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Chapter
Thirteen: Escape and the Chase

 


Shara’s teeth
chattered audibly from the chill of the African night, the
slipstream of the open backed truck, and the trauma of her recent
ordeal in the slave market. Sobbing to herself, she was barely
aware of the other girls, linked to her by chains leading from
their collars and waistbands. Over and over, she was recalling the
way she had been paraded on that auction block, forced to act like
a whore, then after all her that had merely been claimed by the man
who had put her there in the first place.

She tried to
shut out the memory of the nightmarish holding room, and the misery
and degradation of being herded into the truck. She could still
feel the whelts and the bruises on her body; hear the horrific
symphony of leather cracking on nude white skin and the screams and
wails of the captives. Last in line, of course, Shara had suffered
the worst of Raker’s whip. Now that the numbness of the repeated
beatings had worn off, she had to suffer the stinging burning pain
that was growing, coursing through her, time and again, as she
tried to get comfortable on the rough wooden seats in the back of
the open truck.

Despite this,
Shara knew her eyes would be shining with grim determination. For,
being at the end of her coffle, she might have been presented with
a golden opportunity, to escape these madmen. In the noisy and
brutal confusion of loading the truck, Raker had carelessly left
Shara’s waist padlock partially open and she could see, given the
chance, it would be easy to slip the clip of her neck chain and
escape the coffle. She had prayed no one would notice the loose
hasp, and no one had. Patiently, now, she waited, hoping against
hope, they would soon be making the stop that Raker had mentioned
earlier.

They were
travelling slowly, along a narrow tortuous, hard track. To each
side of them were dense walls of jungle growth, mysterious and
frightening. Progress was slow, painfully so for the girls, with
their bare buttocks slipping and sliding about splintery wooden
benching, as the truck rocked about. Fitfully dozing, some of them
occasionally fell off the benches pulling their companions with
them, causing a babble of moaning and chiding as neck and wrist
chains suddenly tightened.

Somehow, Shara
managed to sleep a little, and she was suddenly awakened as the
small convoy slowed and someone yelled out in Arabic. The vehicle
lurched to a halt. There was the clattering and banging of the cab
doors.

One of the
guards, a wiry, smelly, European, came to the back of the truck,
shouting and bawling, his short whippy cane landing on their flesh
as, unceremoniously, he pulled the two lines of girls to the
ground. In broken English, he made them understand they were
stopping to allow them to answer the call of nature. Slashing with
his cane, he directed them to a drainage ditch at the edge of the
road.

‘Sluts
all doing business!’ he growled at them. ‘Long ways to go yet. No
more chance.’ He sniggered. ‘Any girl she makes mess in da truck,
you all get cane! Likea dis!’ He slashed the cane into Shara’s
buttocks, ignoring her scream, and snapped. ‘Then you eat
it.’

The very
thought made Shara heave, and she choked back a sob, as he giggled
and went on. ‘So now go!’ He stood there with his cane at the
ready, and watched the shivering and weeping, girls cowering from
him, as they obeyed, crouching over the ditch, to relieve
themselves.

Shara saw that
despite the gloom of the jungle to each side, the first grey
streaks of dawn were finding their way into the sky, and she knew
it was now or never. The guard, confident that no girl could
escape, had drifted away for a smoke. He was not watching Shara,
and, waiting until the girls had all finished, she half stood up as
the guard came back, to bully them towards the truck again.

In one fluid
movement, Shara slipped the open padlock, letting the waistband
fall, and unclipped her neck-chain. Then she rolled quickly into
the cover of the thick undergrowth, ignoring the sharp stings of
barbed vegetation, and the nauseous stench of the roadside ditch.
There was no sudden cry of alarm from anyone, and silently, she
blessed her sister slaves for keeping their mouths shut.

For a few
minutes she lay there, in constant fear of discovery whilst the
others were herded back onto the trucks to continue the journey, to
suffer the already rising heat of the blistering sun as the day
began to get under way.

Shara waited
until the trucks were out of earshot and then stood slowly, and
looked around. Soon her absence would be discovered. In fact she
was amazed they hadn’t noticed already.

She cast that
from her mind. She was free of the truck at least. It was pointless
walking along the road. They would soon find her if she did that.
All she could do was enter the forest. The very thought made her
feel sick. Already she felt so exposed and defenceless in her
nakedness. The collar, heavy about her neck, and the length of
chain hanging down her torso, reminded her that they saw her as
nothing more than an animal. When they found that she was missing
they would be after her, of that there was no doubt. She had to put
as much distance between herself and them as possible. She went
about fifty yards into the forest, the strange muffled sounds of
the creatures in the trees, making her hair prickle, the ground
slightly soggy beneath her feet. Her nose wrinkled, as the forest
smells began to get sour and, sighing to herself, she turned right,
and began walking back the way the trucks had bought her.

An hour or so
later, and Shara knew her pace was quickening.

She made
conscious efforts to slow, so she wouldn’t fall, but her step
lengthened. Unconsciously, she wanted to put as much distance
between her and the misery that awaited her as a captive in the
hellhole to which they would have taken her.

Now, sweating
and panting with effort, she was battling with the narrowing jungle
paths as the vegetation thickened around her naked body with every
step. As far as she could tell there was no one following her. They
hadn’t noticed her absence then, among so many slaves that they
thought were securely chained together? They would when they
stopped for rest, or reached wherever they were going to. Surely,
sooner or later, she would stumble into a clearing, or find a path
that could lead her to civilisation. She would have to steal some
clothes maybe, but what the Hell? She had to escape these
animals.

So the feeling
of being closely pursued was in her imagination.

Yet she was
unable to still the rise of bile in her stomach. Nerves,
apprehension, fear even, as she tied to find a clear path through
the thick tangled growth, the chain dangling from her collar added
its awkward load and she constantly had to free it from tangled
bracts, and low branches. Her heart pounded harder all the time.
There was even a flutter of arousal as she was constantly reminded
of her nakedness, and the fact she was in the open air. That was,
if she could class this thick, overgrown tangle as the open air. At
home, in a secluded estate, she would have quite enjoyed the
feeling of unsullied freedom and the sensuousness of the air on her
skin.

But not
here.

Her bare feet
began to grow sore, as the wicked, clutching bushes closed in on
her, like the sides of a grave. She tried to still wild thoughts;
she feared the smells, and every little noise that some creature or
another made. Visions of wild animals, suddenly confronting her,
attacking her, seeing her as prey! Even fanciful notions of being
caught in some strange tropical plant and being unable to get free
whilst the thing consumed her.

She shook her
head to clear the wild ideas, no doubt caused by the need for water
as slowly her body began to dehydrate. She tried to swallow, but it
was hopeless. The panic swelled like a balloon, blocking her throat
and even the bile vanished, as her mouth dried. She realised she
had lost sight of the road ages ago. The sunlight that filtered
down was split into a myriad of patterns, and she had no idea which
way she was going. Oh God! She seemed to be going deeper into this
jungle, and she gasped suddenly as she became aware of her feet
getting soaked, as with each step she began to sink into an oozy,
slushy mess.

God! She was
stumbling into a swamp!

Then she heard
them.

Coarse male
noises muffled in the close growth, but loud enough for her to make
out the broken English of the Arabs. And then, loud and clear she
heard the baying of dogs! Oh my God! They were hunting her down
like a wild animal! Panic took over and she began to attack the
thick growth around her. Struggling crazily with the ooze beneath
her feet

Then there was
a louder threatening voice.

She knew it!
Raker! Oh God No! That sadist!

She tried to
shut it out as she heard him bawling after her.

‘You
can’t escape bitch!’ he taunted. ‘We’ll catch you. If you have any
sense, you’ll come straight back like a good little slave! Or you
know what will happen!’

Shara jerked
her head round, feeling her eyes widen with fear, as she saw what
she was sure was movement, heard the rustle of leaves and cracking
of stems, as her pursuers, moved after her. She had no idea how far
away they were. They might be right on top of her or even a quarter
of a mile away! Damn them whatever! She had to keep going on,
crashing through the leafy cover, branches lacing into her flesh,
scratching and cutting her. She had to pay no heed to all of that.
She had to get away.

She put her
arms up in front of her face to protect her eyes, and plunged
headlong through the thick, lush growth, still uncaring that her
breasts thighs and belly were being almost flayed by the twiggy
bushes. She stumbled into a shambling run her heart beginning to
smash about in her chest like a trapped, bird.

She could not
afford to glance behind her. She had to keep running. The sounds
were ever louder; guttural men’s voices and the clumsy sounds of
their boots as they closed in on her, smashing heir way through the
undergrowth.

How close were
they? God they must be very near! Her mind faltered as she ran
blindly on. Now she was cursing her stupidity. Why hadn’t she
stayed with the others, waited for a better chance? But she knew
the answer to that. She doubted she would have been given another
chance, had the loose padlock been discovered.

By now, they
must be very close, but damn them she still would not give in. Any
moment now she might suddenly find herself in a clearing, or on a
road maybe, where she could perhaps find help.

Then she could
hear rasping breathing behind her even fancied she could smell
them.

She tried to
scream. A sound like a rusty hinge was all she could manage.

Not that it
would have made any difference. There was no one but her pursuers
to hear.

Her heels were
sore now, and her feet were sinking ever deeper into the ground, so
that as well as the vegetation, she had to fight to drag them from
the sucking marshy ground. Her stomach turned with disgust as she
felt the stinking mud, squelching through her toes. Her legs were
smothered in mud now, and even as she realised that the bushes were
thinning, so her legs sank right to her knees, in the quagmire,

This time the
scream escaped her lips, an anguished wail as she realised she had
lost… She fell forwards, crashing to her knees, and sank even
further, so that she had to grab the bushes and pull. She pulled as
though Hell was after her, until with a loud sucking noise her feet
came free and she was able to take a few more stumbling steps.

Again, the
ground sucked her down, this time causing her to fall to her front
in the filth.

Another
struggle to rise, a panic stricken glance behind.

Still
there!

Still
gaining!

Then she felt a
hand on her shoulder. She heard the deep growl of satisfaction, and
her stomach tightened in a ball of frustrated anger as she half
turned to see the sweating face of Raker. Without thinking, she
took a mighty swing with the chain hanging from her collar, and to
her satisfaction, heard it connect with Raker’s body.

Raker bellowed
in pain, anger and surprise. ‘Bitch!’ he screamed out. ‘Bitch! I’ll
kill you for that!’

But this was
her chance. She struggled upright, got clear of him, and ran again,
this time feeling firmer ground beneath her feet. The growth was
thinning, and suddenly she was in a clearing, running across soft
grass, the sunlight hot on her flesh as she clutched the chain in
her hands running for her life.

Then Shara saw
them at the edge of her vision. The Arabs! There were two of them,
running apace with her, about twenty yards away to each side. They
each had heavy, hempen nets in their hands and a dog running beside
them

She heard
rather than saw the dogs released, and before she realised it they
were on her, snarling, scratching and pulling her down. Their
vicious teeth were inches from her face, their foetid breath all
around her, and their splathering saliva spraying over her. But
they didn’t bite! The dogs couldn’t bite. They were muzzled. But
they were none the less fearsome for that and Shara was screaming
and wailing in sheer terror, as she struggled with the brutes.
Instinctively, Shara knew why the dogs were muzzled. This would be
to save damage to a slave! Even as the thought went through her
mind, she heard the men calling off the dogs. She knew it was over,
but damn them! She was not going to give in until she could run no
further.

Screaming
still, she staggered to her feet and began to run again.

She didn’t get
far. She heard the whoosh of a net as it was thrown through the air
and then the weight as the rough hempen weave settled over her,
sending her crashing to the ground.

Then the men
were upon her, yelling laughing, poking and kicking as they deftly
rolled her naked form into the net. Then they stood over her, and
each placed a foot on her body, knowing, as did Shara, it was
finally over.

Then through
the mesh she saw Raker, staring down at her his face livid with
fury, rubbing at his ribs. ‘Bitch!’ he snarled at her. ‘Now I’m
going to make you suffer!’ He pushed the Arabs aside, and bent to
Shara’s netted body. Grabbing the net, he yanked it savagely,
unwinding it, rolling Shara over so her mind seemed to explode in a
shower of lights.

Raker stepped
over to her and stopped her rolling, with his foot, grabbed her
hair and lifted her bodily, ignoring her wails. Then he slammed her
to her knees, and pushed her forwards, so she fell headlong into a
filthy puddle of brackish water…

She was face
down in the filth, and she felt his foot on her neck, pressing her
face into the mud.

Raker wasn’t
going to bother to take her any further. He was going to kill her
here and now, drown her in this filthy muck and leave her to
rot.

Sharaa began to
flail her legs, as she felt her breathing cut off. Slowly,
inexorably her face was pushed into the stinking, clogging mud, and
she struggled for her very life. She squirmed and wriggled and
fought, for what seemed like minutes, until, suddenly, Raker lifted
his foot and grabbed her matted filthy hair. She wailed as the
sadist hauled her upwards bodily, stiffened with the shock then,
panic-stricken, sucked in a deep breath of the cool air.

Screamed again,
louder this time as she suddenly found strength, pulling herself
away from him. Ignoring the tearing scraping pain as her hair was
pulled from his grasp, the mud causing it to slip through his
fingers.

Shara felt joy
as the manoeuvre gained her precious yard or so, but her lungs were
beginning to burn now. She had not run so far or so fast for such a
long time. Her temples felt as though they were bursting. She
wasn't exactly unfit, but she couldn't keep this up for much
longer.

Dear Jesus,
would she ever get into clear ground? Then miraculously, a
clearing, firm earth! Mustering her reserves of strength she ran
again, despite the pain of overstretched lungs, she tried to get
more speed from feet that were beginning to feel like lead. Her
legs mud streaked, aching burning. Her body lashed by the twigs and
branches seemed to be on fire. But she kept going though her knees
were buckling under the strain, and she seemed still to be wading
through knee-deep mud as her protesting thigh and calf muscles
tried in vain, to pump her legs even faster.

The surface
changed abruptly into uneven crumbling rock, and sharp pieces of
grit began to sting her feet. She was aware that her feet had begun
to bleed, but she kept going.

Then she drew
in a horrified breath. The rocky surface was just a broken down
road, and there to her left was the blur of the rear of the truck!
Her heart and her hopes sank to her feet. She had been running in a
circle! But she dismissed it. Damn them. There was still a chance.
Ahead was an unbroken stretch of open grassland, and she would run
till she dropped. She gave it everything she had. But she knew it
was hopeless. Raker was still behind her and now he was gaining
again!

She had to cut
across the fields. There was no other choice. Damn them! They would
have to shoot her. She was going to die rather than face slavery at
the hands of these animals. But first she had to cross the
field.

She veered off
to her right, without thinking, jumped a half-noticed ditch.

Felt the damp
of the meadow grass on her soles. A refreshing feeling.

Soothing the
raw, stinging soles of her feet.

She felt
renewed vigour and her stride lengthened again, as the short
greenery gave way to heavy blades of grass. Long and damp, the
grass slicked at her ankles like lizards' tongues. Was the terrain
itself against her? Should she have stayed on the road?

Still he was
following; his breathing louder now; rasping; an old file on
wood.

Dear Lord! She
had to reach the trees again.

The trees
seemed even further away, the twilight, turning them into a faint
bruise on the horizon. Shara knew they weren't as far away as it
seemed. She also knew there wasn't much in the way of cover, but it
would be better than nothing. Once inside the copse, she would at
least stand a chance.

Wouldn't
she?

NO! He was onto
her!

‘Thought you'd
escape me bitch?' he growled, and then a low chuckle rumbled up as
he flicked her over onto her back. She grunted with pain as his
knees slammed down onto her upper arms. Her fingers suddenly felt
numb; useless and she tried to throw him off by lifting her hips
upwards.

Hopeless.

She saw the
dull glint of his teeth and imagined, rather than saw, the grinning
light of lust in his face. ‘Now bitch!'

Shara screamed
at him. God, he was vile. Shara gathered all the saliva she could;
spat upwards.

Success! His
sudden recoil rewarded her.

His left knee
lifted and released her right arm.

With all the
venom she could muster, she clawed at his left cheek.

Raker roared.
‘BITCH!' Then drew back his hand, into a wide swing and connected
with the side of her head.

Once again, the
world reeled, roaring in her ears. Flashing lights obliterated the
dark form above her.

But she wasn't
going to let go.

A blind lash at
him with bunched fists. Still trying to hold onto what was left of
consciousness; trying to sweep away the encroaching blackness.

She had to hang
on.

Fight!

Get away from
these monsters.

Her mind
screamed again, as another blow landed, this time to the other side
of her head and the fireworks display was back again.

She realised
then. His right knee was resting between her thighs, which meant
her knee was.

'Hit them where
it matters,' had always been the advice. Her knee was right where
it mattered! Almost fully in Raker’s crotch.

Calling on what
was left to her, she slashed her knee upwards; felt the vulnerable
flesh give way, as her knee drove home.

Elation!

He let out a
wild, high-pitched, screech; his hands loosed her; reached for his
own hurt.

The weight on
her stomach eased and taking her chance, Shara rolled away, into
the softer grass, pushing his bulk from her body. She heard the
heavy sound of his body rolling into the grass and, gasping for
breath, she struggled to get further away from him. With hands that
were still numb and tingling as the blood flowed again, she clawed
at the shrubby ground cover and she felt the dirt ramming under her
nails

Felt her nails
lifting off their beds.

Felt the skin
sloughing away as she scrambled to her knees.

Clearly, he
still hadn't finished and despite his obvious pain, reached out a
hand to grab, once more, at her shoulder. But Shara was up now and
running again…

Mercies! He
hadn't followed!

Shara slowed to
a walk, grateful now of the mud that covered her naked body. She
would be all the more difficult to see among the trees. She still
kept towards the edge of the tree line, but savoured the chance to
suck in air without the need to immediately expend energy. She
looked about her, but there was nothing to alarm. No longer any
sound of pursuit.

Grateful for
the lull, she leaned against a thick birch.

Then, a
moment's panic.

She couldn't
allow herself to become blasé.

He wasn’t going
to give up. She had to keep going, until she could find somewhere
to hide. Then in the daylight, she could maybe find her way to a
village, or even maybe a town, where she could get help.

Shuddering, as
the air began to dry her body sweat, Shara crouched down into the
thicker growth around the base of the tree, silently blessing the
neglect that had allowed the small wood to go un-coppiced.

She sighed and
leaned back into the tree's support, her breath condensing, even in
this heat, her sweat soaked, filth streaked body, steaming,
enveloping her head and shoulders as the blessed rest began to ease
her aching lungs and body.

Then her heart
leapt! A hand like a clamp went around her mouth and she heard
Raker’s grating voice close to her ear. ‘Thought you could hide
Bitch?'

She struggled,
clawing at the hand with her nails, but he cuffed her again,
causing the lights to dance in her head once more. ‘You’re sweating
like a mare!’ he chuckled. ‘Steaming with your filthy sweat.’ He
chuckled. ‘It gave you away.' He dragged her backwards, out from
beneath the tree.

She was
kicking; heaving and bucking her body about in an effort to escape
his grasp; scratching at his hands; trying to bite at the evil
smelling paw around her mouth.

Useless.

Shara wasn't
going to get another chance to hurt him.

He cuffed her
again. ‘Keep still bitch!'

Shara's head
was ringing now; the lights were taking longer to go away. There
was a fuzzy, red mist in her head and she knew she was slipping. A
million points seemed to lance her scalp, as he grabbed a fistful
of her hair again, and she screamed into the hand about her mouth.
She went limp as he released her mouth and before she could draw in
a much-needed breath, felt herself, yet again, flipped over onto
her back.

As the
muzziness evaporated, she tried to sit up, becoming aware of the
weight on her upper arms. He had her biceps pinned by his knees
again.

An ancient cry
seeped into her head. ‘Lie back and enjoy it!'

She doubted
that she would enjoy it, but life was more important to her.
Resistance was futile. It would probably end in her death. She
relaxed, letting her head fall back to the damp grass. ‘Get on with
it you bastard!' She almost snarled at him. ‘I hope you think it'll
be worth it.'

He whispered.
‘That's right bitch! Lie still.' He chuckled and slowly moved his
weight off her arms, making sure the chain at her collar was tight.
He chuckled again. ‘I don’t want you.’ He sneered. ‘But you’re
going to crawl back to the truck on the chain. All the way back, on
your knees. You bitch! He stood up and yanked Shara to he knees,
then, without a glance at the hapless Shara crouched beside his
calf, he walked away towards the road again, dragging the terrified
and humiliated Shara behind him, like a dog.


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter
Fourteen: The Long Walk

 


Shara
struggled against Raker’s huge strength, but the man just grinned
and ignored her futile wriggling and screaming. Pulling hard on the
chain, he growled at her. ’You’re going to be sorry you put me to
all that trouble, slut.’ He kicked her hard in the buttocks, his
boot separating the cheeks of her arse, so she felt the sickening
pain, as the toe of the sadist’s boot, smashed into her tender,
puckered anus. She yelped like a wounded animal and fell to her
front, shaking and sobbing.

Unconcernedly,
Raker bent, and grabbed a fistful of her hair, dragging her to her
knees. Then she felt her arms being stretched forwards, towards the
tailgate.

She whimpered,
trying to turn to him, but he cuffed her alongside the head and
using the whip as a makeshift rope, the evil Raker tied her wrists
to a thick chain that was stretched across the tailgate. Then he
kicked her knees apart, stretching her butt cheeks. ‘Right my
beauty,’ he said. ‘Before we go any further I‘m going to show you
just what you are.’ He leaned to her ear. ‘You’re just a slave, my
beauty. There’s no use for you but to please your Masters. And
right now I am your Master, so you’ll please me.’

He began to
caress her hips and ass cheeks softly, allowing his fingers to
slide in and out of the warm crease between her buttocks. He
chuckled satisfactorily, as Shara, unable stop herself, began to
moisten. She gritted her teeth, and tried to deny the feelings
inside, but his thick, harsh fingers were insistent. He kept
playing with her bud from behind, reaching through her thighs,
pulling his hands through, each pass becoming more firm and
insistent than the last.

She was
beginning to shudder slightly. God! How did this swine know that
under normal circumstances, she had always had a weakness for this
particular kind of foreplay? She cursed inwardly. The bastard. He
wouldn’t make her come this time. He wouldn’t! She stiffened her
body, then yelped out as Raker suddenly slapped her ass hard,
stinging the wet skin. ‘Relax bitch.’ He said. ‘Give in to it. You
know you’ll enjoy it.’ He chuckled as he continued to play with her
sex.

She gasped as
his hands resumed their caressing and soft, insistent stroking.

Soon, her head
was hanging down and she was suppressing moans of pleasure, as the
sensation began to consume her. Then he was opening her labia,
spreading the hot wet lips, feeling for her inner petals, smearing
her juices all over her anus and inner thighs. She was sobbing
quietly spreading her thighs even, as she still tried to hold onto
herself, but there was no let up from this maniac at all.

She was aware
suddenly, that she was rolling her hips, for him, and she heard his
soft growl of approval as the hot, swollen end of his weapon pushed
gently against her tight puckered anus.

Shara sucked
in a horrified gasp, as she clenched her cheeks together,
remembering the awful rape on the deck of that terrible ship. She
wailed out as she realised, once more, her ass was to be raped. All
her reaction did was to make it harder for him to enter her, and
she sobbed as he chuckled. ‘That’s right my beauty,’ he said. ‘Keep
it tight and make it all the better for me when I take you!’

Then she let
out an ear-piercing shriek, as he rammed himself, uncaringly, into
her body, stretching her tight ass, splitting her it seemed, as his
cock lunged deep into her. In seconds he was pumping like a wild
animal, his lust rising, engorging his already fearsome cock,
shafting her ass, filling her with the hard, hot length of it,
while she screamed and squirmed, trying to pull away from him.

All she did
was slither on all fours in the mud, as he took her, grabbing her
hips, digging his steel-trap fingers into her flesh, pulling her
back towards him. He was shouting now. ’Come on bitch! This is how
you like it. On all fours, like the animal you are. Come on slut,
come for Master!’ He was lunging harder and deeper, and Shara was
being pummelled against the back of the truck as she tried to keep
her arms straight, to support his weight, and at the same time,
wriggling to rid herself of this monstrous savage, who was using
her like a toy.

It was
hopeless. All that her struggles achieved was to give him further
pleasure, until finally he roared out his lust, and sank right
home, snatching her hips and ass hard against his loins.

To her horror,
Shara felt the awesome cock inside her swell even more, grow rigid,
and become almost scalding hot, burning her insides. Then he was
filling her with his evil load, as he emptied himself into her.

She felt that
filthy jet, hot and thick, spurting into her ass, consuming her
with disgust and shame, as he paused for a moment, to shed his last
drops. Then he was squeezing her asscheeks, together as if to make
sure she held it all inside.’

He stopped
then, still panting from his exertion and caressed her shaking,
glistening body as he finished. She let her shoulders droop,
hanging her head in shame at what she had been forced to do. She
was burning with hate and anger as she realised her own juices were
flowing, coating her thighs and sliding downwards. She began
sobbing her degradation and shame. He was patting her ass and hips
as he slid from her. ‘You have a real tight ass slut.’ Then a
stinging blow of his hand across her buttocks, ‘But we will soon
alter that.’

Shara hardly
aware of his taunts, just sobbed to herself, and docile now, she
stayed motionless, whilst he untied her wrists, suffering as
quietly as she could, the burning soreness in her ass. Feeling his
filthy, glutinous seed, still warm, as it began to dribble from
her, mixing with her own juices between her legs. She felt her face
redden in a deep blush, as air was expelled noisily from her ass,
along with the dribbles of his semen, and she caught back a sob of
disgust. He had finally reduced her fully, to the status of an
animal and had made her feel low and disgusted with herself. Also,
that she was still wet with her own juices made her even more
ashamed of herself, and she allowed the tears to flow
unhindered.

Raker just
stood over her impassively for a few moments, Then, coiling the
whip he, pushed against her buttocks with his boot, causing her to
flop down face first in the filth of the track. ‘Right then,’ he
said, ‘as you seem to like a little run, let’s see how well you
keep up with the truck,’

Thousands of
agonising darts went through her scalp as Raker pulled her back up
to her knees, and dragged her closer to the back of the truck.
‘Stay on your knees bitch,’ he snarled at her, then stood waiting
while Shara struggled to keep her balance in the slippery filth
beneath her. ‘Face the truck.’

Shara was
beyond caring, so deep was her shame, knowing that the other girls
had witnessed her rape. Knowing they would be thinking just what
she would have thought. Thanking their God it wasn’t them, yet
knowing, sooner or later, somewhere along the way, it would be
their turn. Maybe, damn them, some of them might have enjoyed
seeing her used like that.

With her anus
still burning and throbbing, her lungs heaving, Shara hung her head
in miserable, shame and obeyed, trying to ignore the horror of the
ooze squelching beneath her hands and knees. The stinking mud was
already beginning to creep up her limbs again, and her
mud splattered body was becoming streaked afresh with the
slimy mess. She suddenly felt that she didn’t know herself anymore,
that she wasn’t the real person she had been. She was someone else.
Her previous life had not happened to her, but to some stranger.
She even began to wonder if she had ever known anything else, any
other way of life, as slowly the full awareness of her position
rooted itself firmly in her reality. She was beginning to admit and
accept her enslavement. She was here to obey these frightening
people as a mere animal, her sole purpose to please them.

Raker
disturbed her reverie by poking her in the back with the toe of his
foot, causing her to arch her spin painfully. ‘Head up slave!’ he
commanded

Once more
Shara obeyed, trying to ignore the pain and shame. She sucked in a
gasp of fear as she saw the chain that was looped across the
tailgate, and the large ring in the centre of the chain. She tried
to control her trembling, as she realised what Raker intended for
her. She looked up at him. ‘P.p.please Master!’

All she got
for her trouble was a swipe across the face with the back of
Raker’s hand, before he padlocked the end of her neck chain, to the
ring in front of her. ‘Your wrists slave!’ he said.

Meekly Shara
obeyed, and raised her arms to him. Her head sank as he placed the
bight of the chain in her hands. He lifted her chin with his hand,
looked into her eyes and said. ‘I should keep real tight hold of
the chain slut.’ He tugged on her neck chain. ‘Otherwise you might
find yourself being pulled along by your neck!’ He grinned at her.
‘Not to worry - this mud is supposed to be good for your skin.’ He
grinned again. ‘Now keep up with the truck, or you might have that
pretty neck stretched.’

Dejected and
defeated, Shara nodded. ‘Yes Master.’

‘Good
slave!’ Then his arm went back and the whip howled.

Shara
flinched, instinctively and then howled in agony, as the leather
slashed into her buttocks, and she felt the searing fire across the
top of her butt cheeks. She dropped the chain, her hands
automatically, going to the hurt. Again the whip slashed into her
body. ‘Pick up the chain slut!’

Shara
scrabbled frantically in the gritty mud, and found the chain,
gripping tightly to the cold, slippery metal.

He looked down
at her. ‘Stupid bitch!’ he sneered. ‘With all that mud on your
paws, it will be all the more difficult to hold the chain and take
the strain of your pretty neck, eh slut?’

Choking back
on a sob, Shara said ‘Yes Master.’ She felt rather than saw her
knuckles whiten, as she gripped harder onto the links.

The whip
struck again and although she howled out, this time Shara kept hold
of the chain as a line of burning pain traced across her shoulders
and she bit her lip tightly, trying to suppress the pain.

‘Now,’
he said. ‘On your feet!’ He slashed the whip into her buttocks,
ignoring her wails, as, using the chain to help her, Shara
struggled back to her feet and then stood there, mute, waiting for
the next command. All hope of ever being able to escape these
maniacs was beginning to fade, and her shoulders slumped as she
surrendered herself to the inevitable. Inevitable, at least for the
time being. She knew she would get another chance. And damn these
bastards! She would take it when it came, and next time they would
not catch her.

Then it
started to rain.

Big fat, warm
drops of rain.

Slowly at
first, spattering the vegetation with a slapping sound, bending the
leaves as it hit them, warm on her own skin, as the fall gradually
increased.

Raker left her
and ran to the cab of the truck shouting something to the
driver.

Shara saw the
man hand Raker a large waterproof cape and a hat, and she groaned
softly, and began to shake with frightened anticipation. Stifling
her moans, she stood there, feeling the warm rain turning into a
downpour. The water was beginning to sluice off her shoulders, and
hips, running in rivulets down her mud-streaked thighs and calves.
In its way, it was a relief. It was soon washing the filth from her
body, the torrent splattering and bouncing of her back and calves,
rivulets running down her sides, to drip from her breasts and
belly, carrying most of the filth with it. The rain was so warm, it
was just like being in a shower at home, and she closed her eyes,
savouring the hissing deluge, as it cleansed and soothed her
whip-lashed, reddened skin.

The little
luxury was short-lived though, for suddenly the whip was on her
skin again, as she heard the truck begin to pull forwards, the rear
wheels sprayed her anew with more mud as they spun to get a grip.
Then the strain on her arms as she was pulled along, with her knees
sliding about in the soft ground beneath. Frantically she struggled
to her feet, knowing that she had to stay upright, or she would
just be dragged along behind the vehicle, until finally she either
broke her neck or was strangled to death.

Then the whip
was stinging and burning again as Raker, laughing into the rain;
urging her on, behind the lurching, slithering truck.

There was
nothing she could do but try to blot out the awful agonies, as the
whip seared her skin, as the rain carelessly poured over her, as
her feet slipped and slithered in the quagmire, and the chain
tugged inexorably on her arms. She gripped the chain for dear life,
knowing that if she fell, even if they stopped the truck, at best
she would be whipped where she lay, until she managed to get back
to her feet. It seemed that her journey would be interminable, as
she felt her hands and arms aching, burning, with the struggle to
hold the chain.

Then it
happened. She lost her grip, and slammed down hard into the
mud.

She was terror
stricken as she screamed and wailed, choking as the chain began to
pull her collar into her throat. Her hands were now scrabbling for
the neck chain, to prevent her head being yanked off.

Raker yelled
out suddenly, and to Shara’s immense relief, the truck stopped.
Then it wasn’t just rain that was landing on her skin. It wasn’t
just the odd encouraging swipe of the whip cutting her back and
buttocks. It was a demented lashing, Raker completely oblivious to
her wails, as she scrambled in the mud, to get away from him.
Slipping and slithering in the mess of rain and mud, she was forced
to writhe and twist under the whip. That was to Raker’ advantage,
as each time she moved a fresh target presented itself to the
stinging cutting leather. The only part of her body that was
untouched by the whip was her face and neck, as systematically,
Raker worked the leather all over her writhing, mud streaked
body.

Finally Shara
could stand it no more, and she lapsed into a dreamlike state,
where she was only half-aware of the brutal sadist, stopping his
onslaught, to lift her by the hair. Dragging the
half conscious Shara to the truck, he lifted her in his arms,
and she felt herself being dumped onto the hard unyielding floor of
the truck. Then the chain was back on her collar, and her waistband
secured. She was dumped onto the bench again, where two of the
other girls, held her mud encrusted body upright, as Raker slashed
the butt of the whip into her belly, one last time. ‘Now realise
your place whore,’ he said, shackling her wrists to the angle iron.
Then jumping back off the truck, he secured the tailgate, and as
the rain began to let up, walked towards the cab.


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter
Fifteen: Arrival at Sheik Kerim’s Palace

 


Shara was
pulled from a fitful slumber as the truck lurched to a stop, and
she was suddenly aware of lights all around her. Like the other
girls, she blinked as their eyes became accustomed to the glare,
and immediately began to wonder where they were. She knew though,
wherever they were, it was unlikely anyone was ever going to tell
them. He gazed about in bewilderment at the high stone walls
surrounding the courtyard and noted the barred windows, and the
high, wooden gates through which the truck had obviously just
passed. The place looked like a prison, and all she could see of
the sky above the glare of the courtyard lights, was a washed out
square with just the brighter stars visible.

There was
little time to wonder about anything, as Raker appeared again and
jumping up onto the truck, he started to unshackle the girls from
the angle iron. ‘We’re here sluts.’ He chuckled as he prodded them
to their feet, ‘This is where your training begins.’ One by one, he
pushed the girls towards the back of the truck, and obediently now,
they jumped down, knowing there would be no escape from here, as
the wooden doors were suddenly closed with a loud crash, followed
by the sound of iron bolts being drawn into place.

Raker walked
across to Shara, and looked her up and down, contemptuously.

She was
acutely aware of her filthy state, her mud streaked nakedness, the
dried earth clinging to her skin, making her itch unbearably. She
felt his gaze almost penetrating her and she lowered he head
instinctively. She knew in her heart they were winning. The intent
to escape seemed more ludicrous all the time and maybe she was
beginning to see that she would never return to a proper life. She
tried to still her trembling, but she failed, and her teeth began
to chatter again.

Raker poked
her in the stomach. ‘You.’ He grinned maliciously. ‘You’re going to
get some special treatment, slut.’

Shara began
shake violently. It was clear why she was being singled out. She
had dared to try and make a run for it. She was about to be taught
a lesson. Exactly what was to happen to her, she hardly dared
imagine. She knew and accepted that these people were capable of
the most horrific and perverted acts of cruelty, and she felt her
knees begin to buckle, and she grabbed for the tailgate of the
truck for support. Her stomach lurched with apprehension. She felt
her insides loosen, and had the sudden urge to let go her bladder.
To her utter shame and humiliation, she knew she could not control
it, and with a desperate wail, she began to cry, as her own waste
spurted from her, to run hot and stinging down her whip lashed
legs, to splatter on the stone flags of the courtyard.

Her punishment
was instant, and the whip slashed her buttocks, and she was slammed
to her knees in her own water. Screaming in terror and shaking with
fright and shame, she sobbed, as even more poured from her. Shara
knew she was finished; at the end of her line. Whatever they did to
her now, she doubted she would survive it and if she did, by some
miracle, she knew her mind would be gone.

But then
suddenly the whipping ceased, and Raker grabbed her hair, to drag
her to the side of the courtyard, where he slammed her to her knees
again. One savage blow of the whip, and he said menacingly. ‘You
stay here you filthy slut, while I see to the others.’ He tapped
the handle of the whip on her head. ‘If you’ve moved when I get
back, I’ll whip you senseless. Got it?’

Miserably
Shara nodded, and tried to contain her sobs as her bowels grumbled
and the urge to pass more waste went away. .

‘Cry all
you like,’ he said, ‘No one here will give a damn for you or the
noise you make.’ He grinned at her. ‘If the guards want to shut you
up, like as not they’ll stuff your mouth with their cocks.’ He then
pushed her to her side, then and stalked away, leaving her lying in
her own filth.

She had no
idea how long she had lain there, and knew she must have dozed off,
for suddenly Raker was back, and shaking her awake. She began to
shiver in the cold night air, and she groaned and retched again as
she felt the dried ordure on her legs.

Raker didn’t
seem to mind, for he just lifted her by the hair yet again, and got
her to her knees. He flicked the whip across her ass, and then said
Crawl after me bitch. Sheik Kerim wants to see you. He wants to
know why you should choose to run away from the truck!’

Her insides
shrivelled again, and desperately she wanted to empty her bowels
once more. But she knew she had to control the urge All it would
earn her was more of the whip so obediently, in complete surrender,
she crawled slowly after Raker, knowing he was so confident she
would obey, he didn’t even bother to look back at her.

She followed
as quickly as she could, trying to ignore the indignity of her
filthy condition, and of being made to perform like a circus
animal. But it wasn’t enough for Raker. By now, he had reached the
door, and he turned towards her, scolding her. ‘Come on slavebitch!
You have an appointment with His Excellency.’ He grinned wolfishly.
‘He has something to show you.’

Her mind
whirling, full of bewildered, confusing thoughts, Shara finally
reached the waiting Raker, and then squealed as he took a hank of
her hair in his hand and pulled her to her feet. He pushed her
against the wall, and looked her up and down. ‘You’re filthy and
you stink,’ he said, chuckling. ‘You want to get clean?’


‘P.p.please Master.’ Shara answered automatically now. ‘Yes I
do ple…’

He cuffed her
alongside the head. ‘No need. Where you’re going your stink won’t
be noticed at all.’ He leaned towards her and clipped a chain to
her collar again, then turning away he strode along the narrow
corridor, dragging the shaking, terrified Shara behind him.

They didn’t
walk far, before Shara was suddenly aware of the agonised cries of
a woman, coming from somewhere further along the passageway. There
was a bright glow coming from a half open door at the far end, and
it was from there that the noise emanated. Suddenly the cries
turned to agonised screams and she heard the rattle and clink of
chains and a woman pleading, in English, for mercy, begging to be
released. Shara knew there would be no chance of that whoever the
hapless girl was.

They reached
the door, and Raker pulled her up suddenly jerking on the chain
leash. ‘Before we take you to the Sheik I’ll show you what can
happen to sluts like you.’ He pulled her towards the door. ‘Here
girl,’ he said. ‘In this room.’ He pushed the door wide open, and
herded her into the eerie stone walled chamber beyond.

The horrific
scene almost caused her to faint on the spot. It was a scene from
Hell. In the centre of the large area there was a brazier, its
coals glowing white hot, and she put a hand to her mouth, as she
saw the irons sticking out of the coals. There was a huge muscular
black man, stripped to the waist, his body and balding head covered
in sweat, shining in the glow from the brazier. In front of him,
chained to the wall, their arms stretched up straight, there were
two naked women. Like Shara their noses, nipples and labia had been
pierced and ringed, and they wore steel collars. The terrorised
expressions on their faces told the story. Shara dared hardly
believe what her instincts told her was about to happen.

But there was
something about the two women that made Shara frown with curiosity.
The one nearest to her was clearly an older woman, maybe in her
mid-thirties, but still a ravishingly attractive woman. The other,
much younger was equally lovely, and both had long, blonde hair.
Yet they looked so alike they might have been sisters. Then anther
incredulous possibility crossed Shara’s mind. These two women could
just as easily be mother and daughter!

A deeper shock
coursed through Shara as she realised that was a strong
possibility, and suddenly her mind was running wild, with
imaginings as to how these two women had fallen into the clutches
of the Sheik.

Now the older
woman was suddenly pleading for mercy, for both of them, babbling
and crying, but Shara was still able to identify the cultured
English accent. The woman was desperate, and began offering the
black man money, and telling him she would do anything he asked.
Shara realised there was every possibility these poor unfortunates
had fallen foul of Raker’s vessel, just as Jeremy had. She felt a
tinge of pity for the woman, who surely must realise that her fate,
along with her daughter’s was sealed. Like Shara, and the other
girls, it was doubtful they would ever see England again.

The man
ignored her and strolled across to the younger girl. She was rigid
with terror, her eyes wide and bulging, her breasts heaving as she
tried to suck in air, her hands working as she tried to get free of
the manacles around her wrists. However, she never had a hope of
moving, let alone breaking any chains. Her body had been placed in
such a way as to be almost immovable. It was the same for the
mother. Both of them had their left hips clamped in a rigid frame
that encased their outer leg and their left hips were turned
towards the huge black man. Any struggling was purely from
instinct, for they must have known, there was no escaping what was
to be done to them.

Their huge
tormentor grinned at them and using his heavily gloved right hand,
almost lovingly, he removed one of the irons from the brazier.

He turned to
the terrified young blonde and held up the iron, letting her see
the white-hot star on the end, before looking down at her
taught-skinned, tanned and shapely thigh.

It was done
almost casually and he seemed not to notice the ear-splitting
scream, as he touched the iron to the girl’s leg.

She went into
a paroxysm of agony, the veins in her neck standing out as she
stiffened in her suffering, screaming her pain to the uncaring
walls of the chamber.

Her mother was
screaming too, struggling, trying futilely to get free of her
chains, clearly wanting to get to her daughter, but also obviously
knowing she was next.

Shara caught
the whiff of burned flesh and all but vomited as she felt herself
swaying, a light-headed feeling coming over her. Oh God! What
agonies the girl must be suffering.

The young
blonde captive was still screaming, long protracted cries of agony,
as the sadistic tormentor, pressed a little harder into her flesh,
until the brand was clear and sharp against the smoothness of the
firm muscle. Then, almost as an afterthought he threw a splash of
cold water over the angry red brand, and returned the iron to the
fire. He withdrew another iron, also having a star on the end, and
went to the older woman. He stared at her for a moment and then let
her feel the heat from the iron close to her cheek.

The woman’s
face was a frozen mask of fear, her eyes wide, her jaw open,
drooling unheeded as she tried to suck air into her lungs. She was
shaking her head, gasping, yet she must have known it was all so
futile. Again the black man just ignored her and then looked at her
thigh. He nodded once more and just as casually as before, placed
the white-hot tip onto her flesh. The woman arched against the
chains, every muscle in her body going rigid, and she too let out a
howl of pain, as her flesh sizzled, and the iron did its work. Then
she slumped in her chains, unconscious, as the man held the iron in
place for a moment longer. Then he threw a ladleful of water over
the fresh wound, and returned the iron to the coals.

Raker was
smiling, an almost beatific expression on his face as he watched
the brandings. Then he turned to Shara. ‘Mother and daughter, as
you no doubt guessed.’

Shara nodded,
too shocked to say anything, her mind frozen almost as she
realised, she was probably going to be next.

But Raker
clearly anticipating her thoughts took the fear from her as he
turned and said. ‘Don’t fret slut. You aren’t going to be
branded.’

Shara slumped
letting out a deep sigh of relief. Only a moment’s relief, as Raker
eventually said: ‘Yet!’ He chuckled as she stared wide-eyed at
him.

‘You
will only be branded if you become one of the Sheik’s favourites.’
He nodded to the two unconscious women. ‘Like these two.’ He said.
‘The Sheik keeps them for the sole purpose of entertaining him.’ He
shook his head and sighed almost longingly. ‘God you should see the
things he has them do, for him and to each other.’

Shara was
gaping in disbelief as she tried to imagine what the two were
suffering, what privation they had been subjected to, and what they
probably would be subjected to for the rest of their lives. It must
be causing so much mental anguish. Dear God, how could these
monsters be so cruel?

Raker chuckled
then and looked at her. ‘You don’t believe me?’ He shrugged. ‘I
can’t say I blame you slut, but before very long, you’ll learn just
what we can get from you sluts.’ He tutted then. ‘But you my
pretty? Well you’ve got some way to go before you‘ll be admitted
into the Sheik’s Harem.’ He looked her up and down again. ‘That is
if you ever make it at all.’ He shook his head. ‘Looking at the
state of you, and knowing how disobedient you are, you are going to
spend most of your time in chains in your cage.'

Again Shara
began to shake, as he let this sink in, and then before she could
say anything else, Raker grabbed her and walked her past the two
unconscious women, nodding at the black man as they passed.

Shara just
tried to switch her mind off. Whatever she was gong to suffer now,
there was no way she was going to be able to avoid it. She knew she
had to steel herself for the worst. She had tried to escape, and
she was going to pay for that stupid, wasted effort.

Through the
next door there was another passage, connecting to another
torch lit chamber. In here though, there was no brazier. Just
a heavy oaken cross, fixed to the floor, tilted backwards towards
the wall.

There were
ringbolts at each extremity of the cross, with ropes attached to
them, and Shara felt her stomach lurch, as she realised what was
going to happen.

But she had
not guessed correctly, for suddenly the door on the other side of
the room swung open and two more blacks came in, holding a naked,
struggling girl between them, forcing the redheaded girl through
the doorway, and over to the cross.

They slammed
her to the cross and Shara heard the air escape from her as her
back smashed against the upright. Immediately the men stretched her
arms out and tied them tightly to the rings at the ends of the
cross piece.

Next they
pulled her legs together, and tying them close, pulled her knees
up, lashing the ends of the rope around her thighs, to keep her
knees high. Next, they pulled her knees apart, stretching her groin
open, causing the ropes to dig into the tender flesh and displaying
her shaven sex, and creamy white thighs. The men worked
efficiently, completely ignoring her pitiful wails as she struggled
against their superior strength and soon the girl was subdued.
After a couple of gratuitous slashes from a short whip to the inner
thighs, she became more or less resigned to her fate, just lying
back against the cross, shaking and whimpering.

The door
opened again, and Shara watched in frightened awe as the Sheik
walked purposefully into the room. He was carrying a heavy, coiled
bull whip and Shara felt herself swaying once more as her
stomach lurched.

The girl on
the cross saw him too as he shook out the coils of the whip.

Immediately
she began to gibber, sobbing, mewling, and shaking her head from
side to side, as she screamed out. ‘No… No… Please I beg you
no…’

Her answer was
a slash of the whip across her belly, and she arched her back as
the leather cut into her flesh, leaving a bloody whelt across her
navel. .

The Sheik
ignored the screaming, and walked over to her. He looked at his
helpless victim, leaning close to her terror stricken face. ‘You
refused to satisfy one of my lady guests. That is true isn’t
it?’

‘No, No
Master please, I didn’t. ‘

‘Then
why am I told that you did? Are my guests liars?’

‘No No.
Master. Please listen… It wasn’t like that.’

He chuckled.
‘Then what was it like?’

‘Master
please.’ She pleaded, her voice trembling and beginning to crack
and fade away, as if she knew she was wasting her time. ‘I just
told her I was feeling ill.’

The Sheik
cackled. ‘Is that so?’ Another small laugh. ‘And were you ill?’ He
glared at her. ‘I want the truth!’

She sobbed
quietly, and then shook her head almost imperceptibly. ‘No
Master.’

‘So!’ he
shouted. ‘Why did you refuse?’

‘Master
please.’ She pleaded. ‘I’m not like that. I don’t like…’

He slapped her
face hard and her head snapped sideways. Saliva sprayed from her
mouth as she sobbed. ‘I’m sorry Master.’

He clamped a
hand over her mouth. ‘You will learn that it’s not your place to
like or dislike anything. You do as you are told. Whatever we tell
you to do, you do.’ He smiled evilly. ‘And I assure you slut, you
will indeed be feeling ill. Very shortly.’ He dropped the whip to
the floor and straightened up. Slowly he stripped himself naked.
Then he picked up the bull-whip again and traced it gently over the
girl’s body. As he let his gaze wander over the defenceless girl,
his huge cock stiffened to an engorged erection and it was visibly
throbbing as his eyes devoured her fragile form. Then calmly he
stepped back a few paces and the whipping began.

The whip
howled through the air, almost deafening in the stone walled room.
Under the heavy blows of the thick bullwhip, the wretched girl
began to wail, shaking her head from side to side, struggling
wildly against the ropes, as her body slowly became a mass of
bloodied welts. Her struggles only made the Sheik smile more. His
smile turned to a wicked grin, and he smashed the whip into the
defenceless slave, making her dance like a mad puppet, arching away
from the cross, and in the process, merely presenting herself even
more to the whip. With each blow on her body, her sweat was
spraying all around her, mixed with splashes of blood, as the Sheik
laid into her.

The girl’s
screams battered about the room and her bound body bucked and
thrashed about as she suffered the enormous agony of the stout
leather and her skin was gradually turning into a mass of reddened
pain.

Then, ignoring
the wild cries, the Sheik went to the girl. Leaning against her,
his weight on her inclined body, he groaned in lust again, as her
involuntary movements clearly excited his manhood. He pressed
closer, causing her to writhe and pull against the ropes. Pulling
away again, he began to fondle his throbbing cock gently, as he
watched the agonised movements of the injured girl. Then he leaned
forwards and licked at the blood that was running freely from a
deep slash on her shoulder, tasting and savouring the warm flow.
His erection seemed to grow even more as the girl began to gasp for
breath, in her efforts to cope with her agony.

There was to
be no respite for her though, for Sheik Kerim pushed the shaft of
the whip against her sex, forcing it into her.

Shara could
barely believe her eyes, and she was beginning to sway, as she felt
her senses reeling. She could barely accept that this was
happening. How could anyone enjoy doing this to a helpless girl?
This had to be some weird nightmare. But she knew it was real and,
dear God, she thought wildly, was she to be next?

The Sheik
though wasn’t finished yet as he moved downwards towards the
half-conscious girl’s feet.

The two
helpers grabbed her legs, holding them still as the Sheik removed
the bindings. Then, pushing her left foot flat to the upright, he
slid it right against her buttocks, causing her hips to lift a
little. The two men moved with him, forcing the hapless girl’s leg
hard up beneath her buttocks, and then they lashed her feet to the
upright of the cross. The girl’s body was a mess, filmed with
sweat, covered in angry red welts and bloodied cuts from the
leather. Her urine had poured from her with fright, as she lay
there gasping, her lovely breasts heaving, as she strained for air,
to help her fight against the pain.

Then,
prolonging the agony further, the demented sadist, pushed the whip
deeper into her distended sex, and began to use it as a huge
dildo.

The girl’s
struggles became wilder, and her sobbing and wailing filled the
room again as she was abused by the wicked, braided handle of the
whip. .

He wasn’t
anywhere near satisfied for as he thrust the whip harder into her,
he leaned to the girl and licked more of her blood, with absolute
relish, licking and sucking at her wounds. Having taken his fill of
the helpless girl’s warm blood, savagely then, he pushed her knees
apart, and snatched the whip from her body.

Ignoring her
wild struggles at this new pain, he slowly lowered himself into the
cradle of her contorted hips. His huge cock slid deeply into the
crucified girl, and slowly at first, he began to take her. Then as
his excitement grew, his movements quickened, until he was slamming
hard into the helpless slave, oblivious to her screams, until with
a roar of lust, her emptied himself into her body.

But by now the
girl was unconscious and breathing deeply. Panting slightly from
his exertion and his lust the Sheik lifted himself from her. Then,
fastidiously he cleaned himself with a towel, handed to him by one
of his attendants, before calmly dressing again...

He gave the
girl one last glance, then smiled to the two men. ‘You may use the
slut now if you wish,’ he said. ‘Then free her and take her to the
treatment centre. I think she has learned the futility of
disobedience.’

Shara had
closed her eyes, and Raker slapped her face hard. ‘Keep your eyes
open, slut,’ he said. ‘How do you expect to learn if you don’t
watch?’


‘M.m.master please...’

A slap across
the thigh silenced her. ‘That bitch almost died under the whip.
Seems she would sooner do that than please a guest. Don’t you think
that’s stupid?’

Shara knew she
must agree and she nodded. ‘Yes Master,’ she mumbled.

‘So
you’ve begun to learn what happens when you don’t obey the
rules?’

‘Yes
Master.’

He grinned at
her as he pushed her across the room towards the door, where the
Sheik had entered. .Now I’ll take you to your suffering, in the
hope you really will learn your lesson, my pretty.’

Shara was
trembling now, and her teeth began to chatter as wild thoughts
fluttered around her mind. What were they going to do to her? But
she knew there would be no point in asking or wondering. She was
their slave. She would do what they asked, and they would do to her
whatever they wished. Dejected, defeated, she walked slowly through
the doorway and out into the bright sunlight.

She blinked in
the strong glare, and as her eyes adjusted she could see that she
was in a sandy area, surrounded by a low wall. Beyond the wall,
there were dusty, field, in which grew some with sparse vegetation,
the crops, whatever they were, being tended by naked slavegirls
whose labours were being supervised by about a dozen blacks, each
carrying a whip and a rifle. The supervisors were enthusiastic in
their work too, for the sounds of metal tools clinking on hard
baked earth, were constantly being augmented by angry yells, the
crack of leather on naked flesh and the cries of punished girls.
Shara could see, too, that the girls were each chained to a stake
driven into the ground, limiting their area of movement, and of
course preventing escape. Shara thought about the events of the
past few hours, shuddering as she recalled the horrific beating of
the slave inside that dreadful room. She recalled the high walls
that surrounded the courtyard, of the prison-like palace and
accepted the plain fact that as far as escape was concerned, she
was helpless. She didn’t even know where in the world she was,
except to hazard a guess that she was a captive somewhere in
Northern Africa. She had to admit now that there really would be no
escape for her or her sisters in bondage, unless that escape was
death.

Raker suddenly
shoved her in the back, disturbing her reverie, and like an
automaton she walked forwards obediently, shuffling almost, her
head low and hardly noticing the sting of Raker’s whip against her
reddened and bruised buttocks.

It wasn’t
until Raker pulled her to a halt, and yanked back her head, that
she noticed the huge wooden pole in front of her. Then her heart
fluttered and as she felt the terror grab her, she sobbed as her
urine once again ran from her, hot and shaming, down her legs, to
be soaked up by the dry earth beneath her. She swallowed
involuntarily as she saw the eight-foot high crucifix fixed in the
ground, in front of her. The structure was crude, made from a rough
trunk, its crossbeam lashed in place with heavy rope. About three
feet above the ground there was a small platform jutting out, and
looking at the thing, Shara knew exactly what was about to
happen.

Frantically
she looked about, in panic, almost expecting to see a hammer and
nails, on the floor, and waiting. But all that was there at the
side of the cross was a bundle of coarse rope.

She was
shaking uncontrollably now. She knew they were going to crucify
her. Perhaps not with nails, but certainly with ropes and that
would be almost as bad.

Raker slashed
her thighs with his whip. ‘On your knees,’ he ordered.

Shara obeyed
instantly, falling to her knees in the mud made by her own
water.

She was trying
to shut out the reality of the horror that faced her, and she
didn’t notice the Sheik, until the hem of his robe and his brown,
sandaled feet came into her view.

Then forced
tears sprang to her eyes, as the evil Sheik grabbed the ring in her
nose and yanked her head back.

Staring into
her eyes he said ‘You tried to escape when you were being brought
here. Is that right?’

Shara knew she
must just answer. ‘Yes Master,’ she said, her voice a monotone.

‘And now
you are wishing you hadn’t tried. Is that right?’

‘Yes
Master,’ she mumbled, still shaking and still wanting to empty her
bladder, but knowing if that happened again, she would likely
receive yet another severe whipping.

‘So you
should be punished, yes?’

‘Yes
Master.’ It was pointless to do anything but answer him this
way.

‘And
punished you will be.’ He squeezed her nose harder. ‘I could have
you nailed to the cross, of course.’ He chuckled slowly. ‘But I
don’t think such extreme measures will be necessary. ‘

Shara kept
quiet, and then the Sheik pulled her head to and from, growling at
her. ‘Thank me, you stupid slut, or I shall definitely have you
nailed as a warning to any other bitch that dares think of
escaping.’

Shara, between
squeals managed to stammer out, ‘Th.th.thank you Master,’ she
stammered out, her soul shrinking in humiliation.

The Sheik
grinned at her then loosed her nose ring, allowing her head to drop
forwards. ‘Mister Raker,’ the Sheik said, ‘see to it she is lashed
well and high. A few hours er… sunbathing…’ He laughed slowly.
‘Well it will bring her to her senses, I am sure.’

‘Yes
indeed Excellency,’ Raker replied eagerly.

‘Then I
leave you to it my friend.’ The Sheik turned and walked
away.

Shara squealed
out as Raker grabbed a fistful of her matted hair, and lifted her
bodily to her feet. Twisting her around he slammed her back against
the cross, and bent to pick up the ropes. ‘Right my beauty,’ he
said. ‘Time to tie the knot.’

Shara didn’t
hear the finishing cackles of his sadistic laugher for suddenly it
was all too much for her to stand. Her mind closed down and she
gave in to her fear and fainted clean away.


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter
Sixteen: On the Cross

 


The sun beat
down incessantly on the backs of the naked girls working the
fields. It was bad enough for them, but at least they could beg the
guards to move their stakes, so they could take turns in working at
the edge of the dusty patch of pasture, where there was some shade.
Their guards complied with the girls’ pleas, no doubt realising
that the slaves would work better if they were allowed some relief.
But their zeal in supervising their charges hadn’t lessened. Just
as when Shara had been roped to the cross, the overseers were
taking any excuse to slash their well-aimed whips into the exposed,
sunburned backs, whenever they considered a slave was slacking.

Compared to
Shara, though, the girls were having things easy. For her, the
burning sun was pure, inescapable torture. She was hanging on the
rough wooden cross, her only support the small wooden platform
beneath her feet. The support was barely large enough for one foot
and although she wasn’t high off the ground, there was enough space
below her feet, to have her hanging freely whenever she slipped
from the perch. And she slipped often, as the strain began to tell
on her muscles, and as her own sweat stung her eyes distracting
her, so she lost her balance. Whenever her sweating, burning feet
slipped from the small perch, she would drop. The ropes securing
her would cut anew into her wrists and forearms, as her weight
pulled on her bonds and she would let out stifled groan through the
stiff leather muzzle that Raker had strapped to the lower half of
her face and buckled tightly about her neck. Then to relieve the
strain on her joints, she would have to begin again, the struggle
to get her feet back onto the small piece of wood.

This effort of
course drew more precious liquid from her body, as her sweat ran
freely, aggravating the burning sores around her limbs. Soon she
felt the heavy, debilitating headache building up, as her body
began to dehydrate.

For maybe the
twentieth time, Shara struggled back to the little perch, and
sobbing with the pain, pushed her weight upwards, the wooden spur,
digging painfully into her bruised soles. She wobbled and moved her
hips, frantically trying to avoid slipping from the support again,
to keep most of her weight on the small platform.

Things were
becoming desperate now. The sun was almost directly over her head
and relentlessly it was creeping across its arc. Shara was facing
more or less due west. And as the afternoon wore on, she knew she
would be getting the full force of the sun, bathing the whole of
her naked front with its fierce burning. It was just a few minutes
past noon, but even the afternoon sun would be hot enough to dry
her skin, blister her body, and there was not going to be any
let-up. No relief promised for her.

Through the
haze of pain and bewilderment, she could only wonder how long they
were going to keep her up on this cross. She remembered Raker
dousing her with water to bring her out of her faint, to make sure
she was conscious whilst they tied her up on the cross. They had
ignored her pleas and her struggles and after forcing her to climb
onto the tiny platform, they had used ladders, to climb alongside
her, so they could secure her arms to the crosspiece of the massive
crucifix.

Raker had
growled at her as he tightened the ropes about her arms. ‘Just be
thankful His Excellency didn’t decide to have you nailed in place!’
he said. ‘You have to learn that you’re just a slave and we intend
to break you. Soon enough my beauty, you will be pleading to be
allowed to serve us.’ And so they had secured her tightly to the
cross at the edge of the field, in full sunlight, and after fixing
the muzzle on her, and giving her one final burning slash of his
whip, Raker had turned away to leave her to suffer.

Raker was
watching the crucified girl from the comfort of a woven chair on
the porch of his temporary quarters. Sipping a refreshing glass of
freezing lemonade, he watched as she struggled, time and again,
slipping back off the tiny perch under her feet.

He had already
decided that he wanted this slut for himself. It was unlikely that
would happen. Although he did sometimes have the favour of the
Sheik, such a prize as this was not going to come his way. Kerim
would be retaining this one. Those voluptuous curves, flashing dark
eyes, and long raven tresses would eventually adorn a corner of the
Sheik’s private harem, and she would be forced to beg, with the
rest of the sluts, for the attentions of her proud Arabian
Master.

Kerim had
already decided that though she had to be broken it would be
advantageous if she was allowed to retain enough spirit to make her
an interesting slave; one that could be humiliated and degraded, as
a white Christian bitch. That she had tried to escape proved she
had plenty of spunk, and it would be most entertaining to be able
to make her suffer mentally as well as physically. Sooner or later,
the Sheik would send her again to an auction block, and with her
spirit and her bountiful charms, she would again fetch a good
price. Until then though she would serve and suffer, unwillingly,
never fully submitting, so she would know the punishing shame of
being an utter slave.

So now, Raker
enjoyed his drink and looked across towards the crucified Shara.
Even from here he could see the glistening of her flesh as her
sweat ran down the front of her body. Sluggish, drops of her sweat
hung from her thick nipples eventually to drip down into the red
soil. He didn’t envy her one bit. He knew just how much the Arabs
delighted in abusing their white-bodied Christian slavegirls. To
them, it was right that girls like this Shara should be treated as
the animals they were.

He grinned
then, and placed his drink down on the small table beside him.

One of the
farm overseers had ambled over to the crucified Shara where he
stood in front of her. Raker couldn’t hear exactly what the man was
saying, but it was clear he was taunting the helpless slave.

Then the man
drew back his whip and shook it menacingly at the girl. He yelled
at her and then gave her a vicious slash across her heaving,
sweating breasts. Raker could hear Shara’s scream even through the
muzzle and he watched impassively.

The man was
yelling again, and Raker stood up, smiling slightly, and walked a
little closer. He didn’t fully understand the language the black
overseer was using, but it was clear what he wanted, as the girl
made a supreme effort and opened her legs as wide as she could,
putting all her weight on her roped arms.

Now Raker
understood. The overseer wanted a good view, and easy access to the
girl’s sex. Raker smiled slightly, as he watched

The black man
now used the tip of his whip to poke and prod at Shara’s sex lips.
She squirmed and moaned, struggling to keep her legs spread. Each
time her muscles gave up the struggle, the whip lashed her thighs,
and she tried again to keep her legs spread.

Raker had to
give the black man credit. He was an expert tormentor. This
unrelenting torture could last until the girl passed out, and the
man would barley break sweat.

Shara was
twisting and squirming on the cross and the hot sun was taking even
more toll of her, as she exposed different parts of her body to the
fierce rays. Soon even from where Raker stood, he could see she was
gasping for air as her struggles increased her heart rate, and her
air starved lungs heaved, fighting for air.

To give the
bitch her due though, she tried. She was probably thinking that if
she complied with the man’s desires, he would soon tire and leave
her to the relatively easy suffering of hanging onto the perch
beneath her feet.

It seemed she
was right, for eventually the overseer used the whip once more,
this time slashing her right across her pussy, before letting her
close her legs, and then walking away, back to his duties of
supervising the sweating field girls.

Raker decided
the slavebitch had suffered enough. He was sure she would have
learned her lesson. However, just to make sure, this evening, he
would put her through something that would surely convince her. The
only way to live a comparatively easy life from now on was for her
to obey her Masters.

He had
finished his lemonade, and now he strolled across to the crucified
Shara. He stood for a moment looking at her, then said ‘Have you
learned your lesson, slut?’

She looked at
him through a red mist of pain. Gurgling her acquiescence through
the gag she nodded as best she could.

‘You
want to come down, eh bitch?’

Again she
nodded, knowing that she would do anything to be released from this
agony. He nodded and smiled. ‘You’re beginning to realise it’s
futile to resist is.’ He stroked her sweat-run body gently. ‘I hope
I don’t have to see you go backwards again, slut. Because if you
do, it will be more of the same, or worse. Understand?’

Frantically
Shara nodded, balancing on the platform and splathering through the
muzzle as she tried to speak.

He seemed to
be satisfied and turned his head towards the building at the side
of the dusty trail. ‘Ahemd, Benaliz,’ he shouted. ‘Fetch the
ladder. Help me take this slut down and put her across the
block.’

Two small,
wiry men, clad in dirty white robes, hurried from the small house,
grabbed the ladder from its hooks on the house wall and came across
to Raker. Together they put the ladder in position and Raker
climbed up a few rungs. ‘Support her weight,’ he ordered.

The two men
complied and supported the gasping, shaking slave, as Raker took
out his knife, and severed Shara’s bonds, allowing her to slump
over the two Arabs.

Raker grabbed
her matted hair, and held her head steady as he descended the
ladder, then allowed the men to drop her to the floor. He looked
down at the pathetic, filthy creature lying in the dust. ‘On your
knees!’

Shara knew she
had to obey, struggle though it would be, and finally she managed
to get to her knees without Raker resorting to hitting her or even
berating her. Miserably she knelt, looking at the floor, trying to
ignore the burning soreness in her wrists, the terrible aching in
her shoulder and elbow joints as she shuddered in terror and
bewilderment at the feet of this awesome and frightening
sadist.

Raker
delivered a short, hard kick into the soft meat of her belly. ‘Now
stand up you worthless slut!’

Shara gasped
and all her breath left her body with the unexpected blow, her
drooling saliva sprayed through the muzzle as she fought the nausea
and she rolled on her side, trying to scramble away from him.

But Raker kept
slicing his foot into her, and then added a few slashes of the whip
until she was able to push up onto her hands and knees and get
herself into a kneeling position. Then he walked to stand in front
of her and backhanded her across the face causing her to fall onto
her side again.

‘I said
get up, bitch.’ He chuckled evilly. ‘Lazy cow.’ He sneered. ‘You
kneel there, moaning and you haven’t even been put to work yet.’ He
poked her in the side with his toe. ‘All you did was hang around
all morning.’ He laughed at his own sick humour. Grabbing a handful
of her hair, he pulled her to her feet and dragged her over to a
large rock that was positioned under a temporary canvas awning,
supported on four poles. He shoved her forwards, still holding her
hair, and forced her to kneel with her belly over the rock. Even in
the shade of the awning, the rock was hot, and she wailed into the
muzzle again as the hot, rough surface aggravated the stinging red
whelts on her front.

Her protests
were in vain. Using the chains attached to the rock, Raker secured
her body tight to the unyielding surface, chaining her hands and
feet to the sides of the heavy block.

Even in the
shade of the awning, she could feel the heat of the sun, but at
least she wasn’t hanging from that cruel cross. At least she was
able to draw a breath without suffering the effort of pulling on
her wrists to lift her naked body. She prayed that the evil bastard
would leave her now. Uncomfortable as she was, chained like this,
she knew she would at least sleep, which was above all else, what
she wanted to do.

However, it
seemed Raker was not finished yet. She groaned inwardly as she
realised that there was yet more suffering to come.

Raker stood
over her then pulled her head up by her hair. He spat into her
face. ‘Slut!’ he said. Then he loosed his grip and chuckled as
Shara grunted in pain, as the side of her face contacted the hot
stone.

Raker
stretched and then gave his evil smile. ‘I think it’s time we
enjoyed this slut Ahmed.’ He nodded to one of the Arabs. ‘Got get
my bag.’

The man
grinned hugely and scurried away. Moments later he was back,
placing a black holdall on the ground in front of Raker.

For a moment,
Raker let his gaze wander over the helpless Shara. Then he stooped
to the bag, unzipped it and rummaged around a while. His face
brightened and he withdrew a long, thick rubber butt-plug. He held
the thing so she could see it. ‘There you are, slut. Something to
fill you while you reflect on just what we can and can’t do to
you.’

Shara sucked
in a terrified gasp, and her breathing became panicky again. She
was fully aware of what they could do. What they were prepared to
do. She didn’t count. All that mattered to them was their pleasure.
And she knew she was the one who was to provide it. She tried to
plead with him, but just made the usual slobbering, unintelligible
noises into the muzzle.

He just
grinned at her. ‘Can’t hear a word you’re splathering bitch!’ he
gloated. Then he nodded to the men, and together they grabbed
Shara’s butt-cheeks, pulling them wide apart.

Raker spat on
the end of the plug, and, using his thumbs, he spread her buttocks
as far as he could, exposing her tight puckered anus. Then he
pressed the bulbous smaller end of the cone-shaped plug against the
tight hole. He knew what he as doing. He knew exactly how to make
her suffer, and slowly, but inexorably the thick hard plug slid
into her ass, widening her tight pucker as it sank home.

Her futile
struggles just made things worse, and soon sweat was running from
every pore as she struggled and screamed into the muzzle. Her
buttocks clenched and relaxed as she tried desperately to push the
thing out. But despite all, the evil invasion of her body went on
as Raker shoved the evil plug into her, slowly but ever deeper.
Shara’s cries became louder, her struggles wilder, fighting the
chains that held her securely in place. Even through the muffle of
the gag, her horse cries were breaking the stillness of the air,
and what few slaves remained in the fields now, were risking
terrified but sympathetic glances towards the little scene in front
of the building. .

Shara was
mortified, wracked with shame and humiliation. The plug felt like a
huge pole as it worked its way into her ass. Raker kept shoving and
Shara began to wonder if she could accommodate any more. Then one
final shattering blast of pain as the plug finally went tight home.
It had a wide raised rim at the thick end and this was the cause of
the worst pain she had ever experienced, as it slid into her. The
stretched rim of her ass suddenly, closed over it, drawing the plug
right home, keeping it in place, filling her, shaming her, hurting
her, making her feel she was possessed like never before.

Finally Raker
stepped back and gave her butt a sharp slap, laughing as she
shuddered and sobbed in her misery. Raker could see her straining,
see her buttocks clenching and unclenching, he could see her
stretched and reddening anus moving in vain as she tried to expel
the invasive plug.

Then he
shrugged. ‘You’re wasting your time,’ he said. ‘That thing is
designed to stay put. No way will you get it out.’

Shara slumped
and relaxed, consciously trying to ignore the pain. Raker was
correct. She knew it was stretching her ass to its limits and it
was embedded deep and held fast by her own muscular contractions.
She knew she would be suffering more of this thing. She already
knew how fond they were of raping her back passage. They were
merely stretching her, to make it easier for them to enjoy her
body.

Raker was
satisfied. He could now enjoy the slut at the other end.

Smiling to
himself, he walked to stand in front of the captive Shara. He
removed the muzzle, and then clamped a hand over her mouth. ‘Keep
quiet,’ he said. ‘Time you had something in your belly.’ He stroked
her cheek. ‘And don’t make too much noise or I’ll leave you here,
without the shade. Understand?

Shara,
beginning to come to terms with the burning, aching sensation in
her anus, nodded weakly. Then a sting of the whip across her
shoulders bought her to her senses and she croaked out. ‘Yes
Master.’

To her shame
and disgust, she realised her response to that slash of the whip
had been virtually instinctive. She swallowed the shame and sense
of defeat as she felt her head pulled up by her hair again, sending
new waves of pain rushing through her scalp.

Raker’s huge
hand forced her mouth open, and suddenly she felt the enormous hot
length of his cock, as it slid deep into her throat.

She struggled,
but soon realised she had an urgent need to breathe.

Slowly and
ponderously Raker was shafting her mouth now, and she was retching
as the huge weapon I opened her gullet, stretching her throat wide.
She knew the priority now! She had to breathe, had to keep herself
with it, as the brutal, uncaring rape of her mouth went on.

Then Raker
began to pump faster, as his excitement mounted, and she was
reduced to accepting it without struggle, just lying there, and
letting him get on with it. Splathering her saliva around the thick
pulsating cock, as it slid in and out of her mouth, she fought
desperately to time her intake of air with his wild and desperate
lunges. But he was going faster and deeper and even her retching
ceased as the huge weapon slid right home suppressing the reaction
of her gullet. Then her mind exploded it seemed, in light as she
hovered near unconsciousness, as he roared his lust, his organ
swelling and firming like a rod of iron. Then the disgusting taste
and feel of his hot, thick spunk as it flooded her mouth and
throat. He grabbed her jaws, immobilising them, forcing her to
swallow every last drop of his seed. Not content with that he
withdrew slowly, and then, clutching her hair, holding her head
upright, he waited.

Shara groaned
inwardly.

She knew what
she must do. Hating herself, almost dying with shame, she began to
lick and suck the glistening member clean, as he pushed it to her
mouth again. Shara worked her tongue over the huge head of his
cock, taking in every last trace of semen. Burying her shame, she
knew she had to swallow it all, and do so without being sick. She
shut out of her mind the filthy thing she was being made to do, and
concentrated on pleasing this demented sadist.

Finally
satisfied, he suddenly patted her cheek and let her head drop back
to the stone. Ignoring the woman he had so brutally used, he turned
to the two men. ‘Have your fun, but leave that plug in her arse.’
He wagged a finger at them. ‘And hurry it up. The bitch has had her
rations today. Now I want my meal.’

The two Arabs
whooped gleefully, and within moments Shara was suffering yet
another huge shaft in her mouth, and her torment began all over
again.

Raker watched
for just a few seconds. Then satisfied, he nodded. The two Arabs
would soon be finished with her. He could leave her to her misery.
That was something she would have to get used to. Without a further
thought for the girl, her abuse and pending discomfort, he walked
away towards the house.

Raker had been
correct in his surmising.

The two men
had soon spent their lust on the helpless captive. Almost as if
they were discarding an old toy, they left her to lie there on the
stone, her face covered in their semen and the remains of the
filthy slime they had spent in her mouth trickling from her, to dry
on the hot rock.

Shara was
barely conscious now. Her insides felt shattered, she felt as if
she had been scourged. Her belly heaved occasionally as she felt,
or rather imagined, the pints of filthy cream they had pumped into
her stomach. Then there was the all-consuming feeling of the plug
stretching her ass ever more as she lay in her misery. The brutal
plug was making her strain, as though she was heavily constipated.
But it was hopeless. She couldn’t shift the thing. Over and over,
she writhed and twisted but all this did was cause her to scrape
her naked belly on the hard rock, burning her nipples and abdomen,
merely increasing her discomfort. It certainly did nothing towards
getting the unyielding plug out of her tender, burning ass.
Eventually sheer physical exhaustion overcame her. Raker had been
dead right, she thought. The plug was immovable. Finally, she
drifted into a fitful sleep, whimpering and moaning as terrifying
dreams, induced by the baking heat, came to haunt her terrified
mind.


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter
Seventeen: Shara’s Bath

 


Huddled at
Raker’s feet, the dishevelled Shara lay still and uncomplaining. At
least they had released her from the horrors of the stone block.
But the thing had left its marks. Her abdomen and breasts were red
and sore form the coarse surface and her wrists and ankles were
reddened where the steel restraints had held her in place. Her ass
still burned agonisingly, despite the fact that Raker had greased
her anus liberally when he removed the but-plug. Still terrified,
Shara stifled her sobs. She was learning that all that crying would
achieve was a few slashes of the whip. She bit her lip and tried to
stop her terrorised shaking, tried to shut out her discomfort, but
it was impossible. She heard Raker’s evil voice, again.

‘On all
fours! Now!’

Still shaking, the
hapless Shara obeyed and struggled to get to her knees, leaned
forwards and placed her hands flat on the floor in front of her.
She waited staring silently at Raker’s boots.

Then Raker jerked on
her neck chain. ‘Come on slut. Crawl on… Time for that bath you
wanted.’ He chuckled and then the dog whip cut into her buttocks
and she squealed out, her hands going to the hurt instinctively.
There was a crashing blow across her shoulders and she screamed out
again, falling flat on her face.

Brutally,
Raker dragged her back to her knees and pulled her head back, by
the hair, to stare into her face. ‘Keep your hands away from your
body!’ he snarled at her. ‘It doesn’t belong to you anymore.’

Her mouth
worked silently and she gasped for breath, her eyes filling with
tears, as she tried to plead with him.

He sneered at
her, and pushed her to her side, giving her the toe of his boot in
her stomach. ‘You don’t seem to learn do you slave?’ He sighed
deeply, then leaned over her to grasp her wrists. In moments he had
bound her arms together with coarse rope, and then he yanked the
neck chain, pulling her to her knees again. ‘Now we’ll see if you
still want to touch yourself.’ He raised the whip again and slashed
in into her unprotected buttocks.

Once more
Shara screamed, but this time she was unable to move her hands to
try to ease the pain. All she could do was clench her buttocks
against it and suffer it as silently as she could.

Almost as if
he could read her mind, Raker said. ‘Less of the screaming. I told
you, you have to learn to take your whippings.’ He grinned down at
her. ‘Otherwise they will get more severe and more frequent.’ He
chuckled. ‘Simply a case of supply and demand, eh?’

Shara nodded
mutely, knowing she had to reply, however ridiculous it seemed.

The whip cut
into her thighs, just below her buttocks. ‘I didn’t hear you
bitch!’

Sucking in a
pained gasp, Shara suffered the burning whelt on her flesh and
stammered out. ‘Yes M…M…Master.’

‘Now we
have that sorted out, time for that clean-up,’ he said as he jerked
the chain leash again. He pulled her along on the hot sandy floor
and began to lead her back towards the door of the
building.

Crawling with
her hands lashed together was difficult, and she was virtually
forced to make bunny-hops, much to Raker’s amusement. Every time
her hindquarters humped up, Raker grinned and slashed the whip into
her soft flesh. He laughed aloud each time his captive screamed
out, as the leather burned into her whip-lashed buttocks, her
tender white skin already glowing red from so much whipping and the
fierce glare of the sun. .

For her part,
Shara tried desperately to bear the whip without crying out, and
eventually she was able to take the blows with no more than a
grunt. She forced herself to carry on, goaded by the insistent
slashes of the whip and the occasional blow from Raker’s boot. She
also tried hard to bury the revulsion and shame, as she was made to
perform like some mindless circus animal.

But then, she
thought, wasn’t that exactly what they were trying to turn her
into? A mere animal; one that would be trained to please them, to
perform their twisted, perverted tricks? That was the name of the
game here; if you could call the treatment she was suffering a
game. It might have been fun for these monsters, but it was pain,
degradation and humiliation for her. Then her mind filled with a
new fear, as she realised there was something else for her to worry
about, as the hot abrasive grains of sand on the hard floor, began
to scuff at her knees, sloughing at her skin.

However, to
her relief, Raker suddenly stopped and tugged her head upwards.
‘Think yourself lucky,’ he said. ‘The Sheik won’t want your knees
shredded raw. That will make you unusable.’ His voice seemed to be
full of disappointment as he grabbed her hair, and pulled her
bodily to her feet, ignoring her wails and futile struggles. ‘I
guess you’d better walk.’ The whip sliced through the air, yet
again and cut into the globes of her buttocks. Immediately it was
followed by another crack, this time burning across her thighs,
just below her ass.

Clearly, Shara
thought miserably, the Sheik would not mind a few more whip marks
on her body. Mere whelts and bruises on her skin were not going to
be considered as making her ‘unusable,’ as Raker had put it.
Usable? God… That was just about right. She was not a person any
more. Just an object, to be used. Used by these animals for their
pleasure. Raker prodded her behind with the butt end of the whip,
the handle forcing her ass cheeks apart, so she was obliged to
thrust out her belly and hips, as she began her tottering walk.

She looked
downwards almost by instinct, suddenly realising all was lost. She
was at the mercy of these maniacs. She would have to do as they
said. They were using her as a slave and she would have to behave
like a slave. Which meant that she looked downwards unless they
told her otherwise. She wasn’t going to escape from these perverted
monsters. At least, not for the moment. For now, all she could do
was please them as much as possible, so they punished her as little
as possible.

Raker stopped
her as they reached the metal door. He leaned around her opened the
door, and then with the whip handle pushed her into a square, white
tiled room. There was no furniture in the room whatsoever. Just the
four walls, floor and ceiling tiled, in white. The floor sloped
down towards the centre, where there was a small drain, and coiled
on a reel on one wall there was a rubber hose, with a stiff
bristled broom, leaning upright against the wheel. On the wall to
her left, there were about six iron rings set into the masonry,
each ring having a pair of manacles dangling on about six inches of
stainless chain.

Raker slammed
the door shut behind him and then shoved her unceremoniously over
to the rings. He stopped her in front of the wall. ‘Hands up
high!’

Shara let out
a deep sigh of resignation as she obeyed, feeling the shame run
through her as Raker cut through the cords about her wrists, to
replace them with the cold, wide metal wristbands. She still held
her head low as she felt the evil Raker test the chains. Why he did
that she didn’t know. It was unnecessary. There was no way she
could escape from them. She had to accept whatever they wished to
do to her. And she didn’t need to be told what she was going to
suffer now. All she could do was hope and pray that the water would
be neither too hot nor too cold.

She shivered
in fear again as she heard Raker go over to the hose reel. She
listened in terror as the reel clanked and clattered, as Raker
peeled off the hose. Then he snapped out. ‘Back against the wall,
now!’

As quickly as
she could she obeyed the cool tiles making her jump as they touched
her sore and reddened skin.

‘Look at
me!’

She obeyed,
looking at him, her eyes wide with fear.

He grinned
lazily as he turned on the water, holding the jet away from him for
a moment. Then adjusting the stream to a strong, foaming jet and
still grinning at her, he deliberately he aimed the jet at her,
beginning to laugh with delight as she was suddenly screaming and
struggling, twisting and writhing in the icy cold shower of water.
The onslaught was slamming against her skin, almost like a shower
of needles, pounding into her nakedness, pushing her against the
wall.

He was
relentless, and just kept spraying the helpless Shara who was
powerless to do anything other than twist and turn, thereby
presenting every part of her body to the freezing, high-pressure
jet.

He was beside
himself with his amused cruelty, giggling like a lunatic as she
writhed under the play of the hose. ‘Good slave,’ he shouted. ‘Good
slave. That’s right. Make yourself nice and clean!’

Soon Shara was
shivering uncontrollably. Her teeth were chattering audibly, as the
water began to chill her more and more. She could barely see or
hear now, as the force of the water increased, and she knew she
would be turning blue. She could do nothing but suffer as
relentlessly he played the jet, up and down and side to side, so no
part of her body was untouched.

Then abruptly
it stopped, and the roaring ceased, so the room was filled with her
wracking sobs, as she slumped against the chains, her lungs heaving
and her teeth chattering.

She was barely
aware of Raker coming over to her, as the water drained away from
her gurgling down the drain. He stood in front of her lifting her
chin. He sniffed then smiled a cold smile. ‘Clean slave,’ he said,
satisfied. ‘But just so you don’t get too comfortable…’ He casually
took a goad from his belt and touched her sex with the business end
of the evil instrument. She screamed, going rigid as the power
jolted her, causing her to strain at the manacles. Another scream
as the goad touched her left nipple and she yelled out. ‘N.n.no
please, no Master! No more.’

He just
laughed. ‘And still wet I see!’ He sighed, and grabbed hold of her
hair, twisting the long dark locks, wringing the water from them.
‘I’d like to give you more, but I have to warm you up now. Then you
will be readied for His Excellency.’ He chuckled and went back to
the hose. Again he started the spray, but this time more gently.
Also Shara could see the steam rising from the nozzle as slowly he
played the wide arc of water over her body.

At first her
freezing skin could sense nothing, but as she gradually began to
warm up, the droplets started to scald slightly, and once again she
yelped out and began to squirm, this time presenting her body to
hot water.

To her blessed
relief Raker adjusted the temperature of the spray, until it was
just comfortable, and he stood there smiling, as she slowly relaxed
and allowed the water to warm and relax her.

As she turned
slowly in the pleasant stream, she began almost to feel as if she
was going to sleep. Until he barked out: ‘Don’t get too relaxed,
slut.’ He grinned as she started and looked at him. ‘You have work
to do in a short while.’ He switched off the hose, reeled it up,
and then came across to her with the broom in his hand. He unlocked
her from the manacles, and gave her the broom. ‘Now, sweep the
water down the drain, and we’ll have you taken to the preparation
room.’ He allowed his hands to roam gently over her naked form and
sighed slightly. ‘The Sheik is going to enjoy you, little one,’ he
murmured. Then he leaned towards her ear and whispered. ‘And if you
want to stay here and remain a pampered sex-slave, you should pray
the Sheik wins the game.’ He chuckled. ‘Otherwise you will find
yourself harnessed to a plough. Or worse! Much worse!’

He looked at
Shara for a moment, clearly enjoying the expression of fright on
her face. Then his whip cracked across her belly, just stinging
slightly this time. ‘Now sweep, bitch.’

Her mind was
going wild with imaginings and half-guesses, about what was to
come. What did this madman mean by ‘a game’? Burying the wildest
imaginings, trembling with nervous anticipation, Shara obeyed
silently, lapsing into misery again. She knew that whatever the
‘game’ was going to be, it would surely mean more shame,
degradation and pain for her.


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter
Eighteen: In The Painted Chamber

 


Finally, to
Raker’s satisfaction, Shara had cleaned the surplus water from the
tiles and he nodded toward the hose reel. ‘Stow the broom then get
where you belong, on your hands and knees.’

Her gaze
downcast, Shara obeyed him, resting the broom as she remembered it
had been when they had come into the room. Docile now, she dropped
to her hands and knees and waited.

Raker came
across to her and clipped the lead on her again, this time to the
thick ring in her nose. Her soul virtually shrivelled, and she
swallowed the shame, as the lead was clicked into place. She was
beginning to feel like the animal they wanted her to be. She
wondered fleetingly, were they winning? No dammit! They wouldn’t
win. She would get away somehow, sometime. She would take her
chance.

Then Raker snatched on
the lead, eliciting a howl from Shara. He grinned. ‘Follow me
bitch.’ He walked through the open doorway again, and out into the
corridor, pulling her along behind him, causing her to scurry after
him to lessen the burning in her nose, as the ring pulled against
her septum threatening to tear her nose in two. Soon Raker was
stepping out faster and now Shara had to lift herself up so just
her hands and toes were on the ground. Now she was scampering like
an ape, her ass wriggling, her breasts swinging free beneath her,
as she struggle to keep up with the man.

Every so often
he glanced back and seeing his charge struggling and panting, he
grinned, taking the opportunity to flick his dog-whip up under her
body, lashing her breasts, curling the leather around her torso, so
the red whelts formed again. Repeatedly the leather stung her
nipples, burning and reddening the globes of flesh, stinging her
rib cage as it snatched around her body. She yelped and squealed
with pain, jumping in a vain attempt to avoid each blow, or absorb
some of the energy to lessen the pain. But whatever she did was
useless. The torment of the lash went on.

Oblivious to
her cries of suffering, Raker ploughed mercilessly on, tugging the
helpless Shara behind him. Then he transferred the attentions of
the whip to her ass cheeks, slashing the cruel leather down into
the crease, cutting it along her anus and into her gaping sex. Now
he allowed her to pass ahead of him a little, then slowed, pulling
Shara’s head back as he tugged, slowing her also.

Still
shuffling along on all fours, Shara trembled, knowing what was to
come, as she heard the leather whistle through the air, to burn
ferociously across her back. Then there was a slash into her
thighs, searing into the already bruised and burning flesh, just
below her buttocks. She staggered a little and then hearing his
curses started to crawl forwards again, so the crashing blows
became more like stinging flicks. Raker, apparently happy with her
progress, just encouraged her with the lightest of blows and with
softer, crooning noises now. ‘Yes my little one,’ he said. ‘That’s
better. More like the proper slave you know you are, eh?’

Sobbing, Shara
tried to answer with a submissive nod, but all she got for the
effort was a slash across her back, and a curt. ‘No need for any
reply, slut,’ as her keeper urged her onward again.

The rough
sandy floor had now given way to a smoother surface and she
realised she was crawling along warm, smooth wooden parquet tiles.
Through tear glazed eyes she could see the corridor had widened and
about fifteen yards ahead there was a high, arched panelled
door.

‘Keep
going!’ Raker snarled. ‘Right to the door.’

Shara reached
the door and stopped, her head hanging down in shame, her lungs
heaving and her body trembling with the fear of the unknown,
terrified of whatever lay ahead. Was the ‘game’ Raker had mentioned
to be played out beyond this thick, wooden door?

Then the whip
suddenly crashed into her ass, causing her to rear backwards in
agony, the movement snatching the ring in her nose yet again, and
she screamed out her distress.

‘You’ve
rested long enough bitch,’ he growled as he pushed her back to her
knees.’ Then he prodded her between the butt cheeks again with the
handle of the whip, the blunt end almost opening her anus, scraging
the skin between her soft ass cheeks. ‘The door’s open,’ he said.
‘Go through.’

Shara obeyed,
still crawling, pushing the heavy door open.

A sudden aura
of pleasant warmth bathed her nakedness and then her eyes opened in
bewilderment, as she took in the opulence of the room. It was huge
and barely lit by dim wall-lights, to her right and left. The far
end of the room was virtually lost in darkness and she assumed the
place was a huge circle.

Then she
managed to make out the rough blocks of a stone wall about fifty
feet ahead of her. She couldn’t see properly, but the wall appeared
to stretch the whole width of the semi-circular room. Between her
and the gloom was an expanse of soft thick, green carpet, like a
luxurious lawn. She continued to look about her, amazed at the size
of this chamber. The ceiling was about twenty feet high and almost
lost beyond the feeble light from the wall lights, she could just
make out the vaulted stone beams, festooned with cherubs, picked
out in gilt. Between the beams, there were beautifully painted
scenes, painstakingly worked onto the plaster. What the painted
panels depicted however was not so beautiful. Each scene showed
some form of torture, being inflicted upon one or more naked young
girls and Shara realised the artwork was not purely for decoration.
Exactly what though? To frighten the girls or to give the evil
tormentors ideas?

As she
swallowed on a dry mouth she decided. For her, it was the former.
The pictures of girls in agony; images of slaves, roped, chained,
and being flogged. Horrific scenes of helpless females, of all
races, hitched to carts, and strange two-wheeled gigs, some of the
wretches having their sweating bodies tacked up like ponies. These
pictures terrified her the most. She had heard of pony-girls, and
again she recalled Raker’s mention of being harnessed to a plough.
Pony-girls, it seemed, didn’t just pull their Masters around in a
gig. As he looked at the pictures again, Shara realised that there
was very little these madmen would consider as too perverted for
them.

Her reverie
was abruptly shattered as Raker slashed the whip into her thighs,
ignoring her wail, as she crouched in a vain attempt to avoid
further punishment.

Raker yanked
her upright by her hair again and pointed to a switch on the wall,
beside the doorway she had just walked through. ‘Turn the dimmer,
slut. To the right.’

Whimpering,
Shara obeyed, and in front of her the gloom began to give way to a
soft warm glow, as the lights down there gradually came to full
brightness and she could see the stone wall properly.

That was when
she realised she was goggling. To the left of the wall she saw the
frightening but awesome sight of a lissom, taught-bodied, black
slavegirl, shackled to a wooden ‘X’ shaped cross, that was fixed to
the stonework. Shara was mesmerised by the sight of the helpless
slavegirl, but not so much by the fact that the girl was shackled
there, as the way in which she had actually been secured. Shara had
never seen anything like this.

The suffering
girl’s arms had been stretched upwards, shackled to the top arms of
the cross, so her shoulders and wrists bore all her weight. A wide
steel bar had been fitted between her ankles and her shapely legs
had been forced upwards, so that her ankles could also be shackled
to the wall, to either side of her head. A heavy, wooden support
had been pushed behind her waist to force out the lower part of her
bent body, into a grotesquely strained pose. With her ass and
thighs spread wide, she was being displayed in the most lewd
manner, her thighs pulled apart to show her glistening clit and her
tight puckered anus, all completely shaven. Her buttocks and thighs
were presented taught, and gleamed with the sheen of her sweat. The
girl was panting and moaning, shivering and shaking, helpless,
totally accessible to anything these monsters would want to do to
her.

The girl was
also completely hooded, her head encased in shining black leather,
buckled tight about her neck. There was just a wire gauze panel
under her nose, and through the gauze the terrified girl’s saliva
was splathering, to coat the soft taught skin of her breasts. Those
breasts rose and fell rapidly as she gasped in her blind terror, in
obvious agony, being forced to wait, in that agony and in total
ignorance of what was to happen to her.

Shara didn’t
need to be told who the girl was. This would be the same slave who
had been lashed to the horse when Shara had been given her
slave-running. But Shara couldn’t hold that against the poor
wretch. Both of them were mere slaves. There was no blame. Then she
forgot about the girl’s plight, as she noticed the second cross, to
her right, and about ten feet from the black girl. This cross too
had its ringbolts, and chains, and the spreader bar, on the floor,
in front of it.

Pleading in
her eyes, Shara looked up at Raker, but he merely grinned and
unclipped the lead from her nose. He pointed to the black girl.
‘Over to that slavebitch now!’

Shara obeyed
quickly as she saw the whip twitch. Urgently, she scurried across
to the girl, and knowing instinctively what she had to do, she
knelt in front of her. Looking at the terrified woman, gasping and
spluttering through the cruel hood, Shara could smell the girl’s
terror, the slight musk of her sweat even through the perfume they
had obviously covered her with. Then she stopped worrying about it
as Raker grabbed her hair, and pulled her head upwards. Now Shara’s
gaze was level with the black slave’s gaping, sweat moistened
sexhole.

Then Shara
cried out as her face was pushed roughly into the girl’s stretched
sex and she was unable to resist, as Raker rubbed her nose and
mouth harder and ground it into the girl soaking parts.

Raker’s voice
rasped. ‘Lick her ‘til she cums!’

Shara tried to
resist. There was no way they were going to make her do this. But
the whip cracked again as she tried to pull back. She was nowhere
near strong enough to resist Raker’s weight as he pushed her head
forwards and she waited as she felt the girl’s wet parts all over
her cheeks as Raker rubbed her face to and fro across the girl’s
sex. Finally, he stopped, and Shara knew there was nothing she
could do. She had to comply. Tentatively she began to lick at the
girl’s sex, sliding her tongue up and down the spread crease, and
suddenly the girl began to squirm and writhe, even managing to push
herself against Shara, trying to force her hips closer.

Raker helped
by thrusting Shara’s face harder into the girl’s parts, and soon
the wet slippery heat of the girl was all over Shara’s face and
running down her collared neck.

There was a
salty-sweet taste in Shara’s mouth as she shut out of her mind what
she was doing and forced herself to lick harder, eager in her
efforts to please. Anything to satisfy these monsters, and get this
over with. Up and down, harder and deeper Shara’s tongue played
around with the girl’s private parts. Then Shara became aware of
the large, hardened clitoris that was rubbing against her nose and
without thinking of it, she took the nub of flesh between her teeth
and nibbled.

This sent the
girl into a near frenzy as she bucked and twisted against her
bonds, thrust as hard as possible against Shara, who was now
tonguing as deep as she could, increasing the speed of her
movements. Slithering her lips and tongue across and along the
crease of the wet hot labia engulfing her face, Shara’s tongue
reached right into the hot slippery vagina, sucking the sweetness
from the girl. Then Shara ran her tongue down to the girls puckered
anus, and returned again, sliding deep and hard through the
scalding crease, diving into her treasured hole and then back up to
the girl’s clitoris once more.

Now the black
slavegirl was going wild, as Shara was forced to torment her,
sliding her tongue up and down, side to side, hard against the
willing flesh, smothering her own face and neck with the hot juices
that welled up from the slavegirl.

Then, hardly
aware of what she was doing, Shara grabbed the girl’s contorted
buttocks in her hands and pulled the sweet flesh closer, as she
nuzzled the girl, sucking as hard as she could to taste even more
of her juice. In the background of her senses, Shara could just
make out Raker’s voice as he encouraged both of them.

‘Oh
yesssss! Great you sex-bitches. Go on, go on!’ The whip suddenly
scored across Shara’s ass, and she squealed, falling forwards a
little, burying her face even deeper in the other girl’s parts.
Raker ranted on at them. ‘Make her cum you slut. Now. Yes. Yes.
That’s it you sluts. Come on, my little slaves.’

Then Shara was
half-aware of Raker standing behind her, and heard the slapping
sounds, as she realised he was masturbating, over the sight before
him. Then suddenly there was the splattering of hot, thick spunk
over her skin, as Raker, let go his load, all over her.

She groaned in
disgust as the thick fluid began to cool and slide down her flanks,
but she was still being driven by the novel delight of tasting this
girl’s juices, of sucking and kissing the steaming wet mound, which
she was sucking right into her mouth. Then it was driven from her
mind as the whip seared across her back again,

His barking
commands became louder ‘Faster bitch. Faster,’ he gasped. ‘Make her
gush!’

To her
surprise Shara felt her own desires building, as she tasted the
rush of juice from the other girl. She hardly noticed the cutting
whip hitting her ass as she drank greedily from the black girl’s
streaming sex. Then there was a sudden muffled gasp from the girl,
as her body taughtened against her shackles and she all but arched
away from the wall. Her juices began to flow and then, quite
suddenly there was a rush of hot, almost scalding fluid all over
Shara’s face,

Vaguely she
heard Raker. ‘Swallow it slut! Drink her juice. All of it!’

Almost
greedily Shara swallowed the streaming juices that poured from the
helpless slave. Like her, Shara realised there was no chance to
resist the awakening of lust, no way to resist the urges inside,
Shara realised she was swallowing the girl’s juices, and could even
taste the urine that was also mixed with it. But somehow it didn’t
matter. Shara was nearing an orgasm herself, and she wanted to claw
at her own sex, except that do it, she would have to let go the
girl’s buttocks, and then the steaming hot, bush in her face would
not be so accessible to her greedy lips and tongue.

Then as if
Raker had read her mind, she felt his huge weapon forcing between
her ass cheeks. Raker’s huge cock sank deep into her body, pulling
a surprised, but eager gasp from her as she failed to hold in her
feeling of joy at the sudden taking of her wet, gaping sex.

This enjoyment
was enforced on her, she knew; she didn’t want it. She hated the
thought of this filthy animal taking her, but God! she did want
release. She had to have her release. This orgasm was being forced
on her… but it was still an orgasm. Maybe these things were the
only pleasures left to her now, and burying her distaste she took
Raker’s solid lunge as he entered her, his huge weapon opening her
wide, as he pumped, still holding her hair, and forcing her against
the suspended slave. Then he loosed her head, leaving her to lunge
at the girl herself, as his thumbs forced her buttocks apart,
sinking into her tight anus. Shara squealed into the muffle of the
other girl’s sex, but then relaxed as Raker’s thumb slid deep into
her ass.

Abandoning all
attempts to resist in her mind, she went with everything, as
together all three lost themselves in the passions of the moment.
Grunting, panting and sweating, Shara allowed her body to be
pummelled and used by Raker, as she sucked harder and swallowed
deeper, everything she could lap up of the girl’s juices. She was
in a strange world, and she was floating as the fire of lust
consumed her whole body, and she was aware of nothing but the huge
rippling of Raker’s cock inside her, of her vaginal muscles
clutching at the thing, as he took her. She felt his thumb opening
her ass too, and merely pressed back to him as she sucked and
licked at the hot juices spraying from the suspended slave.

Then,
wondrously, all three seemed to know it was the moment, as together
they reached climax, Raker roaring out his lust, as his hot cream
filled Shara's vagina, and Shara moaning as her body shook with the
enforced orgasm, drenching the thick cock inside her.
Simultaneously, she was swallowing the gush of juices from the
other slave, as she too was wracked by a shattering orgasm, so that
her juices poured from her, hot and thin, almost like a shower of
urine.

Shara gasped
and spluttered as she tried to swallow as Raker had ordered, trying
to hold onto the pleasure of her own orgasm.

But then Raker
withdrew from her and slashed the whip across her ass once more.
Pulling her away from the shackled slave, he yanked her head back
and then spat into her face. ‘You’re a filthy lesbian bitch aren’t
you, slut?’

She tried to
scream but he slapped her face hard, and she felt her mind spin
again. She shook her head. ‘Master, please no. I’m not….’

The whip
seared her thighs. ‘Shut it bitch.’ He shook her. ‘You will be
whatever we want you to be. You understand slut?’

She sagged
into submission and lowered her head, mumbling. ‘Yes Master.’ Then
she screamed again and arched her back to the searing heat of his
whip.

‘What
did you say slut?’

‘I… I
said Y.Y.Yes Master.’ Her eyes widened, pleading with
him.

‘Well
don’t mumble then you stupid cow.’

She shook her
head ‘No Master.’

He just
grinned at her again and began to stroke her hair. ’Good. That’s
better.’ He lifted her face upwards, and smiled at her. ‘You make a
good fuck, I’ll give you that.’ He chuckled. ‘Let’s hope you please
His Excellency too.’

Then he turned
to the softly moaning black girl and slashed the whip across her
unprotected ass. She bucked in her chains, letting out a muffled
scream. ‘And you slut. What about you?’ He poked at the offered
vagina, still glistening with musky, shiny juices. ‘This bitch was
good, yes?’

Frantically
the girl nodded and Shara could hear her groans and sobs, as once
more, juices began to well from her tortured sex, as Raker
stimulated her clit with the butt of the whip.

He turned back
to Shara. ‘You see slut. We can make you all enjoy anything here.
Eventually.’ He sniggered then as he pointed to the other oaken
cross. ‘Now we’re going to see how much it takes to make you cum my
pretty.’

Shara groaned
then audibly, as she was pushed towards the ring. Knowing what she
had to do, she knelt back towards the wall and lifted her arms
submissively. She didn’t want to do this, but what choice had she?
She might as well obey and pray that it would be over quickly and
that they would soon let her down again.


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter
Nineteen: Prepared for the Game

 


Ignoring
Shara’s mewls of pain, Raker dragged her upright, and slammed her
body against the hard, unsympathetic timber of the cross. He
snapped the cold manacles about her wrists. Then, from his pocket
he took a shiny leather hood, exactly like the one on the black
girl. He grinned at Shara, and then swiftly slipped the thing over
her head.

She gasped in fright
as she was plunged into total darkness, and her nostrils were
filled with the scent of leather and stale sweat. She retched as a
thick tube inside was forced into her mouth, stretching her lips
painfully wide. Scuffing over her tongue, the tube was rammed right
to the back of her throat and once more she retched, threatening to
vomit instinctively, as she realised this wasn’t the same hood as
the other girl had on. This hood was forcing her mouth wide open
and a hard ridge of rubber was lodged behind her teeth. She didn’t
need to be told why her mouth was being stretched open like this
and she began to struggle, as she realised what was likely to
happen to her.

She was
wasting her time. The whip landed across her unprotected body three
or four times, searing into already tortured and throbbing flesh.
Again and again, she screamed into the unforgiving tube gag, her
saliva welling up and running through the tube. As she grunted in
her agony, she was causing her splather to spray out more and more
forcefully so it began to settle in a silken layer over her chest.
From there it slid gradually downwards in a glutinous mess, to drip
over her naked breasts, to her belly, where it continued to move
slowly downwards, to coat her groin and her sex.

The she
grunted in sudden pain as her legs were brutally stretched wide
apart. There was the cold feeling of steel bands being shackled
around her ankles. The sight of the black girl, so painfully
shackled was imprinted on Shara’s mind, and as the shackles closed
about her own ankles, she knew exactly what would happen next. Yet
she was totally unprepared for the excruciating, mind-blowing
agony, as her legs were lifted upwards and pushed savagely against
her body, until the spreader bar between her ankles lay cold and
hard across her collared throat. The finality of the clicks as her
ankles were shackled to the wall, caused her to shudder in fear and
then she felt the absolute agony in her strained hips and
shoulders, as all her weight came onto her arms.

Now she knew
she was displayed just like the other girl, her sex pulled wide
open, and her hips jutting outwards. Then even more strain on her
wrists and shoulders, as she felt a wooden, sculpted block being
placed behind her waist, thrusting her pelvis further forwards,
straining her lower back almost to breaking. The agony again as she
tried to contract her stomach muscles to breathe. Now her splather
was running freely again as she tried ineffectually to swallow. It
was no use. Her breasts were soon covered once more by her saliva,
as it dripped freely from the gag and cooling quickly, ran even
faster over her breasts and belly, sliding down towards her now
gaping and unprotected sex.

Raker’s voice
was in her ear, barely muffled by the leather. ‘There,’ he said.
‘All ready for his Excellency and me to play our favourite game.’
Raker tweaked on the rings in Shara’s reddened nipples, causing her
to squirm against her bonds. ‘And you should make sure that His
Excellency wins.’ He chuckled. ‘He lost the last two matches, so he
will be very disappointed if you don’t win for him.’

Shara was
trying to ease the weight on her joints but it was impossible. She
barely heard what Raker was saying, just wanted this to be over, so
they would be finished with her. Perhaps they would kill her? Maybe
they would whip her? She didn’t know, didn’t care. Anything was
preferable to this constant strain on her arms and shoulders, and
the cramping that was beginning to take hold of her hips as the
unnatural posture, began to tell on a body that was not so fit and
supple as she had thought it was. Oh God! What were they going to
do to her now? And to the black girl? She knew that the girl was
still beside her for she could hear her also, grunting and moaning
in an agony they now shared.

Then she heard
the door of the room open again and she began to tremble as she
realised there was someone else with Raker.

Raker’s voice
sounded. ‘Your Excellency.’ He patted Shara’s ass gently. ‘Your
plaything is prepared.’

‘Ahh! Good, Mister
Raker.’ Then Shara felt his strong warm dry hands caressing her
thighs. She jumped slightly and more of her saliva sprayed out as
she felt her skin rise into goosebumps. The hand continued to roam
over her legs and ass, the fingers probing her sex gently. ‘This
one is a beauty, Mister Raker,’ the disembodied voice went on. ‘She
will provide much entertainment for my friends and I.’ He ran his
hands over the tortured Shara. ‘Of course, just in case she turns
out to be unsuitable for life here in my palace, she will also
fetch a good price.’ He chuckled, knowing full well that Shara
could hear. ‘In any case, the brothel keepers in Turkey are not
quite so particular as we are, eh Mister Raker?’

Raker laughed.
‘Indeed not Excellency. But she has the combination that goes down
well in this part of the world.’

‘Indeed,
Mister Raker. Wide hips, full, firm breasts and that long black
hair.’ Shara felt a hand patting her sex lips. ‘You will be a
rarity in the brothels, little one. You would be used so often,
your life would be pure Hell. You would be burned out in a couple
of years. You would soon finish up working the fields, or in some
hot, stinking kitchen.’

Shara was
sobbing again now as his words struck home. She was shaking her
head violently, pleading moaning and crying into the gag.

But it had no
effect. A hand slapped her stretched ass, harder this time. ‘So you
want to stay here then, little one?’

Shara wanted
only to be released from this torturous position, and her gurgling
protests forced more saliva through the muzzle.

The Sheik was
amused. ‘In that case little one, you should make sure you please
me from now on.’ He stroked her thighs again. ‘Understand?’

Shara knew she
had to reply and she gurgled into the gag, nodding her head as she
tried to speak.

‘Good
slave.’ It was Raker. ‘Now Excellency,’ he said, ‘she is all
yours.’

‘Indeed
she is.’ The Sheik slapped Shara’s butt hard and laughed as she
cried into the gag, splathering even more of her saliva over her
front. He paused a moment then said ‘You know Mister Raker, I think
we should have both hoods removed. I wish to see the pain in their
faces as our game progresses. I am sure you would relish that too.
Yes?’

Shara heard
Raker’s throaty chuckle and she trembled, as she waited for this
‘game,’ whatever it was, to begin.

Then the Sheik
went on. ‘I will explain the rules first. To both of you.’ He
flicked a short whip around Shara’s ass and thighs, laughing as she
bucked against her restraints. Then a stroke across the black
girl’s ass and another chuckle as she too squealed out her futile
protest at the sting of the whip. ‘I think the black slut knows the
rules, but in case she has forgotten I will reiterate.’

He began
caressing Shara’s hips and ass again. ‘It is quite simple. I shall
endeavour to make you experience a wonderful orgasm! You will come
so hard, little one, you will be begging for more. You will beg for
my whip on your skin. And you will come, as you have never come
before.’ He patted her rump and fondled her gaping sex lips. ‘You
will come to the kiss of the whip.’

Shara was
frantic as she moved her head from side to side, crying out for
release from the agony of the shackles and for mercy. Trying to
tell them she would never come for him. Certainly she wouldn’t come
to a whip! God… How could she? The pain the humiliation and
degradation. That wasn’t likely to give her an orgasm for God’s
sake.

It was as if
the Sheik could read her mind. ‘Oh have no fear little one. You
will come to the kiss of this whip, I assure you. Your body will be
crying out for its torment. Your soul will need the cleansing pain.
You will indeed come for me. You will come in torrents.’

He
chuckled as Shara continued to shake her head wildly.

‘But you
will come only when I allow it.’ He chuckled evilly again. ‘That is
something else you will beg for. The release of your orgasm, my
slut.’ He was allowing his fingers to delve into her exposed sex
now, feeling for the bud of her clitoris. Wiping the first faint
traces of Shara’s juices around her ass, he tutted in disapproval
then. ‘Already slut?’ He sighed deeply and loudly. ‘It will be the
worse for you if you come before your sister here.’ He sniggered
almost. ‘You see the rules are quite clear. The girl who wins is
the one who lasts out the longest. The girl who comes last!’ He
continued to fondle the helpless Shara’s sex and anus. ‘And the
girl who wins, of course, will make her Master a winner
too.’

Shara had been
trying to shut out of her mind the soft caresses of this monster’s
fingers. But she couldn’t. Despite her agony of the awesome strain
on her joints from her exaggerated posture, it was only natural to
respond to the evil caress. And she suppressed a shudder of
pleasure, hating herself, as the soft caresses increased. Then the
burning of the whip seared into her inner thighs and she squealed
out into the gag again, as this was followed instantly by a
spiteful hand squeezing and pinching her nipples. ‘And if I lose,’
he growled, ‘it will mean I lose gold my slut! Gold which I will
have back from your hide. First you will be flogged. Then, as you
will be of no further use to me, you will be sold on to the open
market, and probably spend your life in a brothel.’ He pinched her
nipples again. ‘Do you understand that, slave?’

Shara knew she
was defeated. She had to comply. Miserably she nodded her head and
again mumbled into the gag. She knew that she was to endure more
agony and she knew it would be prolonged agony. There was no way
she would be made to orgasm in response to a whipping. The very
thought was pure nonsense. She didn’t want pain. So it was not even
remotely likely she would come, because of it. So, that would mean
she would win their stupid, sadistic game. If anyone would be sent
to a brothel, it would be the hapless black girl. There was no room
for sympathy for the girl though. Paradoxically, Shara knew, such
an outcome would be the worse for herself in the short term. She
was about to suffer a drawn-out and agonising whipping, in order to
stay here as their captive, to be used for whatever so-called
pleasures they saw fit. The alternative was a life of misery in
some Hellhole of a brothel, or sweating her life away under a whip.
For sure there would be the whip. In the bewildering new situation
in which she found herself there was always the whip.

Yet she had to
win. She had to suffer this whipping now, and endure it for longer
than did the black girl. Shara felt no compunction for her sister
in bondage. If either of them was to end up in a brothel, it was
not going to be Shara. That was for certain. She had finally been
convinced that these depraved lunatics were serious. Shara knew
only too well, they could have her shipped to any part of the
world, for whatever purposes they wished. She fell into silent
waiting, then sobbed and jumped, her heart beating wildly as the
hood was suddenly removed. She heard the other girl whimper also,
and blinking her eyes in the sudden light, she managed to catch a
quick glimpse of Raker and her sister slavegirl, as she too was
unhooded.

Then the whip
slashed across Shara’s thighs, and she screamed out as the Sheik
growled at her. ‘Keep your eyes on me slut!’

She moaned and
sobbed falling back against her cruel shackles and still struggling
to ease her suffering limbs, obediently looked into the dark,
cruel, gaze.

The swarthy,
seamed face of the Sheik moved into an evil grin and his glittering
eyes probed her stare. ‘Now we start,’ he said softly.


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter
Twenty: The Game

 


The Sheik
stepped back from the trussed and suspended Shara and then uncoiled
his three-foot whip. He twitched the leather snake, so it writhed,
seemingly alive, on the green carpet. Then he lifted the whip, and
gently allowed the end to trail over Shara’s taught, presented
buttocks. The end of the leather slid softly into the crease of her
shaven sex, to dangle between her wide-open thighs. Kerim Balik
reached for the end of the whip and took it between his finger and
thumb, so he could press the narrow end of the whip deeper into her
crease.

Shara
whimpered, half in fright half in surprise, and then sucked in a
surprised gasp. She heard her black sister do the same. She knew
she dared not turn he head to look at what was happening to her
right, but she could just make out Raker, at the edge of her
vision, and it was clear he was doing the same thing to the black
girl. Shara suppressed a moan of frustration as she tried to move
away from the insistent pressure of the whip, as the Sheik moved it
in a sawing motion up and down through the crease of her soft,
sensitive labia.

Biting her
lower lip, Shara began sucking in air quickly, breathing faster,
trying so hard to resist the stimulating touch of the leather whip
as it rubbed along her inner labia, and worked at her clitoris. She
was shaking her head in denial, that she should feel any pleasure
at all and began groaning, not with passion, but with frustration,
as she tried to deny the building up of juices in her sex. It was
hopeless. She already knew that despite her revulsion at these
awful sadists, they knew exactly what to do to force her to become
wet. But being wet was different to having an orgasm. Far
different, and she tried to relax against the weight that her
suspended, bent body was putting on her arms and shoulders.

Then she heard
the leather whistling through the air, and she opened her eyes in
shock.

But there was
no pain. The whip had been Raker’s and the black girl emitted a
horrifying shriek as the leather bit into her flesh. Shara heard
the girl’s chains rattle, and could scent the musky odour of the
girl’s sweat and her juices, as she twisted and turned under three
or four more cruel lashes from Raker.

Then Shara was
brought back to her own situation, as the Sheik pulled the whip
through her open sex, drawing the leather quickly downwards, so it
burned this time, distorting the already pink and swollen flesh.
Shara mewled in protest, and then howled aloud as the whip sang
through the air, to cut right into the centre of her wide-open
sex-lips.

She threw her
head back against the timber of the cross, and let out a scream of
pure agony as once more the leather cut deep into her offered sex,
flayed her clitoris, pain flaring through her body as the flexible
end of the whip burned upwards across her navel. Before she had
time to suck in another breath the whip landed again, this time
scoring a whelt across her taught, sweating buttocks, spraying her
perspiration in the air like fine mist. Her whole world was filled
with awful pain as the whipping went on, the Sheik grunting with
effort and pleasure, as his strokes cut home in Shara’s exposed
flesh.

Bucking and
squealing Shara tried to move her hips in an effort to absorb some
of the energy and pain, but with her legs so far back and stretched
so wide it was near impossible to clench her buttocks. So the
whiplash burned more deeply and lasted longer with each stroke.
Then once more the whip landed across the sensitive part of her
thighs, just above her knees, and the red mist rose in front of her
eyes, as the pain seared her soul almost. Again and again the lash
struck home, biting so deep, and leaving a trail of fire each time
it landed.

Now she was
struggling frantically, barely aware of the similar torment her
black sister was going through, as Raker plied his whip into he
helpless slave.

Blow after
blow landed on each girl’s unprotected buttocks, cutting into their
exposed mounds, smashing home with agonising force, spraying sweat
and urine everywhere, as the girls lost control of their bladders.
The room was full of their deafening screams, of the musky sent of
their perspiration and their juices as the whippings went on and
on. The more they struggled and the louder they screamed, the more
pleasure the two men seemed to take, and their whipping became
frenzied, as each man tried to inflict as much pain as possible,
yet denying the girls their orgasm. .

Then for a
moment, it stopped, and Shara hung there sobbing, her chin on her
chest, her ass and thighs seemingly ablaze with pain. Strangely,
though she was feeling elated. She wanted; needed, to let her
juices go, in a proper orgasm. But how the Hell did these wild
bastards think she could have an orgasm with pain like this?

Her eyes were
half open and she could just make out the bent figure of the Sheik,
as he knelt in front of her, his evil face close to her sex,
apparently examining her minutely, as if assessing what damage he
might have caused.

In truth, he
had not paid Shara’s shaven sex too much harsh attention. Most of
the pain there was coming from the tender white flesh surrounding
her shapely mound. Then she let out an involuntary sigh as she
realised the Sheik was blowing gently on her streaming wet parts,
and she felt herself shiver with surprised pleasure, as the soft
breath cooled her burning aching privates.

It didn’t last
long. The Sheik grabbed the ring that was still in Shara’s labia
and pulled it down hard.

She screamed
out as the painful stretching was sustained, threatening to tear
the ring free.

Her eyes wide
with pain, she was sucking in air as fast as she could, and in
horror she watched him pick up a large pear shaped lead weight on a
chain. This he clipped to the ring in her sex, and allowed it to
drop to the floor.

The sudden
snatch of pain caused Shara to yell again, as the weight began to
pull her labia into a distorted curtain of sore flesh. Then she
felt the whip again, softly now, caressing the open slash of her
parts.

Her sister
slave was faring no better, and Shara could hear her whimpering, as
Raker paid her close attention with his own whip. Caressing the
girl gently, just as the Sheik was now doing to Shara.

Both girls
were soon heaving and bucking against their restraints, struggling
to hold onto the need to explode into orgasm, each knowing if they
did, their tormentor would lose the game, and his frustration would
be vented on his slave.

But then the
Sheik began to whip Shara’s pussy, delivering rapid strokes, sharp,
stinging blows, just flicking at her sex-lips again, stimulating
the livid gash of her dripping mound. Shara knew she could not hold
out much longer, as the leather touched her time and again,
stinging her clitoris, slashing into her belly.

The roaring
agony in her buttocks and thighs was forgotten now as the centre of
her pain became her aggravated sex: the weight pulling down
relentlessly, the leather slicing into the exposed and tender
flesh, time and again, and the throbbing in her clitoris, as the
Sheik worked on her.

Very soon she
knew the orgasm was building up in her belly, and she knew she
could not suppress it much longer. She felt the flush spreading
upwards through her torso, and breasts, rushing to her neck and
onwards to her brain as the painful, but insistent massage went
on.

The Sheik must
have sensed her time was near for suddenly he stopped, and then
delivered three howling lashes to her buttocks and thighs.

Shara‘s voice
cracked as she wailed, and her body jumped away from the wooden
support behind her, as the leather bit home. She was covered in
sweat, dripping, as it rolled down her body, ran down her thighs
and dripped from her stretched buttocks. Again the mist of sweat
sprayed out as the whip landed across her thighs, cutting around to
sear into her hips and waist. She could stand no more. There was
only one way to stop her evil torturer.

Knowing she
was doing just what the Sheik would not want, she yelled out as she
forced the orgasm to engulf her. ‘Master Please… I beg you. Let me
come! Please!’

The Sheik just
laughed and reduced the force of his whipping, taking away the
sensation from her.

Shuddering,
shaking, dribbling her saliva from between slack lips, she sagged
in her bondage as the wonderful sensation overtook her mind and
body. Again she begged, bewildered by her reaction to this total
abuse. ‘Please Master, please. Oh God Master! Please let me
come.’

The Sheik
growled in her ear. ‘So I lose slut?’

‘Oh
Master I am sorry.’ Shara gasped out. ‘I am so sorry…. Ahhhh!
Please… Please, please… let me come. I beg of you
Master.’

He sighed
deeply. ‘Very well then slut. It’s your choice.’

The whipping
began again, and shaking and moaning, crying out with passion, she
felt her juices gush from her like water. They were scalding hot
almost, and their musky smell pervaded the air, so she could smell
them herself. The feeling of pleasure overpowered even the pain of
the last few cutting strokes of the whip.

Finally, Shara
sagged completely, exhausted, in her chains, her body drained, her
sex dripping with her juices, and she just mewled softly as the
Sheik unfastened the heavy weight from her labia.

She barely
noticed the relief, and longed to be able to curl into a tight
ball, clutch at her own sex, and sleep.

But she knew
at the back of her mind, much as she had enjoyed the orgasm, forced
though it had been, she had lost. The Sheik had lost, for she could
still hear Raker working at the black girl. Then suddenly she too
started to pant and struggle as her orgasm mounted.

A few rapid
slashes from Raker’s whip, and the girl screamed out, her lust and
passion almost triumphant, knowing she had won the game, knowing
that Raker would have no need to punish her and might even reward
her.

Long and loud,
the girl squealed as her pleasure shook her from head to toe, as
she trembled and writhed in her chains. Her juices too gushed in a
steaming torrent, splashing on the floor, as she came, in a welter
of sweat and juices. She too sagged limply in her chains, panting
and drooling as Raker leaned towards her to caress her thighs,
kissing the backs of her legs gently. ‘Well done my sweet sexy
slave,’ he said. ‘You have earned me a nice little bonus from His
Excellency.’ He chuckled as he released the girl’s legs and allowed
them to come to rest, on the floor, removing the spreader bar as
the girl settled her weight onto her feet again.

The girl
smiled at him and huskily she said. ‘Thank you Master. It was my
pleasure.’

Raker chuckled
and looked at the Sheik. ‘I win today Excellency?’

The Sheik
glared at Shara and then turned to Raker. ‘It seems so my friend.’
He smiled and wagged a finger. ‘Next time, I shall use that sweet
black-skinned beauty. She lasts out well.’

Raker grinned.
‘Indeed she does Excellency.’ He pointed to Shara, still bent in
her painful suspension. ‘But I will see to it that this one is
trained just as well.’ He flicked his whip across Shara’s buttocks,
smiling as she twitched in her restraints. ‘At least she came to
the whip. She has some promise as a pain slut.’ He grinned
again. ‘Soon she’ll be winning the game for you, Excellency.’

The Sheik
nodded. ‘My friend, I think you are right. I shall keep her. She
will join my little flock tomorrow, and her training will commence
immediately.’

Raker moved
over to the moaning, agonised Shara and patted her rump. ‘So you
made it after all, little slut. Well done.’ He giggled. ‘But you
know what it means of course.’ He looked at the Sheik, and smiled
knowingly.

The Sheik
nodded. ‘Of course my friend. In fact, you might like the
honour?’

Raker beamed.
‘Ahh yes Excellency. Thank you. Indeed I would.’ Then he grinned at
Shara. ‘Just stay there, my beauty,’ he said sarcastically. ‘To
save time, I shall get the electric branding iron.’


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter
Twenty-One: Branded

 


Shara let out
a sudden gut-wrenching wail, as she realised what Raker meant. She
began to struggle against the iron restraints, just as the two
women in that awful chamber had done. And she realised it was just
as futile. They were going to brand her! Mark her for life.

Her mind was
spinning like a whirligig, and she tried to control her ragged
breathing as she began to hyperventilate. They couldn’t do this to
her. Oh God they wouldn’t. She wasn’t an animal. She was a human
being. They treated her like an animal, but she was a person for
God’s sake. They mustn’t do this. This would be on her body
forever, and even if she did manage to escape, she would never be
able to hold her head up again.

She began to
whimper and tried to plead with them, but her fear was too great.
She couldn’t get the words out, and she could do nothing but watch
in terrified anticipation as Raker walked towards a black box on
the wall by the door. He stopped there and leaned towards the box.
He was speaking into it, but from here Shara could not hear what he
was saying.

She could only
guess he was arranging for someone to bring the iron he had
mentioned. Now she was sweating copiously, as she shook from had
toe, her knees sagging, only her manacled wrists prevented her from
falling to the floor.

The Sheik was
smiling at her, and he said. ‘Relax my pretty one. It will be but a
moment’s pain and then it will be done.’

Shara was
frantic, the panic squeezing her mind. She began to babble almost.
‘Oh Master! Please. Please don’t burn me. Please… I beg of
you.’

He shook his
head. ‘You are becoming part of my harem little one. So, you will
be branded as my personal property. No one but my honoured guests
and I will partake of your charms.’

‘Oh God
no! Please! This isn’t happening… It can’t be.’

He chuckled.
‘So it’s a dream then?’

‘Oh
Please Master No… Don’t do this to me. Please don’t…’

He laughed and
stroked her hair gently. ‘Now little one. Accept what you are and
who you belong to. You are mine and you are here to stay.’ He
leaned towards her and stroked her breast gently. ‘So no more noise
or it will be punishment after the branding.’

He just turned
away then and moved to the black girl. Gently he unshackled her
from her cross, and slipping his arm about her slender waist, he
turned briefly to Shara ‘Mister Raker will see to it you are
branded properly, my slut,’ he said. ‘Then when you are ready, I
will partake of your body, at my leisure.’ Still laughing he led
the black slave gently across the room towards the door. He paused
a moment and spoke to Raker, leaning towards the brutal sadist,
whispering something in Raker’s ear. Then without a further look at
Shara, he went out of the room, taking the black girl with him.

Raker ambled
back across the room to stand in front of Shara, and watched in
amusement for a while, as she struggled in her fetters. Then he
slashed the whip across her thighs, and snapped out. ‘Enough! Stop
all this fuss. Face up to it like a true slave. Like the Sheik told
you, it’s a moment’s pain, for a lifetime of pride, wearing His
Excellency’s brand in your flesh.’

Shara shook
her head emphatically, but it merely earned her another slash of
the whip. Finally she dropped her head to her chest and settled
into a soft moaning, as she tried to shut out the horror of what
was to come.

Then the door
opened and her heart leapt about in her chest like a captive
sparrow, as she saw the figure of the huge black torturer, who she
remembered from the branding room. He wasn’t sweating at the
moment, and in this room he didn’t look quite so big and menacing.
But that was made up for by the sight of what he held in his
hand.

In his left
and, he had two long metal instruments, that looked like soldering
irons, each with a cable and plug attached. As the huge man came
closer, Shara could also see he held a roll of silver-grey duct
tape in his other hand.

Shara felt her
stomach lurch with fear, and she knew she was about to vomit. But
that would result in more punishment, and frantically she swallowed
the bile that rose in her throat, swallowed again and again until
it passed.

But now she
could see the irons more closely, and she began to shake again as
she recognised the star at the end of each one. But one was smaller
than the other, and this led her to wilder imaginings and she began
to plead and sob, struggling against her chains, begging to be set
free.

Raker merely
slashed her with the whip, until she lapsed into a soft sobbing, as
she waited for the inevitable.

The man came
up to them and grunted to Raker, Raker turned to Shara. ‘This is
Botu,’ he said. ‘You saw him deal with the mother and daughter. Now
it’s your turn, my pretty.’

She was
shaking her head and murmuring over and over. ‘No, no. You can’t.
You can’t do this.’

Raker
shrugged. ‘I’m not listening and Botu can’t hear you anyway.’ He
grinned and turned to the black giant, making hand signals.

Shara, her
mind in a welter of confused thoughts, just about recalled how
quietly the brute had performed his task on the two women. He was
obviously a deaf mute. Vaguely she wondered if he was saddened that
he couldn’t hear his victims’ screams when he branded them.

Raker turned
back to her. ‘Botu is our disciplinarian and general dogsbody. You
misbehave too often and you will get to know Botu very well.’

Shara was
shaking more violently now, and Raker increased the mental anguish.
‘Of course, being deaf he sometimes goes over the top, being unable
to hear your screams when you really have had enough!’ He laughed
at her sadistically then turned back to the black man, who had gone
to plug the irons into a socket at the end of the stone wall.

Raker made
signals to the man, clearly indicating what was to be done, and
then stood back as the huge man approached Shara.

His face was
immobile, unmoved by Shara’s struggles. He just looked her up and
down, and then cupped her mound with his huge, fat hand. He nodded
satisfactorily, and then tore off a strip of the duct tape. Smiling
into Shara’s terrified eyes, he stuck the tape down, over her sex
mound, patting the stuff into place, smoothing it against the
flesh, so it fit the contours of her sex perfectly. Then grinning
at her, he took hold of the corner of the tape, and with a sudden
jerk, tore it away.

Shara’s scream
bounced around the chamber, as she felt the thousands of agonising
wounds, as her pubic hair was removed in one quick snatch of the
tape. Her sex burned as if it was being torched with a blowlamp,
and she sobbed loudly, trying to bring her legs together. The
spreader prevented her. Moaning and drooling in pain, she
shuddered, knowing her sex mound would be turning as red as a
cherry, as the blood rushed to the injured tissue. Then another
yelp of pain as the man tested the skin with his hand. Satisfied he
turned away and silently went for the iron.

He was back
within a moment, with the large iron, and spitting on it, he
watched as the globule of saliva bounced off the hot surface. Then
he turned to her, and smiling he waved the iron in front of her
face.

Shara went
almost berserk, struggling to escape the clutch of her chains.
Absolutely hopeless. She knew it was, but still she struggled as if
to tear the ringbolts out of the wooden cross.

Raker stepped
in then and roughly shoved a strip of thick leather between her
teeth. ‘Here!’ he said. ‘Bite on that. And for Christ’s sake keep
still you stupid cow or the brand will be spoiled, and will have to
be done again.’ Then he grabbed her left leg and held it tightly
bracing his body against her, as the branding iron came nearer.

The blast of
agony was something Shara had never experienced in her life and
hoped never to have to endure again. The leather bit dropped out of
her mouth as she screamed shrilly, throwing her head back. She was
straining every sinew to try and to absorb the agony and she knew
she was on the verge of fainting, sucking great gulps of air, as
the branding iron did its work.

Her eyes were
staring wide, bulging outwards and the world seemed to be one vast
curtain of blinding white light, as the agony tore through her
body. Her face contorted and the veins in her neck stood out as she
pulled her mouth into a grimace. Then finally it was done. She
sagged against her chains and she felt a hand smoothing something
soft and greasy over the burning, open wound. Slowly coming to her
full senses as the initial pain subsided. Gasping and spluttering,
she started to beg again. ‘Please Master. Please enough… Let me
free. Please…’

‘Shut it
bitch,’ Raker said. ‘We haven’t finished yet.’

Shara felt her
bowels loosen again as she took in his words. Oh dear Lord! What
next! Not another brand? Oh please God no. Not more?

Her mind was
slowly teetering towards madness. Her mound was burning like hell,
and the fresh burn on her leg felt as if it was eating through the
whole of her thigh. Surely they couldn’t expect her to take much
more?

But he black
mute was in front of her again and was showing her the other iron.
It was a star shaped iron again, but this time maybe only a quarter
the size of the first. Then he stooped down in front of her, and
looked intently at her sex mound, blowing on it gently.

Shara began to
scream throwing back her head against the cross as she realised
what was going to happen.

Raker was
there once more, holding her still, ramming the leather bit in her
mouth. She couldn’t move. She was rigid with sheer terror, as her
heart raced to full tilt, and her ears roared with the rush of
blood, as she waited for this next horrific abuse of her body.

The first
touch on the top right side of her mound was all she really felt.
The pain was so intense she just blacked out, the room reeling
before her eyes and Raker’s giggle sounding in her ears. She was
barely aware of the iron touching the left side of her mound, but
she knew she had been branded a third time. Mercifully, she fainted
away as the agony overcame her.


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter
Twenty-Two: Shara refuses her Food

 


There was a
loud humming in her head, lights were flashing on and off, and
there were disembodied voice pounding through all this confusion in
her head. Where was she? What had happened to her? Where was
Jeremy? Were they in Monte Carlo yet?

Her eyes
blinked open suddenly, and she saw a white light over her head,
like a hospital theatre lamp. She was lying on her back, still
naked, and there was a high collar of cool metal around her neck.
She rolled her head to one side, and looked around at bare, white
sterile looking walls. It was the same to the other side and then
slowly sitting up, she realised she was on a narrow hospital-type
bed about three feet high.

She frowned,
and then her heart began to race as she recalled Raker and the evil
Botu. Her hand flashed to her thigh, and yes! It was there. But it
was no longer a stinging red raw mark, and she glanced downwards to
her thigh. The brand appeared to have healed. It was now, just a
slightly puckered star-shaped scar. A proper brand! A mark that she
would carry for the rest of her life

Her heart sank
and as memories came back to her she ventured to explore her sex
mound. She frowned deeply. It was velvet smooth. No trace of any
hair at all and no pain from the branding she knew she had been
subjected to.

Groggily, she
swivelled to one side and climbed off the bed, standing up slowly,
holding the edge of the bed for support. There was a full-length
mirror in front of her, about ten feet from the foot of the bed.
Apprehensively she walked shakily towards the shining glass oblong,
and stood in front of it,

Her eyes
widened as she inspected her reflection.

Someone had
been very busy. Her gorgeous body was spotless, apart from the
faint traces of the whip. Her hair hand been washed and brushed, so
it framed her delightful face, and hung in a dark shining cascade,
down her back, and over her shoulders. Her lips had been rouged,
and her eyebrows neatly plucked. She hid a smile, and looked at the
brand mark on her thigh. It really didn’t look so horrific as she
might have thought, and on closer inspection it actually set off
the wonderful shape of her thigh. Her gaze went to her sex mound.
It was healthily pink and shaven smooth, the two smaller brand
marks to each side of her crease, accenting the swell of her sex,
where it conjoined the base of her belly. Again she had to admit,
it really did not look so awful. All in all, except for those faint
whip marks, she knew she looked as beautiful as ever. Vainly she
drew her hands all over her torso, caressing herself and taking in
a deep satisfied breath.

Perhaps it was
all over. They would be letting her go. Freeing her, now they had
enjoyed her body. The shameful things she had been subjected too
made her flush then, and she knew, if they did release her, she
could never tell anyone. No one. She would be too disgusted with
herself.

No she would
just get on with her life, and might even find the novelty of her
brands a useful aid in getting more money from stupid, rich
playboys.

Then her
dreams were shattered as a loudspeaker crackled and she recognised
Raker’s voice. ‘Kneel bitch! Now!’

Automatically
she began to shake, but sank obediently to her knees, still facing
the mirror.

A door opened
to her right, but she knew better than to look. At the side of her
vision, she recognised Raker’s form as he came towards her.

‘Look at
me!’ he said.

She turned her
head obediently and her jaw gaped as she saw he was carrying a
large, steaming crock bowl. Whatever was in the bowl was filling
the room with a nauseating stench, and she felt her stomach
heave.

Raker came to
her, and then placed the bowl in front of her. ‘Now that you’re
well, it’s time to eat.’ He nudged the bowl with his foot. ‘Here.
Get on with it. Lap it up like the bitch you are.’

Shara looked
at him and her eyes filling with tears cried out. ‘No please Master
I couldn’t eat…’ She shook her head and moved back from the foul
smelling slurry in the bowl. It looked like disgusting, lumpy
porridge, with stinking pieces of fat floating in it. There was no
way she could even try to eat it let alone keep it down.

But the next
thing she knew Raker was forcing her head into the hot mess, making
her gulp for her breath taking some of the filth stuff in.

She retched,
and pulled herself away violently, scrabbling to get away, towards
the corner of the room.

Raker just
watched her silently. Then he shrugged.

‘Very
well slut. You won’t eat, you starve. I couldn’t care less. I’ll
waste no more time with you.’ He shrugged then went on. ‘But you’ll
find you have just made a very big mistake.’ He walked over to her
and dragged her upright by her hair, laughing as she screamed out
at the pain of her hair being almost torn out. He dragged her
behind him as he stalked out of the room, and into a carpeted
corridor. Ignoring her wails of protest, he marched down the narrow
way dragging her along like a sack, towards a doorway at the end of
the hall. He stopped by the door and tugged hard on her locks, and
growled. ‘Stand up, slut. We will see the Sheik. Then we will see
what you will or won’t eat.’

Angrily he
swung open the door and pushed her through into a grey-carpeted
office. He shoved her hard so she fell to the floor to sprawl full
length on her belly, at the feet of Sheik Kerim.

The Sheik
stood up, and shrugged. Then he rolled her onto her back with his
foot. ‘What has the slut done now, Mister Raker?’

‘Refused
to eat Excellency.’

The Sheik
looked down at her. ‘On your knees before me, slave.’

Shara got to
her knees, knowing she had to. Lowering her head, shaking. And
trying to hold back the tears.

He looked down
at her again. ‘You think you will escape us like that?’

‘Master
please,’ she said. ‘It was awful. I couldn’t eat it.’

A stinging
slap across her face silenced her. ’Oh yes you can and you will.’
He stooped to the kneeling Shara and looked into her eyes. ‘We have
our own methods of making you do anything we wish. And I mean,
anything!’

There was chilling
import in his words, and Shara began to tremble. She knew as Raker
had pointed out, that she had committed yet another grave mistake.
Whatever punishment was lined up for her, she knew she would have
to muster all her courage to face it.

‘Take
her away Mister Raker. To the pit!’

Raker laughed
aloud and grabbed Shara’s hair again,. In moments she was being
dragged backwards like a bag of grain towards the door.


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter
Twenty-Three: Shara’s Secret Fear

 


Sobbing now,
Shara walked fearfully along the passageway in front of her, urged
on by the Raker’s goad. He had dragged her, screaming, from the
Sheik’s office, and had pushed her towards a lift. They had
descended, it seemed for minutes, and here the air was dank and
cool and she was shivering slightly. She had no idea what was to
happen to her, but she was determined. No matter what the depraved
sadistic bastards said or did to her, she knew no one would ever
make her eat that awful swill. They could force feed her, yes,
but they would never get her to kneel and eat that foul mess. She
would not eat it. Period. Especially not like a dog. She would
rather die. She heaved slightly, as she thought about the
disgusting idea.

Raker was
close behind her with the whip and Shara heard the leather swish
through the air. She pulled her hips forwards to lessen the blow,
but the leather still cut a line of fire across her buttocks,
dragging an anguished wail from her lips. So much for all the fine
attention they had paid to her body, since she had been
branded.

‘Turn left
bitch!’

Wincing,
holding back her tears, Shara obeyed, stepping into a short
corridor that led to around, granite-walled room. The air was
suddenly full of the bad eggs smell of methane gas, as if they
were in the middle of a stinking swamp. It was almost unbearable,
the amount of filthy gas in the air, making it difficult even to
breathe.

Raker gave
Shara another slash of the whip, pushing her towards the room, and
then he took a face mask from a hook near the entrance and slipped
the thing over his face.

There was no
such luxury for Shara and she couldn’t avoid gagging at the stink,
which filled her nostrils. Then she felt her heart miss and her
eyes widened in fear as she heard the muffled screams of a woman,
clearly a woman in terror. Yet she could see no one in the room.
Then she noticed the two low plastic domes set in the floor, in the
centre of the room. It was from beneath one of the domes that the
terrified screaming was coming.

Raker walked
towards the domes, grunted as he stooped, lowering his bulk, to
unfasten the right hand dome. He pulled the plastic dome back,
exposing a cylindrical pit. Immediately, the screaming, much louder
now, filled the room. Raker seemed not to notice anything. He
merely gestured to Shara. ‘Over here!’ he snarled, pointing at the
pit,. ‘Look at this.’

Fearfully,
Shara looked down into the pit, as Raker nudged her over towards
the edge. Through his face-mask, Raker said. ‘Now watch.’

Gagging with
the awful stench, Shara’s whole body began to tremble and her eyes
widened as she took in the terrifying sight before her.

The pit was
half-full of a stinking, viscous mess of mud and filth. In the
centre, there was a naked, muzzled girl, up to her waist in the
slimy soup and shackled to a central steel pole Her arms were
secured almost at the top of the pole, and were stretched straight
upwards her wrists tightly encircled by steel manacles. The
terrified girl was writhing, screaming into her muzzle, and she was
pulling futilely at the shackles, and, as she struggled, the mess
was being thrown about so even the upper parts of her gorgeous body
were covered in a film of the stinking sludge. It was also clear
the level of the tide of stinking mud was slowly rising. But the
real reason for the girl’s terror was the group of seven or eight
rats swimming about in the mess.

Shara moaned
in terror, as she watched the hapless slavegirl’s suffering. Then
she moaned as she noticed the other pit. It too had a central pole,
but as yet there was none of the liquid filth. However, now Shara
noticed the four-inch holes around the rim at the top, the slight
vestiges of slime adhering to the steel-clad walls. It could soon
be filled.

Raker was
giggling again and he nudged Shara, pointing to the other pit.
‘Soon you’ll be in there!’

Shara began to
tremble again, feeling her bowels loosen as, once more, she saw the
terrified expression on the face of her sister in bondage. The
girl’s eyes bulged with fear as she lurched against the unyielding
chains, screaming as the rats came close to her face.

There was a
noise from the opposite end of the room and a door opened. The
Sheik, also wearing a facemask, came into the chamber and walked
over to them. He stopped and looked down at the helpless girl, for
a moment, before bending down to a hand wheel bedside the pit and
turned it quickly. Almost immediately the level of filth dropped
and the whole lot, rats and all, was carried away through the open
sluice, leaving the slavegirl hanging from her manacles, dripping
slime and filth from her lovely body. The Sheik went across to the
doorway, where he pressed a bell push in the wall. Moments later,
two elderly Arabian women appeared. They were fully clad in red
overalls, clearly not slaves themselves. Between them, they carried
a scaffold pole, with a set of manacles near each end. The fattest
woman also had a plastic, one-gallon container in her hand.

The stink had
abated a little and the Sheik took off his mask and smiled at them.
‘Ah! Ladies.’ He pointed towards the slavegirl hanging, exhausted,
in the pit. ‘I think the white slut is ready for you now. You will
use her well, I’m sure.’

The two women
grinned at him. ‘Thank you Excellency,’ the fattest one said. ‘We
have all weekend!’ Then without a further word, she took the top
off the container and splashed the wretched girl all over with
strong-smelling disinfectant. Then, giggling and cackling, the two
women rigged up a hose, to begin washing down the helpless
girl.

Impassively,
the Sheik watched as the two women completed the girl’s
cleaning.

Satisfied, the fat
woman climbed down into the pit, to release the tormented girl from
the pole. Snarling almost, the woman said. ‘Get yourself up there
you Christian bitch!’

Shivering with
fear the girl moved towards the steel runged ladder. But she
didn’t move fast enough for the woman. Taking a vicious looking
dog-whip from the waistband of her overalls, she sneered and
waited, until the girl lifted her foot to the lower rung. Then with
a yell of triumph almost, the woman slashed the whip into the
girl’s stretched, left buttock, eliciting a screech of pain from
the tormented beauty. The girl dropped back down to the floor of
the pit, to slip and slide in the mix of disinfectant and slime,
smearing her body again. All that earned her was another two or
three slashes of the whip, until she staggered to her feet and
managed to cling to the ladder. The girl climbed, whilst suffering
continual slashes from the whip, her knuckles white with the force
of her grip on the rungs clearly knowing she dare not let go. She
tried to keep her buttocks out of the woman’s range, but it was
hopeless for her. Each time she planted a foot on a rung,
tightening the flesh of her buttocks, the leather smashed into her,
making her progress one long climb of pain. Screaming; sobbing;
holding onto the rungs for her life almost, the tortured girl made
her way up the ladder. Eventually, the wretched creature managed to
get to the top and yelled yet again as the whip contacted her
buttocks.

‘Move your
white arse!’ the woman snarled.

Then, the
other woman joined in the whipping, leaning over the edge of the
pit, slashing down across the defenceless girl’s shoulders and
back, repeatedly, as the screaming girl scrabbled over the rim to
fall to the floor, rolling herself into a ball, in an attempt to
evade the leather.

Then the two
evil women ceased their whipping, and began to taunt the slavegirl,
as she curled herself up tightly and sobbed, her shoulders heaving
her buttocks clenching and unclenching, trying to ease the burning
agony.

The second
woman kicked her in the rump and snarled. ‘On your belly slut!’ the
woman snapped at her. ‘Grovel for his Excellency.’

Groaning, the
girl obeyed and rolled over in front of the Sheik, pressing her
face close to the straw littered floor, scrabbling for his toecaps,
to kiss his feet.

The Sheik
looked down in scorn, sneered and then spat on her, back. ‘I think
you have learned a lesson! See that it’s permanent, or it’s back
into the pit with your little friends.’

Moaning and
sobbing, the girl scrabbled for his feet again, beseeching him,
kissing the shiny leather. ‘Oh No! Please Master, no!’

The fat woman
slashed the dog-whip across the girl’s buttocks, ignoring the wail
of pain. ‘You don’t speak until you’re told to, bitch!’

The Sheik
chuckled, then bent down and took the sobbing girls wrists and
secured them to the shackle on the pole, the women had brought in.
Then he did the same with her ankles and stepping back he said.
‘She’s all yours ladies.’ He nudged the girl with his toe. ‘Give
the white slut something to remember.’ He stroked his beard. ‘I do
not think she will be tempted to misbehave again.’

Giggling, the
two women paused for a moment, and both of them caressing the
terrified girl, as if she was a pet dog. Then they lifted up the
pole onto their shoulders and, still laughing, they carried the
shaking, crying girl away like a carcass of meat.

The Sheik
turned to Shara. ‘That little slut was more difficult even than
you.’ He shrugged. ‘The stupid white bitch tried to bite when she
was ordered to fellate one of my guests. So she was given a few
hours in the swamp pit for her pains!’ He grinned. ‘The rats were
an extra. The one thing she cannot stand. Her ultimate fear. A fear
she will do anything to avoid.’ He leaned towards Shara and
shouted. ‘And I mean ANYTHING!’’ He turned to Raker. ‘As for that
little slut, when the ladies have finished with her, take her to
your own rooms.’ He grinned. ‘Give her a little more discipline,
then return her to the guest she disappointed. The white bitch will
be allowed to fellate him to climax. After that, she will be given
to every man in my employ until she is sick of the taste of male
sperm.’ He sneered. ‘Then she can start the rounds again.’

Shara had
taken in this discourse with horror. This madman was absolutely
serious about what he wanted the girl to suffer and Sahara knew his
orders would be obeyed to the letter. She shivered in horror as
Raker chuckled and nodded. ‘I’ll see to it Excellency. ’

Then the Sheik
pointed to Shara. ‘Now it’s your turn! INTO THE PIT!’

Shara flung
herself at the Sheik’s feet, and just as she’d seen the other girl
do, scrabbled for his legs. ‘Oh Please! Master. I beg of you.
Don’t...."

Her pleas went
unheeded, except for three or four wicked cuts from the whip as
Raker laid into her flesh. ‘GET YOURSELF INTO THE PIT, OR I’LL LASH
YOUR BODY TO SHREDS!’ he screamed at her and kicked her in the
stomach, knocking the wind from her body. Another well-aimed kick
sent her sprawling to the edge of the pit and Raker placed his foot
beneath her waist, to flip her over the edge.

Shara clawed
frantically at the shiny, steel rim managing to stop herself from
falling the twelve or so feet to the bottom. She was hanging by her
fingers now, but Raker merely stamped on them, giggling as she
yelled out and dropped down to the grating in the floor.

Raker climbed
down the iron ladder and dragged Shara up by her hair, shoving her
across to the central pole. ‘Will you never learn slave!’ Raker
deftly clipped the manacles onto Shara’s wrists, so that her arms
were stretched upwards until they were taught above her. She moaned
softly, as Raker stooped and fastened her ankles to the two rings
near the bottom of the pole. Then Raker went to the ladder and
climbed out of the pit, to stand by the Sheik. ‘She’s ready
Excellency.’

The Sheik went
to the edge of the pit, leaned over and spoke to Shara. ‘We have
prepared you a little surprise.’ He grinned at her. ‘You will soon
be in YOUR private Hell.’ His face distorted with sadistic
pleasure. ‘We know your secret fear is also rats! They are the one
thing that terrifies you so much, YOU, will literally do ANYTHING
to avoid it! As you’ve seen, it didn’t fail with that other slut.
And it won’t fail with you.’ You will soon learn what to expect in
future.’ He pressed a plunger by the edge of the pit and Shara
began to panic, as the filthy sludge began to pour into the pit.
The stench made her retch, and then she screamed at the top of her
lungs as she saw the first rats begin to swim about in the
mess.

RATS! Oh God!
She couldn’t stand the loathsome things. They terrified her. How
did these people know? Shara began to yell and scream as the scummy
stinking tide of filth started to climb up her body and the
squeaking, wriggling rats started to brush against her. ‘Oh God NO!
NOT RATS! Please! NO! Let me go! Please MASTER!’

Soon, Shara
was struggling wildly, but in vain, as the loathsome creatures swam
to her and tried to use her body, to get clear of the water. Soon
they were climbing over her breasts, their sharp claws digging into
her flesh, their wet, filthy fur brushing her skin. She was filled
with revulsion as the water level gradually rose, to her chest. The
water stopped rising then. Immediately the rats began climbing over
her breasts and shoulders, to claw their way over her head, clear
of the water. She shook her head wildly from side to side, managing
to dislodge them, but it was pointless. As soon as they hit the
water, the rats started straight back again and once more their
scrabbling claws and wriggling tails were in her face, getting into
her screaming mouth, scratching her face and entangling with her
hair.

Shara was
beside herself with revulsion and her heart raced in panic, as she
recognised that there was to be no relief for her. The Sheik looked
down at his struggling screaming captive. ‘Soon you will beg to be
freed and to eat whatever is put in front of you!’ He sneered at
her. ‘In fact, after this little experiment, you will do willingly
whatever any guest demands of you.’ He turned to Raker. ‘Seal her
in my friend.’

Chuckling,
Raker closed the hatch on the pit and snapped the clips in place.
He sneered once more through the perspex, and waved sarcastically
at the girl in her fearful prison.

Shara screamed
again and shook off the rats yet again. She was wasting her time,
for now even more of the evil creatures were released into the
filth that she was immersed in. Her screams battered about the tiny
prison; building up into a terrified crescendo as the filthy,
scurrying things began to struggle for a place on her head and
shoulders. Their scuttling legs and whippy little tails skittered
over her flesh as they crawled and climbed over her shoulders and
Shara began to writhe and struggle, screaming and thrashing the
filth everywhere. The dirty, crawling animals began to overwhelm
her and she began to beg, screaming out between her pitiful
struggling. ‘Please Masters. Let me out. I’ll die. I can’t stand
this! Oh please let me go!’

But she was
wasting her time. She just had a quick glimpse of the men leaving
the room; leaving her to suffer her torment as the rats clambered
and climbed over her, their squeaking penetrating her ears, their
claws starting to tear at her skin, their fur, getting in her
mouth. Shara gave one anguished scream and then once more, began
her futile, violent struggle violently, as the vile animals began
to push her to the edge of her sanity.

Slowly, Shara
realised her mind was going. God! If they would let her out she
would do anything for them. She began to scream out. ‘ANYTHING
MASTERS! I’ll do ANYTHING!’

Then Shara
began to yell and scream as the crawling rats, started to fight
with one another for footing on her head and shoulders.

Soon, Shara
was struggling wildly, ignoring the pain in her wrists and the
scuffing of the manacles on her skin. She wanted one thing only
now. To be released and to beg them to allow her to do whatever
they wanted. As her struggles weakened she realised she was
finished and she felt herself slipping into unconsciousness.

Shara screamed
again and spat out a rat that tried to get into her mouth. She was
wasting her time, for now she was covered in the evil creatures.
Her screams battered about the tiny prison; building up into a
terrified crescendo as, the filthy, scurrying things began to claw
her face, ears and nose. Their legs, and claws were inflicting
deeper wounds now, as they clawed their way to her hair, falling
off, some of them falling into the water, only to crawl back
again.

 


* * *

Shara had no
idea how much time had elapsed since the Sheik and Raker had left,
and her terror had gone on and on, mounting as the rats covered her
exposed upper torso and head. Her stomach revolted at the evil
taste as they crawled into her mouth and nose. Hardly aware of the
tide of filth that surrounded her, she struggled around her tiny
prison in vain in her frantic efforts to escape the horrors of the
rats. She had lost count of how many times she had tried to
dislodge the animals form her head, her voice was hoarse from
continual screaming and her body ached all over from her futile
struggles to escape.

Then, at long
last, the tide of filth began to go down and the rats, of their own
accord, began to drop from her, splashing into the filth as it
gradually drained away. In moments the scum was gone, and the rats
with it, and Shara hung there, almost unconscious, blood running
from the tiny cuts and scratches on her face and shoulders.

Suddenly she
let out an involuntary scream as freezing cold water surged out of
the drainpipes, filling the pit, up to her neck in moments,
splashing over her body, taking her breath away, but mercifully
washing away the filth and the blood from her body.

Shara sagged
against her chains, sobbing as the water almost immediately began
to drain away, leaving her shivering. Panting, her heart racing,
Shara sobbed quietly and leaned against the pole, wondering if she
was to be put through the terror yet again. .

Then,
abruptly, the lid was flung open again. It was Raker and the
Sheik.

The Sheik
sneered at Shara. ‘Now you will obey your masters in future?’

Shara knew
what she had to say. ‘Oh Yes! Oh please! Please! Oh Master, please
let me out, I beg of you! I’ll do anything you tell me to do!’
Heart thudding, she watched the Sheik and Raker.

Raker had a
metal bowl in his hand. The bowl was filled to the brim with the
swill, thicker this time, and it smelled vile. He pointed to the
bowl, his eyebrows raised, enquiringly. ‘Ready to eat now?’

Shara almost
vomited at the thought of swallowing the filthy stuff, but she
nodded frantically, knowing she couldn’t stand any more time with
the rats. ‘Oh Yes! ‘Oh yes Master! I’ll eat it. Please let me out
now!’

To Shara’s
utter relief, Raker climbed down to unshackle her and ordered her
to climb out. Following, Raker sneered as he handed the bowl to
her. ‘It’s gone cold, but you’ll eat it all the same, or it’s the
rats again.’

Shara closed
her eyes and, gingerly, lowered her head to the bowl. But even now,
she knew she couldn’t eat it. It was swill. It stank, and it wasn’t
even fit for pigs. Involuntarily, she turned her head away,
heaving. Then, she vomited all over the floor, dropping the bowl;
sinking to her knees as the Sheik began to slash into her body with
the whip. Shara rolled about, trying to evade the cutting of the
whip, and screamed for mercy. ‘Oh Please! No! I can’t eat it! I
just can’t!’

The Sheik
ceased his assault of her bowed body and snarled. ‘Put the bitch
back into the pit!’

Raker moved
towards her and Shara knew she couldn’t face any more time in the
pit and, hardly believing what she was saying, began to scream out.
‘Oh No Master Please No! No more! Please let me eat Master. I beg
you. I will eat it I swear. I will! Please Master, let me eat it!
PLEASE! PLEASE LET ME EAT!’

The Sheik
chuckled at her. ‘On your knees then bitch!’

Submissively,
Shara knelt before him. ‘Oh thank you Master, thank you.’ She knew
she had to grovel and she lowered her head and began to kiss his
feet.

Grabbing a
handful of her hair, the Sheik pulled her head up and ignoring her
anguished gasps, grinned evilly at her. Then he snapped his
fingers, and Raker brought the bowl across, to place it before
Shara,

The Sheik
pushed it against her knees with his toe. ‘What do you want to do
bitch!’

Knowing what
she had to say Shara looked at him. ‘I beg to eat it, Master!’

He cackled,
and touched the bowl with his toe. ‘Then eat!’

Shara made to
pick up the bowl, but screamed as a sudden lash of the whip cut
into her back. She cringed from him in fear, expecting a severe
beating. ‘Not like that!’ He hissed. ‘Eat it like a dog. Like the
bitch you are.’

The whip cut
into her shoulders again and obediently Shara leaned towards the
bowl. Tentatively, she touched the cold, filthy swill with her
tongue, trying to suppress the need to vomit, trying to ignore the
sight of the sloppy mess.

Then she
gasped as she felt her head being pushed towards the plate. The
Sheik’s voice boomed out again. ‘Eat, or it’s back into the
pit!’

Shara held
back the rising vomit and began to eat, as she knew she had to. She
couldn’t stand being placed in that pit again. As she thought about
the rats, the smell and taste of the mess on the plate didn’t seem
so bad after all. Closing her mind to what she was doing, Shara
found she was able to swallow the vile stuff without even heaving.
As long as she kept her mind on what other terror lay in store, she
knew she could eat, if she had to.

‘Cease!’ The
Sheik’s voice stopped her and she looked up, feeling the slimy mess
of swill, running down her neck. ‘Master?’

‘Enjoy your
meal slut! Mister Raker will see you finish the bowl.’ Grinning at
Shara, the Sheik walked from the room, leaving her alone with the
sadist.

Raker turned
to Shara. ‘Pick the bowl up and clean it out properly. Every last
bit of it.’

Almost eagerly
now, Shara began to eat again, greedily swallowing the slimy meal
and suddenly she experienced surprised pleasure, as she felt a
shudder of excitement. Why was this? Why did eating this mess
excite her? Then she realised. It wasn’t the act itself. It was the
thrill of submission that she was finding strangely exciting. She
had suddenly re discovered the occasional thrills she had
experienced with Jeremy, in his make-believe world of Master and
slavegirl. Now she was sure that, deep inside her soul, there was a
submissive streak. She actually enjoyed being ordered to do things
she didn’t wish to do. She also knew she would gladly do anything
this monster told her to, and relish in her act of submission,
hardly daring to admit to the feel of her juices welling up, as
Raker ordered her about. Shuddering with contained pleasure, she
licked the bowl clean and placed it on the floor, then looked up at
Raker, waiting for the next order.

Raker’s hands
began caressing her vagina and the puckered ring of her anus. Soon
Shara’s mind was becoming numb to what she was doing and she began
to succumb to the evil man’s caress, Raker grinned at her. ‘On your
hands and knees.’

Shara obeyed,
trembling with suppressed desire, feeling her juices welling up
inside as she pushed her hips back towards the evil sadist’s
caress. She began to wriggle her hips against the pressure of his
hand and she groaned as she heard him chuckle.

Then he was in
front of her, crouching slightly, so his swelling penis was close
to her face; so close she could feel the warmth of it, smell the
maleness of the huge throbbing member. Suddenly, her masochistic
desire rose again and not caring what she was doing, she reached
for the swollen penis, to pull it towards her mouth.

Raker just
pushed her away, grinning at her. ‘Not today.’ He straightened up,
shaking with his sadistic giggle. ‘I want to keep you on the boil.
I’ll take you when I’m good and ready.’ He stood up, and took the
goad from his belt. He touched it to Shara’s wet lips and switched
the power on.

The blast of
power was indescribable, and she shrieked out her agony and
straightened up like a released spring. She felt her whole body
arch into a rigid bow before she fell backwards to the floor, where
she lay, gasping for breath, her skin still tingling from the
effects of the goad. Then vaguely, she heard Raker’s voice. ‘On
your knees.’

Fearful of the
goad, Shara tried to obey, but the room was spinning too much, her
mind was in turmoil. Wobbling about, as she was, she knew she would
fall over again; which would surely result in more of the dreaded
goad. Then suddenly, she felt the stab of another needle in her
thigh and she screamed out in frustrated anger. But it was
hopeless. All she saw was the laughing face of Raker, as she
slumped into unconsciousness.


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter
Twenty-Four: Shara Submits

 


Shara’s world
came back into focus, and she clambered back to reality. Brushing
away the rats and the filth from her skin she shuddered and opened
her mouth to scream. But then she realised, there were no rats
anymore. There was no filth either, and she was back in the white
room, and lying on her back staring at the huge light above.

She was not
tied at all, and apart from the collar and the rings in her body,
she was completely naked. Once again she sat up slowly, as the
memory of her ordeal in the pit receded a little. Still shaking she
stood up, and went to the mirror as she had done before. Again she
had been cleaned and fully made-over. The high shining silver
collar suited her she had to admit. As did the rings in her body.
The brands on her thigh and her sex mound still looked good, and
without even thinking about it, she lowered herself to her knees,
blushing at her gorgeous reflection as she did so.

She knew
now.

This was her
life from now on. As long a she obeyed these people, she would lead
a reasonable existence. She didn’t know why she thought this, but
vaguely she had recollections of someone telling her would be this
way.

Then she was
startled again by the loudspeaker as it crackled into life.

The voice
though was unknown to her, distorted in fact, but it was certainly
male. She frowned as she listened to it.

‘You
know slave. Yes?’

Shara nodded
realising instantly what the voice inferred and how she must
respond. ‘Yes Master. I know’

‘And you
submit fully?’

‘I
submit fully Master.’

‘Then
show it, slave. Prostrate yourself in front of the
mirror.’

Shara obeyed.
Gently lying on her belly in front of the mirror, her arms akimbo
to her sides.


‘Excellent,’ the man said. ‘Now stand up and push the
mirror.’

Shara was
frowning, but she did as she was ordered, and tentatively, pushed
the mirror. It was of course a door, and silently it swung
open.

Her jaw gaped
as he saw the man standing there, holding the microphone.

‘Oh my
God! JEREMY!’ she gasped, as she staggered with the
surprise.

He stepped
forwards to steady her and gently guided her back to her knees.

She didn’t
resist him knowing she mustn’t. She now knew that kneeling for
Jeremy was what she had to do. She didn’t understand how or why,
but Jeremy was alive, and she didn’t need to be told, he was her
new Master.

‘You
submit slave? Fully?’

She lowered
her head. ‘Yes Master. Fully and willingly.’

He smiled at
her. ‘They said they would convert you. I didn’t believe it.’ He
shrugged and stroked her hair softly. ‘But it seems they did it.
You are mine. Completely.’

‘Yes
Master,’ Shara replied, her head lowered.

He sighed
contentedly and leaned towards her to help her to her feet. His arm
went around her waist and he gently shepherded her away through the
open doorway towards her new future.
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