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The Story So Far:

 
 

Marie was a single mother, forty-two years old, but still strikingly beautiful with long blonde hair and deep blue eyes. Her daughters, Emma and Tessa, were twenty-four and twenty-one respectively with both of them looking like younger versions of their mother. Marie was a chef at a restaurant in a major U.S. city and that was where she met Ryan. He was a dashing and captivating man who took a fancy to her. Marie found him very attractive and even when he learned she had two daughters who still lived with her he was not deterred.
They had a whirlwind romance and the lonely older woman was elated when he proposed marriage and offered to give her a life of leisure. She still had a hard time believing a rich and handsome man would marry an older, working, single mother, but she was falling hard for him. He had a way of making all their time together exciting, especially when they had sex. He was an amazing lover, like none of the men she had previously bedded, including the girls’ father. A woman who had barely had a decent orgasm before she met him was now having multiple orgasms every time they were together. 
But being such a diligent mother, she went to her girls to get their permission before she said yes. Even though it meant moving away to Ryan’s ranch a hundred miles away, they both gave her their blessing. The wedding was quick and very private, with Marie and her girls and Ryan and his sons as the only guests. Then, right after the wedding, Ryan announced he was taking Marie on an extended honeymoon and leaving her girls with his sons on the ranch for the summer. 
That is when everything went wrong for the women. Shortly after they left, Ryan’s sons imprisoned Marie’s daughters and began to train them as their sex slaves. Their mother fared no better in France, finding her body bound, stripped, and introduced to Ryan’s other slave girl Kifah. Together they subjugated Marie and transformed her into their slave. All three women began a two-month training regimen, separated by thousands of miles but with one mutual goal. 
By the time they were brought back together all of them were fully trained and compliant slaves. They were reunited in ways they never could have pictured, but their submission had become too strong and what they were made to do with each other only aroused them even more. They had become purely sexual creatures, unable and unwilling to do anything but serve their Masters.
Then they were taken on a journey, told they were visiting a friend of Ryan’s. When they arrived Ryan informed them that they were being ‘delivered’ to their true Master. It was a stunning blow, but trained to be abject slaves, the trio knew they had no choice. That is where the next part of their story begins.




Chapter 1: A Journey Into Mystery
 
 

Slave Marie stared at the silhouettes of her daughters, all three of them trapped inside their simple black robes. They were all in a metal barred caged sitting atop a trailer being towed by an ominous looking Hummer SUV. Ryan, Kifah, and his sons were inside it, while Marie and her daughters were in the cage, being taken to who knew where, like they were simply cargo. The initial shock of Ryan’s announcement that he had enslaved them for another man was still fresh in all their minds, but their subjugated personalities demanded that they accept this bitter truth.
They were all wearing traditional Arab style robes for women, hiding their otherwise naked bodies. All that was visible were their eyes, which they had to keep nearly closed to avoid the swirling sand and dust. Beneath their robes they were gagged and large thigh cuffs held their similarly cuffed wrists at their sides where they were locked to them. The bottoms of their robes were tied with rope, effectively trapping them inside the wind whipped garments. They were helpless to prevent what was happening, just like they had been since their initial capture by Ryan and his sons.
As they drove through the bleak and hot dessert the message could not have been clearer, they were lost in this new world with no hope of escape. But they were also plagued by their newfound need for submission; knowing returning to their former lives was impossible no matter what. They were all addicted to the unbridled sexuality and strictly disciplined life they had lived since this all began. The merciless sun beat down on their dark robes making them slick with perspiration within the flapping robes encasing them, building their hope that their destination was not too far away, no matter what it really meant.
It took nearly two hours to reach the dwelling of their new Master, a man whose name had yet to be revealed to them, as if it mattered. They would call him Master, as they were trained to do, and had done for other nameless men they had served for Ryan and his sons. Their training had been peppered with this kind of treatment shortly after their captivity began, and all three women were conditioned to serve whoever issued orders to them. 
The SUV came to a stop in front of a walled compound that sat at the base of a mountain that rose from the bleak sand. By this time they were thoroughly subjugated and primed to start the next phase of their lives as slaves. Marie saw a man step to the driver’s side window of the truck and speak to the driver in a language she did not understand, before waving his arm to open the gate and allow the vehicle and its trailer full of slaves entry.
As the vehicle moved through the gates into the interior of the walled complex, it was as if the dessert vanished. Green grass and palm tress lined the paved drive that led up to an opulent building that could only be described as a palace. Clearly Middle Eastern in design it sported bulbous pointed spires at the corners of it, all of them painted in bright colors. Large columns framed the front of the building and as the vehicle stopped there, the slaves saw the large pair of bronze doors that was the entryway. Ryan, Kifah, and his sons exited the vehicle and walked toward the doors, ignoring the women they had been so intimately involved with over the last few months. Then the vehicle lurched forward and the slaves watched their prior Masters disappear while they were driven behind the vast building. When it stopped again they saw a plain steel door fly open with a women dressed in bright colored harem clothes emerge, flanked by three large black men.
She gave them orders in the language none of the new slaves understood and the three muscular men came over to the cage and opened the door. Before they knew it all three were individually grabbed and carried over the shoulder of one of the men, and then taken inside the building. They were callously handled like they were sacks of flour and were simply dumped onto the floor of the large room beyond the door. Each man pulled out a large knife, grabbed the tied bottoms of their robes, and cut the ropes trapping them inside the simple garments. 
The woman had followed and when the men were done cutting the robes open, she said, “On your feet slaves!”
Her voice was clear, with a hint of an Irish accent, and the slaves quickly got to their feet in response to her simple edict. Once they were standing, they saw the woman was a stunning redhead with blue eyes as she made a gesture to the men. They stepped behind the slaves and removed their hoods and then used their knives to slice the back of their robes down to the floor. The black garments pooled at their ankles, exposing their sweat-streaked bodies to the woman and her guards.
The strange woman, whose pale blue harem pants and pink top highlighted her statuesque body, walked around the trio of slaves before returning to face them. She smiled and said, “You are now the property of Sheik Omar. I am his chief slave Nashita, a name my Master bestowed upon me. He will choose new names for you too, once he decides what you should be called. Until then you will simply be called slave. When you meet him you will call him Master, is this all clear slaves?”
In unison they replied, “Yes Mistress Nashita.” Marie was captivated by Nashita’s beautiful face, her eyelids painted a bright blue to match her eye color with thin black eyeliner framing her large eyes. Her lips were bright red and her cheeks rouged perfectly to highlight them. But it was the twin rings, each piercing the outside of her nostrils that were connected by thin chains to her earrings, which caught the elder slave’s attention. The way the chains hung with a slight dip along her face where they were attached to her large golden earrings made it appear that even though she had some power, she was a slave like them.
“I see you have had some training, that is good. Here you will learn his purpose for you and your training will continue under his guidance. Now follow my guards so you may be prepared to meet your new owner, and remember to remain silent unless you are commanded to speak,” she said and then she waved her arm. The guards grabbed them by the back of their hair and led them away from the woman.
They were directed out of the large bare room and through a door that led down a long hallway. At the end of it they went through another door, emerging in a room with six large sunken bathtubs that could have held a dozen people in each of them. Three were full of steaming water with a pair of Middle Eastern looking slave girls standing by each of them. They were naked and stunning in their appearance, their faces made up and ringed just like Nashita’s. Though the colors differed to match their darker skin and eyes, all of them looked like elegant dolls.
Each of the slaves were moved to a separate tub, where the men released their grips on them and the slave girls began to remove their gags and cuffs.  Once freed and naked, they helped them into the tubs, and then they joined them. Each slave had a pair of women to bathe them, and as they relaxed in the hot water they enjoyed the feeling the baths afforded them. Their hair was washed and their bodies cleansed from the dirt of the dessert ride they had just endured.
All three of them were digesting the fact that they were now part of some Arabian harem and to a slave, they all wondered what their lives would be like now. Though Ryan was clearly rich and his sprawling ranch seemed so large, this was a whole new level of wealth that surrounded them. Even though they were merely slaves, they realized that living here would be quite different from what they had become accustomed to at Ryan’s home. 
After their baths they were seated on small stools while their hair was trimmed. It had been three months since they were enslaved, and until now their long blonde hair was left to grow. In the beginning they all had shoulder length hair, but now it reached down their backs and their attendant slaves trimmed the ends, leaving it nearly as long as when they arrived. Next they were laid out on massage tables and enjoyed a long and thorough body massage. Though it helped to arouse them, having been conditioned to respond to physical stimulation that way, they were only heated up and not taken to a climax.
Finally they were perfumed and adorned with new ankle and wrist cuffs, and new slave collars. They were brightly polished steel and fit perfectly, having been custom made for each slave. The collars bore but a single ring mounted in the front, heavy and wide enough that its presence lying against their flesh was noticeable. The cuffs, both wrist and ankle, also had a single wide and thick ring attached to them, clearly defining that their use went far beyond ornamentation. Once their useable jewelry was attached, all three were sat in front of mirrors, as the slave girls assigned to them made up their faces. 
They chose an amazing color palate, starting with their eyes. As all three had nearly identical features and coloring, they were made to look even more so by the matching make up they painted on their faces. Just below their eyebrows a silver hue was painted and it was deftly melded with the light blue they did their eyelids with, complementing their eyes perfectly. Thin dark eyeliner was used around the edges of their eyelids, an ideal counterpoint to the brightly painted areas. Their cheeks were delicately rouged pink, to highlight their angular cheekbones. And finally their lips were painted a deep red, with a hint of brown, making them look dark and succulent.
Once the makeup was perfect, they were chained. A simple, but sturdy, steel chain was clipped to their collars that hung down to their ankles. At the bottom foot long hobble chains were attached between their ankles. They were ordered to cross their wrists behind their backs and another chain was fastened around their waists, threaded through their cuff rings and clipped to the vertical chain in front of them. They could slide their hands around to the front if needed, but they kept them behind their backs since no order to do so was issued. 
Then their original escorts appeared, shunting aside their attendant slaves. The large, dark men leashed their slaves this time, and led them from the bathroom, a new destination waiting for the freshly cleaned and prepared slaves. They followed silently and without resistance, fully focused on becoming accustomed to walking with their short hobble chains. Upon departing the bath they were led down several hallways of polished marble, a surface that made it easy for the shuffling slaves to keep up with the burly guards who walked swiftly ahead of them. 
At first they concentrated on their feet, trying to keep from tripping over their hobbles, but once they got used to it they could look around at where they were. The opulence of the palace was evident everywhere, with polished marbles, extravagantly decorated walls, and a high arched ceiling as they moved into the palace proper. They eventually came to a large pair of copper colored metal doors, flanked by two guards sporting large swords at their waists. The sight of the gleaming weapons sobered the slaves, and reinforced their feeling that they were now in a wholly different world from where they came from.
As they approached the guards they turned and opened the doors allowing the group to pass through them. On the other side was a room that was simply gargantuan, at least the length of a football field and half as wide. Tall columns lined the sides of the room and the bare floor was a sparkling black marble. At the far end was a raised dais with a large chair occupied by a man with a white beard who was dressed in a bright white robe and headpiece. 
As they were marched through the room they felt more and more humble with each shuffled footstep, just the feeling the room was designed to impose on Sheik Omar’s guests. As they got closer they could see three metal rails about three feet wide each mounted on a wooden platform at the base of the Sheik’s stage. Three strong steel rings hung a few feet above the rails, attached to long chains reaching up the very high ceiling. The guards led them right up to the rails, one girl at each, and then quickly set to work.
Their chains were removed and their wrists were locked together behind their backs. They were pushed forward over the rail at waist height, as they lifted their arms up and chained their linked wrists to the ring hanging above them. As they got used to the way their arms were wrenched up behind their backs, their ankles were secured to the uprights supporting the rail digging into their bellies. They had to rise up on their toes the strain was so great. Finally small hooks were placed in their nostrils and tied off to their wrists, forcing them to face forward. They were now ready to meet their new Master.



Chapter 2: Meeting Sheik Omar’s Slaves
 
 

He sat on his chair staring down at his latest acquisitions, very pleased at what Ryan had delivered to him. These three represented quite an investment, but based on the orders he already had for them and the price he would charge his clients for their use, he was sure he would recoup it all in less than a year. Once the guards had finished binding them in place, perfectly displayed for his inspection, the Sheik clapped his hands and the room started to fill with the balance of his harem.
They made neat rows of naked female flesh, ten slaves wide and ten deep once they were all assembled, one hundred pleasure slaves all trained to serve his wealthy and sadistic clientele. Finally his head slave Nashita took her position kneeling at the front of the group, all of them assembled to meet the newest recruits. Once they hand finished taking their positions, all of them kneeling with their heads bowed, the Sheik stood up and walked down the stairs of the platform until he was standing above Marie, who was fixed between Emma and Tessa.
In a booming voice he called out, “I present the latest additions to your ranks. These new slaves come here with some training and bearing a special pedigree. We have a mother and her two daughters joining the harem and they merit care when becoming indoctrinated to our ways. Their value as a set far outweighs any other slaves in this room. Any damage to them during training will earn a swift and terrible punishment.”
Then he reached down and cupped Marie’s chin as he said, “Look up my child, look upon the center of your universe.”
With his hand lifting her chin up, Marie turned her downcast eyes up to stare at the Sheik. The powder white hair of his beard framed his face and he had wrinkles all over the visible skin, but she saw the fire in his eyes. Though he appeared much older than Ryan, he still looked powerful and fully in control of a vast wealth that was clearly displayed around her bound body. She managed a smile to convey her understanding as she awaited his will.
“You should not take my warning to mean that life here for you will be easy, I am a hard taskmaster. It was intended to make sure no petty jealousies adversely affect my plans for you or these other two slaves. Now tell me slave, do you accept me as your Lord and Master?” he said, his dark eyes burrowing deep into Marie’s submissive heart.
“Yes Master,” she replied, her heart pounding with a new devotion to a man she barely knew.
“And these two whelps that were your daughters? Do you commend them to my control and will you do whatever I command to them?”
“Yes Master, these slaves are all yours to do with as you see fit,” Marie replied, knowing full well that her new Master would make her do vile and perverse things with the girls as proof of her new loyalty to him. 
“Excellent! Your training Master has done a fine job, but we will soon put your training to the test. For now you have earned the right to taste your new Master,” he said, and then he parted his flowing robe and presented his thick and vein-gnarled penis in front of her mouth.
When he released his grip on her chin she immediately moved her mouth over his cock, sucking it all the way into her throat, burying her face in his curly white pubic hair. He gripped the sides of her head and kept it buried deep in her throat, enjoying the way her tongue caressed the underside of his member. Though she could not breathe, Marie used her tongue to massage his cock and offered no struggle at all, even when she started to feel light-headed from lack of oxygen.
“I deem this slave as an acceptable addition to my harem,” the Sheik said, just before pulling his cock free from her mouth and moving over to face Emma.
He made Emma voice her fealty to him before filling her throat, just like he did to her mother. When he proclaimed her also worthy he moved to Tessa, and she too earned his favor by swallowing his cock. When he was done with all three he made a gesture and two guards spun the platform they were mounted to around, so all of them could see the other members of the harem they just joined. 
The sight of the 101 slaves kneeling on the floor shocked the three slaves, surprised that there were so many of them. They could see every race, color, and body type evident in the kneeling nudity they faced. Seeing Nashita kneeling front and center confirmed her assertion that she was one of the more important slaves in the Sheiks retinue, but after his proclamation they wondered what made them so valuable now. They guessed it was because they were mother and daughters, expecting that the natural taboo nature of their affiliation made them more prized than any single slave.
After they were moved into place facing the congregation of slaves, the Sheik stepped down from the platform and toward Nashita. He offered her his hand and she took it as she rose up to stand beside him. The Sheik then made a gesture and two guards moved into the neat lines of kneeling slaves, each grabbing one slave by the hair and lifting them to their feet. They were walked to the front of the group and forced back to their knees in front of the Sheik and Nashita. 
Once they were kneeling at his feet the Sheik said, “Slave Alia and Afraa, you have been charged with fornicating with guards without permission. Do you wish to contest these charges?”
In unison they replied, “No Master,” knowing that to contest a charge brought on a trial of torture. No slave ever won that trial and they simply earned a far worse punishment once it was over. They were visibly trembling with the knowledge that they would face a cruel and painful punishment for this infraction, though it was not really their fault. Two guards had decided to use them one night without the Sheik’s knowledge, and as slaves they did as they were told. There failure to report the incident was there only failing and now they faced the price for their silence. 
Another gesture came from the Sheik and the sound of something rolling reached the ears of the new slaves watching what was unfolding in front of them. A wheeled platform entered from the side of the room carrying two stout posts with two naked men bound tightly to them. There bodies were strapped to the poles mounted to the rolling platform from their ankles to their wrists, which were pulled up high against the post. But what was the most appalling sight was their cocks, which had thin cords wrapped around their heads pulling them up toward their bellies and tied off to one of the straps encircling their chests. Just below their cocks, where their scrotums should have been, were fresh scars and stitches showing that they had been castrated. 
The Sheik then intoned, “These are the guards who used you two?”
“Yes Master,” they replied, the look of fear quite evident on their faces. 
“As you can see they have paid for the error of their ways, as you two will also pay. Tonight you will be tortured for the edification of my newest slaves and tomorrow you will start your six-month term in the milking house. Is that clear slaves?”
“Yes Master, thank you Master,” they replied despite the tears that poured from their eyes.
“Take them to the dungeon and prepare them,” he said.
The guards that had procured them from the crowd grabbed fistfuls of their hair and literally dragged them away, not even allowing them to regain their feet. The sobbing slaves offered no resistance and did not scream, as they were cruelly dragged from the room. Then the Sheik ordered the men taken away, just before he turned to face his newest recruits. He saw the fear and shock on their faces, exactly what he wanted.
“As you can see, failure to obey the rules here has dire consequences. Tonight you will witness how I treat slaves who have failed to follow them. Now it is time that I sampled your other charms,” Sheik Omar said, walking behind his trapped slaves.
He started with Marie, stepping behind her and thrusting his manhood deep into her wet slit. She moaned with delight and then chirped, “Thank you Master!” hoping that was what he expected, since she was trained to thank any Master using her sexually. He fucked her ever-slick sex with fervor, before removing his soaked cock and slipping it into her asshole. She thanked him again, guessing that it was what was expected having received no reprimand after the first time. When he had fucked her bum for a while he slapped her ass and moved over to Emma. Both girls received the same treatment, thanking him each time his cock nestled into one of their holes.
Once the Sheik had sampled all three slaves he moved back between their bound bodies and his captive audience. He took a few minutes to scrutinize their faces and then turned to Nashita and said, “Tell Master Ichiro that I approve of the color scheme and tomorrow he will make it permanent. Also inform him that the treatments are to begin, the mother is endowed sufficiently, but her whelps can surely benefit from it.” He then turned to face the remainder of his harem and said; “Today’s audience is over, you may return to your duties now.”
Silently they rose in unison and departed the room in orderly lines, and in just a few minutes the room was empty save for the Sheik, Nashita, and his newest slave girls. In the language they did not yet understand he spoke to Nashita, holding the conversation as if the three bound women were not even there. As they listened to it, not understanding a single word, they all thought about what they just witnessed. They all understood that this new world they lived in, under the control of the Sheik, was far more perverse and dangerous than where they came from. They did not even understand what he had said to Nashita, but it seemed ominous from what they could guess.
Finally he turned back to face them and said, “Nashita will give you a tour of the palace, at least the areas you will have access to. Tonight, after you have witnessed the punishments I have meted out, I will give you your new names. My expectation is that you learn the rules of the harem quickly and become worthy additions to it. Nashita will be your guide, follow her orders as if they are mine.”
Then he pivoted away and left them alone with his chief slave. With the help of the three guards that had carried them into the palace, they were released from their bondage and chained again. Once they were leashed, Nashita led the small group from the large room. The tour led them through the slave quarters and baths, where they saw dozens of slaves, now dressed in similar harem-wear, doing a variety of chores. They were shown a hallway full of private rooms wear Nashita explained that clients of the Sheik would have private sessions with the slaves. There were all sorts of motifs, from modern to medieval, and from western to oriental, all designed to provide creative ways to toy with slaves.
The tour of the enclosed gardens was surreal, the beauty of the plants interspersed with the ever-present slaves, seemed like a sexual paradise. They noticed how all the slaves they saw were impeccable made up and all sported the twin nostril rings that were chained to oversized earrings. Some had rings in their nipples and labia too, for even though they were dressed, the revealing outfits they wore hid none of the once private parts. The shear diversity of the slaves was also impressive, white, Asian, African, tall, short, lean, and large were evident in what they saw. Nashita explained that the Sheik’s clients had very divergent desires, and the variety of female flesh present emphasized that point.
The tour eventually took them down to the dungeons, real ones, not like the mock dungeon in Ryan’s house. Stone walls and hard packed dirt floors that were illuminated by burning torches mounted on the walls barely illuminated the cavernous rooms that comprised this area. They did not see the two slaves that were sent here, but they did see other slaves imprisoned there, some in cells and others bound to evil looking contraptions. The stench of perspiration and fear pervaded the dungeons and humbled the new slaves as they were led through it.
To end the tour they were returned to one of the bathing rooms and were given to the same slaves that had tended to them before. They were bathed again, their holes flushed, and their makeup touched up, leaving them looking stunning once again. They were dressed in harem clothes, leggings that reached from their ankles to their hips, but left their pussies and buttocks bare. Small vests with cut outs to leave their breasts free were put on and high heeled sandals completed their attire. Then they were led to a small bare room and ordered to wait for the night’s festivities, left kneeling on small cushions on the otherwise bare floor.



Chapter 3: The Price of Failure
 
 

Several hours passed before their chosen handlers came to collect them, none of the slaves deigning to talk to each other as they waited. They all learned that conversations amongst slaves were verboten during their initial training, and expected the rules were the same here. Instead they remained perched on their cushions, quietly awaiting those who now controlled them. Their training served them well, and each of them looked like a statue of living submission as they awaited the next step they would face.
When the guards returned they were chained and leashed again, before being led out of the room. They were taken to another large room, not as cavernous as the hall they were in earlier, but large enough to hold the entire slave population housed here. They were ushered in through a door at one end of the room to see their sister slaves already in attendance, kneeling in neat lines like they were earlier. The trio was guided to three empty spots left for them at the front of the group, right in the middle of the first line of slaves. They noticed they were the only ones chained, and thought it had to do with their newness, having yet to earn the Sheik’s trust.
They kept their gazes downcast, not seeing who sat beside the Sheik on his raised platform twenty feet in front of them. He sat in the middle chair, with Ryan to his right and Ryan’s sons to his left. Kifah was kneeling in front of Ryan, facing the audience and looking at her past pupils with a touch of nostalgia. Their time together was too short and she would miss them, knowing how deeply submissive these women were. They were kindred spirits to Ryan’s personal slave, and she knew they would thrive in the Sheik’s world, as she had for a time.
Now that his audience was complete Sheik Omar stood up and barked, “Eyes forward slaves!”
As a group they lifted their heads and stared up at their Master, he watched the looks on his newest slaves’ faces when they saw who was sitting by his sides. He was pleased to see no reaction at all, their eyes fully focused on him alone. He saw no fear, just the opposite; he sensed their rapt attention and new devotion to him. It made him smile.
But being a man of purpose he only mused on that thought for a moment before announcing, “Tonight we begin with the punishment of Alia and Afraa. Guards, bring in the slaves!”
The rattling of chains was heard before they emerged from a side set of double doors. When they were pushed through the doorway, the heaven wooden yokes carried on their shoulders barely fit through the width of the opened doors. The slaves were stooped over carrying the enormous weight of wood, but they had no choice as their necks were chained to the center humped section of the yoke and their wrists were chained to the outer ends. 
The sound came from the heavy iron chain connected between the matching manacles encircling their ankles. It was not a hobble, in fact the chain was six feet long, but it was thick and heavy making each step a struggle for the soon to be punished slaves. As they emerged from the shadows toward their destination between the Sheik and his assembled harem another facet of the cost of their failure emerged. This afternoon they had both sported long brunette manes of beautiful hair and now they were shaved bald. But as they were brought to face the Sheik it became apparent what had happened to their hair, as they both sported an adornment in between their buttocks. Their shorn locks were fashioned into tails and attached to large plugs now filling their rectums.
The guards helped the bound slaves to kneel facing their Master, the heavy yokes too much for them to do it themselves. Once in position the Sheik walked around them, studying the naked beauties, as he made them wait for him to announce their punishment. He circled them three times before stopping to stare down at the now calmer slaves. Though they were crying when their punishment was announced, they had come to terms with it now and were ready to accept their Master’s wrath.
Finally, when he was sure their anxiety could get no worse, he said, “Tonight you shall receive fifty lashes with a wet bullwhip and then you will be mounted on the rail until dawn. From there you will be taken to the milking stables to start your term of service there. What say you of my judgment slaves?”
“Thank you Master,” they replied, their voices sounding devoid of emotion, even though their fear was now peaking. 
“Prepare them,” said the Sheik, as he turned and returned to his seat.
Two burly guards per slave approached and forcefully lifted the slaves to their feet, using the ends of the yokes as grips. They were spun around and their faces shown for the first time, and Marie was surprised to see that their makeup was still perfect, expecting them to look far more disheveled considering the circumstances. Instead they now looked sexy and exotic, their feminine facial features framed against their newly shaven heads.
Working in pairs the guards then roped the slaves to the yoke with many windings through their armpits. From behind the ropes were pulled up and tied together to a stout metal ring dangling above each of their heads. Once the rope work was done, the guards bent down and slid the long chains between their ankles underneath the curved ends of two sets of hooks, each pair set four feet apart, in the floor. The guards stood up with one of them waving his arm just before the sound motors humming filled the room and the slaves started to lift. First up onto their tiptoes and then free of the floor altogether. The chains rattled as they dragged over the floor until the slack was gone and they grabbed onto the inverted hooks mounted to the floor. Soon they pulled tight, keeping the slaves wide spread and strained from the pressure.
When the winches stopped the slaves were suspended and stretched open, leaving them completely vulnerable. The strain was evident in the distressed expressions on their faces, but they remained silent as they hung displayed in front of their peers. Tessa felt a pang of pity for them, while Emma was wondering what it felt like to be bound like that, and Marie simply viewed all that was happening as she tried to assimilate herself into this place. 
Since they had arrived Marie’s senses were highly attuned to everything around her, knowing that to survive here she would have to quickly learn what was expected and provide that for her owner. As her position in her former training was to mentor and train her daughters, a perverse twist on her motherly duties, Marie continued that role here. She also sensed the girls were too enamored of their new surroundings to truly appreciate the dire nature of their new lives. But seeing what happened to the guards and what was about to happen to the girls they used without permission kept the older woman vigilant. As she watched what unfolded intently, she remained on edge, ready for anything.
The guards, once the bound slaves were tautly fixed in place, proceeded to cover most of their faces with a large leather gag. It covered them from under their chins to high on their cheeks. A series of straps wrapped around their heads looking like spiders were sprawled across their faces. The leather was thick and tight, sure to muffle the loudest screams that could be forced from them. Finally they carried over large urns with long whip handles hanging over the edges of the curved tops, setting them on the floor in front of the slaves. 
Now that all was ready, the Sheik stood again and said, “I command every slave in this room to watch each stroke, failure to obey will earn you a taste of the wet bull.” He stood there a moment, looking around the room and making sure all his slaves could see and hear him clearly. Once he was satisfied, he simply said, “Commence.”
The guards withdrew their whips from the urns, looking like wet leather snakes as they were pulled from the water-filled containers. They were at least ten feet long and the soaked braided leather looked positively evil as they were dragged across the floor while the guards took up positions off to the sides and in front of the suspended slaves. They cracked the whips against the floor several times, the vicious sound affecting every slave in the room, not just the ones about to feel their painful embrace.
Then, in unison, they lashed out at the slaves; the twin whips making loud cracks as they wrapped around the slaves bare torsos. Muffled, yet pitiful, wails erupted from the slaves, and as the whips fell away spiral red lines were revealed around their bodies. A second, third, and fourth strike followed, painting their flesh with angry red welts. The hushed screams never ended and tears poured from their eyes, as the men methodically lashed their exposed flesh. The first ten lashes were concentrated from their hips to just below their breasts, and then they changed positions, moving behind the slaves.
The next ten cuts were focused on their backs, but the long whips never failed to wrap around their reddening flesh. Their breasts bounced on their chests as they were wracked with fits of distressed sobbing, the pain far too intense to show any control. After their backs were severely marred by the whips, they moved their aim downward, painting new lines of pain around their parted legs. They writhed as much as their bondage allowed, but none of their gyrations deflected a single whip cut. 
Halfway through their torment Alia lost control of her bladder, spraying the floor beneath her with pain induced pee. Afraa was next, soon following her sister slave, as she gushed piss onto the floor between her splayed legs. Thirty strokes into the punishment their torsos and legs were covered by angry red welts, some of them trickling blood across their sweat-streaked flesh. Then the guards moved back around to face the slaves. With twenty strokes left there were only two areas of their bodies left untainted, and that was about to be rectified.
The next ten lashes attacked their heaving breasts, crushing the malleable flesh with every stroke, and increasing the hideous screams only partially suppressed by their gags. Their fleshy mounds turned from a milky white to an angry red by the tenth stroke, their upper bodies now fully covered by whip marks. With only ten strokes to go, the only areas not looking beaten to a pulp were their loins, and that was the next area they attacked.
The last ten strokes showcased the guards lash skills, as the whips were used to etch ugly red welts over and around their exposed vaginas. They screamed and strained, bathed in a level of pain few slaves here had ever endured. This was an extreme punishment, even by the Sheik’s standards, but as a lesson to his newest recruits, it was perfect. By the time they were done the two slaves hung limply in their bonds, barely conscious after such a brutal beating.
All the slaves watched with rapt attention, too afraid to look away and earn a lashing of their own. The message the Sheik wanted to deliver was registered within all of them, quite loud and clear. But his newest recruits were the most affected. The girls, Tessa and Emma, who had almost looked at this place as a perverse fairy-tale, now saw how ruthless life here could be and both resolved to do whatever was necessary to avoid such cruel treatment. Marie now had her fears totally confirmed, knowing utter and absolute submission was their only hope, and even then they were in constant danger.
While the guards coiled up their whips, the Sheik stood up and said, “As you can see, these slaves have just been purged of the mistake they made. Now they will be given the rest of the night to reflect on the errors. Nashita, select four slaves to clean the floor first.”
Nashita, who was standing behind the Sheik’s chair throughout the whipping, came around and pointed at four slaves who quickly crawled beneath the hanging slaves. Using their tongues they cleaned the floor of the slaves’ urine, not a word was spoken and yet they knew exactly what was expected. This was not lost on Marie. It took them several minutes to finish licking up the pee on the floor, before being ordered to return to their places in the group.
The guards returned then, carrying metal pipes under their arms. They went to work assembling them into railings that would bisect the beaten and gaping pussies still hanging above the newly erected equipment. Slots in the floor held the uprights behind and in front of them, and with a thin round rail between them, the delirious slaves were destined for more severe suffering. When the punishment devices were secured beneath the slaves, the room watched as the semi-conscious slaves were lowered onto it.
Shrill shrieks of agony erupted from behind the gags as the brunt of their weight came to rest between their legs. Even though the tension on their legs was eased as they dropped, they could not close them far enough to reach the floor with their feet. When they stopped dropping the guards released their ankles from the chains, and then their toes could barely graze the floor. But then their ankles were pulled up behind their rumps and the shackled together above the bar, leaving them truly dangling above the floor with no relief possible. After a few minutes of incessant wails, they quieted down, merely sobbing uncontrollably as sat astride the unforgiving rods.
The Sheik eventually stood up and said, “Now onto tonight’s business, we have many clients arriving soon. Those who have scheduled appointments may leave to prepare now. The rest of you will wait for instructions.” Then Omar turned to Ryan and asked, “Would you and your sons like to choose several slaves for your personal use tonight?”
“Thank you your Excellency, Kifah select two slaves for us,” replied Ryan and then he looked at his sons and said, “You two can pick your own.”
As Art, Steve, and Kifah moved into the remaining throng of slaves, Marie kept her eyes fixed forward. For a moment she wondered if she and her daughters would be chosen, but once the three passed them to move into the group she knew it would not be. Marie felt a tinge of loss, now fully realizing that Ryan and his sons had fully discarded them. She felt the last mental tie she had to him and his sons sundered at that point and her submission became fully focused on her new owner. She knew that to survive here they would have to discard their time with Ryan and move forward, she hoped Tessa and Emma could do what was needed now.
Her girls, kneeling at her sides, were more tormented by the loss of their trainers than Marie. Being younger and more naïve, their initial bonding with them was harder to sever. Marie had dealt with her fair share of loss through her life, and they had not. They both dared to peek at the slaves Art and Steve picked for themselves, wishing it were them who would spend a long and lustful night with them. And when they each selected a pair of blondes that bore similarities to their appearance, it somehow made it worse. They were feeling lost and alone in this strange world; their new Master demonstrating a level of cruelty that sorely tested their well-trained submissive spirits. 
In their training they had become accustomed to a more intimate form of bonding with their trainers, now they were just a small part of a large slave population. They knew in their minds that they were subject to the whims of their owners, old or new, but their hearts wanted to serve in a more personal way. Here they had no place to anchor their submission, no person they could bond with on a daily basis, both of them quite sure that their new owner was far too busy to give them what they had been trained to do. This left them emotionally and mentally vulnerable, as if their prior training meant nothing. They did not realize the way they felt would soon help them adapt to this new environment.



Chapter 4: Slaves on Display
 
 
Once the slaves destined to service Ryan’s entourage were selected, the Sheik intoned, “Bring out the cages.”
Two gleaming steel barred cages were rolled into the room, one looking like a coffin, low and long lying atop a rolling platform. The other was on a much smaller platform, being tall and narrow, looking barely large enough to hold a person at all. They were positioned in front of the two slaves suffering on the rails, the tall one between the twin rails and the low one in front of both of them.
The Sheik stepped in front of his new slaves again. He said, “It is time I named my newest slaves,” loud enough for everyone in the room to hear him. Looking down at Marie he said, “Look up at me mother of slaves,” and when she obeyed him he said, “You will be called Samihah, the generous one. What say you Samihah?”
“Samihah thanks you Master,” replied Marie, now discarding her names, both Marie and slave, pleased with the sound and meaning of her new moniker.
“The girls,” he said, pointing at Emma first, “shall be called Jada and Jadwa, my gifts from Samihah. Look up Jada.” Jada, nee Emma and cunt, looked up at her new and terrible Master. “What say you Jada?” he asked her.
“Jada thanks her Master for such a beautiful name,“ she replied, hoping to garner his approval. 
He simply looked over at Tessa and said, “Look up Jadwa, what say you?”
“Jadwa thanks her Master and pledges her soul to his pleasure,” also wanting to please her owner, desperate now for his acceptance.
“Well said my children, now Nashita will prepare you for tonight’s festivities.”
Nashita appeared and removed the chains from Marie and the girls and then she handed them large ball gags. Knowing what was expected from this act, they all fastened the gags into their mouths. Marie’s was a simple red ball gag, but the girls were given gags with small balls for their mouths and large black dildos mounted to the front of their mouths. They were fashioned like real penises, with bulbous heads and twisted veins along the sides, both of them curved downward to just below their chins.

“Jada, crawl into the low cage and lie down on your back,” Nashita commanded. 
Once Jada assumed that position the two guards who had tormented the whimpering slaves dangling above the floor went to work. Jada’s wrist cuffs were locked to the corners of the cage beside her head and her elbows strapped to bars at her sides. Her ankles were locked to the bottom corners and her knees strapped like her elbows. This left her pussy open and easily accessible. More so once Nashita knelt beside the cage and slipped a clear and hollow glass plug into her anus, locking it to a crossbar on the bottom of the cage. It forced her hips upward slightly, more fully displaying her glistening sex lips.
Once Jada was secured into the cage, Nashita said, “Jadwa crawl in on top of you sister slave, facing her feet.”
Jadwa crawled over and into the cage, carefully fitting her knees and arms around her sister’s prone body. She had to fit her lower legs inside Jada’s arms, wedging her sister’s head between her knees. When she went to bend down, the guards moved her lower arms to rest on top of Jada’s lower legs, where they quickly lashed them together with generous windings of rope. Jadwa’s lower legs were then bound the same way to Jada’s arms. Using their hair to guide their faces forward, the guards then slid the dildos into the sister’s moistening pussies. 
Then they closed the lid of the cage, sandwiching the girls together. Nashita fit Jadwa’s asshole with a matching glass plug, and locked it in place, just like she did with Jada. When the lid of the cage was latched closed, four chains were lowered from the ceiling and fixed to the corners of the cage. Then the cage was lifted a few feet above the floor and the cart was wheeled away. 
Finally, after Nashita walked around the cage slowly while inspecting its occupants, she said, “The slaves will fuck each other until ordered to stop.” 
This set the sisters heads to bobbing and the curved dildos to sawing in and out of their clutching snatches. Their fear and trepidation was staring to melt away as their libidos started to rage from this treatment. The fact they were bound to each other was an even better sign to them, as they started to realize that was what they were…a team. They would be rented to clients as sisters, to serve as such, and that thought was very comforting in this strange place. As they hung there above the floor, fucking each other, they truly started their journey into this new world.
Now that the girls were set and pleasuring their gushing pussies, Nashita barked, “Slave Samihah! Stand and come to me.”
Samihah stood up and walked around the caged girls to where Nashita stood beside the tall, narrow cage. “Back into it,” commanded Nashita and Samihah obeyed, squeezing her body into the narrow confines between the sides of the cage. When her back pressed against the rear bars it looked like the front of her body was still sticking out of the front of the cage, it was that shallow.
The ever-present guards were behind her and locked her wrist cuffs to rings mounted to the back corners down by her thighs, trapping her arms at her sides. Her ankle cuffs were secured at the bottom of the cage, behind her, trapping her toes just inside the front edge of the cramped cell. Straps were wrapped just below her knees, parting her thighs just enough to expose her own lubricating sex. Just like her daughters’ experienced as they were being caged, Samihah’s lust started to emerge. Their training under Ryan ingrained the automatic arousal they felt whenever subjected to any form of bondage.
Then Nashita swung the door of the cage closed and the bars, both front and back pressed tightly into her flesh, trapping her completely. This is when Samihah realized that there was a circular area open around her buttocks, making them protrude from behind the cage. Two smaller circular cutouts were in front of her tits, but they were too small to fit her generous breasts through them and they were mashed against her chest. This was alleviated when Nashita roughly grabbed her nipples and forcefully pulled Samihah’s tits through the openings, and much like the breast rings she had worn before, now her tits bulged and darkened like two pink melons outside the cage. 
Finally chains were attached to the top of the cage and it was lifted of the cart that carried it, but only a few inches, rather than the several feet the girls were elevated. The main purpose was simply to force her to keep her feet on the narrow bars that traveled lengthwise under them, the thin metal cutting into her soles. The cart was also removed and now five slaves were fully prepped and displayed like a perverse piece of artwork. Two suffered unrelentingly, two rutted like horny bitches, and Samihah was just there to observe everything, or so she thought. When Nashita pried Samihah’s buttocks apart and forced another hollow glass plug into her asshole, she finally realized that this bondage was a way to showcase the Sheik’s punished slaves as well as his latest acquisitions.
Then Nashita stepped in front of Samihah and reached through a lower opening in the bars that the caged woman had not noticed. When Nashita’s fingers easily slipped into her slick sex, she realized how very accessible she was in this tight cage. The mere intrusion of two of Nashita’s fingers set her pussy to clenching and lubricating even more freely, just like it was conditioned to respond.
The Sheik appeared and faced Samihah, before he said, “I have several very important guests coming tonight. I am sure you and the girls will get much attention, and as they are busily involved with each other, only you need to listen to me. You will keep your eyes averted unless requested to look at a guest. You will also show no sign of resistance or disgust, no matter what a guest should subject you or your whelps to. Is that clear slave Samihah?”
She simply nodded, not even attempting to voice an answer with the massive ball wedged between her teeth. Though she was still wary of her new predicament, the lust she was starting to feel course through her trapped body was sending her back to the place she was trained to exist, as a sex slave. Though she doubted there was any way to be fully used the way she was caged, she also knew that she could be stimulated in a variety of ways and was eager for the Sheik’s guests to take advantage of that. Since she and her daughters had been trained to be consummate whores, that training gripped Samihah now, eager and ready to serve anyone who wanted her.
The Sheik then returned to his chair, out of Samihah’s sight, but she did see Ryan and his son leave the room with their entourage of harem slaves. She was actually glad to see them go, as they represented a past it was best to distance her thoughts from them. She felt she needed to develop new attachments and loyalties, and their presence would only distract her from it. Once they were gone she started to relax and take in her surroundings, seeing slaves and guards scurrying about the room in preparation for the guests arrival.
Large guards moved in torture furniture and nubile slaves were attached to them, it was a potpourri of bound slave flesh when all was finally set. Samihah watched her daughters too, the moans and sounds emanating from their suspended cage told her they were thoroughly enjoying themselves. She was touched with a tinge of jealousy, wishing there was some way to scratch the sexual itch building inside her.
She did not have to wait for very long, since guests started to arrive minutes after the room was adorned with bound and available slaves. Some perused the girls scattered about the room, and some came over to view the five slaves displayed in front of the Sheik as he sat on his throne. One man stepped right up to Samihah, and with her eyes downcast she saw his hand move into the cage before his hand roughly grabbed her sex. She gave him a moan of approval, showing his rough treatment of her vulnerable flesh was more than welcomed. 
She heard him say in a thick German accent, speaking to the Sheik, “They are lovely…and juicy, just like you promised your Excellency. When vill they be available for use?”
“Thank you Herr Schmidt, but as you can see they have not even been properly adorned or for that matter indoctrinated to their new roles yet. Tonight is simply an introduction; they should be ready for private sessions in two weeks. If you would like to schedule one with them see Abdul, he will be happy to make a reservation for you.”
As the Sheik spoke the man worked three fingers up into Samihah’s sex, sending her into an ascending spiral of slave lust, her body ready for far more intense attentions. She fought back her desire to surrender, knowing that unless she was ordered to climax, she had to endure whatever happened to her. The fact that these thoughts were fully ingrained into her psyche was not even noticed by the aroused woman, her training so absolute that these thoughts were now her nature. When he finally removed his hand and moved on to another part of the room, Samihah felt relief and disappointment at the same time. Part of her wanted him to play with her even more, but the fact that she could stop fighting the urge to climax was a respite.
For hours the three new slaves were inspected, prodded, and probed in a variety of ways, all of it stoking their sexual fires. Samihah quickly realized the glass plugs, combined with small flashlights, provided the guests with views of their bowels. Watching men and women alike peering into her daughters’ rumps, like perverse doctors, showed her how much they had become pure property. No part of them was kept hidden by those who might want to purchase their services. Somehow, the knowledge that they were now truly slave whores only fueled her submissive soul.
 In their shared cage Jada and Jadwa were struggling mightily as the night progressed, the urge to climax building unbearably as they fucked each other with their dildos. Thankfully a pair of men who looked like brothers approached them early in the evening and ordered them to climax. They gratefully succumbed to the command, nearly drowning each other with girl juice when their cunts exploded uncontrollably. The men twisted and tugged at the girls’ butt plugs while they squealed in sexual delight, and the men soon booked private time with the girls after that amazing display.
Samihah watched them with her own lust driving her insane with need, her training making her want to feel what her girls were experiencing. A stern looking older Asian man stepped over toward her while she watched Jada and Jadwa thrashing in their cage. He moved behind her and reached around the narrow cage, slipping his fingers into her starved quim before she realized he was there.
“Watching your daughters submit to those men arouses you slave?” he asked her with his fingers deeply buried in Samihah’s soaking wet snatch.
Gagged an unable to speak she hummed, “MMMM HMMM!” he body on the verge of her own climax. She prayed he would order her to come, her need so acute that she doubted she could resist it much longer.
“Then come for me slave,” he whispered and the dam broke, her pussy convulsing against the probing digits and her spend soaking his hand thoroughly. 
“You are a hot bitch, I will reserve a long session with you and the girls. I am sure you will show your gratitude for this small gift I just gave you,” he said before removing his hand from her sex. To make sure she knew what she just did to him, he wiped his pussy juice coated hand all over her face, leaving the scent of her arousal all over her sweaty face.
The balance of the night was easier to take, as other guests made all three slaves come for their entertainment throughout the event. Their combined trepidation over the new direction their lives were taking started to melt under the raw power of their enforced sexual subjugation. Each climax chipped away at the fear they all felt, their bodies remembering what they were trained to do and responding exactly the way their trainers had designed. By the time the event ended they were all spent and barely conscious. 
Their personal guards eventually removed them from their cages and carried them to an area of the palace they had yet to see. It was the quarters of Master Ichiro, a man who decorated all of the Sheik’s slaves. They were bound to three identical reclining chairs designed to expedite his ability to adorn their slave flesh. Once properly secured to the specialized furniture they were left to sleep, ready to begin the transformation process the Sheik had ordered for each of them. They slept peacefully, unaware how arduous the treatment that awaited them would be, so fully drained from the attentions of the guests all night long. 



Chapter 5: Decoration Day
 
 

When Samihah awoke she could see Jada and Jadwa were bound in front of her, their bodies affixed to strange metal chairs. They were angled at her, all three slaves forming a three-pronged circle facing each other. Her arms were at her sides, with four straps securing her torso to the chair. Her legs were also strapped to stirrups and bent at the knees, pulled wide apart to leave her sex open and available. Two more straps, one around her neck and another across her forehead, kept her head reclined into a hollow headrest. 
Samihah looked at the girls, committing their new names to her memory and expunging their old ones. It will be easier this way, she thought, their new slave names providing a way to leave behind their old personas and not being reminded of them. They looked so sexy to her now, no longer the sweet young daughters from their old lives, but rather they were all luscious looking in their naked splendor. The fact that they had not been bathed after last night’s event left the aroma of sexuality in the room, which further spurred Samihah’s submissive soul.
The girls remained asleep the entire time they were alone, allowing Samihah to reflect on their fate. Her fear of this new place was still at the forefront of her mind, but she was starting to realize how highly prized they were to Sheik Omar. With her girls they formed a truly taboo and erotically charged collection that his clients would likely pay handsomely for in the future. After the way so many people showed intense interest in them, she felt that at least they had a chance to garner the Sheik’s favor. She also realized that failure to perform to a client’s expectations would have dire consequences, as evidenced by what she had witnessed so far. 
While still deep in thought the trio was joined by three nude Asian slaves, all of them were petite with milky white skin and jet-black hair. They moved to places above each of the bound slaves’ heads, placing the porcelain basins they carried on small tables just behind the bondage chairs. They quickly set about to washing off the remnants of streaked makeup from Samihah, Jada, and Jadwa. This roused the sleeping girls, who looked at each other and their slave-mother, as their faces were delicately and thoroughly cleansed of any and all makeup. They said nothing, just watching each other as the slaves tended to them. 
When their faces were clean, the Asian slaves moved between the splayed legs of the captives and washed their genitals, the warm water feeling soothing against their swollen sexes. It was a moment of utter relaxation for the slaves, the first since their arrival here. Once their loins were clean, an added delight arrived, when the tending slaves began to lick and suck the bound slaves ever-hungry pussies. Soon all three were moaning with pleasure, their libidos again being fueled by the slaves’ oral attentions.
Samihah then saw a small bald Asian man enter the room from a door behind her girls, followed by another pair of similar slaves. They were dressed in the accoutrements of pseudo nurses, though they may as well have been naked. Little white caps, collars, wristlets, along with white stockings and matching spike-heeled pumps completed their entire uniform. They wore the requisite nose rings, as all slaves did here, including the three slaves now suckling their pulsing vaginas. The trio walked passed Samihah’s daughters and surrounded her head.
While the man took a seat on a stool just above Samihah’s head, his two nurses adjusted the headrest she was attached to, tilting her head back where she could see the man peering down at her. He wore thick glasses and his gaze seemed clinical rather than malevolent, easing the bound woman’s apprehension only slightly. The attending slaves locked the headrest in place and then fit their subject with a strange gag. It fit between her teeth and her lips, with a flat pad holding her tongue down and the front piece stretching her lips outward. Thin leather bands held it secure at the corners of her mouth.
Until then Samihah took this in stride, but when they fit hard lenses over her eyes, similar to those she wore for weeks in her initial training, a spark of fear infused her. They were not as comfortable, seeming too large, since they stretched her eyelids. Knowing she had no choice but to accept whatever this Master wanted to do to her, she reached deep down into her submissive soul to quell her anxiety. Once the lenses were in place she was plunged into total darkness, unlike like the translucent lenses she had worn in her earlier training.
Then she heard his voice say, “I am going to tattoo permanent makeup onto your eyelids and then your lips. This will be very painful, but you must remain still. Try and focus on the slave between your legs, she will keep you distracted while I work.”
The explanation helped to mildly suppress her fears, now knowing what was going to happen next. And Samihah felt the mouth on her sex increase her assault, sending waves of pleasure through her loins, so she tried to focus all her attention down there. But when the buzzing started and the needle began it’s work on her eyelid, the pain nearly overwhelmed her. Thankfully she was unable to move and despite the intense sting of the inking needle, she endured the procedure without screaming into her gag. The lips working on her saturated sex and the thought of how beautiful she would look, made the torture she felt bearable. Now she knew why all the slaves here remained elegant looking despite the horrific trials they faced, helping her to survive the ordeal she now blindly endured.
Master Ichiro colored Samihah’s eyelids as the Sheik specified and then he etched dark lines around them, close to her eyelashes. Tears seeped around the edges of her eyes and were dabbed away by the nurses, a reaction the pain-wracked woman could not control.  It took him nearly an hour to complete her eye work, and even the talented tongue and lips assailing her vulva could not induce an orgasm for the pain-wracked woman. 
When he finished working on her eyes she felt cool, damp patches placed over them, a feeling she was grateful to experience. But then he started on her stretched lips, and while not as painful as her eye adornment, she still suffered greatly since her strength was depleted. As he permanently painted her lips a vibrant red, the girl between her legs pulled her mouth away from her sex and replaced it with her fingers instead. She easily worked all her fingers and then her fist into Samihah’s sex. The slave tickled her inner folds with her fingers first, before beginning to fuck her saturated sex. This was what Samihah needed to launch a much-needed climax. She clawed at the chair holding her as the needle etched the color into her lips and the tiny fist pounded her twinging sex.
The lip coloring took far less time than the tattoos covering eyes, and her orgasmic response made it seem even faster. When he was done adorning her lips another cool patch was placed over her gagged mouth, cooling the burning flesh of her lips. But the relief was short-lived when the chair was angled back even farther, tilting her body backwards. The fist was roughly pulled from her snatch, leaving her quivering while her orgasm waned. She felt hands on her breasts, wrapping them tightly in what felt like thin twine. Her tits ballooned on her chest and then they were bound to each other, making them feel like taut balls sticking out from her ribcage.
Samihah now heard his voice again, “The Sheik thinks you are a lovely slave, but your nipples are too light colored for his tastes. I am tasked to color them properly and for this treatment he dictates no pleasure for you.”
Samihah tried to steel herself for the next torment, but could not resist screaming this time. Feeling the needle assaulting her stretched areolas, though no less sensitive than her eyelids, it was just too intimately painful to bear silently. With no help between her splayed legs this time, she cried into her gag constantly, as Master Ichiro plied his craft across engorged nipples. 
Watching this treatment from just a few feet away, both Jada and Jadwa were nearly distraught. They knew they would be next and the gifted mouths still lapping at their respective twats did not nearly dispel the thought of the pain that would soon envelop them. But like their mother, their ingrained submissiveness warred with their sensibilities to accept their inevitable fates. Samihah would have been proud of the girls if she were not so utterly consumed by the travail she was currently enduring.
By the time Samihah’s nipples were a brightly colored pair and covered by the cooling patches, she was a fully spent woman, barely able to cling to consciousness. Master Ichiro ordered the slave that had pleasured her to move her to a recovery room. The slave rolled the wheeled table away from the room, pushing the delirious woman to a small room adjacent to where her daughters awaited their treatments. 
Once inside the room she adjusted Samihah so she reclined just the way she did before the procedure started. She checked her patches and then left her alone to sleep. The relief the tattooed slave felt was lost in the feverish dreams she experienced after such a harrowing experience, her mind trying to come to terms with they yet unrevealed designs painted on her by Master Ichiro. 
Jada endured her conversion next, leaving Jadwa to contemplate the torment the longest. It was both a blessing and a curse, as she had ample time to allow the slave servicing her pussy time to relax her. But her mother’s and then her sister’s cries of pain during the procedure was a constant reminder that the pleasure she was feeling was to be short lived. She was actually thankful for the brutal treatment she received during her training by Ryan and his sons as preparation for what would soon come.
By the time Jada was wheeled from the room, Jadwa had found the inner peace she needed to survive the upcoming ordeal. Most of the credit belonged to the sprightly slave who had been kissing and licking her sex to the verge of climax for nearly four hours. She had been so close for so long, but the expert attention of the slave’s lips never pushed her over the edge. So when Master Ichiro started his procedure on her eyelids, unlike either her mother or sister, Jadwa nearly exploded into a climax as soon as the pain began. Her tending slave made sure to push her this time, her own memories of the procedure still vivid in her mind’s eye. 
The intensity of the orgasms this slave drew from Jadwa’s bound body nearly veiled the pain she experienced from the tattooing process. As her family slept fitfully after the grueling course they had suffered. Jadwa now experienced a new level of pain/pleasure that would change her forever. Unknown to Jadwa, this procedure would escalate her ability to endure the tortures she would face in her life as one of the Sheik’s slaves. Though her family was similarly conditioned, this event would help Jadwa embrace the pain she would feel much more willingly.
 

***

 
She could see Master Ichiro’s face above her, still looking clinical, even though he was pounding his cock into her pussy like a jackhammer. Samihah was in heaven, after the tortuous session that permanently inked her sinuous flesh; she welcomed the feeling of a hard cock plundering her aching pussy. His stamina was impressive; it felt like he had been fucking her for hours, her sex barely able to produce enough lubricant to keep the phallus from burning through the walls of her steaming sex. Then the climax hit her, rattling ever fiber of her being as it exploded from deep inside her body.
But then everything went black, the Master’s face no longer above her and her vision engulfed in complete darkness. Her rapid breathing and muffled wails of sheer ecstasy filled the room and she recognized she was now conscious again. The cock ravaging her sex no longer felt quite so real, in fact it felt much like a dildo, a feeling she was well acquainted with. As her climax built like a tidal wave inside her, she realized she was still strapped to the table and a machine was using her. She could hear the motor driving the dildo relentlessly into her pussy, even though her grip on reality was severely skewed by the pleasure coursing through her veins.
Just before she fell into the true abyss of unconsciousness, the machine stopped, leaving the dildo still buried deep near her womb. The orgasm however, still raged through her, making her body twitch and squirm in its bondage. As Samihah tried to regain a grip on reality she noticed she was bathed in sweat, the thin layer of moisture now feeling superbly cool against her heated flesh.
Lying there trying to calm down she heard a lilting voice say, “Does slave Samihah feel better now?” 
With her mouth still gagged and her lips sealed together with the cloth that was placed over her lips earlier, she barely managed to hum, ‘MMMMM HMMM.”
“You are my charge until your decorations heal, this usually takes three days. I will tend to all your basic needs, and others will help to fulfill the rest. You will remain as you are and enjoy the rest, once you are done here you will be ready to serve our Lord and Master. Now would you like another dose from you new friend to help you get some sleep?” the mystery slave said, as she stroked her hand against the short end of the dildo protruding from Samihah’s cunt.
The bound slave nodded and moaned her assent and was quickly grunting as the stiff invader started pounding her throbbing sex again. As she scaled the cliff of intense passion she started to realize that even in her short time here she was being transformed once again. She remembered her original shock, pain, and suffering when she was initially forced into slavery. Ryan was an intense trainer who twisted her into a whole new creature, one that barely remembered who she once was. But here, in this place, the Sheik was steering her toward another transformation. The scope and the cruelty she had witnessed, now coupled with the permanent modifications she was undergoing conspired to ingrain the absolute aspect of her new life. There was no escape or even reprieve at this point, she and the girls were destined to be harem slaves, literally designed to pleasure their betters.
Half a dozen orgasms later she fell into the true sleep, the one you experience when every iota of your energy is thoroughly spent. Her attendant stopped the fucking machine and pulled it free from Samihah’s swollen sex. Using her hands she coated Samihah’s sex, inside and out, with a cool gel to comfort her charge. Then she removed and replaced the coverings on her new tattoos, checking them to see if there was a problem requiring Master Ichiro’s attention. As usual, his work was impeccable, and once the girl’s flesh healed she would look as splendid as all the other slaves here.
For three days this slave tended to all of Samihah’s needs, feeding, flushing, bathing, and generally caring for the constantly bound woman. After a good night’s sleep on the first night, Master Ichiro himself inspected Samihah. Once he had checked and dressed her tattoos again, he proceeded to install her nose and earrings, a process that seemed minor compared to their last session together. But when she felt the cool metal rings, connected by the light chain along her jaw line, she felt utterly owned by the Sheik. It was a feeling she liked.
Then, just like in her dream, he took her right there on the table. Her pussy had recovered nicely from the machine attack the prior day, but her cunt squeezed against his pummeling cock like it was a virgin channel being taken for the first time. She was happy to feel him use her this way, feeling a need to please the man who made her look like her Master’s other slaves. Even though she had yet to see the results.
In separate rooms Jada and Jadwa underwent similar treatment, both of them feeling the significance of what was happening. By the end of the third day all three slaves were mentally fortified for the next step, ready to see how they now looked like true harem slaves. All the time they spent in darkness, thinking about what would come next, had them eager and prepared to join this world in every respect.
 



Chapter 6: Serving the Sheik
 
 

Before Master Ichiro removed the final tattoo coverings, gag, and lenses from Samihah, she was first released from the table and fitted with a severe posture collar. Now she was sitting on the edge of the table with her wrists locked behind her back. The gag came out first, leaving her mouth feeling strange. Then he removed the lenses and it took several minutes for Samihah to clear her vision. When her eyes did focus she found herself staring at a smiling Master Ichiro.
He said, “Excellent, your decorations look splendid. But until the Sheik inspects and approves of them you are not permitted to see yourself. That is why you wear the collar, to eliminate the ability to see your newly colored nipples.” Then he slipped another simple blindfold over her eyes before saying, “This will help you even more while you are fed and then bathed for our Master.”
“Thank you Master,” Samihah replied, now feeling very hungry. For three days her only nourishment was liquid, fed through a small tube through her gag. When ordered to follow her slave attendant, who had leashed her collar, Samihah slipped off the table and stumbled behind her with her legs feeling like rubber. They did not walk far, only through a door into an adjacent room where the smell of food assailed Samihah’s nostrils.
Her attendant steered her to a small stool beside a table where a bowl of stew waited, still hot with the aroma making Samihah’s stomach do flip-flops. The slave knelt beside Samihah and started to spoon the meal into her mouth. The near starved slave gratefully took every spoonful offered, her gnawing hunger slowly dissipating from the first solid food she had eaten in days. By the time the bowl was empty Samihah felt her strength returning and her eagerness to see her new Master again dominating her thoughts. 
Then it was off to a bathroom where the Asian slave bathed her. Her collar and cuffs were removed, but the blindfold remained on until it was time to wash her hair. She was ordered to recline at one end of the tub where the lip was recessed to cradle the back of her neck. When the blindfold was removed all she could see was the ceiling, while the young slave washed her hair several times, until it was silky and smooth to her touch. She remained that way when the slave started to dry and fix her hair, making sure Samihah would not look down and see her colored nipples. But Samihah did not care, luxuriating in the heated water of the tub allowing her aching muscles to start relaxing.
When Samihah’s hair was dry, brushed out, and braided into a simple ponytail, the slave covered her eyes with the blindfold again. She was ordered to stand and step from the tub where the slave took a towel and dried her thoroughly. Samihah felt totally relaxed and infused with energy, even more eager to be taken to her Master. The desire to see her new appearance and the hope that it would please Sheik Omar kept her senses highly attuned and ready.
But then she felt the slave’s hands on her breasts, kneading her ample flesh as they inched toward her nipples. When they reached her buds she gasped, as they no longer hurt, but felt far more sensitive than they had before Master Ichiro tattooed them. The slave worked the nubs until they engorged and stiffened, standing at attention atop her heaving breasts. Samihah’s breath quickened and her sex moistened, furthering her desire to serve her new owner.
Samihah then felt a light chain wrapped around her throat, clipped together below her chin. Suddenly the leash attached to the chain tugged her and she blindly followed where the slave directed her. The journey was short with Samihah guessing they merely left the bath and walked down a hall to another room. Here she was directed to another small stool where she sat urged by a gentle pressure on her shoulders. She had figured out during her meal that this slave would not speak with her and she wisely remained silent too, certain she was ordered not to speak. The total control the Sheik wielded with his slaves was starting to permeate Samihah’s being, now expecting that everything she did required someone’s permission. 
The slave knelt before Samihah and tapped her legs to get her to raise them, and when she did she slid a pair of harem pants over her ankles and up her legs. Once the bottoms were tied to her ankles the slave helped Samihah to her feet then tied the waist string just above her hips. Then she knelt down and slipped high-heeled sandals onto her feet before standing back up to inspect her work. She smiled mischievously even though Samihah could not see that she was holding the last two parts of her outfit.
She held two concave glass discs. Each was split down the middle with a small circular opening in the center of them. It was opened down the split for now, but when the slave slid it over Samihah’s engorged nipple she squeezed it closed. The two sides mated along the thin metal rods imbedded in them, forming a perfect circle held on by the captured end of her teat. Samihah gasped when the cool disc trapped her nipple, but it was not the worst surprise she had faced since becoming a slave. As a result she simply accepted it, and soon the other disc was adorning her freshly colored nipple too. She thought it was a waste to hide Master Ichiro’s tattoos, not realizing the discs were clear and actually magnified his work. 
Finally she was ready, though she did not realize it, even as she was led from the dressing room to the Sheik’s bedroom. She had lost her capacity to anticipate what would come next, too many times she tried, and always her Masters had stunned her. The one truth she knew was that her life would be full of surprises and that was what she looked for now, always hoping she could accept them gracefully. Her demeanor had devolved to the point that obeying orders and seeking to please her owner was all she could think about.
The slave led her to the Sheik’s bedroom fully eager that the time had come to perform for her Master. Once in the middle of the room the slave stopped her and removed the leash, leaving Samihah to her Master who sat quietly just a few feet in front of her. Without an order to do anything Samihah assumed a stance she had learned early in her training, keeping her legs parted enough to keep her sex open with her hands grasping her opposite elbows behind her back. She liked the feel of the silky harem pants on her legs, and how they were cut away around her rump and in front of her pussy. She steeled herself as she waited for her next instruction.
Then she heard the Sheik’s voice say, “Remove the blindfold slave,” and she physically trembled knowing she was in His presence.
She unclasped her elbows and moved her hands up to either side of the blindfold and lifted it off her head, keeping her eyes downcast. She immediately saw her glass encased nipples and saw they were far darker than they used to be, but still appearing a natural pink in contrast to her milky white orbs. She also saw how the glass made her areolas stand out, looking far larger than normal topped with rock hard tips sticking out of the glass. 
She only had a moment to digest this change when the Sheik said, “Look up at me slave.” When she did he smiled at her and said, “Lovely work once again, Master Ichiro gets better with age. Would you like to see yourself slave?”
“If it pleases Master,” she said, her desire to see her new face driving her insane with curiosity.
“Then you may turn and gaze at yourself,” he said, waving his hand to gesture she should pivot in where she stood.
She did as he commanded and was now facing a full-length mirror. She gasped at her appearance, never before feeling as beautiful as she did now. The sandals and pants did nothing to hide her legs, their gossamer appearance merely enhancing her long legs. Her nipples seemed huge under the magnifying lenses, but rather than lightly blending into her pale flesh, they now stood out in a rather dark pink color. But it was her face that captivated her. Her blue eyes stood out with the dark blue/black liner etched around them. Her eyelids started out as a pale blue and became a silver/blue up near her brows, making her gaze extremely sexy. Her lips were now an outrageously deep red, looking like blood, making her mouth look ever so inviting. Finally, the rings and chains between her nose and ears completed the picture, and Samihah felt every bit like a harem slave.
“Well slave, what say you?” prompted the Sheik; leaning to the side of his chair so he could see the look in her eyes. 
“Thank you Master! Forgive this lowly slave for saying she feels beautiful!” 
He laughed hard, feeling he had made the right choice with this one. Samihah had no idea that it was the Sheik who initially found her, not Ryan. His son Hakim was exceptionally gifted with computers and had searched the world for a specific woman with grown daughters. For all the parameters the Sheik required the list was not very long and Samihah and her family had the highest probability to accept and even thrive within the lifestyle he envisioned. Seeing Samihah’s reaction now that she was permanently marked as a slave confirmed that he had made the right decision. 
Ready to sample his new prize he said, “Crawl to me slave and show me how your mouth may please your Master.”
Samihah sank to her knees and dropped onto her hands, slowly slinking around to face her seated Master. She lowered her head to just above the floor and approached like a cat stalking her prey. When she reached his slightly parted feet she began by kissing each of his toes. Then she licked her way up one foot and then the other, before kissing her way up his legs. He moved his legs farther apart and smiled when she crawled under his robe rather than assume she could open it.
Samihah was totally focused on delivering her softest most feminine attentions as she climbed toward his crotch and the ultimate prize she craved. But she was intent on abasing herself totally for him, committed to proving her worth as a pleasure slave, one designed to service her owner. By the time she was between his thighs he had fully parted his legs and loosened the sash on his robes. He opened them as her mouth reached his balls, licking and sucking around his crinkled scrotum. Then she slowly licked her way up the bottom of his shaft, fully erect and leaking the clear fluid of his arousal.
He marveled at the sensuousness of the bitch, she was truly a natural sex slave he thought. Ryan had done well unleashing her animal instincts and stripping her of all her inhibitions. As she slowly engulfed his cock in her hot, wet mouth, he knew that this aspect of her persona was perfect for his needs, even though there was something else he required for her to be perfect. But that was for later, now was for him delving into this side of her persona. As she now sucked his cock from root to tip with her tongue continually whirling along its length with each stroke, she proved her devotion to him. 
Feeling his cock pulse inside her mouth made him want to feel her other offerings. He grabbed her by the hair, yanked her mouth from his cock, and spun her around, before forcing her head down. She cried, “Thank you Master,” with her ass now facing the Sheik. 
He slid from the chair onto his knees just behind her rump and grabbed her hips, lifting her ass higher. Now at the proper height he used one hand to guide his cock to Samihah’s dripping wet slit. When he nudged the head against her pussy opening, he said, “Beg me to fuck you slave.”
“Please Master! Grant this useless slave the privilege of feeling your marvelous cock inside her slavish cunt!” she cried, her passion peaking.
With a lurch he drove his male spear deep into her aching channel, causing her to cry out with a guttural groan of utter satisfaction. Then he started to fuck her, pounding his dominance over her into her throbbing vagina with her gushing juices of desire spewing all over his manhood. She started squealing, ‘Thank you Master,’ over and over as his cock thrashed her sex into full submission.
Samihah thought she achieved bliss when she completely submitted to Ryan, but now the Sheik was rapidly driving her to a whole new level of submission, one that sent her hurtling toward a massive orgasm. Unable to restrain the wave of lust that was consuming her she finally cried out, “Please Master! May this useless cunt cum?”
He reacted by roughly pulling his cock free from her clutching sex, making her gasp with unrequited need. He said, “Beg me to fuck your ass now and you may come as you like when I do.”
“PLEASE MASTER!” she wailed, “Take this slave’s ass and make her scream in submission to your mastery of her body!”
He liked the sound of her plea, so he nudged his cunt-slickened cock into her sphincter before plunging his whole shaft deep into her bowels. She shrieked in wild abandon, the massive orgasm raging through her body like an unstoppable force. She was quaking from the intensity of it, making the Sheik take a tight grip on her flanks so he could fuck her ass properly. He was pleased with her responsiveness and obvious desire to be used so harshly. By the time he poured a load of his juice deep into her backside, Samihah had no doubts that he owned her, body and soul.
When his cock had drained he pushed her to the floor, took his seat, and said,  “Use your mouth to clean me slave.”
Though she was still shuddering from the violent sexual pulses racing through her body, Samihah dragged herself between his legs and lovingly licked his softening cock until every remnant of their coitus was cleaned from it. All her fears about this place suddenly vanished, her devotion to her new Master absolute. He had taken like a true Master, imprinting her with his ultimate control; every aspect of her life was now at his discretion. And this feeling thrilled Samihah, as she had been changed again! Was there no end to what they could wring from her body and her mind? At this point she knew there was not, she was a slave down to her core, pure putty in his hands.
As she suckled his penis, she heard him say, “You did well my pet. As far as being one of my pleasure slaves you are exquisite.”
Unable to contain her elation, she stopped sucking for a moment to say, “Thank you Master!” before returning to her task.
He chuckled and then said, “I have another need I want you to fill, quite different from simply being a slave. Are you prepared to do whatever I ask of you, even if it goes against your true nature?”
Samihah was suddenly confused; he had asked her a question that required an answer. In her agitated state of mind she could not fathom what he meant, but she knew the answer she would give anyway. She slid her mouth off his cock, kissing the tip of it before she said, “This slave lives to serve her Master. She will do whatever he asks without question.” It was a heartfelt and honest answer, the only one she could give him.
He laughed again and said, “I believe you Samihah, I see your devotion. Let me ask you another question, do you like your new red lips?”
“Yes Master.”
“You should know that my blood was added to the ink, so that you will wear a part of me forever.”
This revelation stunned Samihah and she reached up to caress her brightly colored lips, feeling like he bestowed a grand gift to her. Then she said, “Master this slave does not deserve such a reward, she will always treasure the thought of your blood mingled with its flesh.”
He laughed heartily now, truly impressed with this slave’s demeanor. Then he said, “It is time to test your devotion slave, help me dress now.”
She aided him in closing his robes and tying the sash around his waist. He stood up then and said, “Stand and follow me slave,” which she did. He led her over to a curtained wall where he drew back the curtains to reveal a darkened glass window.
 



Chapter 7: Samihah is Tested
 
 

Samihah stared at the dark glass; sure something would soon be revealed. Standing beside her the Sheik said, “When Ryan tasked you to subjugate your daughters you agreed and did as he ordered. Now tell me, how did it feel?”
Another question! Feeling compelled to be starkly honest with her new Master Samihah replied, “At first it terrified this slave Master. But once this slave saw them bound and trained to serve, it excited her. Now, when this slave dominates them for her Master’s pleasure, she enjoys making them submit.”
“I see and have seen how you have treated them since you were reunited. Master Ryan provided me with generous footage of your use of the girls. But now I wish to see it live and in person,” he said, and then he flicked a switch on the wall beside the black glass. “Behold your progeny slave,” the Sheik said while gesturing to the glass wall.
Samihah turned away from him to see Jada and Jadwa just beyond the glass. They were next to each other, both mounted to identical wooden pillories. Their heads and hands visible through the wooden holes that held them with their legs spread wide and fixed by wooden stocks near the floor. They faced her, but as their expression remained unchanged, she suspected they could not see her. Their hair had been bundled and tied with leather thongs that were attached to the top of the pillory, making them face forward.
Their faces looked nearly identical to her face now, painted and adorned exactly the same way. Being bent at the waist left their bulbous breasts dangling beneath their chests and Samihah could clearly see their nipples were as brightly colored as hers were. There would be no doubt that they were in fact a family, the resemblance between all three now enhanced by Master Ichiro’s exquisite artwork. Though still recovering from her sexual excursion with the Sheik, she felt a new arousal building inside her, a desire to dominate them again.
“What do you think of the newly adorned slaves my pet?” the Sheik asked her.
“Oh Master, they are lovely creatures!”
“Yes they are, you all are, and I plan to make many of my clients happy with your services. But that will come soon enough, for now I need you to start their new conditioning. You will continue to be their Mistress, if you can demonstrate that you have the ability to chastise them properly with little or no direction from me. If you can, then I will consider you for a more important role in my harem.”
Still somewhat confused, Samihah asked, “May this slave ask a question Master?”
“What is it slave?”
“Do you want this slave to decide how to punish them for you?”
“Almost. What I expect from you is the ability to determine what punishment a slave has earned based on their transgression and then deliver that punishment.”
“What have they done wrong Master?” she asked, worried that they might have done something that would reflect badly on her. She would have happily thrashed them to unconsciousness if they did that.
The Sheik chuckled, and then said, “Nothing my pet, do not worry. But for my purposes today you are looking at two slaves that refused to immediately obey an order, what would you do to them?”
When the Sheik had said, ‘do not worry,’ Samihah felt a rush of real affection for this man. Now she knew what he wanted from her, to be an enforcer. A slave who knew what was expected and could maintain that level of order, but isn’t that Nashita’s job? She wondered, but only for a split second, because her Master required an answer. 
She then replied, “Mounted as they are Master, this slave would gag and blindfold them first. Then she would clamp and hang heavy weights from their nipples and labia. Once that was done she would give them twenty-five lashes with a cane, on both their rumps and tits, for a total of fifty. Finally she would grease plugs with menthol gel and leave them in their assholes to burn the lesson into their minds.”
“Does that not seem extreme for such a minor infraction?” he asked.
“Yes Master, but this slave has learned that if such a small misstep earns such harsh retribution, then they will be less likely to make any mistake.”
“You may have the kind of mind I seek Samihah, now go through that door and deliver the punishment you propose. Tell them nothing of the phantom infraction; just tell them I am displeased with them so far. It will do their young bodies some good to receive some remedial training.”
“Yes Master,” she replied, eager and ready to torture her girls for their Master.
He handed her a stiff cane and she marched toward the door, determined to show the Sheik she knew how to punish misbehaving slaves. It would be easier doing it with her girls since she knew they were masochistic little sluts anyway. They were used to having her dominating them and she was sure they would react to her plan quite well, suffering beautifully for their Master’s pleasure. 
When she reached the door she swung it open and strutted in, slamming it behind her. The girls looked over toward her as best they could, but Samihah barked, “Eyes forward and down sluts!”
Any elation they may have felt was lost with the severity of her voice, her tone telling them they were in some sort of trouble. Since she had recently been their Mistress their distress was not as high as it might have been if it was someone they did not know. But they were worried since they had done their best to perform as instructed since they got here. They could see Samihah’s feet when they appeared a few feet in front of them, noticing her harem pants and shoes. She had clearly earned someone’s favor and they wanted to learn what they needed to do to please their new Master, both of them knowing their survival here depended on it.
Jada fixated her stare on the floor just in front of Samihah’s feet, her mind reeling from the shift in her emotions. She had been happily staring at she and her sister’s faces in the mirror in front of her, marveling at how stunning their permanent makeup looked. She was nearly giddy with delight that they looked so much more beautiful, and it would stay that way! But Samihah’s entrance and her shocking pronouncement sent her and her sister from elation to terror in mere moments. They knew a punishment was forthcoming, whether they actually did something to earn it or not. Jada and Jadwa, once their initial shock passed, started to get excited by the prospect. Both had been trained to be aroused by pain, and had not had a serious session since they arrived here.
“Our new Master informs this Mistress that you two appear to need further training in order to serve in his harem! This fact disappoints her and she has been given the task of starting your training with a punishment. What say you to this slaves?” Samihah barked, a real rage building inside her as she assumed the role the Sheik intended for her.
In unison the sisters replied, “Yes Mistress, thank you Mistress!” Apologies were not required or expected, so they offered none, just voicing what a true slave would say in this circumstance.
“You will learn to become proper harem slaves in short order, but for now you will taste the pain you so richly earned!” Samihah said and just then the door opened and she saw Nashita wheel in a cart holding everything she would need to punish them as she had described to the Sheik.
She positioned the cart outside the view of the bound sisters, not that they would have attempted to look anyway after their recent rebuke. Nashita quickly exited and Samihah stepped over to the cart and took the two heavy leather blindfolds first. She returned to the girls and used them to rob the girls of any chance of seeing what would happen to them. Next came the gags, oversized red rubber balls wedged behind their teeth, stretching their jaws wide open and causing them to drool down their chins. Then Samihah gathered four large clover clamps, the type that gripped harder when pulled upon, and four hefty weights. She placed them all on the floor beneath the girls’ hanging breasts, as she knelt between them.
Samihah grabbed the outer nipples of each girl and started to roll the buds between her thumb and fingers, causing them to harden as they engorged with blood. “What beautiful work Master Ichiro did to these nipples,” Samihah said and the girls nodded their agreement. Then she switched to the nipples closest to each other and continued the action until all four buds were standing at attention. Finally she took a pair of clamps and sealed them over the outer nubs, making the girls gasp through their nostrils, as the first taste of pain radiated through their heaving tits. The second set soon followed and then the weights were added once all four clamps gripped their fleshy tit tips. Samihah slapped the weights so they would swing as she moved behind the girls and knelt between Jada’s spread legs.
Samihah could see that Jada’s pussy glistened with the nectar of her arousal and could not resist dipping two fingers into it before tasting her daughter’s salty discharge. “MMMM, you are a horny little pain slut Jada.”
Jada nodded and moaned with pleasure, affirming Samihah’s assessment. Then Samihah took two more clamps and firmly attached their stiff jaws to the meaty outer labia of Jada’s sex. More moans ensued from the gagged girl, especially once the weights were added. Jadwa was next and received the same treatment, her own pussy now leaking the juice of her painful arousal. 
Samihah rose back to her feet and stood in between the exposed flanks of the girls. “I expect you to take the next part of this punishment like the well-trained pain-sluts you are,” she said, while whipping the cane she held in the air so they could hear what she intended to do to them. 
The girls braced themselves, knowing full well that Samihah held a cane from the familiar swishing sound it made as she whipped it about. Not wanting to warm them up or delay the punishment, Samihah quickly began lashing their rumps, alternating from one to the other, shortly after first brandishing the cane. They grunted from the first few impacts, but remained otherwise composed as she delivered twenty-five hard strikes to each of the backsides. She used enough force to raise painful red welts across their milky white buttocks, painting the soft flesh with many diagonal lines of pure pain. 
When she was done she walked in front of the bound duo and said, “Now its time to color the rest of your tits,” and without pausing, she immediately started her next assault. This time the pain was compounded by the swinging weights tugging at their compressed nipples every time the cane sliced into their soft flesh. Though they tried to remain calm throughout this next ordeal, an occasional squeal erupted from them as the pain escalated in their defenseless fleshy orbs. Finally, after each of them had received the full measure of cane strokes, their tits and buttocks brightly colored with welts of pain, Samihah stopped, her own body bathed in sweat.
She walked back to the cart and found the pre-greased plugs that were there. The were massive, flaring out nearly three inches at their widest part, making sure that that even their well-used bum holes would be sorely tested. Samihah carried them over to the girls, standing between them again and aiming the fierce intruders at their unsuspecting anal openings. Then she pronounced, “Now you will take some time to contemplate your place here,” and she droved the plugs past their clutching sphincters, making them squeal from the abrupt penetration. Once they were securely fitted inside their stretched rectums, she finally said, “Keep them there no matter what! If you expel these plugs your punishment will be extended!” Samihah then marched from the room, slamming the door behind her to let the girls know they were alone again.
By the time she returned to the Sheik’s side, with Nashita also standing with him, the girls were already feeling the effects of the gel burning into their anal tissues. She glanced through the window and could see them trembling from the heated onslaught beginning to gnaw at their insides. Samihah also noted that the Sheik was grinning now and it made her proud, thinking that she had pleased him.
A mini-orgasm rippled through Samihah’s hot sex when he said, “Very well done my child.” Samihah felt another rush of sinful pride that she had to suppress, knowing that as her Master’s slave that was the worst sin she could commit. Then he said, “You know Nashita is the Mistress of my harem and has done an exceptional job for me, but her duties are becoming too much for a single lowly female to maintain. After watching you Samihah I believe you might be able to provide her with some help. Starting today you will become her apprentice Mistress, learning what her duties are and aiding her any way you can.”
“Yes Master, thank you Master!” Samihah responded, flush with pleasure from hearing how highly her new Master regarded her.
Then he turned to his other slave and said, “Nashita, you will teach Samihah all you know and she will eventually become your equal, is that clear?”
“Yes Master, thank you Master,” Nashita also replied, but her tone was less enthusiastic, though clearly deferential. 
Sensing her ambivalence, he asked, “Do you doubt my judgment slave?”
“No Master!” she replied, the fear now evident in her voice.
“That is better, even a Mistress of slaves must know her place in my harem. Now fetch two handlers to move the girls to a training room and then return to me. I will be with Samihah in my quarters.”
“Yes my Lord,” replied Nashita, her tone far more demure this time. Once she departed the Sheik led Samihah back to his apartments. 
This time they entered a different room than his bedroom, one that held various pieces of equipment for binding slaves. And there was a living addition to one low and narrow bench; it held a young Arabian girl. Her body was generously roped to it with her lying on her back and her arms bound together beneath it. Her olive skin was in sharp contrast to the bright white ropes that held her fast. Her legs were bent at the knees and her feet bound to each other, sole to sole, with sturdy bindings around her knees keeping them pulled wide apart. Her face was covered in dark veil and Samihah could only see her eyes, which were clearly filled with fear.
The Sheik led her over to the bound maiden and said, “I just bought this lovely girl from her father. She is already twenty years old and still a virgin. You will shave her sex and then help her relax so that I may correct that issue.”
“Yes Master, “ Samihah replied, now staring at the dark hair that currently obscured her sex lips. Then she said, “Would Master like this slave to make her climax first?” not sure how ‘relaxed’ he wanted her.
“Yes you may slave, I want her sex slick and ready for me.”
Then the Sheik showed Samihah where to find the shaving equipment before he took a seat to watch her work. Samihah gathered what she needed and then knelt between the scared girl’s legs and started to lather up her sex. She took her time, slowly removing every hair from between the girl’s sex, leaving it utterly exposed. Though she could tell the girl was scared she did not struggle at all, knowing from her upbringing that she now belonged to the Sheik to do with as he pleased. 
When Samihah lowered her lips to the girl’s freshly denuded pussy and sucked her plump little clit into her mouth, the girl shuddered and moaned. Samihah caressed her inner thighs while she suckled her sex, slowly arousing the naïve young girl. Her breathing became rapid and her sex started to lubricate generously, as Samihah worked her toward her first orgasm. When she came, she trembled from head to toe, and a small squeal of delight escaped her lips.
From behind her Samihah heard the Sheik say, “Her father told me she was always a quiet and obedient girl, apparently he was right. Is she ready to take me Samihah?”
Samihah rose up and said, “Yes Master.”
“Undress me Samihah and then make my member ready for her,” the Sheik said, now standing behind Samihah.
Thrilled by his command she turned and rose, instantly helping him removes his flowing robes. Once he was undressed she knelt before him and took his flaccid penis into her inviting mouth, sucking it to life. It started to twitch and swell in her mouth, growing thick and hard from her gentle oral caresses. Just before it was fully erect Samihah heard clicking sounds behind her, but disregarded it as she fervently devoured the Sheik’s swelling manhood.
When it was solid and ready to take a fresh virgin, the Sheik said, “Rise up my slave, a virgin awaits her first ravishment.”
Samihah stood up and turned around at a gesture from the Sheik to see the girl’s position had been adjusted. The bench had been raised so it was high enough for the Sheik to stand when he took the girl. And she had been pulled over the edge with her bound feet pulled down and backward under the bench with additional ropes. The girl’s sex gaped open with the inflamed pink tissue glistening from Samihah’s saliva and its own secretions. Samihah moved off to the side as she held onto her Master’s engorged rod, guiding it toward the unused pussy awaiting it. 
Just before he reached the entrance of the girl’s sex, the Sheik said, “Straddle her face with your sex and face between her legs to guide my penis into her vagina,” he said. While Samihah obeyed he said something in Arabic to the girl. She made a short reply just before being covered by Samihah’s sex.
Once in position Samihah hovered above the girl’s sex, using one arm to hold herself up and the other to hold her Master’s member as he moved into the tiny opening. He nudged the head forward and the girl grunted into Samihah’s sex. But Samihah also felt her tongue push the veil into her sex, as the girl made an effort to suckle the crouching slave’s sex. Samihah was totally fixated on her Master’s cock entering the unused girl, even as her own arousal started to escalate yet again.
Suddenly the Sheik pulled back and slid his cock above her shaved pudendum. Samihah lowered her lips and sucked on it again, making sure it was well lubricated before he stepped back again. Then she steered it toward the virgin pussy again, seeing him slip it a little deeper into the girl’s sex. She grunted harder this time, and the Sheik rocked back a little. Then he slammed forward, making the girl scream as his cock dispatched her hymen and plowed into her slick sex. The scream made Samihah climax and she ground her hips hard against the girl’s face, while the Sheik started to slowly loosen her opened sex. In under a minute he was pounding the poor girl and she shrieked into Samihah’s sex, intensifying her orgasm. 
Samihah tried to remain focused on her Master’s cock as it plunged in and out of the girl’s newly breached opening. She rubbed the girl’s clit, trying to stoke the stunned girl’s passions and make her first time more pleasant. But the Sheik grabbed a fistful of her hair and lifted her up to face him, pulling her away from the girl’s sex. She stared up into his eyes, completely enthralled by his mastery over both of them. And when he pulled her lips to his and kissed her deeply, she felt like butter melting on a hot frying pan. This was the kindest and gentlest action she had experienced since she had become enslaved, and her devotion to this new Master was now absolute.
Nashita entered the room, having successfully delivered Samihah’s progeny to their new trainers, and she knelt just inside the door. She watched her long time Master using Samihah and the virgin she had bound here earlier. She felt pangs of both jealousy and loss as she witnessed the perverse threesome. She also felt a bolt of fear, now worried that her Master had found her wanting and what that might mean for her future. She was not his first slave Mistress and she hoped she would not face the same fate as her predecessor. But she also knew that if she did not train Samihah to his standards then she would suffer for it. All in all she was faced with a no win situation, but as a well-trained slave she understood that this was her lot in life.
When the Sheik eventually released Samihah from the kiss, leaving the slave in a fog of desire and devotion, he looked at Samihah. “Crawl to me slave and lick my balls,” an order that only enhanced Nashita’s fears. She dutifully obeyed, abasing herself beneath his lunging buttocks while he filled the nameless girl’s sex with his spend. 
When he was satiated, he made Nashita suck his blood covered cock clean, before ordering both Samihah and Nashita to release the girl and take her for proper training. After dressing their Master the slaves did as he ordered, the next phase of Samihah’s training now underway.



Chapter 8: Punishments
 
 

Jada stared at Jadwa; once again both sisters were cruelly bound and forced to stare at each other. Nashita had two burly guards collect the girls from their bondage, the burning plugs in their rumps the only accoutrements left intact, maintaining the misery of the two girls. They literally waddled down to the lower level of the palace, the girth of the plugs and the intensity of the gel too powerful not to affect their normal gait. To make it even worse, thick chains were attached to the ends of the plugs and then threaded between their legs to be used as leashes. They were warned that letting the plugs out of their bum holes was not an option, so they moved quickly at the slightest tug from the men leading them to their next torment.
They were taken down several flights of marble stairways, entering the bowels of the palace where torture was delivered in a dark, dank space that served to increase a slave’s hopelessness. But Jada and Jadwa were accustomed to such brutal treatment and the preparation by their Mistress had them deep into the submissive mindset already. When they reached the level of the building where they would be retrained for their new roles, the floors were hard packed earth and the walls were made of stone. It was illuminated by torches set into wall sconces, adding an eerie feel to the architecture in this area. It was a far cry from the light and airy nature of the palace proper; this was a true dungeon.
They were taken to a room that had a large wooden door that creaked heavily when it was opened. Inside the room were bare stone walls with two wide wooden posts set eight feet apart, illuminated by a single torch mounted to the wall directly across from the door. There were no windows and the room smelled of dust and smoke, even though most of the torch’s emissions rose up through a dark hole in the ceiling just above it. 
They were each led to a post and positioned facing each other after their leashes were removed and their wrists disconnected. Each guard then went to work on the still dazed girls, the burning gel inside their bums just starting to diminish after the painful walk down here. Their wrists were connected in front of them and then drawn straight up to hooks high above their heads on the posts. Once they were attached to the posts, forced up onto their bare toes on the cold earthen floor, the guards went to a trunk sitting by the door. They returned to their charges holding coils of rope and several other items.
What scared the girls were the hammers the guards now held. They cringed when they positioned small blocks of wood between their legs and proceeded to nail them into the posts. They were just large enough to insure that the massive plugs buried in their arses remained in place, but not long enough to extend beyond their exposed pussies. They still had to perch on their toes against the post, unless they wanted the mounted wooden blocks to drive the plugs deeper into their rectums. 
The guards then took the ropes and started to bind them to the posts, beginning just under their armpits. Coils of rope sunk into their supple flesh, as they were mated to the hard wood, first above their hefty tits and then again below them. Once their upper bodies were secured tightly in place, the guards knelt down and grabbed their ankles, hauling them up and crossing them before binding them together with more rope. The bindings around their chest thankfully carried enough of their weight so that the plugs were not pushed too deeply into their tortured rump holes. After their ankles were bound together they were lashed to the post and another nail was hammered into the back of the post right through the knots to prevent them from sliding down it.
Then the guards started to loop ropes above and below their knees, and then those ropes were pulled behind the post and secured to each other, causing their legs along with their crossed ankles to remain spread wide apart.  The position was difficult to bear, but not the worst either of them endured since their enslavement. The design of the position had another effect on them, with both girls getting aroused by the fact that their pussies seemed so open and inviting the way they were bound.
Finally the guards came face to face with the slaves, holding large leather gags in front of their faces. They obediently opened their mouths as the leather balls situated within the wide leather gags were fitted between their teeth. The straps on the sides of the gags were long enough that they were secured to each other behind the post, locking their heads against the posts. They faced each other, seeing their bound bodies in full display, a rush of submissive desire coursing through their harshly fixed bodies.
What happened next would have traumatized normal women, as the guards released their rigid members and prodded them against the slaves’ wet slits. But Jada and Jadwa, the consummate cock whores that they were, cooed with delight when the hard members slipped deep into their bodies. Soon they were fucking them with vigor, pounding them into the posts with their rampant cocks, and the girls squealed in carnal delight. The men talked to each other in Arabic as they fucked the slaves, the words lost on the new slaves, but the tone was clearly one of satisfaction.
Their marvelous cocks plundered the clutching pussies for a long time, driving both slaves toward the sexual release they craved after their grueling punishment. When they finally came inside their captives, the girls erupted in orgasms too, the feeling of pulsing cocks deep inside them triggering their own sexual release. The men pressed close against them while their phalli filled the girls with their spunk and their ravenous pussies milked every last drop from them. 
As quickly as it started, it ended. Both guards pulled their softening rods from the dripping slits of the slaves, put them back in their pants and left the girls alone. They stared at each other, a look of pure pleasure painted across each of their faces, as they hung in seclusion in the semi-dark chamber. Then, just as they started to doze off from exhaustion, the door opened and two other guards entered the room. 
They proceeded to mount the girls like the first two, fucking the helpless slaves to yet another powerful climax. This time they started to climax long before the guards, their clutching sexes helping to goad the guards into filling their quims a second time. And again, when they had sated their lusts, the guards withdrew and left the girls hanging alone. Semen oozed from their doubly filled channels and dripped onto their crossed ankles and down their feet. The sexually dazed girls barely noticed how sticky and wet their feet were becoming, still enthralled by the sexual power now infusing them.
The second set of guards was followed by a third, then a fourth; continuing until two-dozen guards had each had a taste of the slaves now swollen sex holes. By the time the last set of guards had used them, their cunts were as sore and tender as their stretched assholes, but the girls were in slave heaven. They were so consumed by the onslaught of cocks and climaxes, that they felt like they were floating rather than hanging. After the last pair had left them, they were left alone for several hours, time enough to get some rest despite their precarious bondage.
 

***

 
Samihah, once the Sheik had finished defiling the bound slave beneath them, was ordered to release her with Nashita’s help. The Sheik left them alone, having another slave waiting to bathe and dress him. The poor girl was nearly catatonic as they released her, but Nashita eased her mind by whispering something to her in the language Samihah had yet to learn. They helped her to stand and then Nashita removed her veil, soaking wet from Samihah’s sexual excretions. 
Samihah looked at the girl’s elfin features, she seemed so young, just like her girls. The look of shock and awe etched into her previously naïve face was priceless. When she looked at Samihah a small smile formed across her face and she whispered something the blonde slave did not understand.
Nashita then said, “She thanks you for your kindness.”
Samihah smiled at the little waif of a girl and caressed her cheek with her hand, sending the non-verbal message that she accepted her thanks. The two slaves then helped the despoiled girl to her feet and led her to the slave quarters. Nashita explained to Samihah, as they guided the girl along, that she would give this girl an experienced slave mentor to ease her into her new role. Since she was so young and inexperienced, yet clearly obedient, she would gently transformed into a slave for the Sheik. Defiant girls would take a harsher path, but this one had done nothing to show she needed that treatment. Once in the massive slave quarters Nashita called two slaves over and they passed off the young girl to them, who then led her toward the baths.
Nashita took Samihah to a room off the main quarters that looked like an office of sorts. There was a low table covered with papers and she knelt behind it, gesturing for her new partner to kneel beside her. Once she was kneeling beside Nashita, Samihah was introduced to the mechanisms that drove the Sheik’s harem.  For over an hour Nashita explained her daily duties, and poor Samihah was overwhelmed by what this woman did on a daily basis. Keeping 100 slaves occupied and busy, as well as scheduling clients, punishments, and the Sheik’s own needs seemed to be a monumental task. 
Just when Samihah thought her head would explode from the avalanche of information Nashita buried her with, the senior slave said, “You have much to learn, as you can see. But now we must see to several punishments, you will learn the most by doing our job.” She then gestured to the mass of papers and said, “This will become easier to understand once you start doing it.”
Samihah followed her new mentor from the office and through the slave quarters. Just outside the slave quarters, near the back of the palace compound was a building that was their first stop. It was the milking house, a place Nashita mentioned in her recent lesson and a place Samihah remembered hearing about during their first night here. She knew they were going to visit Alia and Afraa, the poor slaves who had been punished when she first arrived here. According to Nashita they were not behaving acceptably in their new roles as milking cows, and they were going to oversee the punishment this earned them.
When they first entered the building Samihah saw it had a long hall down the center with wooden stalls on either side. As they passed the first few she saw naked slaves occupied them, chained to the back walls with metal collars. They were curled up sleeping on the straw covered floors. Then they reached the middle of the building and she heard humming noises all around them. Nashita stopped here, opening a wooden gate to reveal the occupant.
“This is a standard milking slave, making her daily donation,” said Nashita.
Samihah looked inside to see the slave, a brunette who looked either European or American, kneeling there with her head and wrists locked inside a low set of stocks. Her head was bowed down, her long hair obscuring her face as it cascaded in front of her head. But it was her breasts that caught Samihah’s attention. They were swollen and hanging beneath her chest, two glass cups suctioned onto her large nipples. They were being pumped alternately, each nipple squirting a milky looking fluid into the cup from the suction. The milk trickled into tubes and finally into a glass jar on the floor, nearly half full already.
Then Nashita led her into the pen where Samihah had a clear view of the back of the slave. Behind her was a machine, driving a large dildo in and out of her sex. Just above it she could see the base of a black plug wedged into her arse hole, making sure the slave was fully stuffed in her lower holes. The juices coating the dildo as it slid in and out of her clutching pussy showed the slave was well lubricated by this treatment.
“The slaves in this facility are fed a special concoction that makes them lactate and keeps them aroused at the same time. The machine that fucks this slave helps to coax her milk from her teats, and gives her some form of pleasure. Not enough to climax, but enough to keep her focused on her true purpose. Now please follow me as we check in on our disobedient slaves,” Nashita said, leading Samihah from the pen as she spoke. She closed the gate and they walked past a dozen other slaves being milked until the reached the back of the building.
Just past the stall was an open area and Samihah saw that Afraa and Alia were already there, apparently waiting for them. They were of course cruelly bound, but their faces were obscured by full black leather hoods, so Samihah could not see the pain they had to be experiencing. But the extent of their bondage and their sweating, trembling bodies communicated the message of agony they had to be feeling.
The slaves were standing with wide spread legs, but they were bent cruelly at the waist over a narrow metal rod standing three feet above the ground. Ropes around their waists and upper thighs kept them secured to the rail. Their arms were pulled behind their backs and were lifted straight up, thin cords wrapped around the bases of their thumbs to hold them in place. Their other fingers strained at the air, trying to find a way to relieve the strain on the stretched thumbs. The feet closest to each other on the floor were crossed, one in front of the other, with a solid steel ring around both, keeping them fixed there. Their outer legs were cuffed and chained to the uprights supporting the horizontal bar, pulled so wide apart they both had to strain their toes to stay on the floor. And to make it even worse they were perched upon studded boards that dug into the balls of their feet.
Their dangling tits, far larger now than Samihah remembered, were cupped and ready to be milked, but the pump on the floor between them was eerily silent. To further the distress in their bodies, steel rings encircled the bases of their breasts, making them swell unnaturally and look painful with the purplish hue that covered the stretched flesh. Their hooded heads currently hung down, a position that indicated utter defeat. Nashita walked over toward the girl on the left and raked her nails over the swollen tit flesh, making the tortured slave’s head snap up, a muffled wail sneaking past the smothering leather.
“Alia is ready for her punishment,” she said. Then she stepped toward Afraa and did the same thing, garnering the same reaction. “It seems both are ready to be punished. Come back here Samihah,” she said, as she led her student behind the bound slaves.
Stepping behind Afraa and Alia revealing that their sexes were spread open, as well as their assholes. A table was set up behind them holding two canes, two enormous butt plugs, and two even larger dildos mounted to metal rods. Seeing what was displayed told Samihah everything she needed to know about her new role and she felt a twinge of lust surge through her sex. Even though she was innately submissive, aiding in the torment of other slaves had become part and parcel in her life, arousing her passions almost as much as submitting to pain herself. 
“Shall we begin?” asked Nashita, as she picked up a large butt plug.
“Yes Mistress,” replied Samihah, while picking up the other plug.
“You shall call me sister from now on, it is what our Master has ordered,” Nashita said, her tone tinged with a hint of sadness.
“Yes sister,” replied Samihah, feeling her mentor’s perceived loss. 
They turned to face the bound slaves presented hindquarters and together started to screw the large plugs through the slaves’ defenseless sphincters. Alia and Afraa shuddered and strained wildly, unable to stop the bulbous intruders from stretching their tiny assholes wide open before the plugs plopped into their rectums. The pitifully muffled screams from inside the helmets not deterring either Mistress from accomplishing her task.
Once the plugs were snugly nestled in the slaves’ pained bums, they each took one of the dildos and knelt behind the girls. Samihah first watched Nashita impale her slave and then wedge the end of the rod into a notch in the floor to secure it in place before doing the same to her slave’s pussy. Then they both stood up and picked up the canes, ready to inflict the final part of the punishment.
“We will begin on their backs up near their shoulders, and then move slowly down their backs, across the buttocks, and finish with the backs of the legs. Follow my lead sister,” said Nashita, as she raised her cane high.
“Yes sister,” replied Samihah, mimicking Nashita’s pose.
After Nashita stepped on a pedal to start the milking machine, they went to work. They started by crisscrossing slashes over the slaves’ backs, painting livid red lines of pain over the slaves’ flesh. The trapped slaves screamed and thrashed with the milk pumping from their nipples splashing inside the glass cups suctioned to them. Once their backs were crosshatched with dozens of red welts, they began a blistering assault on their buttocks. Nashita swung her cane with brute force, with Samihah matching her stroke for stroke. They slowly worked their way down to their legs, leaving a pattern of painful marks in the wake of their cane blows.
Poor Afraa and Alia endured the brutal assault while screaming into their stifling helmets, both of them unsure what they did to earn a second vicious punishment in less than a week. In fact they had done nothing wrong this time, and were again subjected to this kind of torture simply to edify Samihah again. Samihah blindly obeyed her new sister’s lead while she delivered Alia into a haze of sheer agony, her body aching and burning from top to bottom. She and her slave sister Afraa were simply in the wrong place at the wrong time, suffering far more than they normally would have if Samihah had not joined the harem.
By the time they were done Afraa and Alia were covered in painful welts. And each had delivered half a quart of slave milk. But as Nashita and Samihah put down their canes and started to leave six guards entered for the bound slaves final humiliation. The pain wracked slaves were subjected to a strong dose of guard cock, ravaging them until both their lower holes burned and ached nearly as much as their beaten flesh. 
As they returned to the more mundane functions of harem Mistresses Nashita knew that her new partner would take to this role well, having passed two important tests already. And though she hoped she was wrong and just had a new partner in her daily tasks, Nashita carried the weight that once the Sheik deemed Samihah ready she might be discarded. But the only course she could take was to perform her duties to the best of her ability with the hope that her Master would recognize her absolute devotion. 



Chapter 9: Jada and Jadwa’s First Clients
 
 

Though their paths were divergent Samihah and her daughters were quickly indoctrinated into their new lives. After their punishment and orgy, Jada and Jadwa were given two slave mentors, experienced Oriental slaves who trained the newly dedicated slaves to life in the harem. For the next couple of days they taught them all the mannerisms and behavior required of the Sheik’s slaves, and thanks to their harsh indoctrination they were especially avid students. Just as Samihah found a new level of submission under the Sheik’s dominance, so did her daughters starting with their own mother’s hand. But the result was the same; all three slaves saw their submission blossom like exotically sensual flowers in this exotic world of slavery.
After two days down in the dungeon Jada and Jadwa returned to the harem proper and were clothed in harem pants and high-heeled sandals. This made them feel like they were now performing as expected and their enthusiasm escalated because of it. The thoroughly subjugated girls now took the simplest rewards as grand gestures. Their mentors continued their education, making sure they understood how to behave under every circumstance. For the first two days after joining the harem population they did not see Samihah, but on the third day they were led to one of the client rooms where they saw their mother and Nashita were waiting for them.
They knelt before them and then Samihah said, “Reports are that you have been ideal students since your punishment. Tonight that will be tested, as you two will entertain your first clients for our Master.” 
A thrill of delight mixed with anxiety filled both Jada and Jadwa hearing their Mistress’s proclamation. Then she handed them a folder and ordered them to study the contents carefully. Jada opened it and both she and Jadwa read the neatly typed page explaining who their clients would be that night. The pictures of the two brothers that had booked their services brought back memories from the night they were caged together. It was the handsome pair that allowed them their first orgasms that night, and that knowledge immediately provoked their bellies to kick and their pussies to lubricate. They were not told their names and were instructed to merely call them Master when allowed to speak.
But simply reading the scenario the brothers requested for them enhanced their desire and spurred their enthusiasm for what was planned. They would wait in this room for them and when they arrived they would serve them a meal, feeding the brothers by hand, and then giving them full body massages followed by orally servicing their cocks. Once that was complete they would be graded and then punished for any failings the brothers perceived. What that would entail was not spelled out, but the entire setting only fueled their submissive desires.
Nashita warned them after they read the folder, “You will perform to your best abilities, they will find your faults on their own, do not make mistakes to add to the punishment. You will be watched and if our Master deems you unacceptable, further rigorous training will be ordered for you two.”
“Yes Mistress, thank you Mistress, “ they replied in harmony, while keeping their eyes downcast.
“The food will be brought to you once your guests arrive. You will remain as you are until they get here. You may talk to each other about your assignment, since we expect you to work as a team,” said Samihah and then she and Nashita departed.
The sisters would wait on their knees for over an hour, but the lush carpeting in the room made it an easy task compared to others they had faced. The room was Middle Eastern in design, with tapestries and draperies surrounding it. There was a low table with cushions around it and a large mattress off to one side of the room, also covered by cushions. There was a pair of matching pillories standing off to the side, a good indicator of where they would be eventually punished.
“How are you handling this sister?” Jadwa asked Jada, her desire to watch over her younger sibling prompting her off-subject question.
“Don’t worry about me big sister, this was scary at first, but now I feel like a slave deep down. I can’t imagine life any other way anymore, serving in a Sheik’s harem is so cool!” replied Jada.
“I know, right? This is just so insane, but my pussy constantly throbs with desire and I need to be used like a slut. Steve and Art were right, we are whores at heart I guess.”
“What about mom? Er, I mean Mistress, who would have thought she was so sexy and strong…is it wrong to think of her that way?” Jada asked.
“Not here, every forbidden thing from our old lives is fair game in this world, and when she torments us…it is like so weird, and yet wonderful. But we have two hot brothers coming for us soon and that is what we need to discuss…”
They got down to business at that point, agreeing on how to act and respond to what was coming. They knew the brothers would run the show, but they made sure they were on the same page so that their responses to their clients would be in harmony. By the time the guests arrived the pair of slaves were thoroughly embroiled in submissive longing, ready to serve them as expected.
The men entered the room and sat on cushions sat opposite sides of the table. One gestured to Jadwa to join him and the other called to Jada, prompting both slaves to crawl to their Masters of the evening. They knelt beside the men and waited for an order, only waiting a moment before two slaves brought in plates of food. Small pieces of meat and potatoes filled the plates, each piece small enough for the girls to hand feed to their Masters.
 “You may feed us now slaves,” said Jada’s Master.
The girls gingerly took small morsels of meat and moved them towards their Master’s mouths. The men sucked them in and then sucked the slaves’ fingers, sending jolts of arousal into the heated slaves’ souls. They slowly fed them the meal, the aroma of the food strongly affecting them, though their true hunger dominated their thoughts, both of them eager to taste the men’s’ meat. 
When they were done eating the men stood up and ordered the girls to undress them and they gleefully complied, the heat in their loins building with each passing moment. Then they walked their pets over to the large bed and laid face down on them, ordering the slaves to begin their massage. The girls straddled their backs and slowly began to massage their muscular shoulders using oils that were sitting on a small table beside the bed. They moved continually down the men’s bodies, rubbing the warm oil into their smooth flesh. When they had reached their feet and massaged them thoroughly, the men rolled over and revealed their stiff members to the girls. 
As if in chorus the brothers said, “Suck them slaves.”
Jada and Jadwa slithered up the men’s legs rubbing their breasts up them until their mouths reached the engorged cocks. Then they took them into their mouths moaning with desire as they did. They suckled them gently at first, but with increasing vigor. The brothers grabbed them by their hair and pulled the slaves deeper onto their cocks until their faces were buried in their pubic bushes. 
One of the brothers then said, “You will suck until we come and continue until our cocks are hard and ready for your cunts.”
The sisters obeyed; slowly milking their stiff members until their mouths filled with salty spend, and they continued until their cocks were as hard as when they had started. By then their pussies were so wet that their inner thighs were coated with their own juices, eager and ready to feel the powerful tools inside them. But there was a price to pay first and their guests soon dragged the horny slaves over to the pillories for the next part of the evening they had planned.
They easily steered them to the pillories and fixed the girls’ necks and wrists into them in short order. With them bent at the waist they moved behind the girls and secured their ankles into another set of stocks, forcing them three feet apart. Thick leather knee braces were the next attachment they used, making it impossible to bend their legs at all. Jada and Jadwa were heating up as each piece of equipment took slow control of their bodies, just the way they were designed to react.
Then they bracketed Jada and Jadwa, facing each other between the pillories, with each man standing on a side facing in at them. They started with Jada’s side, adjusting the height of stocks holding her neck and wrists, lowering it nearly a foot. With her knees locked she was forced to arch her back severely, leaving her buttocks standing high behind her. Jadwa was next and soon the sisters were at the same height facing each other again. A large double-headed dildo was inserted into their open mouths, physically linking them together. 
The men knelt down next, grabbing and kneading their dangling breasts, stocking their passions even higher as their nipples hardened from the callous treatment. Once their tit buds were engorged they were stretched toward each other and clamped to each other’s with thin chains, connecting Jada and Jadwa together at two more points. And just before they got up, the brothers slipped a tray under each girl’s pair of clamped breast meat, covered with jars of burning candles, less than a foot below them. The heat from the candles immediately started their breasts to perspire, as they were slowly being heated. 
When they stood up, Jada’s Master of the night said, “You two look wonderful, are you comfortable?”
They mumbled, “Yef Mafter.”
Then other one then said, “You two are marvelous slaves, and so new to it, I can imagine what you will be like once you are seasoned a bit. As a reward for a near flawless performance tonight we have decided to give you the full dose of punishment had you been found wanting. With one small difference, you will be granted permission to climax at some point.”
When the one brother stopped, the other said, “Now for what comes next. First we will tan those pretty little arses of yours with several implements. Then we will fuck your cunts and bungholes, making sure to slam into your nice heated rumps while we do. But before we start that we have a little game for you two to play while we do our business. Now look to your left slaves.”
This prompted the slaves to look at each of their Masters for the night. Their eyes went wide when they saw the large metal hooks with leather cords attached to their ends. The hooked part was thick stainless steel and the curved end had a bulbous metal ball fixed to it, two inches in diameter, twice the width of the hook itself. The men showed them to the slaves so they would know what would come next and the sisters quivered with the knowledge of what was about to happen.
They smiled at the slaves before moving behind them and roughly inserting the hooks straight through their anal stars, eliciting small squeals at the abruptness of it. Once the hooks were in place they felt hands in their hair, pulling it back and twisting it into the leather cords attached to the hook. They wrapped and twisted the leather and hair until pulling it from its roots would be the only way to free their heads from the hooks. Now their heads were pulled backward against the pillory and they stared into each other’s pained eyes with both of them slipping into slave space from the mounting abuse. 
Then they heard a voice boom, “You will suck that fake cock into your throats until your noses touch, and then you will pull back until just the heads of the dildo are in your mouths. You will continue to do this until told to stop, and if you get out of sync, the punishment will get worse. Are these instructions clear slaves?”
Still staring at each other they nodded and mumbled, “Yef Mafter,” through their dildo filled mouths. They never lost eye contact as their mouths slithered over the twin headed dildo, each of them taking half of the eighteen inches into their throats. When their noses touched they slowly retreated and they started to think this would be fun, even though it had pulled the hooks deeper into the bum holes. It was stressful, but not excruciating. But their intense focus on the task at hand temporarily made them forget what else was to come, at least until it began.
They had just reached the heads of the dildos and started back down them when the first blows fell.
THWACK!
THWACK!
Jada and Jadwa nearly swallowed the dildo in an instant, as they lurched forward from the two quick cracks of the brother’s floggers. The multi-stranded whips were only designed to sting, not scourge the flesh, but the surprise sent the girls pitching forward. Amazingly they did it nearly in unison, at least not enough off pace to prompt a call for a worse punishment.
THWACK! 
THWACK!
THWACK!
THWACK!
Blows fell again and again, the slaves struggling to maintain the unified cock sucking while their buttocks started to blaze with painful heat. After two dozen whip cuts it stopped for a minute with both girls still focused on their task, despite the intense heat flaring up in their rumps and their candle kissed teats. Regardless of these feelings their pussies continued to pulse and leak down their thighs. Jadwa was actually on the brink of a climax, so addicted to pain now that it brought her pleasure all by itself. 
Then came the studded paddles, the loud THUD proclaiming their overture against their punished posteriors. Unprepared again they made their first misstep, lunging down onto the cocks while only halfway back from the last throat dive. Their faces actually banged together at their foreheads, and as they scrambled to regain composure, the paddles impacted them again. It seemed that their mistake instigated the brothers to fire a flurry of blows; clearly intent on not letting them maintain any rhythm in their sucking. But they did their best, even though they failed miserably and had now earned a final painful ending to this extreme evening.
Two dozen rapid whacks of the paddles left their rumps bruised and throbbing, but Jadwa also experienced a terrifyingly intense orgasm, crying out, “Thank you Mafter,” even as she tried to continue sucking her half of the dildo. They had been trained to thank the author of any climax they experienced, no matter the circumstance. This actually made the brothers stop and stare at her.
Her master said, “You just climaxed slave?” even though he could clearly see her pussy clenching and pulsing as the orgasm ravaged her sex. 
“Yef Mafter,” she mumbled, barely able to get the garbled words out around her pseudo-cock.
“Did you come Jada?” asked her Master, a bit perturbed that his slave had not climaxed like her sister, but also understanding how rare a slave that Jadwa actually was.
Feeling humiliated and like a failure, she whimpered, “No Mafter,” still sucking on the dong in her mouth. She was a bit jealous of her sister, having seen her climax from pain alone before, and wondering why she couldn’t do it too. But she also knew that Jadwa was not permitted to come, so she would pay for that perverse part of her sexuality. 
“Why don’t you catch up your cunt brother?” Jadwa’s Master said, as he pointed to the flared handle of his paddle. “While I beat mine a while longer for coming without permission.”
Jada’s Master, taking his cue from his brother, turned his paddle around and rammed the handle into her pussy. Like a jackhammer he pounded it in and out of her swampy sex, making her squeal and groan like any girl who was being roughly fucked. At the same time the sound of Jadwa’s buttocks receiving another dozen blows added to the perversely erotic sounds that filled the room. 
“You may come my hot little slut,” Jada’s Master said, and she squealed in delight as the wooden shaft inside her sent her spiraling into a powerful climax.
Poor Jadwa was struggling not to climax, as the last dozen blows made her sex feel so electric she had to strain to fight another one from taking her. She breathed a sigh of relief when he finally stopped, shortly after Jada had started to climax, an occurrence that made it even harder to fend off the one Jadwa felt was demanding release. Then they were ordered to release the cocks from their mouths in order to thank their Masters properly.
As the slimy rubber phallus fell to the floor, they chimed, “Thank you for allowing us to climax Master!” in unison, their voices sounding ecstatic. “We are honored to suffer for your pleasure!” It was a line they had planned to use and the situation clearly made it relevant.
“Would you like to get fucked cunts?”
“If it pleases you…YES MASTER!” they cried out, the lust apparent in the emotional reply. 
Stepping behind them the men guided their rock hard cocks at the girls’ winking pussies, nudging the heads into the slick openings. Then they lunged, spearing deep into the bound slaves aching holes. Cries of passionate delight echoed around the room as Jada and Jadwa felt the ultimate reward a slave pursues, the heated flesh of a Master deep inside her body. They ground their hips into them, rubbing their cocks around inside them before they started to fuck them. And fuck them they did, hard and fast, with no gentleness in any form. 
To make it even more intense, they used the leather cords holding the hooks in the rumps like reins, pulling and tugging their hair and the hooks hard. They wailed from the pain and pleasure that consumed them and soon started to cry, ‘Please Master!’ over and over. This was the only acceptable plea from a slave to indicate her inability to resist an impending orgasm. The men merely smiled, hoping they would fail again and make this night even more interesting.
“Not yet cunts! When you feel our cocks deep in your bowels,” with both brothers tugging the hooks deeper up their arses, “Only then may you come…no more pleading now but screaming is acceptable.” Said Jada’s Master, while he and his brother slammed their bodies into the slaves’ battered buttocks. 
The command turned them into a pair of wordless animals, grunting and squealing as their bodies were ruthlessly used and the climax that could ease the pain was denied them. The earlier release that they had poured into the slaves’ bellies had fortified them with extended stamina this time out and they both rutted like wild beasts into the captured flesh they had purchased. Sweet perspiration was dripping from their heaving tits, sending little droplets into the wax jars to sizzle in the hot liquid. The scent from their evaporating sweat mingled with the fragrant candles to produce a sickly sweet aroma permeating the swooning slaves’ nostrils. 
It went on for ages it seemed, hard pounding cocks making their pussies ache to come and their bodies quiver from pent up lust, as they fought to fend off the climax. They struggled and strained, their taut bodies now covered by perspiration, their passions built to an intensity few would dare to pursue…and still they wrestled to hold off the inevitable. Having failed once already their resolve was solid, even under the duress that assailed every fiber of their being. Just after they both looked at each other with the same desperate expression did it suddenly stop, the ravaging penises suddenly withdrawn from inside them. They stared wide-eyed at each other, a moment of sudden peace, and then the plugs were viciously pulled from their bums with the cords pulled back, slamming the backs of their heads into the pillories. 
As stars exploded in front of their eyes the men lunged deep into their distended bum holes, burying their pussy slicked cocks down to their balls. It was like a switch had been flicked when their addled minds registered the permission they were just given. Their bodies went momentarily taut, and then started quaking and shaking as an apocalyptic orgasm consumed them both.  The men watched with awe for a few moments, feeling the slaves’ bodies consumed by sexual fires, but they could not remain still for long. With a nod and a smile to each other, they simultaneously began to fuck their arses, harder even than they had used their pussies. 
Jada and Jadwa climaxed like never before, their heads spinning as their bodies convulsed in a shared sexual rapture. They could still see each other’s face and the ecstatic looks they displayed to each other told them they were both feeling this amazing moment together. It was the birth of what would make them such a highly prized commodity. The Sheik would soon declare them inseparable, available only as a set to clients willing to pay the highest premium for their use.
But this night they just reveled in the indescribable passion they experienced at the hands of such sensual sadists. After another long and satisfying round of cock thrusting the brothers finally filled their bowels with another huge load of their spunk. As they filled their bellies from the opposite direction as the first time, they ground their bodies hard against their battered backsides, making sure that for every once of pleasure they felt they had a fair measure of pain to match it. 
Both sisters were barely cognizant of what was happening, their strained bodies surrendering to the potent passion surging through them, their empty pussies pulsing madly as if milking cocks that were not inside them. But even as the orgasms consumed them, the brothers started the next phase of their plan. First they pulled their cocks free from the girls bum holes and then they stuffed them with large funnels, keeping those holes open for their final punishment.
The men gathered the trays with candles then, moving them from under their scorched tits and placing them on the floor behind the slaves up thrust rumps. Each took a large candle jar, nearly filled with liquefied wax, and began to pour them into the funnels. The pleasure the slaves were feeling suddenly met a new and exquisite pain they had yet to experience, hot wax pouring into their bodies. Their moans of pleasure transformed into wails of agony, as they felt the awful burn inside their bowels.
The men slowly withdrew the ends of the funnels, while continuing to pour the hot wax into the slaves’ holes. Their wails of anguish filled the room as the wax filled them up, slowly cooling and solidifying as it did. Once the funnels were removed, their tiny assholes were filled with hardening wax plugs. But the brothers were not done; taking other jars and filling their ass cracks with the heated liquid, to seal the plugs inside them. The wax however did not stop there, gliding down to cover their already heated pussies. Soon their sex lips were also sealed closed by the creeping liquid as it burned into their flesh. 
With two jars emptied, they each took two more and moved up to the girls’ shoulders. Aiming both jars at once they started to pour the molten wax onto the outside of their shoulders, letting it snake down over their sweat stained teats. They screamed and wailed, still trying to cope with the ebbing pain in their bums and pussies, while the wax painted the pain over their dangling orbs. By the time the jars were empty, Jada and Jadwa were sobbing freely, the pain having overshadowed the intense pleasure they had felt earlier. Once those jars were drained and their shoulders and sides of their tits were coated with hardening wax, more jars were used to cover their backs. They twisted and strained futilely, as a second skin of colorful wax soon covered most of their bodies. 
Finally the brothers pivoted the pillories to the side and made the defeated slaves clean their now flaccid organs, still coated by drying semen and pussy juice. Once this final debasement met with the brothers’ approval, they dressed and left the girls alone. The sisters did not speak to each other, both embroiled in the sensations of their cruel bondage and the hardened coating of wax enveloping a large portion of their flesh.
 
The Sheik patted Samihah on the head with her kneeling between his legs, as he sat and watched the scene play out on a large TV monitor. When the brothers left her girls alone, he said, “Your whelps have done well my pet.”
“Yes Master, thank you Master,” Samihah replied. Having watched the whole spectacle unfold from her place between her Master’s legs had left Samihah hot and bothered, her own submissive needs flaring white hot as she watched her girls suffer and swoon from the sadistic assault on their bodies. 
The Sheik dropped a folder on the floor in front of her and said, “You have one week to prepare them for our next client…and this one wants all three of you. That file will provide you with his expectations and I expect another flawless performance. But before you read it you will first pleasure me, with your mouth first.”
Samihah spun around on her knees and quickly found his hard cock inside his robes. She took it in her mouth, sucking it with a fury born from her own arousal. She did not have to suck for long, as the Sheik wanted to bury his cock in her lower holes too. He soon dragged her by the hair to his bed, where he ravaged his devoted slave until she too cried out in subjugated ecstasy.  



Chapter 10: Samihah’s Submission
 
 

The week leading up until the next client’s booking passed quickly. It took a few days for Jada and Jadwa to recover from the brothers’ inventive ordeal, and once recovered, they were quickly prepared for their next adventure. Samihah had tended to their wounded bodies herself, marveling at how quickly they improved. It was during this time that a treatment that had started before Master Ichiro had adorned them began to take hold. 
Jada and Jadwa noticed the change first, as they convalesced from the ordeal they just endured; something about their breasts seemed to be different. They felt heavier and started to look larger than normal. Samihah noticed too, and being a harem Mistress was privy to what was being done to them. She knew the girls were being fed special hormones that told their bodies that they had recently given birth, even though that was not the case. But the effect of the hormones was causing them to lactate, their breasts now swelling with mother’s milk.
Each day, after she tended to their bruised buttocks, Samihah would knead their teats and coax their nipples. Three days into their recovery she managed to entice small drops of milky liquid from their swelling mounds of female flesh. It was an exciting and anxiety-ridden moment for her; her babies could now feed babies with their breasts. The Sheik’s designs had modified their bodies, enhancing their breast sizes and making it possible for them to produce milk for the Sheik’s use. 
Samihah had seen the way the milk was used, each bottle individually drained from a slave’s bosom marked with the slave’s name to be used in various ways. The Sheik liked to use it to cream his coffee, cooked into his foods, and as gifts to special friends who enjoyed the taste of slave milk. She thought it an odd fetish to be sure, but in her new world it seemed minor compared to many of the things that went on here.
When she caused Jadwa’s breast to release the first dribbles of her breast milk, she saw the expression of concern in the young girl’s eyes. She guessed that she felt the import of what she was witnessing as drops of milk oozed from her swollen nipples and heavy breasts. What else could she think? The volume of sexual trysts that permeated their lives and the fact they did not now contraceptives were fed to them in the meager diets, the girl was worried that she was likely pregnant.
It was then that Samihah chose to reveal the truth to both of them, saying, “Do not worry child, you are not pregnant. Our Master has fooled your bodies with drugs to produce milk as if you have carried a child in your bellies. Instead you will just experience the milk laden breasts that are the product of pregnancy, without the burden of carrying a child within you.” 
But by doing this to ease their fears, which it did, it made her feel guilt and fear for doing it without her Master’s permission. When she reported to him shortly afterward, she abased herself at his feet and confessed her guilty conscience. She went on to beg him to punish her for it, another violation she knew, as her desires were irrelevant being simply a slave. But the Sheik saw her deep submissive needs were crying for release and understood her actions. 
Looking down at her proffered body, he said, “Stand, face me and strip, then turn and cross your wrists behind your back. I will fulfill your wish and punish you myself.”
Feeling a race of fear and delight Samihah seductively lifted herself to her feet, gyrating her body as she rose to face her Master. All she wore were her harem pants and heeled slippers, the standard accoutrement of all slaves in the palace. First she lifted her left leg and pointed her toes down to the floor, allowing her slipper to slide off her foot. She then did the same with her right leg before pivoting around to slide her pants down to her ankles and step out of them. Once her thumbs had pushed the hem of her pants past her buttocks she crossed them behind her back as ordered, even while the pants slipped down her long legs. She took a step backward and out of her pooled pants to stand in front of her Master, parting her legs widely before she halted and waited for his next command.
When he roughly grabbed her wrists and began to bind them with thin leather strips, Samihah gasped as she felt her pussy throb with a desire for the pain she knew would soon come. Since assuming her new duties she had overseen and witnessed much punishment, but had suffered little. She suddenly realized that she invited this deliberately, not once, but twice! She had told herself she did it to quell her children’s’ fears, but now she was shocked to realize it was for her own submissive needs. She shuddered with the knowledge of what she had become, a true and utter slave.
The Sheik tightly bound her wrists, first turning her hands and forcing her palms together. He did this so he could add a second binding at the tops of her forearms, welding her elbows together behind her and thrusting her chest forward. Once her lower arms were securely mated to each other he stood up and walked around her statuesque form to face her. One of his hands took one of her tits, kneading it while the other groped and her open and wetly available sex. 
As she let out a low moan of satisfaction, he said, “In my younger days I would take you before I punished you, but I have learned that a thoroughly punished slave is a far tastier treat.” Then he lifted his pussy groping hand up and used both of them to knead her generous tits, before he asked, “So the girls tits are milking nicely now?”
“Yesss Massster,” she cooed, her passions flaring white hot inside, ready to suffer for her true Master. Though she was strongly attached to Ryan, her once training Master, the Sheik had totally captivated her mind body and soul now…she was his slave. 
“That should make Herr Schmidt’s session with them that much more interesting,” he said, a look of mischievous glee in his bright eyes. “But for now it is time to punish you my naughty slave Mistress, eyes down and be silent!”
Samihah did exactly what he said, fighting back the urge to proclaim her love for this man, yes love! She thought as she watched him loop ropes around her waist and then hug her as he secured a knot just above the cleft of her buttocks. I love my Master! I love the feel, smell, and taste of him! He is my existence, oh Master I love you more than anything! Her mind whirled with these thoughts, as she silently dedicated herself to him while he prepared her to suffer for him! She only hoped he would provide her the chance to speak her feelings out loud, for all to hear, her desire to express her newfound feelings were so profound now that she knew who, or rather, what she was.
Once the ropes were knotted tightly behind her back, cinched deep into the flesh around her waist, he slid the remaining rope between her legs. He pulled it up, cutting through the crack of her ass and up between her moist sex lips, lifting her onto her toes he pulled it so high. 
“Follow me pet,” he said, as he tugged her along over to a corner of his bedchamber. Several lengths of chain hung from the ceiling there, all of them waiting for their next victim. He stopped her a few feet from the corner and tied off the rope to a metal ring in the wall at her eye level, making sure it was taut enough to keep her on her toes where she stood. And there she remained, though unrestricted; she kept the rope tight against her sex because it was expected. 
He moved behind her and knelt down, binding her ankles together with more thin leather cords, the bindings on her arms already cutting deep into her flesh, as these would soon do too. But once her anklebones were rubbing against each other in the leather’s tight embrace, he drew a length upward, tying it behind her back at her waist rope. Engrossed in the bondage that was taking control of her body, Samihah paid little attention as her Master threaded two long lengths of rope through the last links of a pair of chains hanging just above her head. 
He ran the ropes through each set of chains until it passed halfway through, an equal length on each side, and he tied a few knots in each rope to prevent them from slipping through the chain in one direction. Then he stepped in front of her again, just off to the side of the rope cruelly bisecting her sex. He took one of the ropes and roughly grasped her tit, making her gasp with desire again, her body feeling like a live wire under his callous treatment. He wrapped the rope tightly along the root of her teat, and having meaty breasts, Samihah had ample flesh for his purpose. He wrapped the rope a dozen times, squeezing her tit into a compact sack of bright red flesh. Then, after knotting it at the top of her chest, he threw the end over her shoulder.
Now he walked around her and replicated his action on her other breast, making both her tits look like they would soon explode from the pressure the constricting ropes were causing. He moved behind her and knotted the excess rope behind her neck, pulling her breasts upward before securing them in place. The other ends of the ropes also rose from the tops of her bosom, but were locked to the chains by the knots the Sheik placed in them earlier. 
Having been the casualty of many a difficult bondage session, Samihah began to recognize where this one was going and real fear started to build inside her. No one had ever done what she was imagining this was before and she began to pray for strength. It did not diminish her newborn devotion at all; rather it spurred her intent to suffer this grueling punishment with grace and conviction. No matter how painful she envisioned it would become.  

As she pondered her immediate future the Sheik took the lengths of the rope that were still hanging from the ends of the chains and threaded them through another wall mounted ring, a foot higher on the wall than the one holding Samihah’s tight crotch rope. Then he began to pull and tug them through the ring. At first the ropes holding her tits tightened and the ones rising in front of her face became rigid, but then the pull increased and she felt her toes lose grip with the floor as she rose into the air. She squealed from the pain that burned her chest as her weight was taken by her breasts alone. 

“Does it hurt my pet?” the Sheik asked, as he tied the rope off to the ring.
“YESSS MASSSTER!” she screamed, needing to vent her anguish to her evil Master. He then tightened the slackened crotch rope to its ring, pulling her body forward through her crotch and adding to the stress in her pained orbs. She felt like her tits would be torn from her body, the stress on her soft globes too much to fathom. She was glad she was bound so tightly; afraid that if she moved at all the anguish would intensify. She hung as still as she could, not to display her submission, but simply to survive this ordeal.
Now that she was properly fixed and bathed in the sweet sweat of agony, the Sheik said, “I think ten strokes on your arse should be sufficient. Does that not sound fair slave?”
“Yesss Massster, thank you Massster,” she hissed, her mind numbed by pain and the promise of even more.
He stepped behind her quivering body, amazed at this slave’s composure. Most slaves scream and cry from their first breast suspension, but this one made no pleas for mercy and was ready to accept even more pain. He felt he had chosen her wisely, she was exceeding his expectations and he chose to give her only glancing blows from his small flogger, now eager to set her free and enjoy her gratitude.
She managed to scream, “Thank you Master!” several times as he quickly flogged her rump. Amidst the raging pain in her stretched tits Samihah hardly noticed how lightly he struck her, since each blow still made her move and intensify the pain burning around her constricted chest. When he loosened the rope and allowed her feet to regain the floor she felt a rush of relief, even though the rope splitting her sex became painfully tighter. 
When that was released next she dropped from her toes and onto her feet, and feeling unsteady she teetered and started to fall. She was amazed at how quickly her Master caught her and lifted her into his arms. He carried her to his bed and gently lowered her onto her back, her bound arms trapped behind her. Leaving her tits bound and obscenely stretched, he instead grabbed her ankles and splayed her legs wide to stare at her sopping wet sex.
“Please Master!” she cried out, “May this useless slave please tell you something!”
“Still brazen my pet? Fine, speak your mind slave.” He replied.
“This slave wishes to declare her undying loyalty and love for her Master. She will strive to please you for the rest of her life, or until you tire of it.”
“You love me slave?” he asked, sounding puzzled. Only one slave ever said that to him and she had been his favorite until her recent death.
“Yes Master, this slave loves you will all her soul and wishes you to know it. Please forgive its impertinence.” There she said it, he could hang her by her tortured tits again and she did not care, now that he knew. 
“You are a bold and sassy slave, just like one from my past.” Omar said as he slowly removed his robes, her parted thighs beckoning to him to take her. When he was naked he said, “I accept your love slave and if you continue to perform your duties to my expectations I may eventually return the sentiment.”
Then he knelt between her legs, her rump elevated from resting on her bound arms, and slowly slipped his cock into her aching hole. It was sore from the rope that had tortured her inner sex lips, but every inch of his shaft felt simply delightful to the swooning slave. When he was deep inside her he grabbed her bloated teats as handles and began to tug on them as he fucked her wet slit.
Though he did not reciprocate her feelings, even admitting he did not feel the same way for her…yet, it did not diminish her feelings at all. As a slave she expected nothing but dominance from her Master, but when he hinted that he might one day love her, her heart swelled with even more devotion. She had a new goal now, to earn her Master’s love. And as he ravished her to multiple orgasms, she swooned beneath him, feeling totally fulfilled in her new life.



Chapter 11: A Truly Evil Client
 
 

After a long and glorious coupling with her Master Samihah returned to her duties with Nashita. Samihah’s partner noticed the marks the leather and ropes left on her sister’s flesh and asked, “Did our Master test your mettle with a breast suspension?” Knowing full well the marks that punishment left on a slave’s body. 

“Yes sister, but I fully earned it,” she replied, apparently not willing to elaborate any further. She started to review the slave schedule for the day.
This surprised Nashita, making her wonder what Samihah had done, having been an exemplary slave and assistant so far. She thought it was in preparation for her first client…Herr Schmidt. He was one of the Sheik’s most sadistic clients, having damaged one slave so severely she never fully recuperated. After that incident he was put on warning and two guards were stationed at each of his sessions, with the Sheik himself watching and ready to have them stop it should he start to go too far again. Now Samihah had a secret, and Nashita wanted to know what it was, her paranoia about her own position fueling her desire.
She would not learn what she wanted from her sister; Samihah’s secret lay in her heart and what she said to her Master would remain between them. She went about her work as if nothing happened and Nashita respected that, but she also considered how she might find out another way. Nashita knew it would be a fool’s errand; did she really want to know? If discovered what kind of punishment would she face? But her subdued jealousy of Samihah would not let it go and she decided to investigate, despite the peril. Her knowledge of the workings of the palace told her she would have one chance to see what happened that night only and she decided to take the risk.
Once she asked Samihah to escort a client and his slaves this evening she saw the window she needed. That night, while Samihah was diverted, Nashita slipped into the control room between the technician shifts. Here all activity in the palace was monitored and recorded, some permanently saved but all of it held at least twenty-four hours. She quickly found the scene from the Sheik’s bedroom earlier that day, enjoying it immensely until Samihah voiced her devotion. What she said and how she said it stunned Nashita; never having the kind of strength it took for her to say that. She had wanted to, many times, but Samihah, here less than a month, said what she should have voiced years ago. 
Knowing her time was short she returned the display to what it should have shown and ducked out of the room before she was discovered. She was sad, angry, humbled, and near melancholy. She could only blame herself for not being as strong as Samihah, and she wanted to hate her for it, but she hated herself more. She wished she had never known the truth, it hurt to think about it and it became all she could think about after seeing it happen. She returned to her office and tried to work on tomorrow’s schedule, but her mind tormented her.
The next few days passed quickly, and Samihah barely noticed the subtle shift in Nashita’s manner since she herself was consumed with preparing for Master Schmidt, a truly frightening client. Even the Sheik warned her to be wary, referring to an incident with him that he chose not to discuss with her. Samihah had heard rumors now that she was a part of the slave population, in her position she now spoke with many slaves. They were becoming her extended family, a group of lovely young women who followed her lead now. It was strange being a leader and a consummate slave at the same time, following her Master’s orders while commanding his slaves. And some of these slaves told her of Herr Schmidt’s sadism and the fear he inspired in the Master’s harem.
The dossier she was given told her little of what to expect, other than she was to greet him when he arrived. She would show him to his room, bathe and service him as required, and then take him to a room where her girls would be waiting for their session. All she knew about him was that he reveled in the sufferings of women, and he was very inventive in the ways he would accomplish it. Her protectiveness and wariness were on high alert, but it was tempered by her new commitment to the Sheik. She knew she would do whatever was required to please her Master, no matter how painful or humiliating for her or her daughters.
The day of his arrival Samihah was summoned to the Sheik and knelt before him. He eased her fears a bit when he said, “Tonight I will be watching and my guards will be ready should your client attempt to go too far. But given the sum this client pays, the bar is set rather high. I expect the girls will suffer far more than you, but you will be a large part of his plan. He enjoys making women torture each other and with the girls being your offspring, I suspect you will author much of their suffering. Now go and prepare for him, he will arrive within the hour.”
“Yes Master, thank you Master,” Samihah replied. She gracefully rose to her feet then and left for her task. It weighed heavily on her shoulders, but was softened with the knowledge her Master would at least watch over them.
She returned to her private cell, a small room afforded to her when she joined Nashita as harem Mistress. It was a long narrow room with a thin mattress along one wall, which she rarely used, and a small make up table that was really unnecessary. She sat at the table and looked at her face, still perfectly made up thanks to Master Ichiro. As she applied fragrant perfumes to her neck, cleavage, and her sex, she screwed up her resolve to perform as her Master expected, despite what kind of anguish it might cause Jada and Jadwa.
Once ready, wearing her finest harem pants and slippers, Samihah proceeded to the main hall to await her guest. She stood in the center of the entrance hall facing the large bronze doors she first saw when she was brought here. When the doors slowly opened, signaling the arrival of her guest, Samihah painted her most pleasant look across her face and she walked out the doors to greet Herr Schmidt. She exited the palace for the first time since her arrival and stood at the top of the marble stairs as the client exited the SUV that brought him. He walked up to face her.
When he reached the top of the stairs and looked at Samihah, he said, “You are even more lovely than the first time I saw you slave, Master Ichiro is truly an artist.”
“Thank you Master, how may this slave serve you today?” Samihah replied, her anxiety and lust building within her knowing she officially belonged to him for now.
“Take me to my room, I need a bath and food before we start to play,” he said, caressing her cheek as he spoke. A shiver went up Samihah’s spine, a mixture of excitement tinged with fear.
“Yes Master, please follow this slave,” she said, as she took his hand and led him into the palace. She made a hand gesture to a slave waiting inside the door, indicating that she should bring a meal to their guest, as it had been anticipated.
She led him to a lavishly appointed suite, where she undressed him and drew him a hot bath in an oversized tub. He was a man of moderate stature, not quite six feet tall and lean. He was middle aged, with a touch of gray hair at his temples. It was barely noticeable with his natural blonde hair and ice blue eyes, his facial features chiseled and quite handsome. If he was as sadistic as she was told, nothing in his appearance gave her a clue to it
He ordered her to disrobe and join him in the tub to bathe him. She removed her pants and slippers and slid into the hot water facing him before taking a sponge and soap to wash his body. He made her use her own flesh, along with her sponge, to clean his body. Samihah slithered against him, the heat in her loins growing as she rubbed her naked flesh against his. And then he grabbed her hair and kissed her deeply, her response immediate and delicately sexual, kissing him as if he were her long time lover.
When the kiss broke he said, “You are a hot a sexy creature slave, I am sure your girls are of the same ilk. We should eat now, I am eager to play with them.”
“Yes Master,” she responded. She stood and exited the tub, taking a towel from a rack. But rather than drying her wet body, she opened it for him and waited for him to step from the tub. He stood up, stepped out of the tub, and she wrapped the towel around him, drying him with the fluffy cotton. She worked down from his shoulders and once she reached his feet she was kneeling before him.
He said, “I will dress myself, you may dry and dress yourself now.” He walked away and Samihah quickly obeyed his command, finding him sitting at the low table in his room when she was done. She scurried over and knelt beside him, hand feeding him from the plate her kitchen slave had just delivered. 
While she was feeding him he inquired, “I understand one of you whelps can climax from pain alone?”
“Yes Master, slave Jadwa has that ability,” she replied, sure that this meant Jadwa’s ordeal would become quite harrowing. 
“Excellent, I love to play with true pain sluts. Quickly girl, finish feeding me, I wish to use you and your family sooner rather than later.”
She quickened the pace with which she fed him his supper and as soon as they were done she was leading him to the room where her girls waited for them. She knew they had been ‘prepared’ for him per his instructions, but Samihah did not know what that entailed. Her Master had told her that Herr Schmidt wanted to surprise her. She doubted it would be a pleasant one and when she led him into the room she found she was right in that assessment.
Jada and Jadwa were bound and standing on small crates facing the door they entered. Samihah immediately saw their predicament, and from her own experience felt a pang of fear for them. She also understood something about her own Master then, since he had somewhat prepared her for what she now witnessed. 
They were naked and fixed standing beside each other, their arms enveloped by leather single sleeves behind their backs. Straps held their legs together at three points, above and below their knees and at their ankles. On their feet they wore spike-heeled pumps with very high heels, perching them on their toes. They teetered on the boxes, the high heels and instability of the rickety crates they stood upon enhancing the precariousness of their situation.
They quivered there, trying to maintain their balance because of the other part of their bondage. Just like Samihah experienced with the Sheik, their breasts were cruelly bound with ropes that were tied off to rings above their heads. The connecting ropes were tight, but not pulled high enough to carry their weight yet, only enough to gently pull their compacted tits upward a bit. But Samihah could tell that if the boxes they stood on were removed, they would be hanging the same way she had been a few days ago. Knowing the agony this would cause them sent a pang of guilt through her, enhanced by the fact that this sight also fueled her own perverse passion.
Herr Schmidt led her behind the statuesque slaves, Samihah noting the look of fear etched over their faces. As she walked around them she noticed that their bodies gleamed in the light, coated with oils from neck to ankles. Despite the stringent position, she could not help but become more aroused from their inherent loveliness. Slaves always seemed sexier when bound so stringently. Once they stood behind them she could see that the ends of their single sleeves were connected to metal hooks, which were wedged deep in their rectums. 
“They are lovely creatures, aren’t they slave?” Schmidt asked her, his voice taking on an edge of cruelty.
“Yes Master.” She replied, anxious about what would come next.
“I understand you have fisted these sluts…simultaneously?” he asked.
“Yes Master,” she confessed, not really surprised that he knew such details about their initial training.
“I would like to see that myself, but that would require some adjustments. Kneel behind them and remove their leg bindings,” he said rather smugly.
Samihah swallowed the lump in her throat as she obeyed his command, now knowing from the start of this session that it was already reaching a level of depravity she could not have imagined. Once the straps were removed he ordered the bound slaves to spread their legs to the edges of the crates, an order they followed quite cautiously. 
Then he handed Samihah a pair of leather ankle cuffs connected by a short chain, and he said, “Bind their ankles to each other.” 
She wrapped one around Jadwa’s inner ankle and fixed it in place before connecting the second cuff to her sister’s matching ankle. It was barely long enough to allow them to remain standing on their boxes, and she felt them trembling from the knowledge of what was about to happen. Next she was given ropes for their other ankles and secured them tightly to rings mounted to the floor beside the boxes. Now their legs were parted wide enough for Samihah to easily access their pussies.
“Crawl around to face them and position your fingers inside their cunts slave,” he said, the edginess in his voice escalating with his sadistic arousal. Samihah obeyed, kneeling in from of the boxes and slipping all four of her fingers into their moist openings. She tucked her thumbs into her palms, ready to violate her girls at his command.
“Excellent!” he exclaimed as he walked around the trio of slaves.
He walked behind the girls and grabbed each of their rumps with his hands; kneading their slick flesh and making them wobble even more while trying to remain on their feet. Then he moved his hands to hooks trapped in the rear holes and tugged up on them, creating more distress in their attempts to remain standing.
“Which of you is Jadwa?” he asked the trembling girls.
“This slave is Jadwa,” replied Samihah’s youngest, unsure why he would be interested in her in particular. 
“I understand you can climax from pain?”
“Yes Master.” Now she knew.
“At will?”
Jadwa had to think a moment and then said, “No Master, this slave cannot make it happen, it just happens sometimes.”
“Sometimes? Explain what you mean slave,” he said, sounding let down.
“At times Master, pain is just pain, but then other times it makes this slave climax. She has no idea why,” Jadwa wished she could do it, she had tried and it only happened of its own volition. She guessed that there was a secret trigger inside her that she could not find.
Pity, but you will let me know if it does happen while I play with you.” he asked, his tone grave. 
“Yes Master, this slave will thank you properly if you make it orgasm, it is her duty,” she replied.
“Yes your Master was wise instituting that rule, thanking your owner’s for such a grand gift is only logical. But enough chit chat, slave Samihah hold your arms fast!” he said, reaching down from the girls rumps and pulling the box from under Jadwa’s feet.
She started to scream immediately, slowly sinking onto Samihah’s hand, her breasts and cunt taking all her weight when her foothold was lost. Samihah strained to keep her arm stiff, as she watched her hand disappear into Jadwa’s sex. When her hand was fully passed the mouth of Jadwa’s sex Samihah formed a fist inside her and waited for her descent to stop. She only sank a few inches before her breast bindings went taut, leaving her hanging free.
She started to thrash foolishly, wailing like a wounded beast, and she knocked Jada’s attached leg off her box in the process. This prompted Herr Schmidt to yank it completely free. This started Jada screaming, as she was impaled and suspended at the same time. Tears streamed from the sisters ‘ eyes as they hung from their bloated breasts, but so did Samihah watching them suffer so horribly. But then Jadwa screamed out, “Thank you master!” amid her wails of despair, her body trembling from the rush of the orgasm that suddenly gripped her in the midst of her anguish.
Herr Schmidt broke into a wide grin, watching Jadwa climax from sheer pain. But shortly after Jadwa’s cry returned to animalistic wails of pain, they heard sister scream out, “Thank you Master!”
This surprised and delighted Herr Schmidt, who yelled, “Did you climax too Jada?”
“Yesss Massster!” she hissed, her shock even greater than his. She was stunned as the rampant orgasm captured her and made the agony she felt nearly bearable. She quaked like Jadwa, her body engulfed in a maelstrom of sensations and emotions, all of them erupting at once. Enduring the most intense pain since her slavery began, she broke through a barrier and joined her sister as a pain-addicted slut.
“Excellent, now fuck them Samihah, while my bullwhip gives them some impetus for yet another orgasm!”
Samihah began to fist them at his command, feeling their pussies throbbing and juicing around her hands as she pummeled their sexes. Herr Schmidt picked up his bullwhip and took his place between the two hanging slaves. He used the length of the whip to scald both their rumps with each stroke. Each loud crack made them spring forward, deeper onto the fists inside them and adding extra strain to the ropes strangulating their tits. 
He fully intended to whip them until they both climaxed again, and his whip cracked and welted their flesh for eighteen strokes before Jadwa screamed out with her second orgasm. But he did not stop until five cuts later when Jada shouted out, “Thank you Master!” her voice cracking with strain. He dropped the whip and walked around to face them and stand just behind the kneeling Jadwa. 
She continued fucking them with her fists, his order still in force until he chose to end it. She was focused on her task, which was why she hardly noticed when he grasped her wrists and yanked her arms down. It was so quick that she could not unclench her hands. The result was the loudest combined scream yet, as both her fists came roughly free of the girls’ cunts. It pulled their tit ropes even tighter before their small openings widened enough to allow the fists to spring painfully free from inside them.
He lifted Samihah to her feet facing the girls and said, “Look at those sweet tits, we should lick them clean.”
Their roped tits were turning slowly purple under the immense strain, but he was referring the rivulets of milk seeping from their bloated nipples. He whispered, “You suck baby sister Tessa’s tits while I suck big sister Emma’s,” using their old names to further humiliate his victims.  
“Yes Master,” Samihah replied and then she took one of Jadwa’s oozing nipples between her lips. She sucked gently; feeling the great strain the soft flesh was enduring. At first Jadwa gasped in pain, but soon she was moaning as her mother fed from her breast, her gentle lips a stark contrast to the fire burning along her chest wall. Likewise Jada had her nipples suckled by Herr Schmidt, but not as gently as her mother tended to Jadwa’s. She still registered it as a small pleasure amid a course of unspeakable agony.
He tired of it shortly and stepped back, to say, “Slave Samihah, face me!”
She turned and looked at him, her face painted with a mask of composure, the look of a slave awaiting her Master’s wishes. He smiled and said, “Would you like me to release them?”
“When it pleases you Master.”
“It would please me to lie on that divan and have you use you mouth, cunt, and arse to service my cock while I watch the girls suffer a bit more. If you show me the proper enthusiasm I may release them after I fill your bum with spunk,” he said as he led her over to the piece of furniture.
He lay on his back after dropping his pants, his ass at the edge of the couch and his cock bobbing up at attention. He parted his legs and she crawled between them and slowly engulfed his member within her soft wet lips. She sucked him slowly at first, exploring his cock with her lips and tongue. Then she slid it down her throat and started to bob with vigor, pounding his cock deep into her throat with each thrust.
He reclined and watched Jada and Jadwa as they hung there nearly silent now with just small whimpers barely escaping their lips. Their breasts were darkening even more and remembering his past transgressions decided not to make Samihah work too hard since he was ready to end this session.
“Turn and squat on my cock with your cunt bitch, but don’t dare obstruct my view!” he shouted. 
Samihah gracefully released his cock from her mouth, spun around and assumed a cramped position to accommodate his demand. She had to squash her breasts into her thighs as she slid her slick sex onto his cock to obey his order, and then she was forced to rock in place. He offered no help; lying still and making her do all the work. She rocked in short hard bursts, grinding her sex against him each time he was deep inside her. She squeezed her internal muscles against his pulsing member, using every trick she knew to goad him to climax.
When he ordered her to spin around and move his cock into her ass, she gladly complied, now two thirds of the way toward her goal. She raked her fingers across his chest as she rode him, his attention now on her instead of the girls. She saw the hunger in his eyes and wanted to feed it, squeezing her sphincter tight around his cock while she rode him with wild abandon. Her own pussy felt ready to climax, but without permission she fought back those feelings.
Shortly after she started this round, he said, “I can end their suffering for the night slave, but my desires still require more suffering. Agree to come back to my chambers and serve my needs and I will have your Master’s guards release the girls.”
Still riding his cock, she said, “This slave would be happy to service you further Master, if her owner permits it,” wanting him to know who she truly served.
“Loyalty to your true owner is admirable, but he knows my designs already, he said, before yelling out, “Guards, remove the sluts!”
Samihah watched as two guards quickly entered the room and moved toward the whimpering slaves hanging behind her. It was then that Herr Schmidt went to work, now pounding his cock hard into her ass from below her. She gasped when she felt his member stiffen and pulse his seed deep into her ass, while the sounds of screams erupted from behind her.
The girls were lifted and helped back onto the crates, causing them additional pain and invoking the screams Samihah heard. Then the ropes holding their tits up were cut and the guards carried them from the room. Samihah saw her wounded kittens carried away, leaving her alone with this consummate sadist.
Schmidt grabbed her tits and used them as handles to lift himself to a sitting position facing her, “I have yet to hear your screams slave, I will rectify that soon enough!” 
He pushed her off his cock and she slid to her knees on the floor, and just as quick he grabbed her hair and pulled her face toward his cum streaked cock. “Suck it clean slut!!” he barked.
She obeyed, sucking and licking every remnant of their coupling from his member. When she was done she helped him into his pants and then followed him back to his room, wondering what anguish awaited her. But after the scene she just had with him and her girls, her own submissive needs were running rampant within her. He had no idea that instead of a totally fear wracked slave, he was about to use one that craved the pain he would dispense.



Chapter 12: Samihah Suffers 
 
 

The guards carried the barely conscious Jadwa and Jada to a room close by and laid them on their backs on separate tables. The Sheik was there and under his guidance the three men released the ropes from their dark purple breasts. They cried and shrieked as the ropes were removed and the blood circulation returned, a fresh dose of pain added to the vast amount they had just endured. Once they were freed from the ropes the Sheik gently kneaded the flesh, checking for permanent damage and making them cringe and squeal again. Even the most gentle touches against their abused orbs felt like knives cutting into them, once the pressure within them had been released.
When he was satisfied they looked like they would recover, he said to his guards, “Be careful removing the arm binders and make them comfortable, the Dr. will be here soon to examine them.” Then he left them, knowing he had to watch what would come next after Schmidt had Samihah in his quarters. So far Herr Schmidt had followed his plan to the letter, taking the girls to the brink of damage before relenting and now he had Samihah for another round of sadistic abuse. He returned to the room where he viewed the first scene and adjusted the monitors to Schmidt’s room, just after he had entered it with Samihah.
Schmidt led her to the center of the room and fastened leather cuffs around her wrists. Then he connected them to each other with a padlock and fitted a hook to the lock. He lowered a chain in front of her and attached her bound wrists to it, before raising it up until her arms were straight above her head and her toes barely touched the floor. She still wore her slippers and pants, but he quickly removed them, kicking the shoes off her feet and tearing her pants to shreds in a dramatic fashion, while she simply remained quiescent. 
Once she was naked he raised her a few more inches, leaving her hanging just above the floor, her toes pointed downward inches above the floor. Then he started to explore her body with his hands, sometimes massaging, but often pinching and twisting her helpless flesh. He teased her nipples until they were rigid and them clamped them with evil serrated clamps that bit deeply into the bright pink buds. She merely gasped lightly when they were attached to her; otherwise she made soft sounds of arousal as her Master of the night teased her available body.
“Is it getting harder to breathe yet slave?” he asked her.
“Yes Master,” she replied, knowing from her training that hanging by the wrists put pressure on her diaphragm and made breathing difficult. It was not a position a slave should be left in for long without risking asphyxiation.
“I think you can stand it a bit longer, at least until I can see you dance from the cut f my whip,” he said, unfurling his long bullwhip in front of her. 
She smiled at him and said, “Thank you Master this slave hopes she pleases you.” 
He stared at her, half impressed and half annoyed at her serene look, preferring to instill visible fear in his women. He walked about in front of her cracking the whip loudly, but not hitting her yet, and she never cringed or looked scared. Then he stepped behind her and after a few more loud cracks of the whip, he laid it straight across her bare buttocks. It wrapped around her waist and he yanked it back while it gripped her, setting her body spinning in place. She let out a loud gasp as the pain took her by surprise, but otherwise her demeanor remained the same, as she spun around in front of him.
That seemed to encourage him to try harder and three rapid strikes later he forced a small squeal from Samihah when the end of the whip caught and removed one of her nipple clips. It nicked her bud slightly causing a drop of blood to form on her nipple. Seeing it, he walked up to her and sucked it from her tit, liking the taste of slave blood in his mouth. Then he casually picked up the clamp and attached it again. He slapped her tit before stepping back and drawing his whip back to deliver more abuse.
Samihah felt the burning welts from his whip deep in her flesh, her need for pain to quell her guilt just beginning. After her session with the Sheik she had felt better about herself and now she started to realize she needed her masochistic desires fulfilled. She wondered how she could tell her Master, or even if she should, but without regular punishments she felt wrong. She was trained to suffer, and as Schmidt’s whip continued to burn streaks across her flesh, she returned to the state of mind that fit her…a slave’s state of mind.
A dozen lashes painted irregular stripes of pain all around her twisting body, but Samihah absorbed it like it was sustenance. Her pain cleansing her of her new responsibilities, returning her to the way of living in the moment she learned under the ruthless domination that began her slavery. Herr Schmidt put down his whip and walked around her hanging body, running his hands over the welts he just inscribed upon her body.
Then he stood in front of her and said, “You enjoy the pain don’t you slave?”
“Yes Master,” she confessed, her voice sincere. 
“Then let’s see how much you can take.”
He knelt before her and attached leather cuffs to her ankles, and then stood up holding her right foot. He lifted it high and wide, hooking the cuff to another chain dangling off to her side, high up near her head. Her other leg dangled uselessly while her body was twisted into this strange position. He rectified it when he moved her left leg into the same position on the other side of her head. This left her opened wide, both her pussy and anus exposed and vulnerable. 
Until now she had kept her sphincter tightly clenched, holding his semen inside her. But this position made it difficult and she could feel it start to ooze slightly despite her muscular grip. He saw it too, smiling that she managed to hold it this long. He went to a cabinet and soon returned with a huge butt plug, holding it up for her to see.
“You still hold my semen slave?” he asked.
“Yes Master, this slave did not have permission to expel it.” 
“Let me help you with that slave, you look like you are struggling now,” he said, as he moved the plug down her abdomen, trailing its tip along her flesh. When reached her winking anal star, he rammed it deep into her. He pushed her backward until her chains were stretched as far as they would go, then she stopped moving and he roughly drove it into her.
She squealed again, a short high-pitched wail that lasted only moment, and once the plug was inside her she settled down again. The pain was building within her and the plug was simply a layer of it. He hung two-pound weights from each of her nipples, stretching the spiked clips ends downward, folding her nipples over her areolas. She just hissed from this newest assault, as she moved deeper into the territory of pain and suffering. The other result of this treatment was her pussy now throbbed with lust, soaked from her juices as they formed within it.
It did not go unnoticed by her captor, as Schmidt slipped his hands between her legs and groped her meaty sex lips. “Horny bitch, but of course you are, I have not allowed you to climax yet. Have I?” posing her a question she was required to answer. 
“No Master, this slave has not climaxed nor received your permission to do so.”
“I won’t ask you if you want to, I know what you would say.  If you satisfy me and give me what I want, then I may allow you some relief. But for now, let me continue with your adornments, I have a special plan for this little hole,” he said; now reaming her pussy with four fingers inside it. 
Then he pulled away from her and went to find something, returning shortly with a black box. He opened it in front of her for her to see the two silver balls nestled within velvet cushions inside it. They were about the size of golf balls, but they were smooth with a mirror-like metal finish. He lifted one up and held it in front of her face. She saw a wire coming out of it, the balance of it still coiled up inside the box.
“The human body conducts electricity so well, especially around the mucous membranes, all that moisture you see. These two balls, when they rub up against each other in a confined space make such lovely sparks. I am sure you will enjoy it once I have them nestled deep in your dripping wet sex. Now beg me to put them into your cunt slut,” he said, the derision in his voice increasing as he spoke.
“Please put those pretty balls inside this slave’s pussy Master,” she said, her tone lilting. But inside she shuddered, having tasted electricity before, but never inside her sex. It took all her will to remain calm; as she tried to imagine what kind of agony they would cause her. She was still far from the limits of her ability to handle pain, but this was something she had yet to experience and it made her anxious.
He had yet to notice it, she hid it well, calming herself by absorbing the other pains assailing her bound body. He pulled up a stool and said, “Very well, you won’t mind if I stitch your labia closed to hold them in, would you?”
He is so evil! And so sexy! She thought, suddenly aroused by his brutish behavior and comments. She answered him by saying, “This slave serves as you wish Master.”
He grabbed her cunt hard, squashing her lips together and making Samihah hiss, as he said, “That was not an answer bitch, now beg me to sew your slutty cunt shut!”
“Please Master, sew this slave’s cunt shut so your beautiful balls won’t come out when you shock her with them!” the pain driving every word she uttered. But her desire was also flaring; this evil bastard knew how to arouse her!
He released his grip and said, “That’s better, now watch while I work, and if I catch you looking away I’ll stitch your nipples together when I’m done with your cunt!”
His words cut through her like a knife, etching her submissive needs deeply into her psyche. The harsher Herr Schmidt became with her the hotter Samihah felt, the rush of slave passion taking control of her. She watched in fascination as he slipped the balls into her sex, her own lubrication more than enough for them to easily glide inside her body. They felt cool at first, but quickly warmed inside her velvety folds. She clenched her internal muscles, keeping them inside her until he could block their exit the way he intended.
Schmidt produced a thick curved needle that was already threaded with a strong plastic line. He reached between her thighs and pinched the lower part of her sex lips together with one hand, while guiding the needle toward her sex with the other. She watched the needle approach until his other hand obstructed her view, but the feel of it piercing through her squeezed lips was undeniable and she bit her lip and she hissed lightly.
“Does it sting slave?” he said, looking up at her.
“Yes Master,” she replied, starting to enjoy the word games he was playing with her. 
“Good,” he said, and then started to pull the thread through her flesh, the feeling not truly painful, but eerily invasive nonetheless. Then he made another stitch above the first, sliding his fingers up her lips a bit to create the space he needed. He pulled the thread through again, the twin stitches now squeezing her lips together, and that was painful. He kept the stitches close and managed to fit ten loops through her lips, from just above her anus to just below her clitoral hood. Her sex looked like it was laced closed, much like a football. It was tender and stung constantly, and she knew it would get worse when the balls inside her were electrified.
Now that she was sealed he took another box and connected the leads from the balls that were protruding from in between her stitched sex lips. He set it down and pulled two more wires from his pocket, connecting their ends to the box on the floor before lifting the other ends for Samihah to see. The ends terminated in another pair of clips like the ones on her nipples now, but these were far more ominous. However, in her heightened state of submission she looked at them with hunger in her eyes, now totally intent on suffering any and every indignity her Master wanted.
“Should we swap out the ones on your nips now slave?”
Knowing what he wanted she hissed, “Yes Master, this slave wants her nipples to sizzle just like her cunt!”
“There we are, the real Samihah has come out to play. Have you figured out what you are yet?”
 “This slave is a pain-slut Master, it needs to suffer for your pleasure. Thank you for drawing her out Master, it hopes it pleases you when present it with your electric pain.”
“I will make you an offer slave. If you can come from pain, like your slutty daughters, then I will believe your boast. So you may come if you like, once the current is turned on, is that fair slave?”
Samihah knew what would happen now as she replied, “Yes Master,” her libido in hyper drive, waiting for the stimulus to push her over the edge. She barely winced when he removed one clip, and let out a small squeal when the new one immediately replaced it. After swapping one set of clamps, he moved to her other tit and switched that side too. Now her pussy and tits were wired and ready to give her the pain she craved.
He sat on the stool and set the box on his lap, smiling at the hanging woman. She smiled back at him, her masochism matching his sadism step for step down this path of depravity. It was like an old west gunfight; two gunslingers ready to face off against each other. But the rules were different because instead of life or death, this contest was about wills. He had challenged her to take his pain and transform it into pleasure and she was determined to meet that challenge.
“Ready to play slave?” he said, his fingers gripping the controls on the box.
She simply nodded, her eyes glassy and distant, preparing herself for intense pain. He knew what she was doing so he whipped the control to full blast for a few seconds and then turned it off suddenly. She lurched in her chains, making them rattle, and she gurgled like she was being strangled, while her body took the massive jolt. There was no orgasm, only stifling pain, her nipples and sex feeling like a mule kicked them.
Then he turned them on lightly, sending a small steady current through her body. This made her tense up and hiss as she breathed, the current dancing over her nerves like angry ants. She shuddered and gyrated in her bondage, her muscles acting with a mind of their own. He slowly turned the current up, and her body started to quake uncontrollably. It felt like her bones were rattling now, and a strange pain infused her, not swift, but insidious.
He watched her intently, seeing the retreat in her eyes, as she was drawn into her body to face the sensations engulfing her. He had the current up to fifty percent when moans and small shrieks started to pour from Samihah’s lips, the pain needing a voice now, with no sign of relief coming. And just as her cries started to take on an edge of desperation, he flipped the switches to full current again. Her body went rigid and she was silent for a moment, until a wail of such pitiful agony was torn from her. 
She started to struggle mightily when she regained some control of her tormented body, her mind exploding with staggering pain. He quietly counted under his breath, leaving the power at full, while Samihah screamed in unbearable anguish. When he silently reached twelve he heard her wail, “Thank you Master!” her body flailing in her chains like a dying fish. He then shut down the machine, and in a few minutes Samihah started to calm down. With only some minor twitching of muscles while she hung there limply.
 Her mind was nearly gone, since she just endured the worst pain she ever felt, but she also had the most intense climax of her life. As she hung there she felt like she was floating in space, disconnected from her battered body. The aches and pains that were exacerbated by her wild gyrations were there plaguing her mind, but the afterglow of the orgasm far overshadowed it. She had been transported to the depths of her masochism and emerged sexually satiated. 
It was not unnoticed by Herr Schmidt, who turned and looked up at one of the Sheik’s cameras. He then said, “Old man do you know what have you found? These sluts are exquisite, such natural pain sluts, was it a lucky happenstance? No matter, you may collect her now, but I will require their services again, and you know they need my brand of dominance.” 
 
The Sheik watched as Schmidt started to release Samihah, even before he could order his guards to collect her. He quickly sent the message and then left to meet her in the infirmary with her daughters. As he walked he realized that what Schmidt said had some merit, and his brand of sadism was always entertaining, albeit dangerous. But what he saw in Samihah and her daughters almost demanded he allow Schmidt further sessions with them. It was something to consider at any rate.
The Sheik also confirmed what he suspected about Samihah. She could manage his harem, but she needed her fair dose of discipline. It was inherent in her soul now; she needed to submit to be herself. It also answered another question he had been pondering for quite some time. Now he had the answer and just had to implement it, but that would take a little time. He did not mind though, now knowing how to fix the problem that faced him.
He arrived at the infirmary just as his guards were carrying in Samihah, her limp body draped across the arms of one of his guards. He directed them to put her into the empty bed that was between the ones were her daughters now slept. She was groggy, barely conscious, with the balls still stitched into her sex. He stroked her brow and whispered to a guard to fetch the doctor to release her sex. 
Then he bent low to her ear and whispered, “I could love you slave.”
In her addled mind Samihah heard him, but was not sure if she imagined it. Luckily she fell off to sleep before the doctor came to remove her pussy laces. Her Master remained there until she was totally freed from Schmidt’s machinations, and tucked under the covers to sleep peacefully. He left her knowing what he must do next.



Chapter 13: The Sheik’s Plan
 
 

When Samihah awoke she felt her whole body aching, but she also realized she was lying under the covers on a soft bed. She opened her eyes and turned her head to the left to see Jadwa lying in a bed next to her, her doe eyes looking directly at her. Then she heard a small sigh on her other side and turned her head to see her other girl, Jada, staring back at her too. They all were lying on beds in what she knew was the infirmary. She had become acquainted with this part of the palace in her new position, a place where injured slaves were brought to recover from harsh sessions with clients…or the Sheik. 
Samihah then said, “Show me your breasts girls.” Prompting her daughters to lower the covers that were covering them up to their necks. 
They pulled down the sheets and Samihah, looking back and forth between them, saw that they still bore the marks of their recent travail. The rope marks at the roots of their breasts were still visible, now marked by bruises encircling the meaty globes. Otherwise they looked fine, their natural color replacing the ugly purple hue she last saw when the sisters were removed from her presence.
She tried to sit up, but her body protested mightily, every muscle aching from her own torture. While looking straight up at the ceiling, she asked, “How do they feel slaves?”
In harmony, sounding as if they rehearsed it they said, “Sore and tender Mistress.”
“As this slave suspected, you may rest now, it seems these three slaves are relegated to these beds until their Master deems them recovered.” 
The trio said nothing after that, all of them returning to their needed slumber, now relaxed by the knowledge they had all endured Herr Schmidt’s attentions and survived. The Sheik kept them there for three days, but scheduled no other sessions for them for the next two weeks until their bodies healed properly. As he billed Schmidt for recovery time too, it did not impact their ability to serve him and still generate the revenue he expected. 
Upon release from the infirmary and before returning to their daily duties, the Sheik had all three brought to his office. They knelt before his desk, with Samihah in the middle, bracketed by her daughters. He was not there when they arrived, but all three slaves were eager to see him. Samihah wanted to see her true Master again, languishing in the infirmary without a visit, hoping he would have come to see her. The girls had yet to have an audience with him since that first day, and were now eager to be in their new owner’s presence, now more confident since they knew they had served clients to his satisfaction.
Eventually he arrived, resplendent in his flowing robes. He took his seat behind his desk and stared at his family of slaves, all of them demurely keeping their eyes cast down at the floor where they knelt. He could see the marks of the client’s sessions fading from their bodies and smiled at the thought of what would come in the future. Already word had spread among his client list; Schmidt’s desire to talk about what he discovered causing others to want to sample these splendid slaves. The Sheik saw a rapid return on his investment in them coming from all the bookings that were being made. 
After making them wait a few minutes he said, “Look up at me slaves.”
They instantly obeyed, the girls looking at him with awe and wonder, and his sweet Samihah staring at him with utter devotion and love in her eyes. After witnessing her session with Schmidt he felt a new attachment to her, eager to have her assume the role he now had in mind for her. But he tempered his eagerness with pragmatism, and held his budding feelings for her in check.
”Slaves Jada and Jadwa,” the Sheik intoned, staring at them intently,  “having observed both sessions you had with my clients I wish you to know that you have pleased me. You have the potential to be exceptional slaves in my harem, but you still have much to learn. You will return to the harem room now and find your mentors, they will resume your training.”
“Yes Master, thank you Master,” they replied with enthusiasm before rising and leaving Samihah alone with the Sheik.
When they were gone he said, “I have made them a shared commodity, clients can only book them as a pair, or with you as a trio. And for you sweet slave, one that clearly needs her dose of pain, I have put a price on your services that will allow only my wealthiest clients to sample your exceptional talents. This will reduce the amount of clients you will service, but I fully intend to satiate your need for pain and punishment myself. Now return to your office, poor Nashita has been buried with work while you recovered.”
“Yes Master, thank you Master!” she exclaimed, her heart soaring with joy! Having endured her indoctrination into the harem, and having faced such cruel punishments from her Master and in Herr Schmidt’s hands, she now felt safe and secure in her role here. She had found her place in life, and with her Master’s obvious pleasure with her performance, she happily returned to her duties.
 
Days passed into weeks and then into months, as Samihah and her girls became inured into their new roles. They served in the daily functions of the harem and hosted many clients in diverse forms of torture and suffering. All of it fed their deeply submissive souls, transforming them into the most prized of the Sheik’s slaves, ones that truly reveled in what they were…human chattel. Samihah learned how to manage from Nashita, even though their relationship seemed cool and aloof after Samihah’s sessions with the Sheik and Herr Schmidt. 
Samihah wondered at Nashita’s disposition, but never ventured to pursue it, too consumed by her responsibilities to find the time to explore it. True to his word, Samihah found her submissive desires fed on a regular basis, sometimes with extremely cruel and wealthy clients, but more often with her Master, the Sheik. Her love for him grew daily, even though he never said a thing about it, simply using her much like her clients did. But it did not matter to her, she was his slave and her expectations from him were naught, serving him with love and devotion with no expectation of his reciprocation. The fact that he kept her submissive needs well fed, either with clients or alone with him, made her new life an ongoing erotic adventure.
Eventually Samihah became proficient in every aspect of running the harem, and that seemed to escalate the demeanor of aloofness she felt with her partner. She often consider approaching Nashita about it, but felt that if she wanted to tell her what was bothering her she would do it when she was ready.  So she respected her sister slave’s privacy and focused on her duties, which were many these days. 
The girls, thanks to their hormone treatments, found themselves guests at the milking barn a few weeks after their session with Herr Schmidt. The Sheik started to drain their udders weekly, keeping their milk for his personal use. And they in turn, shuddered and climaxed often with the machines ravaging their pussies during the milking sessions. The result over the next few months was the enlargement of their breasts two full cup sizes. This added value to them and coupled with their ever-increasing submissive natures continued to keep clients coming for their special sisterly services.
 
Nearly six months after they arrived at the palace Samihah was preparing herself for a night with her Master. She bathed and washed her luxuriant blonde hair, now so long it nearly reached her buttocks. It was the longest she ever wore it because her Master liked it that way. He made sure that the ends were neatly trimmed, but the length continued to grow. It was now a gorgeous adornment, but it was also a tool used to torment her in many of the sessions she had these days. 
After she prepared herself with perfume and oils, her finest silk pants, and bejeweled slippers, she finally arranged her locks seductively. While the bulk of it cascaded over her bare back, she used the lengths along the sides of her face to obscure her ample breasts. As she gazed into a mirror she felt sexy and hot, her blonde tresses barely concealing her heaving breasts, just enough to make them even more alluring. Once satisfied with her appearance she padded off to service her Master, ready for another cruel and sadistic session with him.
When she arrived at his bedchamber she knocked on the door, eager and ready to submit to the lord of her universe. Even though she had visited him many times in the past several months, each meeting made her hot and horny, even before it started. Tonight was no different and her sex pulsed with anticipation as she waited for his command to enter the room, loving the rush she felt hearing his commanding voice.
But tonight, instead of calling her in, he opened the door and stepped out of his bedchamber. He said, “Follow me Samihah, I have a surprise waiting for you.”
He led her down through the palace proper and deep into the dungeon below, making his slave anxious that she might have offended him in some way. This led her to think that she was being taken below for a harsher punishment than his bedchamber could accommodate, though she knew many a session where he made her shriek in utter agony there. They soon came to a large wooden door and he stopped to look at her.
“It is not often a Master admits to an error with one of his slaves, but in this instance I want you to know that I have made one.” Seeing the concern and fear in her eyes at the thought of displeasing him in some way, he further said, “You may relax Samihah, I made no mistakes with you so far and you have performed splendidly as an addition to my harem. The mistake I made was with Nashita. Behind this door she awaits us, she has been informed of my error…and hers. Tonight we will start to rectify the problem. Once we enter the room listen carefully and do only as I instruct, is that clear?”
“Yes Master,” Samihah replied, wondering what it was Nashita had done. She wondered if it had to do with her recent disposition, or maybe her failure was the cause of it. But as they entered the room she simply obeyed her Master’s order, prepared to accept whatever he had in mind for both of them.
He opened the door and led her through, closing it behind them once inside the dimly lit room. In front of her, directly in the center of the room, Samihah saw her sister/slave/mistress. Her head hung low to her chest, her face pointing toward the floor with their entrance not prompting her to look up at them. Samihah knew she would remain with her eyes cast down until the Sheik ordered otherwise, and given the state of her body, she thought she might even be unconscious. 
A narrow metal rod ran across the back of her shoulders connected at both ends to thick wooden uprights by her sides. Her arms were pulled behind her and over the bar, wedging it into her armpits, with her wrists pulled forward and cuffed together just below her breasts. This position was stressful enough itself, but given that her ankles were manacled to chains attached to the uprights and stretched out wide toward them with her feet hanging above the floor, it was ruthless. Her body was covered by angry red welts, from the bottoms of her feet to the tops of her tits, and she was bathed in the sheen of perspiration.
As the Sheik led Samihah up to where Nashita hung tautly, she remembered meeting her for the first time, so abrupt and dominant with her and the girls. She looked so different know, thoroughly subjugated and clearly in severe pain. It also dawned on her that this was the first time she ever saw Nashita made to submit in any way other than a mild verbal reprimand. Perhaps that was the mistake the Sheik made? She wondered.
When they came within a foot of her they stopped, and the Sheik said, “Face us Nashita.”
She lifted her head and Samihah saw they look of utter defeat, there was no light left in Nashita’s listless gaze. What had they done to her? Had she been so removed from physical punishment as the harem Mistress that this simple torture so thoroughly cowed her? 
Then the Sheik said, “Tell her what you did wrong slave.”
With fresh tears forming in her eyes, Nashita looked at Samihah and said, “I watched a recording of you and our Master in a private moment. To do this I snuck into a forbidden place to do a illicit thing, acting with my own desire. And against you, through no fault of your own, I then became jealous. I now beg you to train me to be a proper slave again, so I may atone for what I have done.”
Samihah stared at her, totally shocked. Had she seen that night when she professed her love to the Sheik? Had she stolen that private moment? The look on the stricken woman’s face was telling her it was, what other reason to be jealous? No wonder she was so aloof, it all made sense now and she was angry with her sister. She was petty and deserved to pay for it.
 But remembering what the Sheik said to her, she asked, “What do you want this slave to do Master?”
“You will remind Nashita what it means to be a slave, first with your personal punishment. I have assembled an array of implements you may want to use along the back wall,” the Sheik aid, gesturing to a table littered with implements of pain and restraint. “I will watch and when you are done with her I will take you back to my chambers for what you need. That was my mistake with this one, I allowed her to forget what it feels like to be my slave. Now, like you, she will be properly disciplined.”
“But after tonight, she will also become your human pet for a period of time. She will serve as a beast of burden, a creature derided until she realizes she has fallen as low as possible. If she abases herself sufficiently she may regain my favor, if not I may use her as a fuck toy for the guards. But for her years of loyal service, I will afford her a small chance to redeem herself. Now go and choose what you need to punish her,” he said, just before he took a seat near the door. 
It was a fancy chair that did not fit the décor of the drab dungeon, but Samihah thought her Master looked splendid in it. She smiled at him after he sat down, and said, “Thank you Master, she will pay the price you demand.”
She walked to the bench, ignoring Nashita, not willing to speak to the woman who stole the only private thing she owned, a moment with her Master! She found several things that seemed appropriate for punishing such an offense, and unlike when she assigned punishments to other harem slaves, this time she let her emotions influence her decisions. Until now, whenever she punished a slave, it was because it was required of her, now it was because she wanted to do it!
She returned to her ex-sister and laid several items on the floor and then went to work. First she moved her ankles so they were lifted up and back, secured to the ends of the metal bar near the uprights. This splayed her thighs wide, tilting her pussy and ass upward, making them blatantly accessible. She picked up her first torture implement after Nashita was repositioned and noticed the fear in her captive’s eyes when she saw it.
It was an ancient device of torment Nashita had seen before, but never seen used on a woman. The Vaginal Pear was such a deviant and atrocious tool of torture Nashita broke out into tears at the sight of it. She now knew that Samihah was intent on true revenge, never would she have picked that device if she were not irate. The Sheik even raised an eyebrow when he saw her select it. Samihah rubbed the bronze head of the Pear against her gaping sex; the pointed end raking against her already bruised sex.
The Pear looked like a metal butt plug, only more elongated where it widened and with the pointed side at the top. A screw mounted to the bottom of the Pear would be turned and it would open it into three sections. The original pointed ends were designed to tear the cervix open when fully inserted and expanded inside a vaginal canal, but the Sheik modified the ones he had to be dull enough to just stretch the tiny opening to the womb, not destroy it.
Without a word, or even a glance at her betrayers face, Samihah slowly twisted the device into Nashita’s sex. She made noises of pain and discomfort, which delighted Samihah, but she could not wait to hear her wail as the Pear stretched her pussy wide. Once inserted fully, she twisted and jabbed it into Nashita several times, banging the end against her womb, evoking gasps and squeals from the violated slave.
“Now slave, beg your Mistress to open the Pear to punish you properly!” Samihah suddenly barked.
Nashita replied, “Please Mistress…open the…Pear…in my pussy!” her voice shaky and filled with fear.
Samihah twisted her nipples and screamed at her, “You forget even how to speak like a slave, now beg properly bitch!”
Nashita hissed from the pain erupting from her aching nipples, and she cried out, “Please Mistress! Open the Pear in this useless slave’s cunt!”
“Better,” she said, as she moved her hands back to the Pear and started twisting it open inside her victim.  After the first full turn of the device Nashita held her tongue, only grunting as she felt her pussy stretched and the mouth of her cervix pried open inside her. But as the second full turn neared completion she lost it, a wail of excruciating agony ripping through the room. This did not deter Samihah, who continued until a third turn was made and she heard a clap from behind her.
She looked towards the sound to see the Sheik signal that it was enough. Nashita continue to wail and cry, feeling like she was impaled on a spike prying her body apart from inside her. She could not even focus her eyes enough to see Samihah don a dildo harness that sported a long, thick, and studded dildo. Once she had attached it to her crotch, she stepped forward and prodded it against Nashita’s available anal opening.
Nashita’s eyes went wide as the head pried open her tight sphincter, and Samihah said, “Now this slave is going to ream your ass slut, she hopes you remember how you violated her when your ass if filled!” then she drove the dildo into her.
Nashita wailed when the fake cock drove deep into her bowels. With her pussy stretched painfully by the Pear, the added intrusion only escalated her anguish. Samihah started to fuck her harshly, slamming the dildo in and out of her ass, and Nashita’s mind fogged from the sheer pain stabbing into her. For nearly half an hour Samihah ravaged her captive’s asshole, until finally poor Nashita passed out from the agony that infused every part of her bound body. 
It was then that the Sheik rose up from his chair and strode over to Samihah to place his hands on her shoulders and say, “Enough my child.” He pulled her backward and that action withdrew the dildo from Nashita’s now bloody rectum. 
He turned Samihah around and said, “You will have ample time to subjugate her once Master Ichiro modifies her for her new roll. Now come with me and I will give you the discipline you need to regain your senses. You are caught in the grip of vengeful thoughts and you need to regain your composure. Now remove the harness and follow me.”
“Yes Master,” she replied, as she began to remove the device strapped to her. His voice calmed her anger and she realized, as she looked at the unconscious Nashita, that maybe she went too far. Her sadistic attack was not like her at all, it was just the reaction to Nashita’s betrayal.
As he led her back to his quarters he told his slave that she was officially the harem Mistress now, a thought that had not yet occurred to her. But he tempered this by telling her she could choose two experienced harem slaves to assist her in her duties, and the daunting aspect of her full responsibility then seemed manageable.
Good to his word he gave her a harsh session, purging the blood lust that consumed her and returning her to the slave state of mind where she belonged. As she cried out in pain and pleasure under his dominant hand, Samihah found her true self again, merely surprised by this turn of events, and no longer consumed by the hatred Nashita provoked earlier.
He allowed her to lie beside him unfettered that night, while he told her of his plans for her. She slept peacefully beside him that night, knowing she had become his most trusted slave, a role Nashita used to have. She almost felt sorry for the poor slave she had abused earlier, but she knew too that she had brought in on herself by her aberrant behavior. As she drifted off she thought about how the Sheik would reveal the new order the next night, hoping the slaves would accept their new Mistress with little trouble.



Chapter 14: The New Harem Mistress
 
 

The next day word spread among the slaves that something was afoot, but what it was no one was sure. They were simply informed that a special congregation of the slaves was scheduled for that evening, something that occurred infrequently. The last time there was such an assembly it heralded the arrival of Samihah and her daughters, a planned event. The fact that schedules were being modified at the last minute sent rumors spreading, as that was even less common since the harem always ran on a set schedule. 
Late in the afternoon Samihah went with the Sheik to Master Ichiro’s chambers to inspect Nashita’s new adornments. They found him finishing up on her with her strapped face down to a metal table. Her body had been painted in orange and black tiger stripes, not permanent tattooing like usual, but merely henna based tattoos that could eventually be removed. When Samihah first saw her ex-sister slave she gasped at the sight of her shaven head, all her fiery red hair shorn away and replaced with the bright tiger stripes. 
“Will she be ready in time?” the Sheik asked Master Ichiro.
“Yes my Sheik, I am almost done and her tail should be ready soon,” replied Master Ichiro, as he stepped back from his latest work. 
They could see her entire body was covered by the stripes, making her look like a human cat stretched flat over the tabletop. He began to remove the narrow metal cuffs that held her ankles and wrists to the corners of the table. When she was freed he ordered her to roll over, and the balance of her body was revealed. The stripes covered every part of her body except from her breasts down to her sex, making her look very feline. 
Her face was fully painted like a tiger, even the tip of her nose blackened to highlight her new animal appearance. But when Samihah looked into her eyes she was truly amazed, since she wore contacts that gave her the slit-like pupils of a cat, her face barely recognizable under the complete artistry of Master Ichiro. Adorned that way Samihah could not see into Nashita’s eyes as she normally would, unable to discern the severely modified slave’s mental status. She looked eerily emotionless with those strange eyes.
“Legs up and spread slave, “ Master Ichiro said, and Nashita parted her thighs and lift them up to expose her sex. Four infibulation rings sealed her pussy shut, piercing both sets of her outer labia together, making her pussy inaccessible. For now her anus was available, but soon her tail would arrive and that opening would be sealed too. Nashita’s transformation was nearly complete and the Sheik handed Samihah a box to add to Nashita’s adornments.
Inside she found a spiked collar along with wrist and ankle cuffs, all made of black metal to blend with her body coloring. They were custom made and when Samihah wrapped the collar about Nashita’s throat it fit perfectly. The same was the case with the dark shackles when they were put on her limbs. Finally she attached a chain to her collar, a stout leash for a tigress like the new Nashita. 
Just as Samihah finished with her task a slave entered the room carrying her newly formed tail, fashioned from Nashita’s own fiery red hair. She started toward Master Ichiro but he pointed to Samihah and the slave took it to her instead. She presented it to her and Samihah marveled at its beauty and the strange part that would reside in Nashita’s bumhole. It was a smaller version of the pear she used on her the night before; just big enough to make sure her bowels were firmly imprisoned. As Samihah roughly forced it into her new pet’s sphincter, Nashita could not help the grunt forced from her.
Nashita’s mind was splintered her world shattered and her misery utterly complete now. She knew she was to be paraded in front of the harem to be mocked, ridiculed, and likely tortured. As Samihah twisted the anal Pear into her rectal walls, she mewled like a cat in heat, the pain worse than normal thanks to the way Samihah ravaged it the last night. Thankfully Samihah only turned it twice, no longer feeling the need to antagonize Nashita. 
Nashita with her mind teetering on the brink of insanity, so consumed by pain and guilt, struggled to endure her torments. Her vision was skewed by the strange contact lenses making her grip on reality even more tenuous. It reminded her of when she first became a slave and she had forgotten how arduous it had been. She had caught the eye of the Sheik after a long tenure in his harem, earning enough favor to become an apprentice to his last harem Mistress.
She served as her sister slave until one day that one too fell from the Sheik’s favor and she assumed her role. Now it was happening again, and for a similar reason. Nashita had lost her connection to her true Master. After Samihah arrived she distracted him, and Nashita did nothing to regain his attention. She could have, she knew that now, but it was too late. Though her Sheik had told her that he made a mistake, she knew it was she who had erred. Samihah had provoked him to punish her just once, enough for him to discover her need, and Nashita knew she could have done that too. Now all she hoped for was regaining a fraction of the trust he once had in her.
Once the tail plug was in place Samihah pulled her leash and said, “Time to go for a walk bitch.”
Nashita slipped from the table and landed on her hands and knees, just beside her Mistress. With a tug Samihah walked her about the room, Nashita crawling seductively behind her. She wiggled her rump enticingly, even though both her lower holes were unavailable now. Finally Samihah came to a halt by the door, with Nashita’s head by her knees.
Sheik Omar said, “Excellent work once again Master Ichiro, I will see you this evening.”
“As you wish your Excellency,” he replied.
The Sheik departed with Samihah and her pet, taking them to his quarters. He was keeping them out of sight until he announced them to the whole harem that evening. He had a special cage ready for Nashita in his room, so small she had to squeeze into it backwards. She remained there watching Samihah please their Master, wishing she had done things differently. She knew that to purge her guilt she would have to return to the way she was when she first came here, a slave willing to do whatever her owner wished. No desire for the power she once had remained, it had been her undoing.
That night, with the entire harem assembled in the same room that Samihah and her daughters were introduced to this place, the Sheik stood before his slaves.  His voice was loud and clear when he said, “There are times when change is needed and this is one of those times. For months slave Samihah has served as our second harem Mistress, learning from Mistress Nashita. She has excelled in her role and tonight she assumes the role of full harem Mistress. As a gift for her promotion I have given her a pet, Samihah join us,” he then gestured to the curtain behind her. 
Samihah appeared with her pet following at the end of her leash. They walked to the side of the Sheik and stood next to him. Then he said, “Her new pet is tigress Nashita, who has been reduced to this role because of her admitted betrayal of my trust. It is a lesson for all here, you serve at my pleasure, not yours. Now every slave here will crawl to your new Mistress and swear your loyalty to her.”
Samihah led Nashita to the edge of the platform and had her position her body in profile to the assembled slaves. She then sat on her back facing the harem, pointing to the first slave at the front of the group. She crawled to her Mistress’s feet and bowed her head down to kiss them.
“Kneel and face me to swear your allegiance slave,” Samihah said.
The slave looked up at her and said, “I swear allegiance to my Mistress.”
“You may rise and return to your duties child,” she replied, and then she pointed to the next slave. She repeated this process with every slave in the room, Jada and Jadwa included. Six slaves, who she knew were too loyal to Nashita, were not granted permission to return to their duties. They were sent to the dungeon to purge them of past loyalties and remind them they served the Sheik and not the Mistress. She also singled out two slaves, both experienced and deeply submissive by nature, to serve as her new assistants. 
Once the slaves had all sworn fealty to their new Mistress, Samihah simply returned to her duties. Once the Nashita loyalists had learned new loyalties the harem seemed hardly changed, the only exception was that it became Samihah’s responsibility in total. With her new assistants it actually ran even more efficiently than before, if that was possible.
 
After three months of loyal servitude as her pet Nashita was allowed to return as a functioning slave in the harem, though devoid of any power she once held. As a reward, Samihah booked her with a group of clients wanting a sadistic gangbang, and after months of abstinence Nashita was thoroughly used and began to remember what it was like to be a sex slave. Samihah kept her busy going forward, constantly reminding her of her absolute slavery in her Sheik’s harem.
Shortly after Samihah relinquished her pet, she was in the throes of a painful session with the Sheik. Bound into a fleshy X in a stout wooden frame and whipped to several intense orgasms. As she hung there covered by welts and dripping with sweat, she hoped he would let her bathe and take her to his bed. But he approached her after laying down his whip and held a small velvet box in front of her. 
He said, “You once professed your love for me and since the have shown it to me with your absolute loyalty and devotion. I wish you to know that I have come to love you too and would like you to where these for my pleasure.” He opened the box to reveal two large gold rings. “I wish to ring your nipples slave, do you accept my love and my rings?”
She was in shock, blissfully so, and she cried out, “Yes Master! This slave loves you more than life and is honored to wear or do whatever pleases you!” 
The rings were self-piercing and without another word he stretched out one of her nipples and pierced a ring through it. She had a climax when she felt it pierce her flesh and click together to become a part of her body. The second one had the same effect and once her rings were in place, her Master’s lips and penis took her just where she was bound. He took her like a Master, rough and yet passionate, fucking and kissing her deeply, melding their bodies into one. When she eventually felt him spill his seed deep inside her she felt utterly owned, her Master was all that mattered and she belonged to him. Her life was complete.
 


The End
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