her collar, then freed her entirely, pulling up on her arm to
get her to stand. He drew her arms back behind her, though, and
fastened her shackles together before clipping a leash to her
collar and leading her out of the room.

Walking through the halls before had been
bizarre, but at least she had been in the middle of the other
girls. Now she was all alone, naked and shackled as she walked
along a brightly lit marble hallway led on a leash! Her heart
pounded and her blood raced, and she was desperately aware of how
moist her pussy was from having been rubbed up and down against the
vibrator. Was it bright enough for anyone to notice!?

They moved to a different corridor, and she
felt a shock of humiliation which almost stopped her in her tracks.
A sharp jerk on her leash got her stumbling forward again. Like
everything else in this palace, the corridor was oversized, wide
enough to drive a truck down, and high enough, with bright,
glistening overhead lights and shining marble walls and floors.

And the corridor was not empty, by any means.
Veiled women and men in robes walked along it, eying her as she
passed so that she dropped her eyes low, her face flaming as her
bare feet padded along the cool stone floor. She was trying so
desperately not to see those around her she gasped and stumbled as
they reached a cross corridor and the guard turned. He jerked on
her leash and she staggered before catching up and resuming her
position a little behind and to the side of the man.

The skin of her face prickled with heat as
they passed three veiled women whose scornful eyes raked her in
passing, and she jerked her eyes down towards the gleaming floor
once again. She felt a sudden wave of astonishment, as if somehow
she was Alice fallen through the looking glass. Could she really be
walking, chained collared,, on the end of a leash, naked, through
some Arab prince’s palace?! The very idea was insane! And yet, here
she was!

The man stopped suddenly, and she jerked her
eyes up to see that a robed Arab man had stopped them. The man
spoke to the one leading her, smirking as he looked at Sierra, and
she quickly dropped her eyes to the floor again. The new man
laughed jovially, and then she let out a startled cry as her hair
was yanked up and back. The man was grinning at her as he forced
her head back, her chest out, and said something to her in, she
presumed, Arabic, before laughing and releasing her.

He slapped her bottom sharply as he walked on
and she yelped and jumped at the sting, but the eunuch simply
jerked on her leash and led her along past doors and windows, past
men and women, and then into another side corridor which ended in
at a small elevator. He pulled her inside and they rode upstairs in
silence, then arrived in a corridor which was narrower and less
brightly lit. The floor was of gleaming hardwood with a wide and
thick carpet running down the center.

He led her along past a number of doors
before pausing at one. He stopped and knocked, and after a moment
someone called out and he opened the door and entered, pulling her
along.

It was a sort of apartment or suite, she saw.
And it was enormous. Antique furniture was scattered in tasteful
arrangements against a huge series of windows looking out onto
manicured lawns, gardens, fountains and pools. There were doorways
on several sides leading to, I one case, a modern looking kitchen,
and, she was sure, a bedroom lurked not far beyond. She swallowed
anxiously as the man led her in amongst the antique chairs, then
handed her leash to a slender, robed Arab man.

Man, barely, she saw. He looked younger than
she, and his eyes lit up at the sight of her so that her face
heated once again and she dropped her eyes. The eunuch turned and
left, and the young man grinned at her and backed up, pulling on
the leash. He sat down, and the leash forced Sierra to her knees
before him.
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“I had father get your CD,” he said, in
English which actually had a British accent.

She blinked in surprise, and raised her
eyes.

“You and your friends aren’t bad,” he said.
“Though I think I will enjoy your voices rising for other reasons
than song.”

She looked up uncertainly, wondering what he
meant, then flushing as she guessed.

“Father brings all manner of women here,” he
said. “Money draws them like flies to honey. You wouldn’t believe
how many Hollywood starlets, especially the has-beens, are willing
to trade their favors for money or influence. Then again, that’s
what you’re doing.”

“I didn’t want to go to prison,” she said
defensively.

“No, small wonder. Spread your legs
wider.”

She flushed and obeyed, and he grinned.

“They do a good job downstairs, or were you
already shaved?”

“I… always.. Keep myself clean,” she said in a strangled voice.

“So your boyfriends can lick you, right? I
know that’s something you western girls enjoy a lot.”

She flushed uncomfortably.

“Why is your hair blue?”

She shrugged.

“Western girls are quite strange, and quite
undisciplined,” he said. “Your countries would be far better off if
women were more tightly controlled, and made to behave. Father says
that all the time. Even you women would be happier if you learned
your place and were kept in it. There’s a comfort in knowing your
place. And you’d be happier having someone look after you and take
care of you.”

She was about to contradict him when he
picked up what looked like some sort of thin riding crop, and that
silenced her entirely as her stomach churned with alarm.

“Stand up and turn around,” he said.

She obeyed, and felt his hands at her wrists,
undoing the shackles so her arms could come apart.

“You see that ottoman? Bring it closer,” he
said, gesturing with the crop to a rather large, padded ottoman
with carved wooden legs. She got up awkwardly, then dragged the
thing closer, placing it a few feet in front of him as he
directed.

“Now sit down,” he ordered.

She obeyed, feeling a strangely contradictory
series of emotions flitting through her mind. He was an attractive
young man, even if he was a little younger than her. But his
western style of speech embarrassed her even more for some reason.
Because he was slender and young she thought she ought to offer up
more argument, more independence, but the crop in his hand made her
wary.

“Bring the ottoman closer,” he said, leaning
back in his chair.

She got up, moved behind the thing, and
pushed it closer, until it was close enough for him to use as a
stool. Then she carefully slid in front of it and sat down,
blushing.

“Spread your legs,” he ordered.

She flushed and obeyed.

“You have very nice breasts,” he said. “Why
did you pierce the nipples?”

“I-I don’t know,” she said uncomfortably, “I
just… it was something to do.”

He snorted in disdain. “If you were an Arab
woman you would have plenty to do. Take the rings out. I do not
like them.”

She felt a frown appear on her face, and a
biting reply came to mind, but wary of the crop, she did as he
ordered, then removed the rings from her pussy, as well.

It was embarrassing having to bend over, with
her legs spread, right in front of him, and carefully undo the
rings in her pussy and remove them, but then, embarrassment had
been her main emotion since she’d come here.

“Lay back across the ottoman.”

Again she felt a hot wave of embarrassment,
but lay back anxiously.

She flinched as he laid the crop on her
belly. It had a long, slender, flexible body with a wider, flat
tongue on the end, and she swallowed repeatedly as he let the
tongue, a flat little bit of firm leather trace its way over her
body and up against her breasts. He slapped at her right nipple
lightly, then slid the thing back down, down low, angling the crop
up and in against the soft flesh of her pussy. She clenched her
fists together as he pressed down, letting the thing sink into her,
disappearing between her pubic lips, then rubbed the tongue against
her clit, before slapping it lightly a few times.

He drew the crop back. “Masturbate for
me.”

She blinked in shock, certain she hadn’t
heard right., and he brought the crop down again, slapping against
her clit somewhat harder, hard enough that her legs flinched, her
thighs jerking in as if to close.

“I want to watch,” he said.

“I-I don’t… I -- .”

He slapped the thing against her clit again
and she gasped, her legs flinching.

“If you disobey, you shall have to be
punished,” he said in a slow, amused voice.

“I-I can’t!” she gasped.

“Of course you can. You probably do it all
the time, in between lovers.”

Her face burned.

“Sit up.”

She sat up, her stomach whirling.

“Put your hands behind your neck and arch
your back. Don’t move.”

She obeyed, and he placed the tip o the crop
against her right nipple, then began to snap it down in very short,
rapid motions that had the tongue slapping repeatedly against her
nipple. He didn’t so much as move his arm, but merely used his
wrist to set the crop swinging in again and again, almost burring
with speed. And while the impact was not particularly heavy her
nipple began to sting and then burn in very short order. The flesh
around it began to turn pink, then red, and Sierra began to tremble
and moan as the center of her breast throbbed more and more
intensely.

He shifted to the other nipple, and she bit
her lip, moaning as the crop snapped down and again on her aching,
burning nipple.

He slid the crop lower, rubbing at her
pussy.

“Are you prepared to obey or do you require
more?”

“I-I will!” she gasped in a strangled
voice.

“Lay back>“

She fell back, panting, eyes tearing at the
throbbing heat in her nipples.

“Go ahead.”

She jerked at his voice, then her hands rose
and, trembling uncertainly, lay on her belly. She closed her eyes,
and extended her right hand, her fingers probing, then stroking and
rubbing at her clit. Her face was flaming as she rubbed at herself,
jerking as he ordered her to spread her legs wide, then again, when
he said “I want you to put your fingers inside you.”

Shuddering, she slowly eased two fingers into
her pussy as she rubbed herself with the fingers of her other hand.
Fortunately, she was still a bit wet from her earlier experience
with the vibrator in the cell, and her fingers slipped easily into
her pussy.

“Here, use these,” he said.

She panted, opening her eyes, raising her
head as he placed a large dildo and a vibrator on her belly. She
blanched, but gripped them helplessly.

“Suck on the dildo,” he said.

She brought it to her mouth. It was very
realistic looking, black, with a huge, fat head. She licked it and
slipped her lips around it, pumping the head in and out of her
mouth.

“More,” he said. “Suck more of it.”

She was coming to hate him. He was more like
an eager, inexperienced adolescent than a menacing man, and yet she
knew he could cause her pain if he wanted, and she couldn’t do
anything about it. She forced the dildo deeper into her mouth,
moistening it with her saliva, then, before he could order it
deeper still, she pulled it out and pressed it against the mouth of
her sex. She grunted with effort as she pushed in, gasping at how
wide it forced her sex lips before sliding inside.

She brought the vibrator, already buzzing,
down against her clit, and spread her legs wider as she slowly
worked the dildo in and out.

“Shove it all the way inside,” he said
eagerly. “I want to see every inch buried in your pussy!”

She moaned softly, hoping he would take it
for arousal, then began to twist the dildo, to turn it from side to
side as she worked it deeper. She played the vibrator back and
forth across her clit as she did, relieved to feel the buzzing
having an effort which produced more lubrication.

She let out a gasp of pain as his hand
suddenly gripped hers and shoved the dildo deep, jamming it against
her very cervix.

“Deeper, slut,” he said in a fit of pique. “I
want it all the way inside your whore body!”

He didn't sound threatening, only whiny, only
spoiled, and she ached inside from the depth the dildo had been
shoved. She eased it out, pumping it in and out, using long
strokes, forcing it uncomfortably deep as she desperately ran the
vibrator back and forth over her clit.

She forced it painfully deep again, groaning,
then eased it back again. Her body was responding, her pussy was
adjusting. She was not at all aroused, of course, but she was doing
a credible job of pretending to be.

“Wait.”

She paused, and raised her head, and he
showed her another dildo.

“Put this one in your bottom,” he said
eagerly.

Fuck!

She took it wearily, and at his command,
began to lick it and moisten it with her saliva.

“I...it would be better with some
lubrication,” she said anxiously.

He shrugged and opened a drawer. He found a
little squeeze bottle and tossed it to her, and she gratefully used
it, then began to work the second dildo into her bottom. He had yet
to touch her, but only watched as she slowly worked the second
dildo into her ass, again, insisting she shove it all inside. He
had her switch to the other dildo, then the anal one, his cock
obviously hard within his robe as he fought not to rub himself.

Then there was a knock at the door. The man
closed his legs, adjusting himself, then called out something in
Arabic. The door opened and one of the eunichs looked in, then drew
back. A moment later Spirit was ushered in, collared and shackled
much like Sierra had been.

Sierra blushed, kneeling on the floor before
the man, dildos up both holes, as her bandmate was led forward. The
eunich undid her hands and then left.

“Come. Join your friend,” the young man
said.

Spirit came forward warily, then knelt beside
Sierra as the young man beamed down at them.

“Take the dildo out of your pussy,” he
ordered Sierra “Give it to the redhead.”

Sierra blushed, while Spirit looked at the
dildo distastefully. She took it, holding it by the base with her
fingertips.

“Now you, girl with red hair. Push this into
your bottom as she has the other one.”

“Do I have to?” Spirit groaned.

“Yes, unless you wish to be punished?”

She looked at the dildo again. “What's the
punishment?”

“Something very painful,” he said, holding up
the crop.

She bit her lower lip then picked up the lube
and squirted it over the dildo before pressing it against her
bottom. She rose, worked it inside, then slowly eased down.

“Ride up and down on it. I have read that you
sluts like this very much.”

She glared at him but obeyed, taking the
dildo deeper and deeper into her bottom as she slid down its
slippery length.

He got up and went to the bar in the corner,
pouring drinks, then returned, handing one to both of them and
sitting with his own.

The girls looked at them dubiously, but had
not been given much in the way of food and water, and both suddenly
realized how thirsty they were. The drinks tasted like cola mixed
with vodka, but neither was going to complain.

“Have you had sex with many women?” he asked
Spirit.

She hesitated, blushing. “No,” she said
hesitantly.

“How many?”

“Well, just a few,” she said.

“You had too many drugs to remember, is that
correct?”

She glared at him but in fact he was correct.
She wasn't into girls but was so relaxed when she was high she
didn't really care who used her body as long as it was
pleasurable.

“We're not gay,” Sierra said defiantly.

“All western women are whores and more than
willing to have sex with each other,” he said with certainty. “I
have read of this many times, and watched many videos.”

Spirit giggled. “He's seen videos,” she
said.

The man scowled. “Place your hands behind
your neck and arch your back,” he ordered.

She obeyed nervously and he began to whip the
tip of the riding crop against her nipples, much as he had done to
Sierra, only faster and harder. The redhead hissed and clenched her
teeth as the tip of the crop blurred in its slapping movement
against her rapidly reddening nipples.

He stopped and she gulped in air, face
flushed, the center of her breasts red and throbbing and hot with
pain.

“Do not mock me, slut,” he ordered.

He produced a huge, double headed dildo and
ordered the two girls to face each other on the floor. Then, legs
spread as they knelt there, upper bodies leaning back, they
positioned the heads of the dildo against their pussies and slowly
eased them in.

Sierra soon felt her head beginning to buzz,
and belatedly wondered what had been in the drink. It wasn't like
she'd had a lot of it so no matter how alcoholic it shouldn't be
affecting her yet.

She and Spirit eased closer together, then
began to grind their hips, jamming the dildo even deeper into their
pussies as the young man looked down in fascination and
excitement.

Her skin felt flushed all the way up to the
roots of her hair as she and Spirit ground their hips against each
other. Her pussy throbbed and at the man's urging, they were forced
to jam themselves fully in so their soft, moist pussies could grind
directly together.

A part of her was revolted at that, but it
was a small, sane part. Most of her mind was floating on a soft
haze as she ground herself against Spirit's pussy, as she felt the
dildo shifting and twisting inside her, as the big dildo in her ass
filled her with an aching sense of fulness.

She started to forget about the man, her
concentration on the throbbing hunger and pleasure between her legs
as she worked her pussy against Spirit, as she ground her clit
against the other girl's soft, moist flesh, as she felt the big
dildo shifting and twisting inside her belly.

She didn't notice him moving back, didn't
notice him picking up a video camera. He wasn't really important
compared to the spiraling wall of heat enveloping her as she ground
herself ever more energetically into Spirit's pussy. Her very blood
felt on fire as she gulped in air, as Spirit panted raggedly, as
they jammed their pussies against each other with increasing
fever.

Spirit came first, arching and crying out in
pleasure, her pussy grinding frantically against Sierra. But Sierra
only lasted seconds longer before she too was grunting and moaning
and trembling in the throes of passion and heat.

The pleasure flared wild and hot within them,
and the orgasm shook their trembling bodies, but the heat and
hunger only seemed to grow greater. They wound up in each others
arms, the flexible dildo twisted into a U-shape within their bodies
as they continued to grind together. Their tongues found each
other, their breasts pillowing out as they ground together in
hunger and lust.

Sierra couldn't help herself. She was flaming
with hunger and need, and Spirit was there against her, her soft,
warm flesh gliding deliciously against her own as their breasts
mashed and pillowed together. Their lips pressed bruisingly hard,
their tongues darting in and out as their hands raced over each
others bodies.

Another orgasm washed over them, then
another, and another still. They fell back, gasping, panting,
moaning, eyes glassy, groins joined together, rubbing and grinding
around the thick dildo inside them.

The young man leaned in, crop in hand,
slapping lightly at their bodies joined together at the clitoris,
slapping both as they grunted and moaned and cried out in
overheated passion, jamming themselves together, grinding their
clits together. Starbursts of wild sensation were lit within the
backs of their minds at every blow, but it failed to douse the wild
hunger within, as they ground themselves to yet another massive
climax.

He had to yank them away, for their woozy
minds hardly heard his instructions. But when he placed them in a
sixty-nine, their instincts took over, and they were soon both
lapping and sucking wildly at each others pussies as he looked on
and took video. Neither girl was experienced in oral sex, at least,
not oral sex for other women, but then again, they were not
strangers to the skill, and both were soon gasping and moaning and
crying out in pleasure.

Then they were on their feet, their wrists
shackled together above their heads, their bodies pressed together,
breast to breast, the double headed dildo buried inside them again
as the man used the long length of the crop at last, slashing it
down against their bottoms and back as they continued to
passionately grind against each other. Their cries filled each
others' mouths as they kissed, as their lips moved desperately
together, as the crop lashed their hot backs and stinging bottoms
until they thought they would scream in pain – and came
instead.
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The woman's body was firm and lean, and she
twisted her fingers in Nicky's short hair, just the way she liked
it! She moaned against her pussy, licking and sucking eagerly as
the woman twisted her fingers, tugging, teasing, pulling at her
hair to make Nicky gasp and moan helplessly. The woman pushed down
on her hair, then, pushed down on her head, forcing Nicky down onto
the big metal cock, making her whimper in pain as it jammed against
the back wall of her pussy.

“Slave,” the woman said in lightly accented
English. “Do you wish to be my slave, little girl?”

“Yes, mistress!” Nicky gasped against her
groin, licking along her shaven slit.

“Will you obey me, little girl?” she purred,
twisting her fingers, forcing Nicky's head back.

“Yes, mistress!” Nicky groaned.

“Then I have a task for you, little girl, one
I think you will enjoy.”

* * *

Sierra woke up slowly. She hadn't exactly
been asleep, of course. She'd been standing there in a haze,
leaning against Spirit, held aloft by the shackles and her own
instincts, eyes slitted, unthinking, unseeing. She woke up bit by
bit, eyes blinking, groaning, not at all understanding where she
was or what she was doing at first. Then she realized Spirit was
pressed against her, then felt the dildo inside her – the two
dildos.

She groaned weakly, eyes fluttering. She had
no idea how long she'd been there, but her legs and back ached. So
did her pussy – still wrapped around the dildo inside her – inside
Spirit.

The dildo wanted to unbend. Straight was its
natural shape, and it was in a U-shape up within her and Spirit.
She could feel the pressure against the back wall of her sex as she
shook her head dazedly and tried to figure out what was going
on.

There had been a lot of wild... sex... with
Spirit, she recalled foggily. She didn't think the young man had
touched them even once. He had just watched – and took
pictures..

Pictures. Great. That was just great. If they
ever did get out of here and ever actually succeeded as a band
would those pictures show up on the internet to haunt them? Would
the ones with Nicky be included so they'd have a reputation as a
bunch of lesbian sluts?

The door opened to one side, and she felt her
skin flush as two women entered. They were anonymous, as usual, in
full burkas, even their faces covered by mesh. The young man came
in behind them, smiling in a smug sort of way as he walked past
them. He got his camera again and Sierra bit her lip anxiously.

The two women moved to bracket she and
Spirit, who raised her head listlessly, then blinked in surprise to
see the two so close. Suddenly one of the women gripped Sierra's
tangled red hair and jerked her head up and back sharply. As the
redhead's mouth opened in a cry of pain the woman thrust another
double-headed dildo into it, driving it deep into her throat so she
gurgled and gagged weakly.

Then, holding her hair in one hand and the
dildo in the other, she shoved her head forward as the other woman
yanked on Sierra's hair. Again, this produced the desired physical
result and her mouth opened to cry out in pain. The other end of
the dildo was shoved into it, and their heads pushed together so
the dildo slid into her throat. Like Spirit, Sierra gurgled and
gagged around the thick dildo, but could do nothing to expell
it.

Her mouth was pressed against Spirit's, and
then a strap was wound around their necks, holding their heads
close together. They could pull back a little, but not enough to
pull the dildos out of their throats.

One of the women knelt beside the two
shackled, nude prisoners and her fingers stroked against them. Then
she attached a special vibrator. This was an instrument shaped like
a half doughnut, and which was placed between their groins atop the
dildo jammed inside them. It clipped there, and began to buzz.

The two women then knelt behind them, and
Sierra and Spirit felt fingers at their bottoms. Their legs were
spread apart and then tongues began to circle their wrinkled little
back openings. Fingers followed, thrusting in and out, twisting and
spreading them open as the two moaned helplessly around the
dildo.

Whatever drug had been in their drink was
still partially in effect, soothing their fears and anxieties and
enhancing the physical sensations they were receiving. Both were
strangers to analingus but found the touch of the soft, slippery,
delicate tongues against their rosebuds to be quite a delicious
sensation.

Sierra found herself squirming helplessly,
gasping, eyes wide, even as she tried to cope with the difficulty
of breathing around the dildo which had been shoved unceremoniously
down her throat. Her thighs were strapped to Spirit's, preventing
her from moving back, helping to hold the double headed dildo in
her pussy. Now both of them found their bodies jerking convulsively
back at those darting, dipping, caressing tongues.

And whenever they eased, fingers thrust up
into her ass: sometimes one, sometimes two or three, knuckles
grinding against her opening as the fingers pumped and twisted. The
vibrator buzzed away at her pussy, and she felt herself becoming
dizzy, felt herself being swept away by the wild, kaleidoscope of
sensations.

* * *

Nicky rose, heart thumping, and pulled off
the burka. She was self-conscious, with the man there, given what
she'd been given to wear under the burka. but at least her face was
covered.

It was a wildly exciting outfit!

It started with a menacing looking black mask
made of some hard ivory. The mask had eye and mouth holes, but
otherwise covered her entire face. Her hair was pulled back in a
tight bun, and she wore small metal skull earrings as well as a
thick spiked leather and metal collar.

Below that she wore a corset so tight she
could hardly breath. It too was all black, with small metal studs
scattered across it. It left her breasts entirely bare, though
thrusting them upwards and together. Leather straps encircled her
breasts, squeezing them into hard pink balls and thrusting them out
at the world.

She wore a leather panty of sorts, which had
inserts – a dildo and a butt-plug, so that both were jammed up
inside her, concealed from view. But the dildo was not simply
attached to the inside of the thing, but thrust up through it,
growing wider, and turning into something quite awe inspiring.

It curved upwards, thick as her wrist, with a
menacing looking fat mushroom head, and black latex studs all along
the surface.. And on her feet and legs were thigh-high leather
boots with the highest stiletto heels she'd ever worn.

Licking Sierra's ass had not exactly excited
her. She had performed the task numerous times before but she had
never really liked the snotty punk.

This, on the other hand, was going to be
delightful!

She thrust four fingers into Sierra's ass,
pushing and twisting, pumping them in and out, then drew back and
slipped her fingers around the long, curved cock. Every movement of
it shifted the part inside her a little, and she shuddered with
heat as she pressed it against Sierra's pink rosebud and pushed
forward.

Sierra saw Spirit's eyes go wide, and the
girl's breasts pushed harder against her own, as if she were being
pushed forward by something. Then she felt the pressure against her
own ass, something far and round, soft yet hard, easing up through
the slippery layer of whatever mixture of saliva and lubrication
the woman had used on her.

She moaned dazedly, eyes rolling as she tried
to see behind her, but her head was held forward, and all she could
sense was the woman behind her, partially naked now, no longer
enveloped in the black burka, easing in closer. She felt hard
breasts against her back as hands gripped her hair and twisted it.
A strange black, blank face eased in against the nape of her neck
and she cried out as teeth bit into her flesh.

Nicky was in heaven as she slowly ground her
hips against Sierra's ass, twisting the fat dildo in the opening,
working it in deeper and then deeper still. It was too thick to
work in quickly, and she and the other woman took their time, but
used strong thrusts to open up the two helpless prisoners tight
bottoms.

She felt a sense of dark conquest as she
forced her thick 'cock' deep into Sierra's ass, and got a
shuddering moan from the girl.

You like it, bitch, she thought eagerly.

She twisted her hips and thrust again,
determined to get every last inch of the cock up into the girl's
belly. She hoped it hurt, at least a little, but that wasn't her
aim. She wanted to dominate the smart-mouthed girl almost as much
as she longed to dominate Taylor. Snotty bitch.

“Uhmmmjggh!” Sierra cried as she forced the
dildo deeper and ground her hips in a circular motion.

She began to thrust steadily now, having
worked the girls bottom open. She used a smooth stroke: in and out,
in and out, in and out, always grinding her hips against Sierra's
buttocks as the dildo lay at its deepest. At a signal from the
other woman she drew the long, curved length out and made a quick
adjustment to the base.

The dildo had a mechanism inside covered by a
padded leatherish exterior. That mechanism could, with the twist of
its base, make the thing expand, thicken. She did so now, so that
the thing became as thick around as a cola can, then forced it back
inside, pumping slowly with the top part, working it deeper
still.

Sierra shuddered at the thick girth of the
dildo as it drove up into her belly. She felt agonizingly full, yet
her mind and body spun through a wild emotional and sensual storm
while dazed by some soft, smothering sense of acceptance. Her pussy
buzzed and burned, and she found it hard to breath, making her even
more light-headed.

She felt the strap around her neck removed,
and her head was pulled back by the hair as the dildo was thrust
deep into her belly. She was impaled on the thing, and cried out
weakly, choking around the dildo as the woman shoved her face
forward.

In front of her, Spirit had gotten the same
treatment, and now was shoved forward, then pulled back, so that
their throats slid up and down along the double-headed dildo even
as the big, hard, studded cocks were rammed up into their
asses.

Their minds grew even fuzzier, their bodies
wracked with sensations of pain and pleasure which they had no way
to influence. Crying out again and again, eyes glassy, their bodies
erupted in small orgasmic convulsions which grew and spread as the
big curved cocks were thrust up into the depths of their bellies
again and again.

Spirit began to scream around the big dildo
in her throat as her body writhed and shook, and soon Sierra began
to cry out as well, wrapped in a wild, flaring miasma of overheated
sensations that clawed at her mind until she was left with nothing
but animal responses. The orgasm swirled around her like a bubbling
stew, and she writhed and twisted and cried out in helpless heat
and pleasure, not caring or knowing or understanding or even
thinking about anything but the pleasure burning through her.

Nicky thrust harder, faster, reveling in the
feel of the other girl's body around the thick cock, reveling in
the feel of thrusting it deep, of feeling her insides spasming, of
feeling her body shaking, of the sound of her gurgling cry of
passion and pleasure and pain.

She wanted to shout aloud. Whore! You love
it! You love a hard cock up your ass! Slut!

My cock, she thought in delight. My big, fat,
hard, rough, ridged cock!

Take it, Sierra! Bitch! Take it up your tight
ass, slut!

The harder she thrust, of course, the more
the one inside her shifted and twisted and moved within her own
tight sex, and she was groaning and gasping in delight as she rode
the helpless girl with all her eager strength, hips working
savagely in and out as she sodomized her band mate.

If only it were Taylor! But with a little
luck, she'd get her hands on the blonde bitch too soon! She had
already made certain suggestions to the woman with her, suggestions
she now eagerly awaited instructions to help carry out.

She looked across Spirit's shoulder at the
other woman, who nodded. Exultant, she eased back a little and
reached down to her groin. A simple twist of the base of the dildo
pulled it free of her own groin, leaving it jammed a foot deep in
Sierra's ass.

She dropped to her knees now and reached up
for the double-headed dildo piercing the girl. She gripped it and
eased it slowly down, pulling it entirely free of Sierra's pussy.
Her fingers then slid inside, pumping, twisting, turning, two,
three, then four. She squeezed herself in closer and jammed her
knuckles against the opening to Sierra's sex.

You're going to love my fist, bitch, she
thought excitedly.

Sierra's pussy was moist, hot and slippery,
and the dildo had worked it open nicely as she slowly forced the
knuckles of her right hand up through the tight, clutching lips of
her opening. She felt the smooth, silky warm walls of Sierra's
pussy against the sides of her hand as she eased it through, and
then turned her hand slowly from side to side, entirely inside
Sierra's belly. The girl's sex lips were wrapped around her wrist
and Nicky eased her hand higher as she reached over to Spirit.

The dildo hung from Spirit's pussy, slowly
sliding down. She yanked it free, and then pushed her other hand up
against the girl's pussy, working her fingers in and then slowly
twisting and turning her hand as she tried to drive her knuckles
past the entry.

By the time she felt her entire hand slipping
inside the fingers of her other hand had reached the back wall of
Sierra's pussy. She slowly drew her fingers in together into the
palm of her hand, forming a fist inside the trembling, moaning
girl. Then she began to rotate her fist, turning it back and forth,
working her inner muscles into a more relaxed state before
beginning to pump.

She heard the hiss of the whip as it flew
overhead, and heard the cry of pain coming from Sierra's blocked
throat. She squeezed her pussy down around the dildo inside her and
put more strength into her fists, slowly working them in and out as
the sound of the whips redoubled from overhead.

She paid little attention to what the other
woman was doing, or the man, as she worked her fists up into the
two girls, twisting and turning them, her lips drawn back in a
delighted rictus of pleasure as she forced her fists as deep as she
could with every thrust.

She was hardly aware when the woman bent and
removed her mask. She felt anxious for a moment, but it was clear
neither of the two girls was looking down at her and probably
couldn't have anyway with their bodies so tightly held together.
She continued to pump as the whips hissed and snapped and the
girls' bodies jerked and convulsed and their muffled cries filled
the air.

Scream, she thought excitedly. Scream,
bitches!

 


 


 





Chapter Seven

 


 


 


 


Taylor rose slowly, shuddering with effort,
with weariness. She pulled her pussy up the long length of the
vibrator so that, as it left her, she could grind it directly
against her clit. Her hips jerked repeatedly as she lost contact
with it momentarily, and got the quick little crackling electric
shock she had come to expect. It was not a single little snap, as
it had started out, nor even two or three, but a continuous crackle
which lasted perhaps a second or two.

And yet somehow she had come to feel, through
the wild heat which enveloped her, that this was part of the
pleasure. The sensation of the crackling electricity against her
sopping wet opening made her cry out as her muscles spasmed
helplessly, but then the sinfully, wickedly delicious feel of heat
as she ground the rounded nose against her clit made her gurgle
with wild- fire pleasure.

Was it deliberate, that she then rose for
only a second, before pressing the mouth of her sex against the
mushroom shaped cockhead again? The crackle of electricity made her
tremble and shake, and then she plunged down its length, crying out
in helpless pleasure as she impaled herself on the big steel cock,
as she felt it push achingly deep into her abdomen.

Oh fuck it was good! Sooo good!

Taylor gasped weakly as the door opened. She
made a feeble effort at lifting herself off the dildo, but a hand
pressed down on her shoulder, forcing her back. Then a blindfold
was slipped around her head. She felt hands on her and groaned as
she was lifted by the hair and arm to her feet. Her pussy was
sopping wet as it slid up off the vibrating metal cock, and she
blushed fiercely at this evidence of her weakness.

Fingers ran lightly over her body, massaging
and caressing her, then another of those puffy ball things with the
thin projecting rods was pushed into her pussy. She hissed softly
as the round tip pressed against her clit with a sort of rough
pleasure. but she fought to show no reaction. Her wrists were
pulled down and then shackled together behind her back, then she
was pulled forward and out of the cell.

No one seemed to be touching her now, but
there was an irresistible pull from the front of her collar, and
she flushed, realizing she was being pulled on a leash. Her bare
feet padded on cool stone floor as she walked along, leaning
forward because of the pull against the front of her collar. The
blindfold, she thought, might be something of a mercy. She didn't
know how many might be looking at her, and it at least partially
covered her identity.

She heard a male voice speaking Arabic, then
it faded behind them. They turned into another corridor, or perhaps
a large room. All she understood was that the sound and air felt as
though she were in a wide space.

The man pulling her stopped and then she felt
pressure on her shoulder easing her down to her knees. Fingers in
her hair drew her head back, then the unmistakeable feel of a cock
was placed on her lower lip. She swallowed and let her lips part a
bit as it pushed into her mouth. She began to lick the underside,
her lips closing to suck as the cock began to move in slow, short
thrusts, in and out, in and out.

It pushed deeper with every thrust, though,
and she sucked avidly, her tongue moving in swift stroking
movements along the underside. She felt herself being drawn forward
by the hair as the cock pushed deeper, and she gagged briefly
before it slid into her throat. Then she was pulled fully forward
until her face was jammed against his groin – whoever he was.

She heard a bark of laughter from the side,
then a voice saying something from the other side. They were
relaxed, lazy voices, male voices, and she felt the tightness in
her chest grow worse as she wondered how many men were there with
her. The cock in her throat pulled back, allowing her to gulp in
air. Then she felt the man shifting his body, lowering it. When she
was pulled forward again she felt her breasts pressing against the
edge of a chair as her face was drawn down onto the man's cock once
more.

A hand squeezed and caressed her bottom, then
slapped lightly at her inner thighs. She reluctantly shifted her
knees apart, then wider at further slapping. A hand squeezed one of
her breasts, then another on the other breast. She heard more
voices off to her right, then more to her left, some of them soft,
some louder. It sounded like there were more men there than there
had been in that horrible initial use the four of them had been
given.

Only she was alone here! She was the center
of attention of god only knew how many men!

A hand slapped against her bottom with a
sharp crack of noise and stinging pain and she moaned around the
cock in her throat. But she continued to slide her throat and lips
up and down its length, motivated in large part by his firm grip on
her hair dragging her up and pushing her back down.

She felt slippery fingers at her back
passage, penetrating her, sliding in and out, deeper and deeper.
Then what she first thought might be a cock but soon realized was
some sort of dildo – no, a butt-plug, was forced into her,
spreading her opening wide, then letting the ring of her sphincter
close behind it.

She felt a strange sense of unreality about
her, as if this could not really be happening, and it was some
bizarre sort of dream or nightmare or fantasy. But the hands on her
body were real enough, as she was pulled up off the cock and
allowed to blindly gulp in air.

Suddenly the pressure on her scalp
intensified and she gasped in pain as she was forced up and
forward, her legs pressed against the edge of the chair. The
pressure continued to pull insistently, and her legs shifted aside,
wider, then wider still, until she was able to straddle the chair
or stool or whatever he sat upon. She felt a hand against her
bottom drawing her forward, then down.

Fingers slid along her pussy, then eased
inside, pulling the little golf ball thing out. Then her hips were
pulled and directed in and down. She was not the least surprised as
she felt the tip of his slippery cock against her, and sighed in
relief as she sank down and it pushed up into her belly. It was
insane! It was all insane! She should be gibbering in crazed horror
knowing men were watching her like this.

Instead she felt a wild, bubbling sense of
excitement and lust and heat within her. It wasn't like she knew
any of these people, nor they her. And somehow, the mask made it
seem as though she were hidden, instead of the other way
around.

Taylor felt his lips on her breast, his teeth
biting her with enough pressure to go to the edge of pain as she
sank all the way down his prick.

She moaned in pleasure and pain, knowing they
wouldn't realize it was both. The cock inside her felt so
incredible after her long, strange experimenting with the metal
vibrator. The flesh was warm and soft and slick, and yet hard and
firm, and caressed her pussy in a wonderful, delightful way.

There were conversations going on around
them, from all sides. She felt that sense of unreality again, a
bizarre combination of terror and dark excitement as his hands
gripped her buttocks and she began to ride up and down.

Aromas from an assortment of spicy foods
wafted past her nose as she rode him, as he sucked and licked at
her nipples. She felt herself mentally cringing again and again,
and felt again that strange sense of protection from the blindfold,
as if, since she couldn't see them, they couldn't see her.

She rode his cock, panting, moaning softly,
trying to hide the sense of growing heat gripping her, determined
to maintain her sanity, and what passed, at least to her, for
dignity.

She let out a soft cry as his fingers, or
someone's, pulled back sharply on her hair, forcing her to bow back
heavily. She was pulled off him, turned, and made to sit back down,
taking him deep once again, riding up and down as his hands kneaded
her breasts and stroked her clit.

He bit lightly into the nape of her neck, and
down on her shoulder, pulled back on her hair and forced her legs
wider. Sometimes he spoke, but it wasn't to her, and there was
always either a rumble of laughter from what felt like a dozen or
more men, or a few answers back.

At first she feared she would be gang-banged.
Gradually, a calm sense of acceptance settled over her. Her body
was theirs to do with as they chose, whatever they chose. That was
just the way it was and there was simply no point agonizing over
it. Next week, next month, she would be back home in L.A. And this
would just be a memory. Like they said, if was inevitable, then go
with it.

Even so, butterflies swirled in her belly and
her chest was tight with anxiety, her cheeks red with embarrassment
as she rode his stiff cock before she knew not how many male eyes.
And she tried to NOT go with it, tried to steel herself against the
tactile sensations of pleasure as his lips mouthed her nipples and
his cock stroked inside her.

She rode his cock, and his fingers caressed
her clit as she slid up and down, and all around her were men
watching, grinning, laughing, speaking, eating, snacking, and
perhaps waiting their turn.

She felt her hair pulled, and, gasping, was
forced to her feet, turned around, and again straddled his chair,
sinking down on his cock yet again. His hands were more demanding,
now, digging into her buttocks, jerking up and down harder as he
licked and sucked hungrily at her nipples and breasts.

He was thrusting up into her now, too, so
that her head jerked up and back each time she sank down fully,
from the force of the impact. She gasped and panted raggedly,
feeling the churning heat within her spiraling up through her
nervous system and into her emotionally overloaded mind. Her legs
were growing tired, aching, for she had to do most of the work, and
with her arms shackled behind her back she didn't have them to
help.

His hands circled her hips and jerked her
down hard as he thrust up, then jerked her up and then down again
hard, fast, as his own ragged breathing hid a groan in her breast,
his teeth wide, biting into her soft flesh as he came inside
her.

There was a ripple of laughter around her,
and then she was yanked off, not by the hair but by the collar. She
staggered and cried out as she went down onto her knees. Then the
pull on her collar forced her forward along the floor. Another hand
gripped her hair, guiding her mouth down onto another cock
nearby.

This can't be happening, she thought
dazedly.

But it was, and she began to suck and lick at
this cock, thinner and shorter than the other had been. Hands moved
over her body, and she was slapped on the bottom again. She took
the cock into her throat, and her breasts were roughly groped. Then
another slap to the bottom and her thighs were yanked apart.

A hand caressed her pussy, then she was
penetrated, first by fingers, then by another cock. It thrust in
hard and fast right from the start, his hips slapping against her
buttocks as the man before forced her mouth up and down on his
cock.

There were many voices around her, some near,
some further back. She couldn't understand any of them, but she
didn't think they were all talking about her. It was as though she
were at a party of some sort, and simply being handed around like
the snack tray.

The cock she was sucking erupted, and she
swallowed his semen queasily, then was pulled off by the collar,
but not far, and her mouth pushed down onto another cock. This one
was lower, very low, almost on the ground, and she realized he must
be either sitting or laying on the floor.

His hand fondled her breast as she sucked
him, and the man who had been fucking her from behind continued,
thrusting hard and fast, slapping her bottom on occasion, pumping
continuously as he rode her, sometimes reaching down to squeeze her
other breast or pull on her hair.

She was pulled along to another man, and then
another, bobbing up and down on stiff cocks. Another man thrust
into her from behind, then another. Her body burned with a fire
which grew and then waned, which rose, then fell, often coming near
explosion, but always easing off as whoever was using her stopped,
or pain intervened. She was pulled up over a man who apparently had
been sitting on some cushions on the floor. She straddled him and
sank into his cock, and rode him as he sucked on her breasts and
squeezed her bottom. Then he lay back and pulled her forward, and
the butt-plug was eased out of her, a stiff cock sliding in to take
its place.

Taylor moaned as the two cocks filled her.
The one she was straddling was pretty big to begin with, and the
one sliding into her ass was just as big. She gasped and moaned
between the two men. She was still unsettled, unbalanced, her
blindfolded eyes a little wild around the edges, but the screaming
embarrassment about being in a public place had faded after a
while. How long could you remain shocked by the same thing?

The dark heat was rising within her again, as
the sensation this was all a wild, animal dream took hold. She
gulped in air, riding one cock while the other drove deep into her
ass. Hands were all over her, and then her hair was yanked up and
to the side, and, like she remembered seeing Nicky do, she serviced
a third cock with her mouth as two others thrust into her
belly.

She came. The explosion was small, at first.
It was an orgasm long-postponed, in fact, postponed just a bit too
late, and made her writhe and twist in pleasure. And then came
another, surging up out of nowhere, massive and all-encompassing.
She didn't scream, for a scream was a purposeful action, and she
didn't have the mind, the consciousness to do anything on purpose.
A wild undulation of her voice rose out of her chest and she
twisted and writhed and bucked frantically as the orgasm tore
through her mind. Her animal howl of pleasure would have echoed off
the walls were it not muffled and blocked by the cock driving deep
into her throat.

It left her barely conscious, her eyes
slitted behind the blindfold, her body exhausted, drained. She
slumped weakly as their cocks moved into her, not caring what they
did as she moaned dazedly.

Then she was on her back, on some cushions,
her legs pinned back as a man thrust into her. And after him
another, then another, then still another, until she was once more
turned over and taken from behind. Pulls on her collar or hair led
her along from one man to another. There was no point in
complaining, in protesting, or even talking. Did they even speak
English? Probably not. Would they care? Probably not.

She was exhausted, dazed and sore all over by
the time she was pulled to her feet. She staggered as someone
pulled her sideways. Then she was held still. Her shackles were
undone – no – merely undone from each other. Hands on either side
lifted her arms up and together above her head. Then her legs were
forced apart, so far apart she was barely able to hold herself on
the balls of her feet as the shackles around her ankles were locked
down somehow.

Her chin dropped on her chest and she panted,
flushed, overheated, weary and moaning. She felt fingers at her
bottom, then something – a butt-plug, she thought at first, but
then, no, a dildo, a big one, was slowly pushed and pumped up
inside her, thrusting in and out, harder, deeper, making her gasp
and moan as whoever was doing it used more and more force.

Her hair was pulled up and back sharply, and
then something was forced into her weary mouth. It was a rubbery
latex ball of some sort, a gag, and it was strapped in place around
her head.

The blindfold was removed.

Taylor cringed. She had suspected there were
a lot of men, had known that at least a couple of dozen had been
serviced by her, or had fucked her. But the reality was far worse.
She got one open-eyed look, then dropped her eyes to the floor,
face flaming.

She stood in the middle of a very large room
with a high ceiling. There were high pillars running down both
sides of the room, and scattered in and around and in front of them
were hundreds of cushions of various types. They formed a semi
circle towards a slightly raised dais on which a heavily carved,
padded stool sat, and on it the man who had probably first taken
her.

There were dozens of men sitting about on the
floor, most cross-legged, all of them wearing Arab robes complete
with headdress. Most of those men were bearded, and those beards
were often gray for almost everyone in the room was twice her age –
or more.

All of them, of course, were fully clothed.
She was the only naked person in the room, standing with legs apart
and arms raised in the middle of the floor, a large dildo sticking
out of her ass.

And then someone else came forward, someone
out of place enough, and close enough to raise her eyes off the
floor for a quick glance. It was a woman in one of those enveloping
robes. She dropped to her knees in front of Taylor, and then her
hands reached out, gripping Taylor's thighs as she brought her face
in close to her pussy.

The woman, she could see, was wearing some
sort of mask which hid most of her face. Her mouth was free,
though, and now it opened wide and took in Taylor's well-used,
aching pussy. It sucked softly, the tongue sliding up and down the
bruised lips of her sex,

Another man moved forward, also out of place,
for he was a large, black man, wearing a turban, baggy trousers and
a kind of vest over his jet black skin. He reached down and pulled
the robe off the woman kneeling at her feet, and Taylor knew,
despite the mask, that it was Nicky. She had suspected it from the
beginning, recognizing, now, the feel of the lesbian girl's tongue
as it flitted at the mouth of her sex.

She cursed the girl mentally, wearily,
flushing with new embarrassment, but there wasn't anything she
could do about it.

Nicky wore some sort of leather gettup which
caused her breasts to stick out like fleshy balls as she licked and
sucked at Taylor's clit.

Then something long and thin cut across her
back.

Her head jerked up and back as she cried out
in startled pain.

The Black man with the turban was holding a
whip. She could hardly grasp that at first. It was an actual whip,
like something out of a movie! Taylor's eyes bulged and she tried
to shout a denial, but the big man's bare arm swung forward, whip
in hand, and the long, thin whip hissed through the air and cracked
across her lower back with painful force.

This is not happening! This can't be
happening!

She'd thought the words often enough, but
never with as much desperation as now.

The whip left a hot, stinging burn along her
back, and then struck a third time, higher. Taylor pulled
frantically against the shackles, but they were all firmly locked
in place. The whip flew again, and again, and again, snapping and
cracking against her back as she twisted and writhed and cried out
in muffled pain and panic.

What Nicky was doing between her legs hardly
seemed to matter.

Her back flamed, and now the whip was singing
the skin of her bottom, forcing her hips to jerk forward against
Nicky's face. The whip curled around her body, around her ribs,
snapping at her breasts, and she screamed, tears filling her eyes
as the whip snapped in again and again and again.

Her feet gave up trying to support her and
she was all-but hanging by her wrists now, moaning, dazed, gasping
and jerking with each fresh blow, her skin glistening with
perspiration. And then, slowly, all those blazing lines drawn
across her skin seemed to meld together into a hot, throbbing ache
which completely covered her. The whip snapped in again and again,
but while she felt the blows the sharp, stinging pain was hugely
diminished, becoming suffused in the heat already surrounding
her.

The whip sliced around her ribs, setting her
breasts to shaking and burning, slashed across her belly and
abdomen, nipped at her bottom and cut across her back, but the
dazed blonde only grunted and moaned, eyes gone glassy as she hung
there before the eagerly watching group of men.

With the shock eased, with the sharpness of
each blow now screened by the dark, throbbing flames crawling along
her back and buttocks, what Nicky was doing began to intrude on her
consciousness now. In part, it was because her body, or perhaps her
subconscious mind, seized at any pleasure to distract from the
pain, for any light to ease the dark. Her pussy was exquisitely
sensitive after the workover she'd gotten, and now Nicky's agile
fingers and expert tongue were rousing sensations which could not
be ignored.

Taylor had long ago stopped thinking or
caring about what the audience thought of her. As she had burned
with the pain of the whipping, all her concentration and thoughts
had turned inward, to surviving the storm of pain and heat. Now,
chin on her chest, she stared down at the top of the girl's head,
at her mouth pressed against her clit, and at her fingers jammed up
into her aching pussy.

Pushing. Pushing, twisting and pushing,
pulling back, and pushing, twisting and pushing. And slowly,
slowly, they pushed up deeper, then deeper still. Taylor felt the
mouth of her sex stretched achingly wide, and then her eyes were
widened as she felt, and realized, that Nicky's entire hand was
passing through the opening of her sex and pushing up into her
abdomen.

The notion amazed her, frightened her,
dismayed her, but it certainly caught at her attention, drawing it
away from the flames along her back. She moaned helplessly as she
stared down, as she felt Nicky's hand succeed in sliding through
the opening to her sex, as she felt her pussy lips closing around
the more circular, and more narrow surface of Nicky's wrist.

Nicky's tongue lapped at her clit as her hand
pushed deeper and Taylor slowly raised her head up and back, then
let it fall behind her, groaning low in her throat. She could feel
Nicky's hand slowly turning from side to side within her, then
easing back before pushing deeper.

That sense of unreality swept over her again,
that she had a whole hand up inside her body. Her mind reeled, and
she moaned dizzily, swaying weakly on her feet as Nicky's hand
moved in and out, pushing deeper. She felt her long, slim fingers
reach the depths of her pussy, and then slowly draw back into a
fist – which then pushed deeper.

Her clit was hot, swollen and burning as
Nicky licked at it, and sensations grew witin her, wild, hot, raw,
animal sensations that soon had her hips grinding and jerking
spastically, her body twitching and shaking and her head rolling as
the lesbian pushed her fist deep into her belly, then drew it
slowly down the length of her sex.

And then the black man came up behind her,
jerking back on her hair, his lips at her throat. He pulled the big
dildo out of her ass, and then she felt the unmistakeable sensation
of a real cock sliding up into her bottom.

It was an overload, and things like pride,
dignity and morality had no chance of survival under this kind of
wild, churning sexual violence. All were abandoned as she became
little more than an animal which responded to whatever physical
sensation struck her most powerfully.

And that was now lust, heat, pleasure.

Big, rough black hands cupped and squeezed
her breasts as the man behind her thrust his cock up deep. Every
deep stroke made cramps ripple through her belly even as Nicky's
fist continued to move in and out and her tongue and lips sucked
and licked at her clitoris.

The orgasm rose like a cliff and then
collapsed like a tidal wave, swamping her mind with pleasure and
heat. Yet it was not alone, for her muscles continued to spasm, to
quake, to snap and twitch and react, as orgasm after orgasm paraded
across her dazed mind. She trembled and shook and cried out again
and again into the ball gag as her nervous system seemed to
disintegrate, and wild animal heat burned away at her
consciousness.
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“B-b-bitch!” Taylor gasped, chest
heaving.

Nicky smiled and ran her hand slowly over the
lithe young blonde girl's silky flesh. Taylor was laying on a
table, spreadeagled and bound to the four corners.

The table was strong and heavy, and a wooden
bar bordered it, providing convenient places to strap down the
victims who lay upon it. Another wooden bar crossed the table just
above Taylor's hips so that her groin was slightly elevated. Two
thick bars of metal had been driven as physically deep into her
pussy and bottom as Nicky could get them.

In her hand was a wand, a magic wand, she
called it. It was a foot long handle, tipped at the end by a glass
golf ball. Like the bars inside the panting, moaning, heavily
perspiring blonde girl, the wand had a power cord running off the
side of the table. At the flick of a switch, the glass ball began
to hum, and small sparkles of electricity danced and swirled within
it.

She gently let the ball descend until it
hovered just over one of Taylor's hard, straining nipples, and
electricity danced along the surface, snapping and crackling at the
hard, glistening little pink button as Taylor hissed and moaned and
writhed helplessly. Nicky let the ball slowly circle around and
around the nipple, the tiny blue electrical arcs shifting around
the surface, but always remaining focused around Taylor's
nipple.

Taylor had spent some days now in the hot
little cell with little to do but enjoy herself on the metal cock
left in there with her. The little sparks of electricity had become
more intense, and lasted longer, but she had endured them, time and
again, in order to grind her sopping pussy against the metal bar,
then rise up and plunge herself helplessly down, to impale herself
and shudder in feverish pleasure..

Her body, and, to some extent her mind,
certainly her subconscious, had come to associate that crackling
ripple of electricity with heat, lust and pleasure.

At the end, the electricity crawled up and
down the metal bar even while she rode it, crackling away at the
inside of her pussy even as she twisted and writhed and forced
herself frantically up and down its length. She endured it so that
yet again she could howl with animal pleasure and fall over the
edge of that wondrous precipice.

And now, her body had become strangely
fooled, twisted. As the crackling ball moved across her slick skin
she felt the painfully stabbing pins and needles of electrical
contact, and hot, searing pleasure at the same time. They were
inseparable.

Nicky let the ball circle one breast, then
the other, then lazily trailed it back and forth down her heaving
chest and belly.

Taylor had already come powerfully,
repeatedly. She was dazed, breathless, her insides aching, yet she
could not keep her muscles from twitching, her body from writhing
as she desperately gulped in air.

“N-No! No! Please!” she moaned brokenly.

Nicky let the ball glide down across her
abdomen and then rubbed lightly, gently, against her clitoris.

The clit was pierced through and through with
a thick metal stud to amplify the effects of the electricity, and
now it joined with the crackling of the metal bar jammed deep into
her pussy.

Taylor gnashed her teeth, her head rolling,
her back arching again and again as her body spasmed and convulsed.
The ball gently rolled back and forth against her clitoris, and the
crackling, snapping electricity caressed her with it. Another
massive orgasm tore through her body and she screamed and thrashed
helplessly as it shattered her nervous system and tore apart her
mind.

Nicky set the wand down, caressed the dazed
blonde's slick, shivering body, then turned towards the far end of
the room. Sierra knelt there, leaning forward, not quite sitting on
her heels. Her arms were bound together behind all the way to the
elbows, and she was impaled upon an enormously thick, latex covered
cock which, like her body, was also angled.

Nicky had quite enjoyed fisting the
previously uncooperative punker, and intended to make this easier
in future. The dildo upon which Sierra was perched was made up of
moveable parts on the inside, solid plastic walls which could be
slowly pushed farther and farther apart. It was so thick now, as
thick as a champagne bottle, that it had slowly eased apart
Sierra's pubic bones.

Squatting next to the girl, she ran a hand
down between her legs, rubbing at her abdomen, feeling the hardness
there.

It wasn't as though Sierra could effectively
protest. Her tongue, like her nipples, was pierced with a thick
ring, which was pulling her tongue up and out, forcing her head up
and back. Her nipples were similarly being pulled up and forward
with such strength only the chain attached to her wrist restraints
kept her from falling forward.

Her nipples strained tautly, as though the
rings would tear through the small pink flesh. But Nicky knew the
resilience of flesh well.

She ran her fingers along Sierra's tongue. It
had stretched out somewhat, and would stretch out more before she
was done. It was quite elastic if you worked at it, and she
intended that Sierra's tongue be worked until it could touch her
deep inside her pussy.

Like Taylor, Sierra's body was coated in
perspiration, and her eyes were dulled by exhaustion and pain. Yet
even so she dazedly tried to keep jamming her pussy down harder
upon the thick cock inside her, for a small, light vibrator was
pressed against her clitoris, and the lower she got, the more
powerful its vibrations.

Keep the mind off-balance, one of Nicky's
mistresses had once told her, and the body will always seek out
what pleasures it the most, without any care in the world about
inhibitions or guilt or shame, or, for that matter, anger.

Cock loving whores, she thought in
amusement.

Was it possible to turn someone into a
nymphomaniac, she wondered. If so she was doing her best. Once they
got out of here she wanted to be in a band surrounded by beautiful
nymphos who were totally out of control.

And regardless, it seemed to amuse their
captors to have Nicky “teaching” the other girls how to behave.

Fucking Arab hypocrites, she thought. They
made homosexuality a crime but they still loved to watch women
together.

She got up and walked across the room to
check on Spirit.

“Beautiful,” she sighed, running her eyes,
then her hands over the girl's pale body.

Arabs just didn't have the kinky imagination
she did. But they liked it when she came up with things, and didn't
seem to mind helping her.

Spirit's flyaway red hair was gone. She was
not merely shaven bald, but the hair on her head had been perfectly
waxed away so that her head glistened. It was quite a pretty bald
head, Nicky thought, pleased. She caressed it, and Spirit blinked
weakly.

Spirit had been such an airhead from the
start that Nicky hadn't needed to break her down in order to build
her into something else. She'd been raw material which, with a few
drugs and suggestive behavioral alterations had produced delightful
results.

Her lovely lips had been tattooed a deep red,
a permanent lipstick, so to speak. Similar work had been done on
her eyebrows. Her pussy hair was completely, and permanently gone,
and her lips were pierced by a thick ring. A thinner ring pierced
her clitoris, and two more pierced her nipples. Her tongue was
pierced, as well, and she no longer had to be persuaded to perform
oral sex on Nicky, but did it instinctively.

Black stockings covered her legs to just
below her groin, and she wore six inch stiletto heels on her feet.
She had matching black lace covers over her hands which rose up
almost to her shoulders. Metal bands circled her ankles, as well as
her wrists. Another pair of metal bands encircled her arms just
below her elbows, pinning them tightly back, and a matching collar
circled her throat. They were all permanent. Only someone with a
heavy cutting tool could remove them.

Of course, she couldn't play the keyboards
like that, but Nicky was sure she could get someone to cut the girl
loose eventually, when and if they were released.

In the meantime, since she didn't talk, and
did anything and everything she was told without hesitation, she
was, to the Arabs, at least, something like the perfect woman. She
was also enough of a novelty like this to be quite popular at
parties, and it seemed these wealthy sheiks did nothing but throw
parties. Spirit had been gang banged again and again and again,
often for many hours straight, day after day after day.

Now she stood as though on display, impaled
on a pole topped by a dildo driven up from the floor and into her
bottom. If she could have risen straight up she could simply have
pulled herself from it and walked away, but of course, that was not
possible. The cock was too deep, and she was stranding quite
straight. She couldn't jump without bending her legs, and bending
her legs was impossible because of how deep inside her the cock
was.

Not that she thought about escape, though, or
anything much else, that Nicky had been able to determine. She was
something of a blank slate, and it was so easy to write clearly on
a blank slate.

“Ready for our next gang-bang, little slut?”
she purred, fingers caressing the girls clit.

Spirit moaned, her eyes glassy, her hips
slowly starting to grind against Nicky's fingers.

Not that Nicky had escaped that fate either,
of course. It was a fate she would have once loathed, and yet
somehow it had all become twisted within her. Being abused,
humiliated, sexually used, even by men, turned some dark side of
her mind to hot, bubbling steam which spread out throughout her
body.

She still had no liking for men or their
filthy cocks, but still, she often came when they were using her,
especially when they did it roughly.

She turned back to Taylor, who was laying,
slack-jawed, eyes glassy, on the table. It was time to wake her up
again, she thought with a dark sense of sadistic pleasure. She
picked up the wand and turned on the power once again and began to
work her up towards that precipice again.

The door opened and she turned quickly. It
was one of the robed women. She didn't deign to talk to Nicky, but
simply went to the table and made a face, then began to unstrap the
moaning, writhing blonde. Nicky hurriedly helped, and then the
eunuchs arrived to carry her away for cleaning.

Nicky made a face. Taylor, with her long,
flowing blonde locks, was also quite popular with the Arabs. It was
hard to get enough time alone with her to perform the work she
wanted done. Well, she would just have to play with one of the
other girls for now.

* * *

Taylor was trembling dazedly with the need
Nicky had roused in her. Her skin felt raw, flayed, as if the top
layer had been burned away. She felt horribly sensitive all over,
particularly at her breasts and pussy. She moaned and wriggled as
the women washed her, as their fingers slipped into her and
caressed her swollen sex lips, brushing lightly, accidentally,
across the super-charged nerve endings covering the surface of her
clitoris.

She had no inhibitions any more, no concerns
about who saw her or how they saw her. All she cared about was sex,
and pleasure. She was like an addict who sought nothing more than
her next fix.

This, of course, did not bother the Arabs in
whose custody she found herself. Whatever the lesbian was doing,
they liked the effect on the other women. It wasn't as if they were
Muslims anyway, so morality did not really apply to them. And
Taylor was a blonde, and they knew well what sluts blondes
were.

Taylor's body was cleaned, inside and out,
and her hair brushed out thick and full, and then, oddly, to her,
they not only gave her lovely lingerie to wear, but her restraints
were removed. She was also given clothing to wear. It was a simple
dark, knee length skirt, and a white blouse which buttoned up the
front. She was also given a pair of knee length black boots,
stilettos, but within the realm of fashion.

She was shown into a luxurious office, where
Sheik Hassan sat behind an enormous desk. Taylor moved to kneel but
the woman holding her arm jerked her back up and led her to a
straight-backed chair before the desk.

“Miss Simpson,” he said, contemplating her as
if he hadn't had her in his bed for days on end. “You have
requested that the charges against you and your friends be
withdrawn and that you be deported from this country. Is this
correct?”

Taylor blinked at him uncertainly. It had
been some days since her mind had been required to work on anything
above the level of animal needs. Talking was not encouraged, and
few of those who had used her spoke English anyway. Besides, she
had been in a state of nearly feverish arousal when they had taken
her away from Nicky, and while that had dimmed somewhat she was
still deeply distracted by the throbbing between her legs.

Subconsciously, as well, the sight of him
meant sex, heat, penetration. It always had. And so she felt her
pussy throbbing even more powerfully as she sat before him. She
ground was unconsciously grinding herself against the chair as she
sat in place, and her mind had to reorder itself somewhat in order
to remember what was going on in the world beyond her sexual
needs.

It was difficult. Her entire existence had
been focused around sex and nudity, around bondage games and
obedience since... it was hard to remember. She took a deep breath,
and even then her nipples pressing against the insides of her bra
felt a little throb of pleasure at the increased pressure.

“Y-Yeees, your Highness,” she said
finally.

“A man from your government is waiting
outside. You will admit your abuse of the law here, and we will
sign an agreement for you to be deported back to your country. This
is agreeable, yes?”

“Yes, your highness,” she almost whispered,
blinking in astonishment at the prospect.

Leaving?! She was going to get to leave!? She
felt her heart beating at the thought, and yet, why was there also
a strange sense of disappointment?

She ran her hand up along her throat, missing
the familiar collar. How long had she been here? No more than two
weeks, she thought, yet it seemed like forever. It was hard to
remember the person she had been, the life she had lived, the
girls... the band.

A man entered the room, and she took an
almost immediate dislike to him. He seemed an officious little man,
with narrow glasses, and a tailored suit. Another man accompanied
him, one of Hassan's aides, who like all his aides, had used her
numerous times. They sat down at a round walnut table, and asked
her to sit with them.

“Now, this is an agreement that you violated
the laws of the Emirite, specifically that you violated the
prohibition on mind altering drugs, and on immoral sexual
behavior,” the aide, Mr. Mubora said. “You apologize for these
violations, and promise never to return to the Emirates again.”

She nodded a bit dazed.

The other man, who had called himself Jeffrey
Dillingsworth, frowned at her disapprovingly.

“The United States government thanks the
government of the UAE for its understanding,” he said. “It is
unfortunate that some of our citizens act in ignorance abroad, and
the United State fully supports stringent prohibitions on the use
of narcotics and congratulates the government of the United Arab
Emirates on its wise stewardship over the morals and safety of its
people.”

Asshole, Taylor thought.

“You will also sign this document, which
attests that you have been treated with all due courtesy and that
your human rights and dignity have been faultlessly respected,”
Mubora said with a smile.

She dropped her eyes, remembering how he had
spanked her bottom until it was flaming, demanding she beg him to
sodomize her, and then kept spanking her because she wasn't begging
strongly enough. Of course, eventually she had been able to beg
with sufficient desperation he had plunged himself into her bottom
and pounded her violently until coming.

Taylor signed whatever they put in front of
her.

It will take a few days for these to work
their way through the proper channels,” Muboro said, “And then you
and your friends will be driven to the airport.”

“Perhaps we will even allow you to play a
concert first,” Sheik Hassan said genially.

* * *

It took more than a few days, in the end. It
took closer to ten days, during which time Taylor returned to
Nicky's tender mercies, and to servicing the Sheik, his friends and
other men, not to mention Nicky. Spirit continued to make the
rounds of men and groups, an unspeaking sex toy with arms pinned
behind her, trembling and moaning with sexual heat as she took cock
after cock into her slender body.

They did remove the metal bands and collar
from the bald-headed girl, putting them in a room with their
instruments and ordering them to practice for a concert they were
to give for the Sheik and his younger relatives the next day.

There was, surprising Taylor not at all, an
actual concert hall within the palace which seated several hundred,
and she and the girls gave a concert. They were given some of their
own outfits to wear, the ones they wore on stage, and few of those
watching would have been aware all four girls had enormous butt
plugs and dildos stuffed up inside them.

Spirit, who still hadn't spoken, performed
almost robotically, but then as she was always stoned before the
difference wasn't particularly noticeable.

After the concert, the Sheik and a few of his
men came backstage and into the dressing room, and the four young
rock girls knelt before them to perform oral sex as
“requested”.

Afterward, dressed in jeans and conservative
tops, they were driven to the airport and put on a commercial
airliner headed back towards the United States. They squirmed in
their seats for a while before, one by one, going back to the
bathroom and removing the butt-plugs and dildos – though each girl
felt the need to quickly masturbate while doing so.

Their return went largely unheralded. They
were not a very well-known group yet, so their brief “detention”
hadn't really been noticed. And they broke up shortly after they
returned anyway. Sierra and Taylor didn't want to be around Nicky,
and Spirit seemed to drift even more than she had when she was a
pothead.

“It's not like I tortured you bitches,” Nicky
had said to their anger. “You were screaming in pleasure more than
pain.”

Neither girl was inclined to argue, but,
having felt her fist up inside their bodies, they weren't inclined
to forgive and forget either.

The nearly one month they had spent at
virtual sex slaves had reshaped their thinking about the world,
about themselves, and about sex and sexuality in general. Nicky
became more into S&M, both giving and receiving, and now
allowed herself to be used and dominated and humiliated by men, as
well as women.

Spirit wound up in a relationship with a
notorious rocker, and scandalized the rock world by being his
admitted sex slave. Her arms were bound permanently behind her and
she was shaved again, appearing everywhere in public with a collar,
on the end of a leash, wearing specially made dresses which had no
arms. There was a limit to what the media could report, but tales
of wild sexual parties at his place, wherein she would do
absolutely anything to anyone became legendary.

Sierra and Taylor went their separate ways,
but soon reunited and started a new band. Six months later, after
she'd finally had her arms unbound and started playing again,
Spirit joined them. Nicky had been playing in a lesbian leather
band, and after much persuasion from their new manager, and a
record producer, they had her join again. The band's songs were far
more hard-edged now, however, and the lyrics charged with sexuality
which made them virtually unplayable on most radio stations.

Because they were all so pretty, with
girl-next door looks, and sweet voices, this caused something of a
sensation, and gained them a cult following which grew with each
passing month. Their albums began to sell in ever increasing
numbers, and the venues they played got bigger as they sold more
tickets.

The four were lounging around at the
recording company offices listening to the details of their
upcoming tour, and paying little attention, when one of the words
leapt out at Taylor.

“What? Where? Repeat that?' she said.

“July fourteenth, Abu Dhabi,” the man
said.

Sierra and Taylor looked at each other. Nicky
snorted, while Spirit simply remained unmoving, head laying back,
staring at the ceiling.

“Forget that one.”

“I don't understand.”

“We're not going to Abu Dhabi,” Sierra said.
“Under any circumstances.”

“We were deported from there a couple of
years ago,” Nicky said.

“Oh? Well, we'll look into it.”

“You look all you want. We're not going.”

The next day it was confirmed. The government
had forgiven their previous transgressions and invited them back.
They were still adamant.

“We're not going!” Taylor snapped.

The next day a video arrived, hand delivered
to her condo. It was a reminder that cameras had been present
throughout many parts of the palace during their previous visit.
There were dozens of pictures of her and the other girls nude and
involved in sexual activities, often with each other, and brief
snippets of videos showing them masturbating, screaming in orgasm,
involved with multiple men at a time, and with each other.

The message was clear. Either come to Abu
Dhabi or we'll start releasing these.

With little choice, they flew to Abu Dhabi.
Their manager was delighted that one of the more important people
in the emirates had offered to put them put them up at his
palace.

“You'll have to take pictures, let me know
what it's like in there,” he said ruefully. “I hear it's incredibly
luxurious.”

The tour had been worked so they would have a
few days off while in Abu Dhabi, and so could relax at the palace
in the lap of luxury. The Sheik's son, it was said, was a fan.

In fact, the Sheik was holidaying in France,
along with most of his retinue. It was the younger generation, his
son Abdul the Emir, and his friends, who greeted the band.

“Remove your clothing,” he said with a
smile.

“Look,” Taylor said. “We haven't - .”

“I am not interested in hearing your voice,”
he said. “Remember that you are criminals here.”

“We were pardoned!”

“No, in fact you were not. The charges were
placed in abeyance and you were ordered not to return here lest
they be reinstated.”

“But... but you insisted we come back!”
Sierra cried.

He cocked his head to one side. “I did? I am
not aware of any such insistence. Now that you are here, however,
you are subject to the Emirate's laws, and the previous charges can
be reinstated. But perhaps you can … demonstrate your remorse at
your criminal behavior and this will not be necessary.”

The Eunichs were already removing Spirit's clothes. She did nothing
to oppose them. She hadn't protested anyone touching her or using
her since her previous trip here.

“You expect us to – .”

“Obey,” The Emir said sternly.

He smiled then. “Do not fear. You will be
permitted to continue with your, er, tour, in due course, so long
as you do not cause anger or offense.”

One of the eunuchs stood behind Spirit,
forcing her arms back together behind her, while another placed a
metal band around them just below the elbows. She made no effort to
resist.

“If we tell the media – .”

Nicky gasped and stopped talking as one of
the euich's grabbed her arms from behind and another begun to
unbutton her blouse. The Emir only smiled and pointed a remote
control behind him. A very large wall TV came to life, showing
Nicky on her first day here the previous time around, riding one
man's cock while she sucked another. A third man sodomized her
while she gae hand jobs to two more.

“I'm sure your National Inquirer would very
much like to obtain the videos I have,” he said with a smirk.

Her skin reddened and she bit her lip as her
blouse was removed, and in short order, she and the other two girls
were as naked as Spirit, their arms, like hers, bound back behind
them to the elbows, their slender throats enveloped in metal
collars.

Four robed women took their leashes and led
them to the cleaning room, where they were washed and perfumed
before being led back to please the Emir and his friends.

There really wasn't any choice, after
all.

Taylor was in despair at first, but her shame
and fear slowly began to dissipate as she readjusted her thinking,
and by the time she was on her knees, bobbing her lips up and down
on the Emir's stiff cock, her pussy was already starting to bubble
and burn once again with the kind of familiar heat she hadn't felt
in almost two years.

The Emir took over managing their band, after
that. He was a wealthy young playboy who who had many connections
throughout the middle east, and arranged for them to perform at
many small venues which paid unusual sums given the size of the
audience. But then, their bodies came with the performance, for at
every stop, they were required to service the men involved, in
their dressing rooms, backstage, and in their hotel suites.

Any failures during their performances,
either on stage or off, were punished with flogs and whips and
straps. Their outfits became shorter, tighter, and more revealing,
and pictures of them in various states of semi-nudity began to
emerge even as their popularity grew.

Shortly after their first gold album, they
all did Playboy together, and after their first Platinum album, the
Spirit starred in an X-rated movie the Emir produced.

That created a sensation, but nothing like
the next movie, which starred all four, and featured numerous
lesbian and group sex scenes.

By then, of course, the Emir no longer had
any blackmail hold on them, but their minds had been conditioned to
obedience, and their inhibitions largely melted away. They
continued to make music, and to record it, and their music
continued to sell big.

Then, in Brazil, they performed before a
packed house at a stadium, wearing nothing but tiny white
G-strings, which all showed the very clear depressions of the
dildos protruding from their pussies.

That produced even more of a sensation. But
the girls hardly noticed. The world thought them the worst sluts in
the history of rock and roll, but it wasn't like they were reading
the papers anyway. Their rock group traveled with four cages, and,
very famously, they were placed naked inside them each night.

Did it bother them?

“Pardon?” Taylor asked, eyes blinking a bit
tiredly.

The reporter licked his lips anxiously, his
laptop very firmly placed on his lap to hide what might be rising
underneath.

He had been granted an interview with The
Sluts' lead vocalist, and had found her naked and crouching in a
cage.

“Doesn't this... sex and bondage stuff ever
bother you or embarrass you?” he gulped.

She smiled contentedly. “Maybe it would have
once. Not now.”

She gripped the bars and pressed her face
between two of them, licking her lips.

“I bet you're hard. Would you like me to take
care of that?” she purred.

It was a typical interview, and ended, as
they often did, with her pressing her rear against the bars so he
could thrust frantically into her. And then she would sing as she
came, her voice rising in a helpless wail of absolute pleasure. For
sex and drugs and rock and roll were her life, and could any rocker
want more?
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