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Chapter One:
Shara Meets the Pirates

Although life
was one long holiday at present, it was not for the first time that
Shara Peters debated her luck in ever having met Jeremy Ash. Jeremy
wasn’t much of a catch, with his weedy frame, receding chin, and
high piping voice. But he was rich. That was the one saving grace
he had. Money! Money that gave him the power to attract women;
women like Shara.

Right now,
Shara was stretched out naked on the soft bunk in the night-cabin
of Jeremy’s boat, the Gage d’Amour. Her mind toyed cynically with
the name of the craft. The Gage d’Amour. A token of love? More like
a token of lust. A floating sex haven for Jeremy. She wasn’t at all
happy about being with him; having to have sex with him. Jeremy’s
ideas about sex were a bit strange. Strange, as in
sado-masochistic. Not her scene. She shifted slightly, and then
winced, feeling again the burning soreness on her belly, breasts,
and thighs. He had used the leather strap this afternoon,
concentrating on her front. Shara allowed herself a wry smile, as
the pain throbbed again. Jeremy might look weedy, but Hell! He knew
how to apply that strap.

She wiped
sweat from her brow then, and wished that night would come. The
boat was moving slowly towards Greece, and the blistering heat of
the Mediterranean sun was having no trouble getting through the
insulated decking above her. Rivulets of perspiration trickled down
her rib cage, irritating her. Another grimace as she raised herself
off the sheets, her well reddened breasts becoming painfully taught
as she did so. Groaning slightly, she sat up, and caught a glimpse
of herself in the mirror.

She shook her
head and let out a heavy sigh.

God! Jeremy,
the spiteful bastard, had been especially hard on her this
afternoon. It would be days before she dare allow the sun to get on
her skin, and the lavender cream he had smeared on her afterwards
had made very little difference. For all the good it had done it
might as well have been axle-grease.

She sighed
again. Why did she allow him to beat her? Why did she comply?
Calling him ‘Master’ and kneeling for him all the time? No, this
was definitely not her scene. Indeed she found it positively
revolting…

Then she gave
a cynical shrug. In truth, she knew why.

It was the
lure of his wealth.

The way she
was able to squeeze cash out of him, just by fluttering her
eyelids.

Jeremy had
been easy to fool.

All Shara
needed to do was take brief trips ashore, a hasty tour around some
flea market or another, where she could find a cheap dress or some
gaudy trinket that looked the goods. The rest of the cash would be
salted away. She had quite an account now. That cash was going to
come in handy very soon.

Maybe now.

Maybe it was
time to blow this creep out for good. Get back to England and find
another rich playboy who couldn’t resist her fluttering eyelids,
dazzling smile and swaying hips.

She let out a
pained gasp as again she moved to get up from the bed and yawned,
suddenly weary in the heat. They were just about fifteen miles from
the coast of North Africa, which made things even worse. The
oppressive desert breezes were sighing their way northwards and the
atmosphere was heavy, sapping. For a moment Shara wanted to give in
to the gentle lapping of water on the side of the boat, allow the
sound to lull her, lie down again and sleep. But she knew it would
be cooler on the upper deck. Not much so, but better than being
below, here in the stuffy cabin.

She stood up
lazily, swinging her long, shapely legs over the edge of the bunk,
and paused to enjoy another, deeper yawn and a tentative stretch,
feeling the welts on her body burning again. She relaxed and tried
to imagine it as just sunburn. Then Shara smiled to herself as she
looked down her firm beautifully proportioned body. Apart from the
bruising, she knew she looked good. Firm, healthy and shapely. She
glanced in the full-length mirror again.

Shapely?

She grinned
then.

Voluptuous was
more the word. Her skin was smooth, her face flawless and framed by
long dark hair. Her eyes were mysterious dark pools above high
cheekbones, and her lips were well shaped and luscious, promising
delight. She scanned her reflection, pleased with her tight
beautifully rounded breasts: breasts that were upright, with large
nipples that hardened slightly, as she caressed her hips gently.
She smiled at the image of pulchritude in the mirror. Was she vain,
she mused? Sure she was, and she had a right to be. She formed her
luscious lips into a pucker, blew her reflection a kiss, and winked
at herself.

Then she
turned towards the porthole as she heard a muted, thrumming noise,
similar to the sound of the Gage d'Amour. Frowning, she padded over
to the deck-light, to look out at the blue sea. The noise was
coming from a large sleek yacht, maybe half as big again as the
Gage d'Amour. But there the resemblance ended. The other vessel was
rust streaked, and looked much older. It moved through the water at
some speed though, heading right for the Gage d'Amour. Her heart
raced for a moment, and she felt a strange surge of fear as she
took in the motley group of men on the deck, all standing, looking
towards the yacht.

A skipped
heartbeat!

There was
something ominous in the way this vessel approached, and she
suddenly noticed that some of the men had grappling hooks held in
their hands. Barely had she registered that fact than it turned
towards the yacht. Her hand flew to her mouth and her eyes widened
as she saw more clearly a brutal looking man high on the bridge
deck, yelling at the others as he swung the wheel over.

Shara
suppressed an involuntary scream. Her heart thumped around, a loose
ball of panic, and she felt as if the man could see her through the
side ports. One of the others ran aft and wrenched a canvas cover
to one side, to reveal a heavy calibre machine gun mounted on the
afterdeck.

She felt her
heart miss again, before it began to race!

Oh God!
Pirates! These men were pirates! They had to be! She knew about
modern-day pirates; had heard the lurid tales of boats that had
been boarded, scavenged and sunk. In some cases the hapless owners
had either been shot out of hand, or taken prisoner for ransom.
Maybe even this yacht had been plundered and used by these men.

The boat
shuddered and she almost fell over, as she realised that Jeremy had
thrown the engines into reverse. For a moment the vibration rattled
everything that was loose on board. Then the diesels went silent
and all she could hear was the lapping of water on the side of the
Gage d'Amour, and the muted throb of the from the other vessel’s
engines, as it closed the gap.

She stifled a
scream, then, as she saw a man with the rifle take deliberate
aim.

Even from
below deck, the sharp boom of the shot hurt her ears and she fought
the terror that suddenly coursed through her, just about managing
to stop herself from falling as she heard the thud of a falling
body.

She bit her
knuckles and tried to stem the rising bile of fear. There was but
one thing she could do. Panic stricken, she dropped to the
deck and crawled desperately under the bunk and wriggled out of
sight, her heart hammering and her breath catching in her throat.
It wasn’t much of a hiding place, but it was all there was.

The Gage
d'Amour shook and she heard the ominous low rumble of the yacht.
She whimpered involuntarily, as she felt the heavy crump of the
vessel arriving alongside. There was the scuffling and stamping of
heavy feet above, and the gruff voices of the men on deck. Then
there was the sharp bark of an order in English. ‘Dump him over!
Then find the bitch!’

Shara cringed.
Oh Dear God! They knew she was on board. She began to tremble and
she tried to pull herself further in towards the bulkhead beneath
the bed, as if she could make herself tiny, invisible even.

She might as
well have wished for the Moon.

Suddenly the
door of the cabin was flung open and she had a truncated view of
male feet and brown legs. Then she heard a deep-throated chuckle
and she sucked in a terrified gasp, biting down on a scream as a
deeply tanned face appeared in the space between the bottom of the
bed and the deck. The man grinned, and then a huge well-muscled arm
stretched towards her.

Vaguely she
registered the man chuckling, as he inclined his head towards the
upper deck and shouted. ‘She’s as naked as they come, Boss.’ Coarse
hands roamed over her flesh. ‘Prettiest fish I ever pulled from a
barrel!’

She screamed
out as a hand grabbed her arms and twisted them behind her back. In
a daze she felt coarse rope being tied tightly around her wrists,
then a needle sank in her arm and she opened her mouth to wail. But
she was unconscious before a sound could issue from her.

 


A swarm of
bees!

That’s what it
was like; a swarm of bees, buzzing around in her brain. There was a
weird feeling, as if she was dreaming, yet knowing she was awake.
Well, half-awake at least.

A harsh
faraway male voice cut through her thoughts, speaking in English.
‘Come on, bitch! Wake up! It’s time to meet my friend Kerim Balik.’
The man chuckled, sadistically. ‘Though you won’t like him!’

Shara tried to
speak, but her tongue seemed to be glued to the roof of her mouth
and she realised she was so dry, her tongue had swollen, and her
voice was a cracked gasp. Slowly she became fully aware of her
predicament.

She was still
naked and on her knees, and she felt as though every muscle was
screaming in pain, and even her breathing was causing great
discomfort, as though something was wound tightly about her
body.

As she
recovered her awareness, she realised that her arms hurt the most
because they were bound cruelly behind her back and a coarse rope
led from her wrists, up to the rope around her neck. Her breasts
also were tightly bound and she could feel the rough fibres cutting
into her flesh. Around her waist the rope was cutting deeply into
her, constricting her breathing, and she winced and moaned as she
felt the merciless scraging of the hemp, where it had been pulled
deep between her labia. Her legs were roped, not together, but
tight to her calves, and she soon realised even the slightest
movement caused great pain as she felt the tight ligature that had
been tied savagely between her labia, sawing into her tender
genitals.

Someone
grabbed her knees and viciously yanked her thighs wide apart,
pulling a cracked wail from her, as the rope in her sex cut even
deeper. Then she gasped again, as someone grabbed her neck. More
pain, as her head was dragged upright. Only barely did she hear the
man snarl at her. ‘Stay upright slut!’

She tried to
speak, ‘Where the hell am I?’ but her voice was an unintelligible
croak. Instinctively, she tried to swallow on saliva that wasn’t
there. A sudden wail then as she was douched in cold water,
plastering her long black hair against her quivering shoulders and
she spluttered, trying to take at least some of the water into her
mouth. She managed to get a small amount, which tasted like nectar
to her.

Her eyelids
fluttered open and she moaned, as the sight of a pair of leather
sandals, worn on a huge pair of filthy brown feet, swam into her
view. She was kneeling in front of a huge fat man in Arabian
dress.

Oh God! What
was going on?

There was a
movement to her left. She slewed her gaze to see another pair of
feet, clad in a pair of scuffed and dirty tennis shoes. There was
brief time to wonder, for her head suddenly roared as she felt her
hair being pulled, and she was forced to roll onto her back. Then
the ropes around her thighs were sliced through and her legs
flailed as she bore the agony of returning circulation.

Then, quite
suddenly, another douche of water, but this time salty bitter sea
water. She was dragged to her knees again spluttering and coughing
as the brine went down her throat, making her shudder and retch.
Now she remembered fully, the motor yacht, the rifle, the
brutal men and the dreadful finality of the splash, as the corpse
of Jeremy had been heaved overboard. There was a clear memory of
the struggle in the night-cabin, and the needle...

The
needle!

Oh God! No!
These brutal animals had drugged and abducted her.

Bewildered
now, she looked up and gazed around the circle of leering faces of
the men who were now gathered about her. Then she saw the white
man, a big, tanned, muscular brute, with dark hair and a rugged
glowering face, standing next to an oily fat Arab, both of them
staring down at her contemptuously and grinning.

Shara’s eyes
widened in terror, and she let out a series of shaking sobs, as she
looked at the white man. He seemed far more sinister and predatory
than the older Arab. In fact, the white man looked absolutely
awesome to her, with his powerful torso straining against a skimpy
tattered singlet, his bare arms and shoulders glistening with sweat
and his tight bleached jeans emphasising his massive legs, showing
off the bulge of his enormous cock, which, beneath the material,
was obviously erect.

The Arab,
although running to fat, was not exactly obese, and he too was
quite tall. With his half-hidden bearded features, Shara knew
instinctively that he offered her no reprieve. She recognised the
cruelty glittering in his dark eyes. Nor could she fail to notice
the coiled whip of plaited hide he had in his right hand.

Softly, the
Arab chuckled and shook out the coils on the floor in front of her.
The whip was about thirty inches long. He smiled coldly. ‘You see
my dog whip?’ he grinned. ‘Just made for a white bitch like you!’
He twitched the whip so the slim tapered tail slithered towards her
like a silver-quick lizard.

Shara cowered
from him.

God, that
whip! She began to moan, whimper and shake, terrified as she
realised there was every chance that she was about to be
whipped.

Instead, the
Arab leaned forwards and sliced through the ropes at her
wrists.

There was
immense relief as she was able to move her stiffened arms to ease
them. It was at a cost as the feeling came back, along with the
cramps and painful tingles as the blood began to move through her
arms again.

Suddenly the
Sheik grabbed Shara’s hair, lifted her bodily, and slammed her to
the deck, so she crouched like an animal, the movement causing the
stricture between her labia to sink even deeper into her sex.

There were
growls of approval from the men and she was acutely aware that they
would be able to see all of her genitals. She blushed and her soul
cringed as she shuddered with distaste and fright.

The Arab spoke
to the Englishman. ‘Where did she come from?’

‘A private
boat,’ the man replied. ‘She was some English wimp’s bitch! We got
rid of him! No one knows where this slut is now, Excellency.’ He
sneered. ‘She was naked when we took her!’ He chuckled. ‘And
judging from the state of her hide then, she already knows how to
take a thrashing!’ He nudged Shara none too gently with his foot.
‘She’ll train well.’

The Arab
nodded in satisfaction. ‘I’m sure she will.’ Casually, he draped
the whip around Shara’s trembling form. ‘And if she shows signs of
reluctance, Matt, I am sure you will flush it out of her!’

The Englishman
smiled. ‘Oh I’ll see to it, Excellency. I’ll really enjoy training
this one! She was a model!’ he added, scowling at Shara. ‘I’ve seen
her photographs in the upmarket magazines, the snooty bitch!
Flashing her eyes to torment men, and then trying to milk them dry.
She’s just a gold digger, Excellency.’

‘Well there is
gold aplenty where she’s going, Matt,’ the Sheik grinned. ‘But she
won’t see any of it.’

‘Very true
Excellency,’ the white man said. ‘Although we might make some gold
from her hide.’ He grinned. ‘As for her flashing her tits in those
magazines, well now we’ll torment her!’ He nudged the helpless
Shara with his toe. ‘It’s poetic justice!’

‘Indeed Matt!’
The Sheik leaned towards the helpless Shara and his eyes blazed
with sudden cruelty. ‘I have come across many of your sort, girl!
They all thought they were special! They all got special treatment,
just as you will!’ The Sheik re-coiled the whip, looking down in
contempt at the trembling Shara.

The man called
Matt chuckled again, a gruff ominous sound, and the muscles beneath
his vest quivered. He hefted his short quirt in his right hand.
‘Time for her first lesson in obedience!’ None too gently, he
pushed the captive Shara over with his foot and leaned over her.
Again, almost absently, he slashed the quirt into her exposed
buttocks. ‘That’s just for starters!’ He rolled her cowering form
towards one of the men. ‘Here you are, Sam!’ he said. ‘Open her up
eh?’

The crewman
beamed. ‘I sure will, Cap’n Raker!’ Grinning into her face, he
grabbed Shara’s hair, pulling her to her knees, ignoring her wild
shrieking. ‘Shut it,’ he growled, as he lifted her clear of the
deck, turned her around and dropped her back to her knees, in front
of him.

He took out a
wicked looking knife and sliced away the rope that was burning deep
into her tortured genitals, freeing her sex. He slid off his
tattered trousers and immediately his erect member sprang clear as
he reached for her hair and the remnant of the rope around her
waist, to pull her towards his hips. Then both hands grabbed at her
buttocks and he stretched them apart, so all her intimate parts
were available to him. He pushed her thighs further apart and she
screamed out as her ass was automatically thrust upwards towards
him. Then her head was pressed to the deck, causing her to push her
ass even higher, fully offering herself, unwittingly, to this
animal’s hard throbbing cock.

Without
ceremony he plunged straight into Shara’s defenceless sex, holding
her head to the deck by her hair and began pumping in and out of
her body, fast and hard. Breathing raggedly, grunting and groaning
as he strained to reach his climax, ramming Shara’s exposed
buttocks that were slapping loudly against his hips as he took her,
using her body for sheer pleasure and lust.

The suddenness
of the rape pushed Shara into a seizure of cold shock, and she
began to wonder if this was all some strange waking nightmare. Her
mind was in turmoil as she fought with reality, knowing she was
losing. She went limp, and began to moan and wail. She could feel
the man’s weapon sinking deep inside her and she felt her tender
flesh inside being torn as the man pounded her unlubricated
sex.

Her mind
drifted in and out of consciousness. Her eyes watered and she
screamed out as the man’s fingers twisted in her hair. Her head was
yanked backwards and she all but choked, and began to pant and gasp
for air.

Now she knew
this was no dream. It was all too real. She began to scream in
earnest as a flood of anger joined the feelings of panic and fear,
loud wailing and harsh grunts of loathing.

All this
achieved was a sudden inflaming of the man’s lust, and he began to
grind ever harder into her, straining and pulling fiercely at her
hair, arching her backwards until she felt her back would
break.

Then, shame of
shame, the thick hard cock inside her began to bring on her
juices... Oh God! No! She wouldn’t, she couldn’t. There was no way
she would come for this filthy beast. Yet, much as she tried to
resist, she knew it was useless to stop the flood. Her screams now
were lapsing into moans of acceptance. She knew there was nothing
she could do. She might as well let her juices flow. At least it
would ease the tearing agony inside, as the man ravaged her
helpless body. But come what may she was damned if she would let
this animal think she was enjoying this.

Then she
wailed out again, as she felt the slash of a whip across her
shoulders. A red mist rose before her as the pain sliced through
her, and she heard the man called Raker yelling. ‘Come on slut!
Enjoy it! Let’s see you come. Let’s see you squirm for us!’

The mists were
became deeper, as suddenly she realised she was concentrating on
the shaft that was pummelling her body. Now she felt the man’s cock
swelling, pulsing and throbbing as he neared climax.

Her juices
reached flooding point and she experienced the familiar cramping in
her stomach as the spasms took her; the warmth, spreading through
her body and the flushing in her breasts, agony now as the
constricted, swollen, globes tried to receive even more blood. Then
her orgasm overcame her and she mewled and whimpered, soft sounds
that gradually built up to loud gasps of forced pleasure as she
surrendered.

The man must
have sensed her orgasm for, at the same time, he roared and arched
backwards as he reached his own climax, jerking into her, filling
her with his spunk, clutching at her hips, pulling her close as be
bored deep to his hilt and erupted inside her. Then, gasping still,
he roared once in pleasure, gave one last, deep thrust, before
shoving her contemptuously from him as if she were a used package,
fit for nothing.

Shara sprawled
away, sobbing, retching and shaking at the savage rape to which she
had been subjected, inflamed with anger and despair that she had
also been forced to enjoy it. Her stomach was on fire, and loathing
filling her mind. Her thoughts were a whirlwind of hatred and
shame. She tried to close her conscience to it all, concentrated on
shutting out the sound of the jeers from the men and tried to bear
the burning agony from the ropes around her breasts and her wrists.
Hardest of all, Shara battled with her feelings, as she tried to
ignore the shameful reality of the disgusting wetness between her
legs, as a combination of the brute’s oily semen and her own juices
leaked from her, trickling obscenely down her thighs.

But it was
real, and she began to sob, as the feeling of hopelessness really
hit her. Her gut tightened and she felt a shattering tide of shame
and dread wash over her. At the moment, she knew, she was helpless
and at their mercy. But soon she would get a chance, sooner or
later she would get away from these bastards. She would escape,
damn them! She would escape, were it the last thing she did.

 


 


 



Chapter Two:
Shara’s Voyage Begins

 


Shara’s
thoughts were scattered as someone grabbed her hair, and pulled her
unceremoniously to her knees.

Raker was
stooping to her and she found herself looking directly into his
cold, flint coloured eyes. He scowled at her. ‘It’s time to put you
to work!’ He grinned sarcastically and waved his hand around
indicating the oil and rust streaked superstructure of the yacht.
He grinned again. ‘A little house work, so to speak!’ He pulled her
closer to him and twisted his hand in her hair, gazing intently at
her. Somehow, his stare seemed to soften a little and blue showed
deeper in his eyes. ‘You’re a fine piece. I wouldn’t mind having
you for myself.’ He stroked her cheek softly with the back of his
hand, shrugged briefly before the hardness returned to his face.
‘But I like the money I will make from you more!’ He chuckled
softly, and then took out a wicked looking bowie knife. He waved it
in front of her face, ignoring her terror-widened gaze.

She began to
shake uncontrollably, and made to plead with him.

He pressed the
flat of the blade to her lips. ‘Silence, slut, and stop worrying!
I’m just going to cut these ropes away! Do you understand?’

Quelling the
panic, Shara nodded mutely.

Then she
yelped as a stinging blow from the flat of the blade, landed on her
left thigh. ‘Answer me, slave!’ he snarled at her.

Through her
tears, Shara croaked. ‘Yes.’

Another
stinging blow to her flank. ‘Yes what?’

Nursing the
pain, she frowned for a moment then realised what he meant, as a
half-memory of Jeremy surfaced. She hung her head. ‘Yes
M-m-m-master.’

He grinned
widely, patted her rump softly. ‘Good little slave! Won’t forget
again will you?’

‘No Master,’
Shara answered miserably. Then came blessed relief as she felt the
razor sharp bowie knife cutting away the torturous ropes, and then
immediate agony as blood once more was allowed to circulate
properly. Screwing her face into a mask of pain, she moaned,
somehow realising she dare not cry too loud.

He waited just
a moment, before unthreading a wide leather dog collar from his
belt. The collar had a large ring attached to it, and, grinning
into her eyes, Raker buckled the collar tight about her neck,
adjusting it so the ring was beneath her chin. A small padlock
secured the collar completely and he chuckled as Shara’s eyes
widened again. Grabbing the ring beneath her chin, he pulled her
abruptly to her feet. ‘There we are! Now at least you look like a
slave.’ He chuckled. ‘I think you played these games with that wimp
aboard his boat, but this isn’t a game any more.’ He tugged on the
collar. ‘This is the real thing, sweets.’

Ignoring her
feeble struggles and soft whimpers he dragged her, like a beast, to
the bulkhead. There was a safety rail running along the bulkhead,
attached every few feet with cleats. A length of steel chain was
shackled to the rail and, taking the chain, Raker secured the end
to the ring under Shara’s chin. He patted her cheek softly, and
smiled coldly. ‘Just in case you get any ideas about jumping
overboard and ending it all!’

Shara merely
hung her head, feeling the self loathing and disgust she often had
with Jeremy. Only now, as this brute had said, it was all too
real.

Raker pointed
to a bucket of steaming water, in which she could see a long bar of
green soap and a hard scrubbing brush. ‘Now, it’s time for you to
work.’ He picked up the scrubber, pushed it into her hands,
motioning her to start scrubbing the paintwork. ‘Make a good job of
it or I’ll make you scrub with a tooth brush and rinse the soap off
with your tongue!’ He watched as Shara slowly lifted the soap and
rubbed it into the brush, to start scrubbing at the chipped and
oily paintwork.

Raker waited
only a few moments before giving his final instruction. ‘When you
reach the length of the chain, you will kneel on the deck, and beg
the first man who comes by to move the chain, so you can carry on!
Understand?’

Shara knew for
now, she would have to accept whatever this maniac said. She
nodded, then forced herself to answer. ‘Yes Master, I
understand.’

He nodded and
then turned to stride away.

Sighing
deeply, Shara turned her naked back to the burning sun, and began
her arduous task. At least it would take her mind off the agony
still in her body as she slowly recovered from the effects of the
cruel treatment she had been forced to endure.

The time
seemed to fly, and before she realised she was at the point where
she could reach no further, left or right, as the chain caught
against the securing cleats at each end of the section of rail to
which she was shackled. Wringing out the cloth, she knelt on the
wooden decking, taking the opportunity to turn her back from the
burning of the fierce sun.

She had hardly
settled to her knees when one of the crew happened past her. She
glanced up quickly, just in time to catch him within earshot.
Reluctantly, she spoke: ‘Master! Please! Unshackle me, so I can
carry on working.’ She felt foolish and degraded, but there was no
option but to obey Raker, or any of the crew.

The man
stopped and looked down at her. ‘I thought the Captain told you to
beg?’

She swallowed,
summoned her will and the humiliating words. ‘Please Master. I beg
you. Move my chain along. ‘

‘Kiss my
feet!’

Shara felt her
insides shrivel as she looked down at the deck and his filthy feet.
Swallowing her distaste, she bent forwards to kiss his toes.
‘Please Master! I beg you!’

Then she
shrieked, as leather cut into her buttocks, and she straightened up
involuntarily, her face distorted in pain as the fresh welt burned
angrily, aggravating her raw sunburned hide.

There was just
time to suck in a surprised and frightened gasp, as she saw that
the man had opened his shorts, so his huge bloated cock was
standing proud, his circumcised knob purple and swollen. ‘A little
job first, girl!’ He pulled her head to his weapon, forcing her
mouth open wide. Taking the dripping cloth from the bucket, he
sloshed it into her mouth, wetting her face and the inside of her
mouth. Then he grinned like a wolf. ‘Open wider, cow!’

Shara was
trembling with horror now as she looked at the distended cock.
Ignoring the bitter soapy taste, she obeyed, her heart thumping
inside her chest like a wild bird as she slowly took the man into
her mouth.

‘Come on!’ he
urged. ‘You know how to give a blow-job surely!’

The shame
coursed through her, and she stifled a sob. Yes she knew. She even
liked doing it. With a man she was fond of. But this? This was
different. Her spirits dropped as she realised she would have to
make it good for this bastard. She reached for his shaft, and
reluctantly began to fondle the man’s hairy swollen balls. The
thick, ridged, rod of flesh nudged her lips, and then slid deeper
into her mouth as she allowed her tongue to roll around the swollen
head of the man’s weapon, gagging slightly as he pressed harder
against the back of her throat.

He growled,
part lust, part anger. ‘Deep throat, slut!’ he said. ‘Deep throat
me!’

Shara tried to
stop her shaking and settle her fear, and attempted to relax her
gullet as the man shoved deeper and deeper, opening her throat,
widening her gullet. Grabbing her hair, he began to pump, slowly at
first, groaning and gasping, pulling her head right against his
groin.

She felt the
rough hairs on her soft lips, and she forced herself to swallow,
pulling him in as deep as she could stand. Knowing she had to
please him, knowing she would have to swallow everything he would
give her when the time came.

Her throat was
being stretched to its limit and it seemed her flesh would rupture,
as she gagged again and again, trying to match her breathing to the
rhythm of his lunges. Sucking in air through her nose as he pulled
back and then forcing her gullet s wide as she could bear, as he
sank in once again. Now he was becoming more abandoned, and his
movements were quickening as he slowly reached climax,

Shara sensed
the heat and the swelling as his huge shaft swelled and thickened
even more, until finally his jerking thrusts became frantic. He
crushed her face to him, as his cock swelled once more, feeling
enormous in her throat as he exploded a surge of scalding hot spunk
into her mouth. The huge cock was emptying his load; filling her
throat completely so she gagged and spluttered as the hot, salty
spunk slid down her gullet, burning its way to her stomach. Then he
held her there for a moment as his last drops leaked from him,
before pulling out, wiping his shaft around her lips, and forcing
her to suck the last of his semen from around his softening cock.
He sneered down at her as she hung her head, swallowing back the
urge to vomit, knowing that if she did that, the whip would surely
land on her.

He seemed he
read her mind. ‘Keep it down slut,’ he said. ‘Or it’s the whip on
that cooked skin of yours!’

She nodded
miserably, completely subjugated now, knowing her place. ‘Yes
Master!’

He chuckled at
her, unfastened the chain and moved it to the next section of the
rail. ‘Now get on with your work.’ He pointed to a tap on the
bulkhead. ‘You can reach that now, so no more slacking.’ He tidied
himself up, zipping the fly on his shorts. ‘There’ll be no more
pleasure for you for a while slut! The Captain will expect a nice
clean bulkhead when he comes back.’ Laughing at her, the man turned
away and left Shara to her work. Miserably, she obeyed, refreshed
the water in the bucket, even daring to gulp some, to wash away the
foul taste of the man. No one was about, and gratefully she rinsed
her mouth clean and took a welcome draught of water. Then,
refreshed a little but cowed and resigned for now, she got back to
the job of scrubbing the bulkhead.

 


Shara had
hardly started on the second section of bulkhead when Raker was
suddenly beside her again. He kicked the bucket aside. ‘You kneel
when I approach you, slut!’ He grabbed her hair and pulled her head
back, savagely. ‘Don’t forget in future.’ Then, after pushing her
aside in contempt, he showed her what looked like a muzzle, except
there was a round hole in the middle.

He grabbed her
hair twisted her around and stepped astride her, from the back,
jamming her head between his knees. Then he fitted the muzzle over
her mouth and held it for a moment.

The thing
stank and it was stiff, unyielding and around the hole in the
front, there was a hard ring which he pushed callously behind her
teeth, causing her mouth to gape.

She felt
physically sick, and was shaking uncontrollably as she suffered the
indignity of the muzzle being tightened and buckled behind her
head, whimpering slightly as he forced her teeth wider apart,
ramming a vile tasting tube through the hole, forcing her jaw to
its limits and pressing her tongue flat. Ignoring her moans and
whimpers, he buckled the evil contraption behind her head, and then
unclipped the chain from the rail. Using the chain, he secured her
wrists behind her back once more, and without ceremony began
dragging her towards a doorway into the comparative cool below
decks.

For what
seemed like ages she was pushed, pulled and harried along dim
passages, until Raker pulled her up beside a metal door in a dim
grey bulkhead. He opened the door, and pulled her in, barely giving
her time to step over the coaming at the bottom of the door. Her
shins fetched up hard against the metal and she almost sprawled
into the compartment beyond. The place stank! The air was foul with
the acrid smell of urine, and, worse, stenches that the overlying
disinfectant barely covered up. Hardly able to control her shaking,
Shara regained her balance and followed Raker into the dreadful
place.

Raker stopped
her and said. ‘Look around, girl! Get used to it. It’s your home
for the next few days.’

Shara’s eyes
widened and she gagged, almost vomiting through her new muzzle, as,
even stronger now, the stench of unwashed human flesh and waste
pervaded her nose. The deck was covered with a thick layer of wood
shavings, wet and filthy, and the room was dank and cold. The place
was also a mini-forest of iron girders, which were fixed from deck
to deck-head and each about four feet apart. Every girder was
drilled along its length, with holes, all about three-quarters of
an inch in diameter. Stacked against the cold dripping bulkheads
she could see piles of steel rods, held in place by a wooden
racking.

Shara had long
since given up wondering what the next torment might be. She had no
idea what this room was for, but she did know it was bound to mean
pain and suffering.

Raker pushed
her towards a pair of the girders. ‘Stand between the stanchions
and get your feet astride!’

Shara obeyed,
and as she took up the position, she noticed the leg irons half
buried in the shavings.

Raker bent
down and shackled her ankles to the deck. His next move was to
unfasten her arms from behind her neck and pull them down to rest
her tethered wrists on the swell of her buttocks. The next
confinement was to secure the small chains at her collar to the
girders beside her, tightening the fastenings until her head was
almost immovable. Satisfied, Raker then went across to the racks on
the bulkhead and took out a number of the steel rods. He grinned at
her. ‘You’re gonna feel like this is snakes and ladders! It’ll be
uncomfortable, but it will save you being thrown around if it gets
really rough.’

With that he
bent and threaded a rod through the girders, so the cold circular
section of steel pressed tight against her lower calves. The next
rod was placed just above her knees, but this time it was put
across in front of her. The third rod went across behind her, just
below her glorious buttocks, followed quickly by another rod, in
front, just above her pubic bone.

Raker hadn’t
finished yet. He slid another rod in place, this one in the small
of her back. Further rods were slipped into place, one beneath her
breasts, another pressing just below her shoulder blades and yet
another across her throat.

That seemed to
be it, and Shara was trembling with the effort of trying to find a
comfortable position. The crossbars dug into her flesh, bending her
body first one way then the other. The bending wasn’t extreme by
any means, but it was causing her discomfort, which she knew would
only get worse…

 


 


 



Chapter
Three: Arrival

 


The pirate
boat was anchored about a hundred yards from shore off a small
island, in the shelter of a reef that provided a degree of
protection from the sea and the vessel rocked only slightly in an
even swell. The crewmen, sweating, cursing, and shouting were
scurrying about, moving heavy sacks of grain, hoisting barrels;
preparing to unload other cargo into the long boat, tied
alongside.

Among the
other cargo was the hapless Shara.

The petrified
girl was laying on her side in a brutal hog-tie, and wrapped in a
coarse woven net, waiting her turn to be placed into the boat and
taken ashore. In addition to suffering the harsh hog-tie and the
rough hemp of the net against her tender skin, she still wore the
horrid muzzle fixed tightly, and now, almost moulded to the bottom
half of her face. The muzzle had been removed just once, and then
only long enough for Raker to force a ball-gag into her mouth. Her
lips were stretched painfully wide, the ball lodged behind her
teeth and all she could do to control the flow of her saliva, was
blow out through the holes in the ball and muzzle. The splather was
dripping all over her naked front and mixing with the sweat on her
body and with the accumulated filth of the long terror filled
voyage.

In a paroxysm
of blind panic she was frantically trying to understand what was
happening to her; what might happen to her. Sucking as much air as
she could, she tried to calm herself. No matter what was to become
of her, it could hardly be worse than her recent ordeals aboard
that stinking broken down vessel of misery. The constant abuse and
the hard work she had been forced to do had certainly made her
grateful to be off the ship, but she was hardly in any more
favourable a position. Just what was going to happen to her?

Then the
biggest uncertainty of all sank home. Where were they taking her?
They had burned terror into her mind, often mentioning slavery, and
threatening to sell her, but Shara could barely comprehend the
idea. Slavery was dead, wasn’t it? Then she forced down a sob, for
what she had suffered aboard the boat had been a form of slavery.
Her treatment had been barbaric. Her privations had degraded her,
humiliated her. The way they had force-fed her or, when it amused
them, made her lap the stinking mess on all fours from a bowl, like
a dog. The way she had been forced to work, and whipped for the
slightest mistake, or sometimes merely for the pleasure it gave
them.

Now the brutal
deckhand who had bound her into the net was cinching the mesh
tight, all but crushing her lungs. He was running his hands over
the small, soft bulges of her flesh where the net was impressing
into her skin. He was caressing her belly and breasts with his
gnarled hands, poking at her genitals with greasy fingers. He
stared into Shara’s terrified eyes as he pinched and pulled her
nipples, causing them to harden in spite of her efforts to resist
her natural reactions.

Heart
pounding, sweat running freely, and gasping for a decent breath of
air, Shara was now trying to convince herself this was some waking
nightmare, that soon she would blink and find herself back on
Jeremy’s yacht, safe and cosy. But her imagination was running riot
and she couldn’t control the shaking, as sheer terror grabbed her.
She groaned to herself as she tried to ignore what this filthy pig
was doing to her, switch off, think of pleasant things.

The man stood
up and looked down at her in contempt. He spat on her, grinned
again, and then lifted her bodily, as though she weighed nothing.
Using the rope that connected her wrists to her ankles, he simply
picked her up and hefted her over the side like a piece of baggage
and dropped her into the longboat, where she was caught clumsily by
another of the crewmen.

Shara screamed
into the muzzle again as her head clouted one of the thwarts, but
the uncaring Lascar ignored her cries, simply picking her up and
tossing her onto the pile of fruit baskets and flour sacks in the
bow. He paused for as moment as he too ran his hands over her naked
body, chuckling to himself as he enjoyed her squirming attempts to
avoid his humiliating abuse. Then he turned away from her and, as
Raker stepped down into the boat, got the small vessel moving.

Shara could do
nothing but lie there, sobbing, her body a mass of pain, hardly
able to move, barely capable of breathing, as the stink of diesel
aggravated her oxygen staved lungs. Moaning to herself, she gasped
and shifted, but the slight draught of the boat’s slow movement was
not enough to generate any slipstream that might have given relief
from the blazing sun, as its rays burned into her skin, searing the
red welts from Raker’s whip, still livid on her flesh.

She realised
suddenly that they had stopped. Then she cried out as a sudden jerk
of the boat made her body ache all over again, as she was thrown
against a heavy wicker basket. Then in her half dazed state she
felt herself lifted again and dropped into the shallow water,
before being dragged ashore at the end of a short rope.

For a few
minutes they left her lying there in the wet sand like a beached
seal, whilst they unloaded the boat, then just as she thought she
was going to pass out from the heat she felt someone untying her,
releasing her from the net. Moaning to herself, she tried to
stretch away the stiffness.

Hopeless!

There was to
be no time for that.

Immediately
she was lifted, and then dropped onto her knees in the sand then
pushed forwards onto all fours. Spluttering through the muzzle, her
breasts heaving with the effort of breathing, she squinted ahead of
her. Her vision was swimming, but she could just make out two large
barrels about five yards away, set about four feet apart, with a
timber spar placed across them. Then the breath exploded from her
in a spray of saliva and sweat, forced out through the muzzle by
her agonised scream, audible even through the thick leather, as
someone kicked her in the ribs. A guttural male voice growled at
her. ‘Crawl over to those barrels, slut.’

Whimpering and
flinching, Shara got onto her hands and knees again, and began the
terrifying, slow crawl to the barrels. Her limbs were cramped, and
she was barely able to control them. The crawl itself was bad
enough, but the shame of knowing that all eyes were on her was
worse, degrading her, shrivelling her soul. The taunts and jeers of
the men caused her stomach to turn, her heart to race and the sweat
started from her body all over again, as she crawled to the
barrels. Each movement was agony, but she knew that if she didn’t
obey, the whip would burn into her already tortured skin.

Finally she
got to the barrels, where she stopped. Now she could see that the
bulky spar was made of dark shiny hardwood and that a semi-circular
section had been scooped out of the centre. A yoke! She was
screaming into the muzzle again as, involuntarily, she reared up on
her knees as a burning whiplash seared across her buttocks again.
Her world seemed to be seen through a red haze of agony, and she
clenched her buttocks waiting for the next blow. But there was
nothing, just the roar of the man’s voice, telling her to lower her
head, beneath the spar.

Shaking and
gasping, she ducked her head under the yoke.

One of the
deckhands stepped across to her, grinning as he pulled her hair
together in his fist, wrenching her head up so that the rounded
scoop was against the back of her neck. She almost choked as her
head was forced back and a heavy hoop of iron was clamped across
her throat and shackled in place.

Panicking now,
she turned her head wildly from side to side, struggling, but all
that achieved was to earn her another stroke of Raker’s whip. She
suffered a bout of severe air hunger and panicked again, then,
mustering her self-will, forced herself to breathe slowly. She
almost fell forwards with the weight of the yoke, as she felt
someone locking the restraint behind her neck, forcing her head
upright. Next, her arms were pulled to the side and leather bands
were tied about her wrists, the ends of the leather being passed
through holes at the end of the yoke. She was secured now, with her
arms pulled outwards, as though she was being crucified.

Once again
Raker’s whip slashed her buttocks, and he bawled. ‘Get back to your
feet!’

Wailing,
sobbing into the muzzle, she struggled to her feet, encouraged by
well aimed kicks as she teetered and swayed, the weight of the yoke
threatening to pitch her onto her face. Through her pain and
misery, she realised the real purpose of the yoke. It wasn’t just
to cause her suffering, nor was it to prevent her escaping, for
there really was nowhere for her to go. The yoke had one definite
purpose. As its weight seemed to increase and the hard wooden
surface pressed into her neck, she understood. It was to impress on
her that to them she was a mere animal.

Then her
thoughts scattered as Raker’s whip howled again, cutting into her
flanks, and she almost fell over as she staggered forwards. Raker
yelled at her. ‘Move! We’ve a long way to go!’

Agonisingly,
sweating and sobbing, Shara started to walk. Within a dozen steps
she knew what a brutal journey this would be, as the yoke bent her
almost double, the weight bruising her shoulders, forcing her feet
deeper into the hot sand. Every step was pure torture. With almost
every movement the unwieldy burden caused her to fall to her knees,
and then the whip would lash her nude body until she got to her
feet again. In no time at all, Shara was covered with a mixture of
her own perspiration, and fine sand that clung to her sweat-run
body like a glutinous coating. It made things so much worse,
causing the whip to burn even more, as she staggered towards her
uncertain but horrific future.

 


 


 



Chapter
Four: Used and Abused

 


Ahmed Ben
Harrah stood on the edge of the small dune looking down into the
hollow. A slight breeze ruffled his robes about his body like a
flag around a pole. His Master, Sheik Kerim Balik, had sent he and
a comrade to collect a white female slave from the Englishman,
Raker. Well, that had been done and Raker was enjoying the
hospitality of the desert caravan in the large tent just a few
yards from the sandy hollow. The slavegirl was lying in the sand
below him, still yoked, as he knew she had been ever since her
arrival on the island yesterday.

Tomorrow Ahmed
would accompany Raker and take the girl to the nearby township of
Shaksira where she would be placed under the charge of Botu the
black whipmaster, who would begin training her. Not fully, of
course. Just enough to make her realise what she was, and how she
would be expected to conduct herself on the auction block to fetch
the highest possible price for her hide.

For a
Christian, she was a rare beauty. Her only disadvantage was the
fact that she was not blonde. Many Arabs preferred their Christian
bitches to be golden-haired, but this one’s long raven hair, now
matted with sweat and dirt, would be cleaned easily enough. From
experience, Ahmed knew that this slave, with her voluptuous figure
and large firm breasts, would look well enough on the block to
attract more than enough interest, despite her dark tresses.

They said her
name was Shara. Not that he really cared about that. To him, she
was just another body to be sold by his Master for profit. Ahmed
had no kindness in his heart for her, or any other of the white
sluts that passed through his hands. He had been educated in
England and, all too often, had suffered the disdain and insults of
these bitches, apparently for no other reason than that he was an
Arab. Now, on his territory and on his terms, they were nothing
more than naked livestock to be beaten and used and then sold
on.

Ahmed’s
companion, Faraid Ishmail was making a final check of the camp as
the sun dipped down over the desert rim, and he walked to the
prostrate slave, to check that she would not be able to escape. On
Raker’s arrival, he had immediately taken charge, dragging her into
the sandy hollow. He had pounded a stake into the ground, and had
shackled the girl’s right ankle to the stake.

Now, he made
sure the yoke was still secure, and stood back to look at the
captive lying trussed in the sand.

The girl was
struggling a little, but half-heartedly. He laughed at the futile
efforts of the white bitch to free herself of the chain. There was
no way that it would be coming off. That is, unless they released
her and that certainly was not going to happen. She was crossing
her legs as best she could, an obvious attempt to cover her private
parts. She had managed to pull her knees up to her breasts and
tried to lift her body clear of the sand, to sit. But the weight of
the yoke was too much. Faraid could see all that he wanted and
later he would use her as he saw fit. That was if she wanted to
eat. ‘Here slut!’ He kicked her in the ribs. ‘If you want to eat,
you’ll have to stop trying to hide your treasures from us.’

No attempt to
obey. Maybe she hadn’t heard or understood him, even though he had
used English. Not that Faraid worried about the reasons she had not
obeyed him. She had taken no heed of him and that was that. He
growled in anger and lifted the dog whip in his right hand. He
slashed downwards in a savage arc - the leather thwacked deep into
the exposed flesh of her left thigh. He ignored her agonized shriek
and as she rolled to one side, trying to avoid his whip, he just
laid another cutting blow into the soft flesh just below the swell
of her shapely buttocks.

Shara screamed
again, and Faraid grunted in satisfaction as he saw the red welt,
beginning to rise into a painful ridge of reddened flesh. A savage
grin and then he smashed another blow into the quivering flesh,
eliciting yet another pained screech.

Now, Shara
stretched herself out opening her legs wide, suddenly eager to
obey.

He grinned at
the pathetic slavegirl, and then bent over here, to remove the
yoke. He gave Shara no time to ease her cramped arms, but snarled
at her. ‘Get up on your knees and if you can spread your legs wide
enough I might give you food.’

Shara obeyed
now, pressing her face into the sand, lifting herself to her knees
before him. She was panting, and her body was shaking with fright,
her shapely breasts were heaving as she finally managed to kneel
before this evil sadist.

Faraid stooped
to her for a moment, and to Shara’s blessed relief she felt the
yoke being removed. She began to work her arms, trying to get
feeling back into them, but as she did so the whip cut across her
shoulders again.

‘Keep still
slut. No one told you to move your arms.’

Faraid walked
behind her to bend over her trembling body. Intently he peered down
between the shapely columns of her trembling thighs. Putting his
finger into his mouth to wet it, he touched her tender anus and
began to push deep into the tight pucker.

Shara winced
in discomfort but gritted her teeth as the finger forced open her
virgin anus. She wanted to scream and wriggle away from him, but
she dare not. She wanted no more of that whip. She must do nothing
to anger him further.

Uncaring of
her discomfort, Faraid continued, shoving his thick finger into her
soft white body.

Shara felt her
insides creep. She knew what he was doing. He was merely stretching
her, making her ready for some further invasion, and she didn’t
need to be told that it wouldn’t be his finger next time.

She stifled a
scream as Faraid withdrew his finger, then she felt the hot
dampness of his huge member, burning into her spine almost, as
Faraid laid his awesome weapon between the cheeks of her arse.
Slowly he allowed his penis to slide along the cleft of her
buttocks, towards her now distended anus, until she felt the heat
of the bulbous glans, burning, pressing against her tightly
puckered anal ring. She screwed up her eyes, and sucked in a
breath, willing herself to accept this rape without struggle.

The expected
surge of his manhood never came. Just at that moment, Ahmed loomed
over the edge of the dune, and with a half-angry growl, Faraid
pulled away from the defenseless slavegirl.

‘What is it
Ahmed?’ he demanded.

‘Nothing my
friend.’ His teeth glittered in the half-light. ‘I was coming to
amuse myself Faraid, but it seems I have to take my turn, hey?’

Faraid’s laugh
boomed out. ‘The slut has other holes Ahmed. She has no say in the
matter anyhow, but I am sure she won’t mind the attentions of one
more man’ He gestured to Ahmed and grinned again. ‘She could use a
little discipline as it happens, my friend!’

Smiling
widely, Ahmed stepped down in to the depression, and without
warning, smashed his short whip into the top of Shara’s buttocks,
causing her to scream and straighten up, wriggling her hips trying
to ease the burning pain of the blow. At her front, Faraid grabbed
her shoulders and forced her head back down into the sand.

‘Another one
Ahmed!’

The whip
slashed into Shara’s buttocks again, and she screamed into the
sand, unable to lift herself up with Faraid’s hands on her
shoulders. She coughed and spluttered and winced as the gritty mess
ground together between her teeth. It was in her nose, her mouth
and her eyes. Oh God! Why didn’t the bastards just get on with
raping her and leave her to her own misery?

But she knew
why.

They were
expert sadists.

They would
prolong her misery until she was at screaming pitch, until she
almost begged them to take her body, so the torment would stop.
Then they would find something else to do to her for their
so-called amusement.

Faraid laughed
then as he noticed Shara’s body sag. It was almost as if she was
surrendering to them. ‘She is ready!’

Ahmed
sniggered, and then he stepped closer and allowed his huge hands to
wander over the shapely rear end of the helpless Shara, digging his
fingers into the fresh welts, pleased when Shara screamed out at
this new agony. He bent down and peered intently at the girl’s
rounded buttocks, then he gripped hard, holding her steady as
Faraid shoved his hard shaft deep into the girl’s mouth, giving a
roar of delight as he possessed her.

Ahmed was
amused watching Shara’s tight puckered anus close up from the
opened position he had forced it into. Now he pressed his erect
cock against her tight anus, and slapped her buttocks hard. ‘If you
want any food, you had better first show us how well you take our
cocks!’ He placed just the tip of his now hardening cock up against
Shara’s anal opening and, taking advantage of the stretching done
by Faraid, shoved the tip of his cock into her back passage.

She grunted in
shame as she was buffeted back and forth in the sand by the force
of their fucking. Her knees were making small troughs in the sand.
She moaned as Ahmed gave her an unusually hard shove and drove his
hot prick deep into her. Ahmed grabbed her hair and pulled her head
up and he was rewarded with a view of Faraid’s swollen cock ramming
deep into her throat.

Shara was
screaming, spittle was spraying from her mouth, and she was gagging
and spluttering as her mouth and back-passage were invaded. Her
rectum seemed as if was on fire, and she could feel the warmth of
her own bodily fluids running from her, slicking the insides of her
thighs. Every now and then, she would yelp, her cries muffled by
the huge cock in her mouth, as the other brute slapped her ass
cheeks causing her to wriggle and struggle even more, heightening
the excitement of both men as she did so. Then just as she felt she
could stand no more, she felt both men quickening their lunges.
They began to gasp and groan, as both of them swelled together.
Then came the horrific shame as first her mouth and then her anus
were filled with scalding hot semen.

With a muffled
wail, she collapsed against the man in front of her, and then
crashed into the sand as he pulled from her mouth. Wiping his cock
in her hair, he stood up and sneered own at her. His companion
pulled from the girl’s body, also cleaning stray semen from his
cock by wiping it across her buttocks and waist. Then Ahmed stood
up, smiled at his companion. ‘I think the slut needs a clean up.
‘

‘We don’t have
water to waste on her.’ Faraid looked down at the ravaged Shara.
‘She’s filthy, but she’ll keep until we get her to market.’ He
stooped to the sobbing Shara and replaced the yoke without a word,
throwing her onto her back again. Then they left her to shiver, as
the night cold descended.

Shara was
finished. She just lay there, almost catatonic at the degradation
and humiliation she had just been obliged to suffer. Her eyes were
wide in shock and fright as she stared up at her tormentors. Then
her eyelids fluttered and she felt unconsciousness coming over her.
Shara barely heard one of the men comment. ‘Well, at least we won’t
have to feed the bitch!’

 


As Shara
slowly woke, the memories of the night before filled her mind
again, and she fought to hold down the disgust and the feelings of
humiliation. Only vaguely was she aware that whilst she had slept,
someone had thrown a coarse blanket over her, and because of that
she supposed she should be grateful.

Then images of
the two Arabs filled her mind again and she began to shake and
wretch and she clutched the rough blanket to her body and curled
into a ball of misery. Wondering what in Hell she had ever done to
deserve this. She wasn’t given long to wonder about anything. It
was getting light, fast. Already she heard the sounds of movement
from the camp, just out of her sight, over the slight rise of the
depression she was staked out in.

Then she heard
Raker cursing and a whip cracking, and to her utter surprise she
also heard the wails of other females. Horror filled her mind
again. There were other girls here?

The shadow of
Raker suddenly loomed over the dune and he walked through the
shifting sand towards her. He kicked her in the ribs as she lay
helpless, and pulled the blanket from her. His voice grated on her
ears. ‘On your knees,’ he growled. ‘Now!’ The whip crashed into her
back again, and, squealing with fear and pain, Shara managed to
struggle to her knees, the yoke throwing her off balance again with
its awkward weight and length.

Raker slammed
the butt of the whip into her thighs, causing her to straighten her
back, and wail out. ‘Keep your back straight slut!’ he shouted as
he came around to her front.

Shara
stiffened her posture, but automatically lowered her head as he
looked down at her. She heard him chuckle softly. ‘You really are
catching on fast bitch!’ His big hand grabbed her hair, and
wrenched her head upright, so he was string into her eyes. He spat
into her anguished face and shook her as she recoiled from the
globule of saliva. ‘It’s time for another walk, slut.’ He grinned
at her. ‘Only this time you won’t be alone. Our Arab friends have
quite a collection of you bitches to deliver to my friend, Sheik
Kerim Balik.’ He watched in delight as alarm flooded her face. ‘Oh
yes slave! You’re right to be alarmed. You’ll find that my
treatment is nothing compared to what he will dish out.’ He laughed
aloud, and then bent to her to remove the yoke. ‘You won’t need
this anymore. You will have your sisters to keep you in line from
now on.’

Shara was in a
whirlpool of uncertainty. Relieved that the weight of the damned
yoke had gone, she was trying to ease her arms, and get some
circulation back into her limbs. But Raker wasn’t interested in
that. He merely slashed her with the whip again, yelling. ‘Hurry
slut! Move yourself.’ He gave her another kick, this time in the
buttocks. ‘Have a crap you stupid cow! Empty your bowels and hurry
up about it.’

Holding down a
sob of shame, she turned and looked around, waiting for him to
leave.

But he stayed
there, hands on hips, the whip in his right fist, glaring at
her.

‘There’ll be
no stopping on the way. Now hurry!’

Shara
completed her task, got to her feet and followed him unsteadily up
the slope of the dune, towards the two Arabs and their small
caravan of camels. Only when she saw the four blonde white girls
tethered to each other by the neck, did she really understand the
terrible predicament she was in. Sobbing, she allowed herself to be
pushed over to the line of human misery, where she was slammed to
her knees. In moments, an iron clasp-collar was fitted to her neck,
with a length of chain connecting her to the other girl at the
right hand end of the line. The girl took no notice of her at all.
Just knelt there, head down, as she had obviously been told to
do.

Unwittingly
Shara’s head lowered too. There was to be no chance of escape. Like
her new sisters, she would have to accept her horrific and
uncertain fate.

 


 


 



Chapter
Five: The Pit!

 


The wretched
girls were forced marched through scorching sand, with no care for
the heat at the top of the day. They were tethered together at
their necks, by a bight of heavy steel chain, fastened to iron
collars clasped around their throats. Roasted by the sun, the
collars burned and scraged against tender flesh, rubbing away the
thin layers of skin, leaving livid sores that became more tender as
their sweat ran freely from the effort of walking through the deep
shifting sand. The hot baked grains got between their toes, flaying
skin from the webs of their feet, and Shara knew that the burning
on her soles was not just from heat alone. The bottoms of her feet
had long since blistered, and the swellings had burst and she knew
that the under layers of her skin were already being attacked by
the abrasive sand. Then there was the constant pulling and jerking
at her neck as she struggled in her torment, trying to keep up with
her fellow captives. They were all gasping, moaning and sobbing
into the stiff leather muzzles that obscured the lower halves of
their faces. Their arms were shackled together and forced high up
their backs to be clipped to their collars. The girls were all head
down in their misery, backs bent, reddened by the blistering sun
and by the constant threat of Raker’s whip.

Shara was last
in the coffle. Raker was very close to her, and she was taking the
brunt of his continual growling and cursing. He seemed to delight
in flicking at her buttocks and thighs with the short whip. The
leather struck home each time she stumbled, or appeared to drag her
feet. The pitiable coffle of girls had been feeling the whip for
that last hour or so, now, ever since they had been shackled
together to be marched from the small Bedouin encampment towards
some settlement that was ahead on the horizon. .

Shara was
trying hard to keep her misery to herself, but it was hopeless. If
only she had the use of her hands to hold the bight of chain, it
would take the weight off her neck a little. That wouldn’t help the
girl in front, of course. In fact, it might make it worse for her,
but already Shara was beginning to develop the selfishness of the
hapless slave that she knew she was becoming. Anything to ease her
own discomfort would be a bonus; a means of hanging onto sanity, so
she could take her chance to escape, if ever opportunity presented
itself.

Still, Shara
knew this was not as bad as it had been. Through the hazy mist of
pain and half deliriousness, it seemed to her that Raker’s use of
the whip was becoming half-hearted. He was beating them more out of
habit than for what he saw as necessity. She began to wonder if
Raker was beginning to realise that they were all very near
exhausted and all the punishment in the world would have no useful
effect. Unless it was just that she was now so near to collapse,
she was beginning not to notice the blows so much. Then she changed
her mind again as she stumbled and Raker bellowed at her as the
whip struck her with agonising force. She squealed into the muzzle
for the thousandth time and tried to pull her hips forwards to
avoid the blows.

Hopeless!
Raker anticipated any evading move and the whip just seared into
her again. Far better she realised, to take the blow as best she
could, without flinching.

Damn the
bastard! Raker seemed to have singled her out for special treatment
right from the word go. Shara could only suppose it was because she
was the only dark haired girl among the group. To these brutal
men they were all nothing. Just a wretched clutch of white
Christian women, which, as Shara had already found out, was the
main reason these animals despised them so much

She heard one
of the other girls give out with a muffled cry as she fell headlong
into the sand, pulling the chain taught, and bringing down the girl
in front of her. Raker immediately laid into both of the prostrate
girls, scoring their backs and buttocks, yelling and cursing at
them, until they finally managed to struggle upright, to start
again the terrible shuffle towards the buildings ahead.

Shara felt her
heart go out to the girls. Raker certainly loved that whip. She
risked raising her head to look at the whip as Raker coiled it
again. All too often over the last two or three days, she had seen
it at close quarters. Raker delighted in showing all of them the
wicked instrument, letting it run through his fingers, making them
each kiss the leather as he sneered at them, displaying his wintry
smile. Wide eyed with fear, Shara had been strangely fascinated by
the supple, braided leather of the three-foot long whip. It was
about an inch thick at the butt end and it tapered to a fearful
point at the end, where there was a gleaming metal tip.

Now Raker
dropped back to walk level with her, and her thoughts were
shattered again, as a harder, more purposeful blow landed. The
thicker part of the whip smashed into her thighs, so the braided
leather curled around to sting her lower belly, the metal tip just
contacting the top of her well developed and totally exposed
sex mound. Sobbing and splathering, Shara tried to hurry, but
merely stumbled again, earning yet another lash of the whip.
Sobbing and gasping, she regained her balance and managed to walk
along more or less in a straight line, and to her utter relief
Raker moved ahead of her to vent his anger on one of the other
girls.

The shadows
were lengthening, and the air was getting cooler, as they
approached the small settlement. Rising above the cluster of stone
buildings, somewhere near the centre of the town, there was a
strange, mound shaped edifice. It was towards this that Raker
seemed to be driving them. As he herded them through the narrow
darkening streets, they threaded their way through a maze of
passages and alleys, until they were suddenly in front of the large
structure.

With a
combination of his boot and the whip handle, prodding their
buttocks, Raker herded his coffle of slaves through the door, into
a narrow arched passageway. At the other end of the passage, there
was a locked iron barred gate, so that the space was little
more than an elongated cell. Through the gate, Shara could make out
part of a large open area. Some kind of arena, she guessed, for
about forty yards across the area, she could see another stone wall
and another barred gate. So the dome was really like an
amphitheatre, and Shara trembled, wondering what fearful things
were going to happen to them now.

‘Welcome to
the Pit!’ Raker chuckled evilly. ‘This is where you sleep
tonight.’

Still
chuckling, he turned around and left them, slamming the door behind
him. There was the sound of a key scraping in the heavy lock and
then Shara heard his thumping footfalls, the sounds diminishing as
he walked away.

 


Shara stared
at the rough stone floor and slowly slid down the wall, to crouch
in the filth. She was exhausted, and barely registered the mess
underfoot. Her thighs and buttocks burned like hell, and looking at
the other girls’ whip lashed skin, she knew her own back would
be laced with searing red welts. The soreness was aggravated by the
scorched tenderness of sunburn, and to top it off she was still
aching from the stiffness caused by the yoke, even after they had
removed it yesterday. She retched then as she caught another whiff
of the foetid atmosphere in the passage, the stench penetrating
even the mesh in the front of her muzzle. Oh! God! What was to
become of her?

She tried to
shut out the close heat, the stink of stale wastes and the body
smells of the other girls. She sighed ironically. She would smell
no better. She was filthy. They were all filthy. Covered in dust,
grime, and a lot of their own body wastes, from being forced to lie
on filthy floors and places like this passageway. These bastards
certainly didn’t score high on cleanliness, she reflected ruefully.
Now she could see that the passage was not as high as she had
thought. The arched ceiling was only a couple of inches above her
head and it was also narrower than the doorway, so in effect the
space really was an elongated cell.

The heat was
becoming oppressive now as it began to get darker. She was sweating
profusely, the moisture running down her face, aggravating her,
frustrating her, as she could not use her hands to wipe it away.
Desperate, she tossed her head to remove a rivulet of sweat that
was trickling down her nose. The chain tightened and the blonde
next to her grunted her displeasure and stared hard at Shara.

Damn! It was
bad enough being beaten by these animals, without the girls hurting
each other. Through the gloom she gazed into the blonde’s eyes and
shrugged slightly, mumbling, trying to express her apologies.

The other girl
seemed to understand for she nodded gently, winked slowly, before
hanging her head, no doubt feeling the same utter despair that
Shara was experiencing.

That was when
the wooden door was swung open and a bellowing Raker stalked back
into the passage. ‘On your feet!’

Grunting and
groaning the six girls staggered up to their feet, leaning against
the wall for support.

Raker unlocked
the barred gate and swung it open, yelling ‘Move bitches!’ he said.
‘Into the pit!’ He jerked his head towards the flat, dusty area
outside the gate. ‘Now! Move out!’

The leading
girl obeyed meekly, followed by the other four girls and Shara,
just quietly sobbing and whimpering as they moved out into the open
air. The girls were all wary now, knowing full well that a wrong
move would mean one thing only. A beating from Raker.

Moving slowly
along, in the deepening twilight, Shara gagged into the muzzle and
she felt something foul smelling and soft squeeze beneath her
feet. She didn’t need to be told what it was, but she knew she
dared make nothing of it. Or Raker would be tormenting her again
with that whip.

Slowly the
chained line of girls moved out into the open and immediately Shara
began to feel the cold. She began to shiver. Her stomach rumbled
again and took her mind off the cold for a while. It didn’t seem as
if they were going to get any food.

Then she
stopped worrying about it as Raker slashed the whip into her
buttocks and growled at her. ‘Against the wall!’ He grabbed her
collar, held her neck tightly and slammed her against the high
wall, holding her fast so the others, unaware of what was
happening, jerked to a standstill.

Raker quickly
pushed all of them back against the rough stone work, dishing out
the odd blow with the whip until the slaves were still, backed
against the wall, then quickly he went along the line removing
their muzzles, and unchaining them from one another. The raised
whip was a threat all the girls clearly and they remained silent as
Raker dropped the muzzles and chains in a pile by the gate.

Then suddenly
the air was ablaze with white light as floodlights came on around
the rim of the pit, twenty or so feet above them. All around the
large arena, she could just make out the circle of jeering faces
leaning on the low perimeter wall and looking down at them. She
also saw that most of them had baskets of bread balanced on the
edge of the wall.

Raker pulled
all the girls into line, still holding Shara by the throat. Deftly
he unclipped her from the other five girls. Then he sniggered at
Shara. ‘You my little slut can wait a while. Let your blonde
sisters have first pick!’ He chuckled evilly, as he turned to the
others. ‘Feeding time at the zoo!’ He grinned and pointed to all
the people high above. ‘See? They’ve brought you some food.’ He was
still sneering. ‘When they throw it down to you, its first come,
first served.’ He tapped the bound arms of the blonde next to
Shara. ‘And your hands stay fastened. If you want to eat, you do it
off the floor like the animals you are!’ Then he raised his arm in
a signal and suddenly the air was filled with wild shouts and the
baying of the crowd as the food began to shower down.

All Shara
could do was watch in frustration as the girls staggered into the
arena and dropped to their knees to forage like dogs scavenging for
the food; food they picked up with their teeth and began to chew
on. Even from here Shara could see the expressions of distaste and
hear the retching and gagging as the girls tried to sort out the
food from whatever else lay around the dusty arena.

Then it was
her turn as Raker loosed her and shoved her bodily forward. But
Shara never got a morsel. Her inhibitions were still too strong and
the disgusting idea of having to eat off the floor like a dog
caused her to go dizzy. She was unconscious before she reached even
one scrap of food.

 


Shara’s
awakening was abrupt and unpleasantly cold and as full awareness
returned she realised she was being drenched in freezing water. It
should have been a pleasure after the privations of the last few
days; dry scouring sandy desert and the stuffy air in the slimy,
humid tunnels. But this water was ice cold! Shocking her system as
it smothered her hot bruised and battered flesh. Instantly, it took
the breath from her lungs. Spluttering coughing, she tried to get
up, but immediately realised she was, once more, chained to the
wall of the filthy tunnel, and was alone, except for Raker, leering
down at her in the half-light, with an empty wooden bucket in his
hand. He nudged her with his foot. ‘On your knees!’

Groaning
inwardly Shara obeyed, and knelt before him, her teeth chattering
as the cold air and shivering uncontrollably. She watched fearfully
as Raker unfastened her from the ring-bolt in the wall, and then,
pulling on the chain, as though it was a leash, he led her, like a
dog, out of the tunnel, and into a wide, high passageway.

‘Come,’ he
said. ‘We have work to do.’

 


 


 



Chapter Six:
Prepared for the Sheik

 


Shara had been
washed and scrubbed, and she was absolutely naked. Trembling, still
half-crazed with bewilderment and fear, she stumbled as Raker
pushed her into a circular room. No windows, just cold stone walls,
lit by the eerie red glow of a huge brazier in the center. Beside
the glowing fire, there was a large anvil and hammer.

Wide eyed with
fear, she risked a glance about the room. It was circular and in
front of her, about twenty feet away, there was a large, blackened
oak cross against the wall, the wooden beams formed into the shape
of an X. Beside the cross there was a steel rack, fastened to the
wall and draped menacingly with chains, whips and other implements,
the like of which she could barely have imagined. This fearful
place was worse than any nightmare...

Then fear
clutched her with utter dread as she noticed the irons jutting out
of the white-hot coals in the brazier.

Raker pushed
her towards the anvil, and immediately Shara felt the heat singeing
her skin as she got near the coals and she began to wail.

A cuff to the
head silenced her and the uncaring Raker pushed her closer to the
anvil and growled at her. ‘On your knees!’ Shara wasn’t quick
enough for him, and with an angry snarl, the sadist slammed her to
her knees, ignoring her cries, and shoved her head into a
semicircle of thick metal that lay on the anvil.

She wailed as
she felt her hair raised, and then almost vomited as her throat was
pressed into the half-ring of steel. She had no time to wonder or
even to cry out as she felt cold metal, this time at the rear of
her neck, as something was placed around her nape beneath her long
dark tresses.

‘Keep very
still slut!’ She heard Raker’s gruff command and with all her will,
tried to control her trembling as she saw Raker’s gloved hand reach
for one of the irons. He took the iron out of the fire, and Shara
began to scream as she saw the red-hot end coming towards her
neck.

Oh God! He
really was going brand her!

She was
shaking so violently that Raker was obliged to shove the iron back
into the brazier. He bent to her ear. ‘Keep still I said!’ He
cuffed her ear again. ‘I’m trying to rivet this collar in place you
stupid cow! You struggle and you get burned!’

With a feeling
of immense relief, Shara calmed a little, but her heart was still
thumping. To have a collar riveted about her neck was bad enough.
And just as degrading.

The thoughts
were driven from her head, as she was almost deafened by the
clanging vibrations of a hammer pounding on the hot rivet, as Raker
closed the circle of iron about her neck, clamping the steel tight,
singing her hair just beside her right ear. The heat spread through
the iron, uncomfortable about her neck. The trembling began again.
Oh God, she thought, this was unbelievable. They were fastening a
permanent collar about her neck, as if she was some performing
beast.

Raker snarled,
shaking her as if she was a rag doll. ‘Christ!’ he exclaimed.
‘You’re a noisy bitch!’ He shook her. ‘Shut your mouth and get over
there by the cross!’ He nudged her towards the cross. ‘Stand with
your back to it.

She had to
obey. She began to walk to the cross, the unaccustomed weight of
the heavy collar making her feel top-heavy, swaying so she almost
lost her balance. She risked a terror-filled glance at the glowing
coals as she passed the brazier, and made herself walk onward to
the cross, where she finally halted. She looked at the dreadful
sight before her, the menacing cross and the bright metal shackles
attached to each limb of the thing. Stifling her sobs, she turned
shakily to face her tormentor.

‘Get your arms
up!’ he ordered. ‘Stretch them wide!

Swallowing her
loathing and fear she knew she had no option but to obey him.
Hating herself for submitting like this, she stretched her arms
high and wide, feeling the rough wood touching her arms, and
shuddering as she felt the touch of the cool metal chains that hung
behind her.

Raker stepped
up to her, and in moments he had manacled her arms to the cross. He
kicked her feet wide apart, and she gasped out as he pulled her
legs even wider, to secure her ankles to the cross too, so she was
held, splayed out, like some sacrificial offering, helpless and
completely at his mercy

Then she felt
her stomach tighten as he went back to the anvil, where he picked
up a metal disc. He returned to her and held up the disc, grinning.
It looked heavy, and it had a large figure seven painted on it, in
bright red. Sneering at her, Raker tapped the disc. ‘Number seven
for luck!’ he sniggered.

Shara calmed a
little, for a moment. There was no point in resisting. Raker could
do as he wished. She lapsed into silence, and hung her head in
shame.

Raker smiled
his satisfaction and touched her cheek softly, grinning as she
flinched. ‘Better little one! Better!’ He caressed her cheek gently
and Shara was surprised at the softness of his touch. He looked at
her and smiled again. ‘See how much better it is, if you obey?’

‘Yes Master.’
She tried to ignore this new facet of the brutal sadist. She knew
it was false. If she made the slightest mistake the normal Raker
would be back, cuffing and whipping her.

Still smiling,
Raker stretched out a hand and touched the front of the collar,
where a thick iron ring hung down. Carefully he clipped the disc to
the ring, so the metal circle lay flat on Shara’s sternum.

She felt again
the degradation, as Raker let go the disc so it swung slightly to
brush her breast-bone, just above her jutting breasts. She
smothered a sob as she felt the weight of the disc at her neck.
Collared, and now numbered! Just like an animal… Then a wave of
anger! This was just another stage in their plan. To degrade her,
humiliate her. To make her realise that to them she was nothing. A
slave! Shuddering, she glanced down. Even in this eerie gloom, she
could see the bruises and the whip marks on her body; the
wicked, sore welts and purple, yellowish marks. She recalled the
meek way in which she had allowed him to shackle her to this cross.
It was all mute testament to a simple fact. She really was their
slave.

Her thoughts
were pushed away as she felt the sudden pain of Raker’s huge hand
grabbing her sex, and squeezing, Hard! The old Raker was back!
Staring intently into her eyes, he hissed at her. ‘Push your hips
out slut!’

Grimacing,
squirming against her bonds, holding in the need to scream, Shara
obeyed and pushed her pelvis forwards. Then she could hold back her
screams no longer as Raker, grinning widely, snatched at her left
labia and pulled it wide open, Grinning, he pinched and prodded,
until he was gripping the tender, concealed parts of her genitals,
pulling out her inner labia. He reached into his pocket and took
out what looked like a pair of pliers.

Then Shara
really screamed out as she recognised the tool. It was a
star-wheeled leather punch! She shook her head in disbelief, as if
the action alone would make all this go away. Sucking in huge gulps
of air, she tried desperately to hold onto her senses; tried to
wake up from this nightmare, yet knowing it was really happening
and was no dream.

She began to
gabble in fear, trying to plead with him as her heart raced,
realising what he was about to do. She felt the cool metal of the
pliers touch her sensitive parts, and then, involuntarily, she
shrieked out as a blast of agony went through her body, and she
felt warm blood trickling down her thighs.

Head back
between the V of the upper arms of the cross, she screamed to the
uncaring walls as she felt cold metal going through the fresh
wound. Raker squeezed her sex once more, so fire burned through
her. ‘There!’ he said. ‘A ring for you. Just the place for a lead.’
Shara’s head roared and lights danced and she tried not to scream,
as, slowly and deliberately, the sadist clipped a thin, chain leash
to the ring in her sex.

Grinning at
her, he gave a gentle tug on the leash, and his grin widened as
Shara hissed in pain. ‘That’s better little one,’ he said quietly.
‘Now, you’ll be easy to control!’ He grabbed her chin and stared at
her again. ‘Just the oils now.’ He reached in his pocket again, and
withdrew a bottle and unscrewed the top. ‘Oils will make the whip
sting properly!’

As she heard
him say that, Shara knew it would take all her will power to shut
out of her mind what was to follow. Eyes still hot and wet with the
pain in her sex, she watched, fascinated, as Raker poured some
golden, sweet smelling oils onto his palm. He stepped close to her
and began to smear her body with the oily fluid.

Shara was
learning the trick already. Mustering all her resistance, she tried
to ignore the feel of his hands on her, shutting out the fact that,
even from this sadistic brute, it was pleasurable having this done
to her after all the privations she had suffered. She bit into her
lower lip forcing herself to realise it was nothing more than
another stage of her degradation. Soon though she was panting and
squirming, trying to keep still as Raker swirled his hands over
her, missing no part of her skin, until her curvaceous body was
gleaming with a mixture of sweat and the sweet smelling oils.

He stepped
back, and grinned at her. ‘I think you liked that slut!’ He grinned
evilly. ‘But you won’t like this!’ He grabbed her nose then, and
Shara wailed out, as she realised Raker was holding the leather
punch up in front of her face again. Then before she could even
think to protest, there was an indescribable blast of agony as the
punch sheared through the gristly membrane between her nostrils.
Raker grinned as he casually pierced her septum.

The chamber
echoed to her screeching wail of agony, and, beside herself with
pain, she hardly felt the warm stream of blood that dripped down
her front. Then she felt heat as she saw the red hot needle in
front of her eyes, and her shrieks pitched so high that her voice
cracked. Another wave of agony surged through her as the grinning
Raker cauterised the wound in her septum.

Shara fainted
away for an instant, but she was instantly revived by a douche of
cold water, and was still spluttering, spitting out the brackish
water, as Raker slapped her face hard. Lights exploded in her head
and she wailed again as Raker fitted a cold, stainless steel ring,
expertly into the fresh, wound.

She heard the
click as the ring was secured, then Raker was tugging on the ring,
ignoring her screams, as he tested it. Satisfied, patted her cheek
gently. ‘There my little pig!’ he said. ‘All ringed and ready for
the Sheik!’

Ignoring
Shara’s sobbing he released her arms from the cross and yanked them
in front of her. In moments, her arms had been fastened in front of
her, clenched in heavy, steel manacles with about eighteen inches
of chain separating her slim wrists.

After cinching
the chains tight, Raker stepped back. ‘Now you are ready!’ he said,
grinning. He reached for the thin leash dangling from her sex, and
tugged on it gently as she moved. He walked backwards slowly,
keeping the chain taught.

It seemed like
a mile, but in fact, was but a hundred yards or so. Then suddenly,
Shara was, standing in front of a large pair of oaken doors. She
was trembling violently, her eyes running with tears from the pain
in her sex, and the searing agony in her nose. Her stomach was
churning over and over, as she trembled in fear of the unknown
waiting waited for her ordeal to begin. What would her so-called
welcome consist of? What terrors would she face beyond the
doors?

She could hear
the muted sound of voices and a hollow feeling swelled in her
stomach and she groaned to herself. She swallowed, but her mouth
was so dry, it was pointless. There was just nothing to ease the
burning in her throat, caused by the constant pressure of the
collar.

Raker suddenly
swung open the doors, and jerked on the chain, dragging the
squealing, squirming, Shara through and out into the room. Shara
had her manacled hands on the chain, trying to ease the pulling and
the stretching of her freshly pierced labia, but it had little
effect. Blinded by hot tears of pain, she staggered after Raker,
unable to resist, almost losing her balance, as she struggled along
behind him. Raker, uncaring of her protests, strode towards Sheik
Kerim Balik.

Now Shara
became fully aware of the intent gaze of the Sheik and she tried,
in vain, to hold the chain, to crouch, to hide herself and her
intimate parts from view.

Raker pulled
her savagely towards the Sheik, then slammed her to her knees. Her
screech of pain fell on deaf ears as he jerked on the chain once
more to pull her back to her feet

He leaned to
her, and hissed. ‘His Excellency wants to see you, slut! You don’t
try to hide yourself from him. Understand?’

Miserably
Shara nodded and looked down, docile now.

Raker pulled
the chain again and handed the leash to Sheik Kerim. ‘Here she is,
Excellency,’ he grinned. ‘She is all yours!’

 


 


 



Chapter
Seven: Shara is Initiated

 


Sheik Kerim
Balik stepped up to the terrified Shara and stood for a moment,
appraising the wretched slave in front of him. Still grinning into
her face, he pulled on the collar and dragged her close to him and
snarled: ‘Be still!’

Shara obeyed,
still shaking, as the Sheik tied a length of thin rope to the ring
in her nose and pulled her towards a pillar

Smiling almost
nonchalantly, Balik stopped as he reached the pillar and then
casually tied the other end of the rope to a ring that was set deep
in the stone, forcing Shara to bend almost double. Then he bent to
her and took her bound wrists and attached them to a chain hanging
from the ceiling. He pulled the chain taught so that Shara’s
slender arms were pulled vertically above her bent shoulders.
Agonising pain lanced through her shoulder joints and she screamed
out again.

He turned to
Raker, and smiled harshly. ‘I thank you, Mr. Raker. You have
delivered me some fine merchandise this time.’ He prodded Shara’s
buttocks with the whip handle. ‘This one especially, despite her
dark hair.’

Shara was
trembling so violently that her teeth were audibly chattering and
her knees were buckling, This monster was discussing her as if she
was a mere animal. She felt the dread run through her again as once
more the terrifying truth went home. To them, she was an animal;
nothing; a helpless slave to the desires of these evil sadists.

A groan
escaped her lips as she realised Balik wasn’t finished with her
yet. He stooped and Shara felt her legs being stretched wide as a
spreader bar was fastened between her ankles, opening her
buttocks wide, and stretching her groin painfully. Next Balik
secured her ankles to rings in the floor with two padlocks and
stepped back

Moaning, Shara
tried desperately to keep still, for fear of intensifying her agony
with movement. Her eyes ran with scalding tears as the unbearable
agony went on. Her suffering was just beginning, as she suddenly
felt the caress of a coarse hand around her mouth and she started
against her bonds. Then her mouth was forced wide savagely, and a
perforated ball-gag was shoved into her mouth, lodging behind her
teeth, stretching her jaws almost to dislocation. It was just more
agony to add to the burning pain in her nose and the excruciating
aggravation of her distorted shoulders.

Shara moaned
and groaned into the ball gag as she tried to swallow the saliva
that was welling from her mouth. Hopeless. Her saliva just ran and
dripped to the floor, pooling beneath her as she struggled vainly,
trying desperately to ease the agonies.

Then the evil
Arab bent down and felt her genitals from behind. He grinned at
Raker. ‘Well ringed my friend. Excellent.’ He snapped his fingers.
‘I think she should have more discomfort.’ He chuckled. ‘Maybe some
weights? ‘

Raker went to
a wooden chest against the wall and in moments was back beside
Balik holding two large pear shaped lead weighs.

Balik stroked
slowly through Shara’s buttocks, allowing his thick fingers to
trail through her sex, almost caressing her. Then Shara was
suddenly gasping, sobbing into the gag, spraying saliva through the
holes, as fire burned in her genitals. The fresh wounds there were
being stretched by the weights that Balik had clipped to the ring
in her sex, and she knew she wanted to black out again. But she
stiffened her body, clenching and unclenching her shapely buttocks,
and bore the new agonies as best she could.

Balik stood
back as he looked at the helpless shuddering girl, gloating over
the sheen of her rounded ass cheeks. Stepping to her right side, he
unfurled his dog whip and slashed the whip across her buttocks.

Scorching
agony caused Shara to scream into the gag, her wild cries becoming
muffled into gurgles as the leather cut home. Again the whip
slashed her, then again, so she felt the burning pain of another
welt across both of her buttocks. Screaming and wailing she jerked
against the assault, but all that did was cause more pain in her
nose and shoulders and terrible fire in her sex as the weights
swung to and fro.

This was
different to anything even Raker had dished out to her. His
whippings had been encouragement to keep moving on that terrible
journey. This was something else. In a different league. This was a
sadistic whipping, a flogging meant to inflict as much pain as she
could stand.

Groaning and
grunting through the gag, clenching her buttocks, she tried her
hardest to withstand the blows, but soon, as the separate agonies
became one, she felt consumed by it all. Now she was screaming into
the ball-gag as each blow seared into her. Soon her buttocks felt
as thought they were dripping with fire. The fierce burning of pain
in her sex was continual, as the weights seemed to stretch her even
more and she yelped and bucked against each lash of the dog whip,
as it laced into her soft defenceless flesh. A torrent of salty
tears ran from her eyes and she sobbed and splathered into the
restricting gag.

Then suddenly
it stopped and Balik, breathing heavily, stepped back from the
half-conscious girl.

Ignoring her
groans and sobs, he held the whip in front of her eyes. ‘Welcome to
my establishment,’ he whispered menacingly. ‘That was the kiss of
the dog-whip. A mere caress in comparison to the bullwhip, which
you will feel if you disobey. You understand?’

He pulled
Shara’s head upright, causing her to wail into the gag again, and
she gurgled her reply trying to nod, as the weight was taken off
her nose,

Through a red
mist of pain, she tried to nod once more. She understood all right.
Oh yes, she understood.

There would be
no escape from this place, they had told her that. Now, having
suffered this she knew what to expect, if she disobeyed anyone. She
trembled as she thought of Balik’s threat to bullwhip her. She knew
what that would mean. The onslaught of a bullwhip would surely
strip her skin from her body. She didn’t think she could survive
that.

Shara felt her
torso being lifted, and then she saw Balik peering into her eyes.
‘I take it that was a yes, you Christian bitch!’ He grinned into
her face and then let her head drop, causing more agony to her as
the weight came back onto her shoulders and nose. Now she had more
to contend with as the fire in her injuries began to increase. The
numbness in her thighs was wearing off and red hot pain was
taking over. Shara’s spirits sank and she felt humiliation
engulfing her mind as she felt the warmth of her own urine. She
must have emptied herself during the whipping. The acidic fluids
stung the freshly aggravated wounds in her labia. She tried to
resist sobbing, knowing it would make things worse, but she could
do nothing but let the tears flow, filling her nose with mucus, to
add to the saliva that dripped continually from her stretched
mouth. Then a fearful shudder went through her, as Balik
disappeared behind her.

Terrified
again, she sucked in a panicked gasp through the gag as Balik’s
hands touched her exposed sex from behind. She felt the whole of
her sex mound being grasped in his vicious hand, and his fingers
pressed in, separating her labia.

She squealed
as the weights made their presence felt again, and then suddenly
relief as she felt him remove the dreadful things.

The relief was
wonderful, despite her other sufferings. Then she started to shake
again, as she knew he was opening her sex with his hands. She felt
a sudden rush of her juices as the sadist began squeezing her
mound. She was sobbing now as she realised that despite the pain
and her helplessness she had to respond to the caress as the slow
stretching of her sex went on. Then his finger was deep inside her
vagina and she felt the pressure on her clitoris, as Balik began to
masturbate her.

Screaming in
frustration, she tried to resist the relentless massage, but she
knew it was a waste of time as, despite her pain and distress, she
felt the muscles in her stomach tighten and the shuddering began as
the hot flush started to spread through her belly. And up to her
breasts. Then Balik chuckled as he stopped massaging, and Shara
screamed into the ballgag, angry, frustrated at being left so high
yet not allowed to finish.

Then she
screamed again as suddenly her sex was split almost apart as Balik
entered her with one urgent lunge of his massive weapon, sinking
right to his hilt, to begin pumping away at the helpless Shara,

Shara didn’t
know where she was, as the pumping went on and on, her battered
body being pushed and pulled by the monster behind her. Her nose
was aflame, her shoulders burned with pain and the welts on her
soft flesh were stinging, as the savage rape went on. Soon,
however, she began to pant and writhe against the shaft that
penetrated her so deeply. She knew she was being used as a mere sex
object; a plaything, but somewhere in the depths of her belly
passion began to rise again. Even the pain she was suffering seemed
to dull as the threatened orgasm began to swell and her gasps of
pain turned to moans of pleasure as the massive rod took possession
of her.

Her saliva
still dripped ceaselessly and her body began to ooze sweat as her
pleasure rose, and she barely heard Balik’s growl, as he slowed a
little

‘You cum when
I say so slut and not until!’

In her state
of confusion Shara nodded, and then grunted with pain as her nose
ring was stretched again she clenched her buttocks to stem the flow
of juices, but all that did was increase Balik’s pleasure as he
roared his delight.

‘Yess! That’s
it slut! Milk my shaft. Take it deep, enjoy this you bitch. Take
all of this! All of me!’

Shara could
hear him gasping and grunting now as he rammed into her and she
screamed into the gag, with sudden pleasure as the thick hard cock
inside her suddenly throbbed and pulsed as it began to swell

‘Come bitch!
Come now!’ he roared at her. ‘Come for your Master!’

Her mind was
gone; her thoughts scattered like confetti in the wind as suddenly
she felt the orgasm beginning; mounting. No thought for pain now.
No care for the burning soreness of the welts on her body. Just
centring her attention on the thrills this sadist was giving her as
she felt his semen spurt deep inside her. It was scalding almost as
it filled her, as she felt her orgasm tear through her body, the
flush rising to her breasts and the shaking engulfing her as she
came and came, her juices hot and spurting almost, mixing with the
evils sadists cum.

God! She had
never known an orgasm like this.

Through her
pleasure, and her bewildering thrills of ecstasy, she tried to make
herself realise she had just been raped. Oh God! What was wrong
with her? Why did she feel so excited being subjected to such
savage rape? Shuddering, she dismissed the thought as another wave
of excitement washed over her and more juices spurted from her to
flow past his softening weapon and run down the inside of her
thighs. Gasping, she clenched and unclenched her buttocks, trying
to trap the huge cock inside her, until finally Balik pulled out
and stepped back.

Vaguely,
through her lust filled mind, she could hear him laughing. She
became aware that he had moved to her right side.

Then she was
screaming as another whipping began.

All pleasure
deserted her again as the whip danced over her body, curling around
her torso to flick painfully at her breasts. The pain went on and
on until suddenly her mind seemed to go into a trance. Magically,
there was no agony any more. Just a floating drifting sensation as
she hovered in a mind-world of stinging leather that went on an on,
until she finally slipped into a state of half-consciousness,
realising that the whipping had ceased.

A disembodied,
echoing voice rang in her ears. It was the Sheik again. ‘The bitch
has succumbed to the ecstasy of the whip. She is high on the magic
drug of pain.’ Then he chuckled. ‘She is a fine addition to my
harem and I shall prepare her for her slave-running myself!’

 


 


 



Chapter
Eight: Prepared for the Running.

 


There was no
noise. No howling of the whip, no agonising crack as it landed on
her flesh. She felt just the burning, mind numbing pain from the
welts and the cuts and bruises all over her body and as she slowly
became aware of herself again, realised she was no longer tethered
to the pillar. Still totally naked, she was fastened by the neck
and ankles to the pillar, her ravaged back against the rough stone.
Her arms were manacled above her head to another ring in the pillar
and a stiff leather muzzle had been fitted around the lower half of
her face. The muzzle had a hard rubber tube inside, and this had
been rammed between her teeth, right to the back of her throat. She
was gagging slightly, splathering through the tube, and her saliva
was slicking her chest, increasing her discomfort. She was
shivering, both from the cold and the fear of Balik. She recalled
his words: she was to be prepared for her ‘Slave-running’. Exactly
what that meant she had little idea but, as the cruel Arab
approached her, there was a wicked gleam in his piggy little eyes,
and she knew it was not going to be pleasant

Quivering, her
teeth chattering uncontrollably; in terrified anticipation, Shara
could only guess this ‘slave-running’ would mean pain and
degradation for her. Then she saw who was with her. It wasn’t
Balik. It was the brute called Ahmed, who had raped her in the
desert, after Raker had handed her over. Her insides turned to ice
water, and she began to shake uncontrollably. She knew that
whatever was to happen to her, it wasn’t just going to be
unpleasant. It was going to be Hell!

Ahmed was
holding another bottle full of the orange coloured liquid. Holding
the bottle up, he tapped it with his forefinger. ‘More sweet oils
for that white skin, my little Christian pig!’ He giggled. ‘Not for
your benefit, though. The oils will smother the stink of your sweat
during your slave-run.’ His mouth was virtually watering, as his
evil gaze moved over Shara’s fine body. ‘Just like before, it will
increase the pain of the whip when you fail to move fast enough.
Which I am sure will be the case.’ He uncorked the bottle and came
up to the terrified Shara. The sadistic sneer still on his face, he
began to work the pungent oil into her body, his hands roaming all
over her skin.

Her insides
turned over at the touch of the evil monster, but she knew that
this perverted creep was oblivious to her feelings. To him she was
a slave. Her likes or dislikes didn’t matter.

Grinning into
her face, the vile Ahmed began to pinch her in the most sensitive
places, as he kneaded her soft flesh. Ignoring her grimaces and
grunts of pain, he allowed his rough, blunt fingers to find her
intimate parts, probing, exploring her tight little anus and her
vagina. None too gently, he began to work at her
pleasure spot, pinching and twisting her clitoris, rubbing
hard at the sensitive bud.

Shara groaned
to herself, trying to resist, but even in her misery, her body gave
its natural response to the insistent massage. She wriggled, trying
to get her hips away from his filthy caress. Useless. She shook her
head frantically, gurgling through the muzzle, trying to make him
stop

The monster
just sneered at her, and removed his hand from her genitals.
‘Christian slut!’ he growled. ‘Admit it. You like this. You can’t
help yourself can you?’ He grunted and shook his head. ‘Not that it
matters. Your enjoyment is of no concern here.’ He had finished
anointing Shara’s gorgeous body and now he stood back. Corking the
bottle again, he paused for a moment, appraising her. He licked his
lips. ‘For a Christian slut, you look good!’ he said. ‘See
yourself.’ He gestured to Shara, to look at herself.

Feeling
utterly degraded, Shara glanced down at her belly and breasts. Her
skin was gleaming with a mixture of the oil and her own sweat and
even she had to admit, her body must look good.

Ahmed must
have seen something in her expression, for he smiled. ‘I think we
have a natural slave in you, my pretty one!’ He nodded, satisfied.
‘A real natural!’ he murmured. He approached her again, and allowed
his hand to caress her shining flanks. ‘Soon you will be begging
for the caress of your Master; you will be longing for the feel of
his body and you will enjoy the kiss of the whip.’ He transferred
his attentions to her breasts, the body oil allowing his hands
to move smoothly over her skin. He chuckled as Shara trembled,
unable to stop her nipples hardening. Gently, he pinched each
turgid bud. ‘You will see, slut! I speak the truth and you know
it!’

Trying not to
cringe, Shara hid her distaste, knowing she would probably be
whipped if she didn’t. Oh yes, she knew. They wanted her to accept
all this ill treatment; wanted her to give in to them, completely.
Well damn them, even though at present, she seemed to be giving in
to this creep. Her reaction was a response she couldn’t help, but
for sure, she was not going to let them win. She had to obey them,
but she didn’t have to like it. She also knew that, for the moment
anyway, she couldn’t get away. So maybe she should play along. She
could act well enough and maybe her treatment would not be so bad
then. One thing was certain to her. There was no way, they would
ever get her to accept slavery and torture as normal; certainly
they would never make her enjoy it, as Ahmed had just said. No! One
day she would get a chance to escape, and escape she would.

Ahmed chuckled
then and went across to a rack on the wall. He took down a long
length of shiny dog chain; forged thinly, with wicked teeth in
each link. He stepped up to Shara again and freed her body from the
pillar, but leaving her hands manacled above her. Then he threaded
the chain through the ring at the front of her steel collar and
took the ends down between her breasts, crossed the chain, and
wound it backward, about her waist. From behind, he pulled the ends
through between her legs, and yanked the loose bight upward,
grunting with the effort, as he tightened the chain, so it slid
deep between her buttocks, cutting painfully into her anal ring and
the sensitive, freshly pierced skin inside her labia. The cold
metal links were grinding hard up against her pubic bone, searing
her pleasure bud, yet despite the discomfort, causing her juices to
flow.

Ahmed secured
the ends to the ring beneath her chin. He sniggered and stepped
back. ‘This is good,’ he said appreciatively. ‘It will make your
slave run a little more interesting.’ He unfastened her
wrists, and released her from the pillar.

‘On your knees
bitch! Crawl. Through the door and turn left.’

Groaning,
wincing as the body chains cut into her, Shara started the painful,
shuffling crawl to the door, turned left and went out into the
passageway, the rough dirt beneath her scraping her shins and her
knees. It was virtually impossible. Crawling like this with her
arms behind her back, Shara tried her hardest not to topple over,
knowing a beating would be the result. But, she needn’t have
worried over that point, for Ahmed didn’t take her far. Just a few
yards up to a dark canvas curtain that was draped right across the
passage.

‘Stand
up!’

Shara obeyed,
struggling to her feet, rocking about as she tried to balance
herself.

Ahmed ignored
her and went to stand in front of her, and took hold of the chain
dangling from her collar. He turned away, went ahead of her, and
then stood still, waiting.

Shara tried to
ignore the feeling of degradation as the cool metal disc, her
number, brushed her breast bone, just above her soft, jutting
breasts. She smothered a sob as she felt yet another wave of shame
and a reminder that to them she was nothing. And now she was to be
paraded; she would have to suffer her ‘Slave running’.
Grimacing against the discomfort of the body-chains, Shara began to
shiver in fear again. Her legs just would not keep still and she
was hoping against hope that her knees would not give way, thereby
giving Ahmed an excuse, if indeed he needed one, to hit her. Her
stomach was churning over and over, as she trembled, fearful of the
unknown horrors she would be facing beyond the curtain. She could
hear the murmur of voices and knew there was some kind of audience
waiting to see her. She had half persuaded herself that even these
perverts wouldn’t really parade her before an audience, but she
knew she had been just fooling herself. A hollow feeling pervaded
her stomach and she groaned to herself. She tried to swallow, but
the tube in her mouth merely made her gag. Besides which, her mouth
was so dry it was pointless anyhow. Suddenly then her heart leapt
in panic as the lights in the passageway dimmed.

That must have
been a signal, for, without ceremony, Ahmed suddenly jerked on the
neck chain; dragging Shara behind him as he swept the curtain
aside and strode through the opening behind and out into the glare
of floodlights.

Now they
moving towards the centre of a gravel covered arena, of about sixty
feet radius.

Shara,
stumbled along, intent only on keeping her balance, knowing that if
she fell, Ahmed would beat her; that or merely drag her naked body
through the layer of gravel. Or worse, he would do both. Unable to
resist, she staggered after Ahmed and into the full glare of the
arena lights.

Then Ahmed
stopped and turned back to her. He said nothing, merely releasing
her arms from behind her waist, to pull them forwards, shackling
them in front of her hips.

Immediately,
Shara tried, to pull her hands downwards, to hide the glorious
swell of her exposed sex. Ahmed sniggered as the bewildered Shara
blushed deep red beneath the gaze of fifty or so pairs of eyes
gazing down from all around her.

They saw a
gorgeous young woman with a fine figure and long, shining black
hair, which, although somewhat matted at the moment, added to her
beauty; a fitting contrast for her wide, bright, brown eyes and
full sexy lips. The metal disc on her collar told the crowd that
this lovely creature truly was a new acquisition.

Encouraged by
howls of delight from the sadistic crowd, Ahmed set off eagerly
across the ring, dragging the struggling, screaming Shara behind
him.

He stopped,
raised the neck chain and grinned sadistically as Shara, panting
and gasping, stopped her wailing. She knew what would happen if she
didn’t. The crowd fell quieter now, and there was just an
appreciative murmur from them as they noticed the quick submission
of the new slave.

Shara remained
still, except for a slight, nervous trembling. Her mind was
whirling and she was wondering, fearfully, what was going to happen
to her, in front of all these awful people. Her wrist chains
jingled as, with a gesture of natural modesty, she tried again to
cover herself and looked towards Ahmed. Ahmed appeared to
understand her, but he merely grinned.

Again she
trembled and, without thinking, she crouched down, virtually
kneeling before him, her eyes pleading with him. The posture did
nothing but emphasise the delicious femininity of her lithe
nakedness, eliciting yet more admiring sounds from the
spectators.

Ahmed clapped
his hands then, loudly, causing her to jump. Then she heard an
ominous rumbling sound and she glanced towards the source of the
noise; the wall at the back of the arena. Instantly, she realised
that it wasn’t a wall as such. It was a pair of painted gates, and
they were being slowly raised. Her eyes almost popped out of her
head at the startling sight that was gradually being revealed.

Had it not
been for the muzzle, her jaw would have literally dropped, as she
took in the unbelievable spectacle. Behind the screen, there was a
steel, tee shaped contraption set into the floor. The strange
rig was made of scaffold poles, but it wasn’t really that which had
taken her attention. She felt her knees buckle as she finally
realised what Ahmed had meant by her ‘Slave Running’.

Horrified, she
gazed at a white horse, tethered to one end of the wide cross
piece. Sitting astride the horse was a gorgeous smooth bodied black
girl, her oiled skin gleaming like polished ebony in the glare of
the bright lights. This girl too was fastened into tight
body-chains and, in addition, her head was encased in a tight,
shiny leather hood, blind folding her. Her feet were lashed to
the stirrups and her slim wrists were fastened to the reins.
Clearly, the girl was not meant to fall off the horse, despite the
fact she would not be able to see where she was going. Shara also
knew, it wasn’t the horse that would be whipped to start it into
motion. The black girl was going to suffer, of that Shara was
certain. And of course, the more the girl was whipped, the faster
she would urge the horse. Then, when these perverts had sated their
lusts, it would be her turn to be chained to the horse.

Then Shara
felt her bowels loosen as she saw the metal ring at the other end
of the cross pole. The ring was hanging there motionless at
Shara’s waist-height. She screamed into the muzzle then; long and
loud; backing away from the steel structure, as the terrifying
import struck home.

 


 


 



Chapter
Nine: The Slave-Running

 


Shara was
shaking uncontrollably, terrified at the realisation of what she
was about to suffer. She began to moan, her limbs shaking and her
stomach heaving with fear. Her pores pumped out the sweat of her
fear, as she tried to shut out the notions of what the ordeal would
be like.

Ahmed snapped
at her. ‘Kneel!’

Still sobbing,
her wide eyed, terrified gaze fixed on the upraised arm of her
tormentor, Shara shuffled towards the cruel whip master’s
filthy boots. She lowered her head and began to kiss the dirty
leather. Around the arena there was a sudden gasp of admiration
from the audience and then, growls of approval as Ahmed hoisted her
upright by the hair, disregarding the frantic struggles this
caused.

All through
this performance, the girl on the horse had remained silent and
perfectly still. Ahmed held Shara from him and pointed to the
delicious black slave. ‘You see the gorgeous, dark skinned
one?’ he said. ‘That is how a slave obeys her Masters. She was told
to remain still, so she does just that. Now you. Stand by the pole
and be still.’

Still
shivering, Shara at last lowered her head obediently, and stood,
shaking slightly, her belly against the cold steel bar, with the
iron ring, just beneath her navel.

‘Turn
around!’

Head down in
submission now, Shara obeyed, pushing her chained wrists even
lower, trying again to cover her naked sex.

Ahmed walked
across to her and hissed: ‘How many more times must I tell you? You
do NOT cover yourself!’

Helpless,
Shara gasped, and folded over the cold metal bar and retched.

Ahmed was
oblivious of her discomfiture and merely took hold of her hair
pulled her head up and shook it, savagely. ‘I shan’t tell you
again!’ he growled at her. ‘You keep still! Next time I’ll take the
skin of your back!’ He ignored her obvious discomfort and once
more, he pulled her fully upright. ‘Now, for the last time, STAND
STILL!’

Whimpering a
little, Shara forced herself to stand straight, tears glistening in
her eyes.

‘Arms above
your head. Show the good people what you have to offer.’

With another
gasp of pain, Shara obeyed, shame and degradation showing clearly
in her lovely face as she lifted her chained arms.

‘Get those
arms higher slut! Reach!’

The hapless
Shara stretched, automatically stand-ing on tip-toe, reaching as
high as she could, her face straining with the effort. Her lithe
body was now stretched taught, emphasising her
well conditioned figure. More excited muttering welled up from
the watchers; groans of pleasure, as they enjoyed the delightfully
arousing entertainment Shara was being forced to provide.

Ahmed turned
towards the curtain, just visible beyond the stage lights, and
tapped the steel disc at Shara’s throat. ‘Number Seven,
Excellency.’ He spoke to Sheik Kerim. ‘Your latest purchase.’ He
looked Shara up and down then returned his attention to the Sheik.
‘She is of the best quality, Excellency’ He gave a twisted grin and
then slid his fingers between Shara’s tortured labia, working his
hands in beside the tight chain that divided Shara’s sex-lips. The
sadistic brute ran his hand down Shara’s smooth, firm flanks. ‘And
she’s beginning to learn how to behave.’ Again, he caressed the
her. ‘May I have your permission to proceed, Excellency?’

The Sheik’s
voice boomed out. ‘You may proceed.’

There was a
sudden burst of loud, enthusiastic chatter and Ahmed bowed towards
the crowd. He motioned them to quieten down. ‘Patience! Please,
patience!’ He grinned and from his pocket he took a ball of rough
baling string. He prodded Shara’s vulnerable sex mound. ‘Hands
on hips!’

All the time,
Shara’s terror was clearly mounting as her body began to tremble
violently. As best she could, she obeyed, the chain between her
wrists being just long enough to allow her to adopt the position
Ahmed had ordered. She was beyond resistance now. There was no
point. It would just bring more retribution from this bullying
pervert.

Her tormentor
growled at her. ‘Keep those hands where they are, girl!’ He crooked
her elbows, forcing the manacle chain to press into the soft swell
of her belly. Then he threaded the baling string through the crook
of Shara’s bent arms and wound the stuff around a couple of times,
before tightening it, forcing the helpless girl’s elbows
together.

Ahmed grinned
as Shara grimaced in pain and arched backwards, pulling herself
into a more upright and revealing posture; pressing the manacle
chain even deeper into the curve of her stomach. Ahmed knotted off
the baling string, forcing Shara’s lovely head back slightly, so
her breasts, were forced even higher, the nipples becoming even
more turgid, swelling towards the audience, eliciting fresh murmurs
of delight.

Ahmed gave a
satisfied grin and caressed Shara’s nipples. ‘Now now, Number
Seven. Don’t get too worked up will you? Time for sex comes later!
If you’re lucky!’

There was a
burst of laughter at that, as Ahmed turned Shara around again,
showing the arched back. Then he took the neck chain and threaded
it underneath the chain that was cutting so deeply into Shara’s
belly. Quickly he snapped the loose end onto the large ring at the
end of the steel pole. He tightened the chain even more, forcing
Shara’s head down a little. Ahmed growled in her ear. ‘Head
up!’

Shara grunted
as she tried to lift her head higher, causing the neck chain to
pull the collar into the back of her neck. She whimpered into the
muzzle again but Ahmed merely slapped her buttocks. ‘Shut it,
bitch! It’s meant to hurt, so stop snivelling.’ He stood back, and
sniggered at the sobbing, trussed girl. ‘Now she’s ready for her
slave running.’

An expectant
hush fell over the audience as Ahmed picked up a six-foot
coach-whip that had been lying in the gravel beside the pole. He
cracked it, for effect, raising a cloud of fine dust from the
floor.

The terrified
Shara really began to shake now, and her strangled gurgles echoed
around the room, as an uncontrolled stream of urine spurted from
around the chain between her labia, to run freely down her
legs.

Ahmed
chuckled, and prodded the exposed buttocks with the handle of the
whip. his voice was full of mock scorn. ‘Now come on Number Seven,
this isn’t a toilet. Save it for later!’ He turned to face the
black girl on the horse and the coach whip flicked out, the end
snaking towards the glistening dark orbs of her buttocks. The tip
of the whip landed with a sharp crack, and the black girl yelped
into the hood. Immediately she kicked the horse into motion,
starting the horizontal pole turning, and carrying the helpless
Shara along with it.

Shara almost
pitched over as she was yanked forwards. Somehow she managed to
hold her stance, and immediately broke into a trot, knowing she had
to ignore the sharp, flinty gravel that was ripping into the soft
soles of her feet. In moments she was breathing heavily as she was
forced to gradually increase her pace, to save herself from being
pulled over and dragged around by the neck.

All the time,
the evil Ahmed was slashing the whip into the black girl’s
buttocks, urging her to get the horse moving faster. At the same
time, Ahmed didn’t neglect the running, staggering, Shara. Every so
often he delivered a sharp reminder to her to keep running, the
whip slashing into her buttocks, curling wickedly around her upper
legs to leave reddened welts on the front of her thighs.

He was
shouting above her wails ands screams. ‘Hurry slut, hurry. I want
your arse for a moving target!’ Then he would transfer the whip
strokes; once more the girl on the horse would be screaming as the
leather slashed into her straining, glistening buttocks, or
whistling across her smooth, fine shoulders. ‘Get that horse
moving, bitch. Keep going, or I’ll take you down and lash you to
the horse’s tail! Now move! Move!’

The whip was
continually smashing into one or other of the slavegirls Ahmed
urged them on around the circle of pain. The crowd was going wild
with delight and their whoops were drowning out the thud of the
horse’s hooves and even the crack of the whip.

Shara was
screaming now, as she ran and ran, the spiteful gravel beginning to
rip deeper into the naked soles of her feet. She was, gasping,
gurgling; heaving for breath as her stamina gradually began to let
her down. The lights were going wild before her eyes. Dizziness was
setting in and she found it ever more difficult to keep her
balance. She knew, sooner or later, her knees would give out and
she would find herself being dragged headlong through the
unmerciful, stinging gravel, ripping her skin to shreds. To make
things worse, there was the stink of horse dung as the animal
responded to the exercise, and Shara found herself stepping into
steaming piles of manure. She all but vomited as she began to pray.
God forbid she should be dragged through that.

The prospect
was driven from her mind as she realised that Ahmed was
concentrating his whip strokes on her. He knew what he was doing.
He knew that the horse, if urged the horse any faster, it would
pull the helpless Shara over and the damage to her valuable hide
would be too great. Such a savage scourging, as she would receive
from the gravel would make her valueless for weeks; maybe forever.
And Sheik Kerim wouldn’t like that. So the evil Whip master
kept the horse trotting at the fastest pace he knew the girl could
manage.

Now Shara was
beside herself. Hardly knew where she was.

Hardly knew
what she was doing.

Other than
that she was suffering.

The whip kept
cutting into her flesh,

Her feet were
wind milling beneath her.

She was trying
to scream for mercy; for the torture to stop.

But Ahmed
continued to force her onwards. Soon she could barely draw breath
as the restricting pressure of her bondage prevented her lungs
filling properly. Her thighs and calves trembled with the strain of
moving along; staying upright, sapping her energy, causing her to
whimper and grimace, as the rope between her legs chafed into
sensitive skin.

Ahmed cracked
the whip in the air again and laughed with the audience, as the
terrified slave actually jumped clear of the gravel, obviously
expecting more slashing from the leather. The whip snapped across
the laughter again. ‘Faster bitch!’ Ahmed shouted. ‘Let’s see what
you’ve got!’ Then Ahmed changed hands once more and the leather
struck home across Shara’s buttocks, yet again wrenching a
tortured, strangled scream from her. She began to move faster now,
her breath coming in loud, tortured gasps, the sweat beginning to
spray from her body. The friction between her thighs was turning
the sweat and body-oil into a foaming mess. She was praying that
the black girl would stop urging the horse on, until she realised
that the unfortunate girl was as terrified as was she. The girl was
screaming in sympathy with Shara, her cries louder, through the
thinner leather of the hood.

Suddenly
Shara’s legs gave up the struggle and Shara crashed to her knees to
be dragged through the gravel, raising a cloud of dust and horse
manure which began to coat the film of body-oil and sweat on her
skin.

Ahmed slashed
the coach-whip into the black girl’s buttocks. ‘Pull the brute up
you stupid bitch!’ he yelled.

The girl
obeyed, pulling back on the reins and the horse slowed to a halt.
Ahmed walked over to Shara, and looked down at the pathetic bundle
of misery sprawled in the gravel. Then he turned towards the
audience and bowed. ‘Excellency. May I have her taken away?’

Sheik Kerim
nodded and Ahmed then clapped his hands once. At this, two more
gorgeous slave girls, naked but for their steel collars, came
running into the small circle.

Ahmed pointed
to the unconscious Shara. ‘Take her away!’

One of the
girls was carrying a thick wooden pole and she stepped over to
Shara’s inert form. She pushed the pole through the crooks of
Shara’s elbows. The other girl unfastened the exhausted Shara from
the ring, and then each slavegirl grabbed an end of the pole, and
dragged their unconscious burden, backwards from the arena.

 


Raker was
standing beside the obese Sheik Kerim. Both men had been watching,
impassively. Then Sheik Kerim nodded and turned his bearded
features towards Raker. ‘You have acquired yet another beauty, my
friend.’ He twisted his face into an ugly smile. ‘This is superb
slave flesh.’ His eyes glittered beneath thick, dark brows.
‘Slender, but well made. She will pull an oar with the best of
them.’

Raker sighed
inwardly. This little slut was one of the best he could ever recall
procuring. It pained him to have to sell her at all, let alone to
Sheik Kerim. The ugly old bastard would keep her in his stables.
She would have to live in filth, and she would be fed on the vile
tasting swill that Sheik Kerim called ‘protein mash’. If the girl
was lucky, she would be harnessed to a gig, and raced. If she was
unlucky, her wrists would be shackled to the oar of a cutter and
she would soon have callused hands and buttocks, as she was worked
under the under the lash, until she was either dead or fit for
nothing but menial work. Bloody waste of a gorgeous piece of
sex meat.

Raker shook
the licentious thoughts away. He was a merchant; a
slave trader and it was his job to sell this slut, not lust
after her. He hid his feelings with a smile. ‘Ah but Excellency,
think of that long dark hair. How tempting it would look on your
pillow.’ He sighed. ‘Imagine Excellency; those ruby lips, slightly
parted, awaiting the lunge of her Master.’

The Sheik
chuckled. ‘Ever the advisor, eh Raker?’

Raker
shrugged. ‘I am here to provide you with suitable slave flesh
Excellency. You use the sluts, as you please.’ He shrugged. ‘I was
just making the suggestion.’

‘Your
suggestion has been noted, my friend. We shall see.’

Ahmed had
joined The Sheik and Raker by the curtain.

The fat Sheik
spoke to both men. ‘Once more I congratulate you my friends. That
slut is a fine piece of merchandise. I think I shall make much
profit from her.’ He stroked his immaculate beard, and smiled at
Raker. ‘Unless I take your advice and keep her for myself.’ He
smiled. ‘I have a festival due in a month’s time. She will serve my
guests well, I think.’

Raker smiled.
‘As you decide Excellency!’

Ahmed shrugged
and said. ‘I think she would perform well on the auction block,
Excellency.’

 


 


 



Chapter Ten:
The Slave Market

 


Shara was
hooded and able to see very little through narrow eye slits. Raker
had hold of her collar-chain, pulling it taught, and her wrists and
elbows burned with pain at the severity of her bondage. Her arms
were shackled high up between her shoulder blades, wrists fastened
tightly to the rear of her collar.

Raker herded
her along the passageway, towards the heat which she could already
feel on her skin, as a slight draught was sucked in towards her.
Beneath her feet there was harsh sand, and sharp gravel, making her
soles burn. Her head was lowered, in her misery.

‘Head up!’
Raker growled in her ear. ‘Get those tits pushed out. The crowd
wants to see what’s on offer.’

Obediently,
Shara straightened her shoulders and pushed her head higher,
feeling the collar about her neck digging in deeper, as her
tormentor tightened the chain. She felt the anger rising, and the
need to lash out at Raker was burning in her belly. Deep in her
heart Shara knew they would never make her into a fully submissive
slave. Yet, much as these animals disgusted her, she knew she had
to accept the physical fact of her slavery. She had no options
left. Without the slightest idea of where in the world she was and
knowing that no one was looking for her, there would be no escape.
These people would show no mercy, and would barter her as they
wished. All she could do was try to accept it, at least for now,
and obey them, whilst praying for a chance to escape. At least that
way, maybe there would be fewer beatings.

Then,
suddenly, she felt the heat of the Sun on her body as she stepped
out into the opening. Even through the small eye-slits the light
was dazzling, and the wire mesh patches over here ears meant she
could hear the swelling murmurs of approval, as her naked form was
shoved forwards again. Instinctively, she lowered her head in
shame, only to feel the leather cutting into her calves and thighs
again.

Sobbing, she
stumbled over the very uneven flagstones, just able to see the
rocky ground through the narrow eye slits in the hood. Her feet
were so sore, and she knew that soon they would be bleeding. Her
back and legs were aflame with the stinging, burning welts from the
whip, and the sunlight only made things worse, as the heat began to
burn her skin.

Then,
abruptly, she was pulled to a standstill, at the foot of three
shallow steps up to the platform, she had seen at the end of the
arena, the evening before.

‘Onto the
platform.’

Sobbing and
shaking Shara, obeyed, staggering up the three steps onto the straw
littered platform. Then she wailed out in terror and pain as
something hard and heavy crashed into the backs of her knees. Her
legs went dead, and her head seemed to be full of stars as she
buckled. Before her knees could crash to the floor, there was
another blast of pain, as she took another blow from whatever had
taken her legs from under her. The breath whooshed out of her as
again, something slashed across her belly, so that she just dropped
to her knees in the straw.

Raker was
bawling at her to kneel upright,

Real tears
started and she began to cry, her nose and mouth filling with mucus
as the unbearable agony in her knees and belly began to wash
upwards through her body. In comparison, the sting of the whip was
a mere insect bite. Shuddering, she tried to control herself, but
it was useless, as her panic-stricken reflexes caused a sudden,
uncontrollable flow of urine to splatter into the straw.

All that got
her was a roar of merriment from the crowd, and another slash of
the whip, as Raker chided her. ‘We don’t want to see that stuff. We
want to see your juices.’

The crowd took
up on Raker’s words and began to shout encouragement. ‘Come on
Raker! Let’s see the whore make herself come.’

‘We want a
display!’ someone bawled.

‘Yeah! Make
the slut flow, Raker!’ added another

‘See, she’s
dripping already,’ a raucous voice chipped in. ‘But with the wrong
stuff!’

Raker grinned
at the crowd and motioned them to quiet down. He bent to Shara’s
tormented form and pulled off the hood, leaving in place the ring
gag that forced her mouth into a submissive ‘O’. Then he released
her arms from behind her neck and, waiting for her to get some
feeling back into her arms and wrists, he said almost gently: ‘You
heard them little one. Make yourself come. Let’s see you fetch
yourself off for them. One of these might feel it worth the trouble
to buy you!’

She looked up
at him, pleading in her eyes, shaking her head, her long,
sweat dampened hair spraying droplets about.

Impassively
Raker shook his head. ‘No, bitch!’ he said. ‘You will do it!’

Shara nodded
mutely and mustered her will. She knew she had to obey and she had
no illusions about the whipping that would ensue if she didn’t make
it for real. Could she really make herself come, in public, like
this? She swallowed her natural modesty, and screwed her courage
uptight. She had to. She could take no more of that whip.

Slowly, she
leaned backwards, and with her eyes streaming with shameful tears,
she began to paw at her own sex. Her fingers fluttered about her
mound, and she began to roll her hips seductively. She felt herself
going into a state of floating. With Jeremy, she had learned how to
shut out everything but pleasure, as his cane had lashed her. It
was beginning to work here. Harder to do, but it was working, as
she slowly began to convince herself she was alone.

Wild thoughts
of Jeremy and of a dozen other lovers went through her mind as she
slowly tormented herself with her hands. Dragging her fingers
through her sex, pulling back the hood of her bud, and feeling it
harden, as her fingers teased. Her inner lips began to moisten and
she started to imagine that her fingers were those of Jeremy,
playing with her, bringing her to arousal.

Groaning to
herself, she barely realised that the crowd had fallen into near
silence as they watched her performance. She moaned and writhed,
spreading her juices over her belly, and breasts, rubbing her
nipples upwards, feeling them harden and beginning to sprout, as
the burning began in her belly. She really did begin to find true
arousal, as she was suddenly aware she was being watched. Far from
shame, she felt elation as she realised that she was also turning
these animals on.

Biting on the
ring in the gag, she moaned and groaned as her writhing became
faster. The feeling in her belly intensified, and her body began to
shake as she felt the wonderful rush of an approaching orgasm
spreading up through her soul, flushing her breasts and neck,
raising the goose pimples on her skin.

That was when
she felt the sudden and violent intrusion of a huge penis thrusting
through the ring of the gag into her mouth. Raker! Oh God! His
member was enormous, and so rigid.

Her startled
moan was only temporary, as to her shame she realised this was the
spur she needed. Now she was bucking wildly, shamelessly, as she
bent further back, reaching for the man’s hips to pull him down
into her throat as with her other hand she massaged her sex wildly,
feeling the tension mounting and her body afire with passion and
pure lust.

Burying the
negative feelings, her need built to frenzy, as she urged herself
and Raker to a climax, until with a muffled wail, she felt her
juices gushing from her sex. Almost simultaneously, her mouth was
flooded with a scalding jet of semen, as Raker emptied himself into
her throat.

Throwing back
his head, her grabbed her breasts and clawed at her, as he let his
head drop back. He emitted a roar of savage lust, thrusting deep in
her throat, his massive weapon swelling and pulsing, filling her
mouth and throat with his seed, holding her head still, and forcing
deeper into her, so she was obliged to swallow.

Gasping and
moaning, Shara wriggled and shook her body, hardly aware of the
crowd now shouting encouragement to them both. Gasping and panting,
moaning and wailing to herself as, despite the ring forcing her
jaws open, she managed to suck the last of Raker’s seed into her
mouth and swallow, allowing the thick salty liquid to slide down
her gullet and deep into her belly, as if to quench the fire of her
orgasm.

Shuddering
still, she toyed with her sex, opening her inner labia wide,
feeling the slippery hot juices, spreading them about her thighs,
no longer aware of the sharp sting of her recent piercing as she
shivered in her total abandonment, tears of shame being replaced by
tears of passion with her pulses racing, her senses throbbing, even
hoping for more.

In her heart
she felt shame. The shame was not because of what she had been
forced to do to herself, nor because she had been forced to make
herself relish the act itself. Rather, her shame was for the fact
that, as with Kerim Balik’s treatment of her body, it had taken
this abuse and humiliation to give her yet another momentous
orgasm.

As Raker with
drew from her mouth, Shara poked her tongue right through the ring
of the gag to lick at the stray semen. Then, almost as if there was
no Raker, no crowd, she knelt quietly, still fingering herself, her
head lowered in submission, her lowered gaze hiding the slight
gleam of triumph in her eyes. She was a slave? Yes she was, but
during those wild moments, she realised that she had been freer
than she had ever been in her life before.

 


 


 



Chapter
Eleven: Sold from the Auction Pole

 


Shara’s
thoughts were shattered then, as Raker pulled on her collar. ‘Come
on slave!' he growled. ‘On your feet.’ He dragged her upright and
for a moment, he stared into her bewildered, face. A slow smile
flooded his features. ‘You’re learning. Yes?’

Mutely, the
gagged Shara nodded.

He gave her a
cold smile. ‘Time for your sale!’ he growled at her softly. ‘And
God help you if you don’t make a good price.’ His hand moved
towards his wide leather belt and for the first time, Shara took
notice of the heavy cane hanging from a loop.

She felt her
heart miss as she saw the shining copper tip on the cane, and the
rubber handle, with a small trigger switch. She knew what the stick
was. A cattle prod, for God’s sake; a goad!

Her mouth
dried instantly as Raker showed her the goad and then he chuckled.
‘Oh yes, you know what this is!?’ Then he tugged her towards he
edge of the platform, pulling her down the few steps.

The elation of
her recent ordeal, and the shattering orgasm had gone. Now shame
flooded her again, and she bowed her head, both and staggered after
him, feeling more bewildered than ever. Fearfully, she allowed
herself to be goaded along towards the stump of what must have once
been a huge tree, about eight feet in diameter.

The stump was
some three feet high, and was about ten yards from the front of the
crowd. Tight against the stump, there was a ten-foot high, heavy
timbered pole embedded in the dirt. High on the pole, there dangled
a pair of rusting chains and manacles; waiting menacingly for the
wrists of the trembling Shara.

There was a
murmur of appreciation from the onlookers, as the gorgeous slave
was hustled along. She sobbed. What dignity? Here she had none. She
was slowly becoming what these animals wanted her to be. A beast, a
piece of meat to be sold, and used as they saw fit. She was truly
becoming a slave, just another slave.

Barely aware
of where she was, Shara buried the thoughts, and allowed herself to
be shepherded to the tree-stump and at Raker’s command, obediently
climbed up. Panic swelled again and her mouth dried, as she mounted
the wooden platform. Her spirits ebbed, completely, as she tried to
ignore the sight of the shackles attached to the pole.

Then there was
a small commotion to her left, near one of the entrances as yet
another naked young woman was shoved into the arena. This girl was
a blonde, a Nordic beauty, about Shara’s own age, and the whip of a
huge well-muscled, black man was spurring her on.

The blonde was
not quite naked. She had been adorned with thin chromed chain,
wrapped tightly about her body, encircling her slender neck and
criss-crossed, in a cruel weave, all about her torso and legs. The
chain pressed deep into her soft flesh, emphasising the shapely
curves of her body, and blatantly displaying her obvious attributes
to the onlookers. Her arms were shackled behind her back, ensuring
that the delightful swell of her belly and shaven sex was well
displayed.

The black
overseer’s whip cracked and a piercing shriek cut through the air.
Stumbling, she fell to the dusty flagstones and sprawled helpless
before her captor. The girl wailed and screamed, as her keeper laid
into her defenceless body, ignoring her screams, lashing her
cowering form mercilessly. Finally, realising that the girl
wouldn’t get up of her own accord, the man grabbed her hair,
effortlessly lifting her bodily to her feet. Contemptuously, he
pushed the battered and bruised slave to the platform, where Shara
had so recently been forced to perform.

Now Raker’s
whip cracked ‘You too! Up on that stool!’

Terrified
Shara gazed at the stool, then at the hanging shackles. She could
see that if Raker removed the stool she would be would be suspended
with her feet clear of the block. Dumbly, she shook her head, and a
spray of spittle burst from the ring gag in her mouth, as she
tried a desperate last moment of resistance, moving towards the
edge of the block.

Raker was
having none of it. He growled and slammed her to her knees. Bearing
over her, he shouted:. ‘Get onto the stool, slut, or I’ll flay you
alive!’

Sobbing, Shara
realised that Raker would do just as he said, and with head bowed
she climbed unsteadily onto the stool. Without being told, she
raised her arms towards the manacles, and hung her head in
defeat.

Raker shook
the manacles free, flakes of rust dropping on Shara’s sweating
shoulders. ‘Arms higher!’ he snapped.

Dragging in a
frightened breath, Shara pleaded, silently, shaking her head from
side to side.

But Raker dug
the handle of the whip deep into her ribs. ‘Do it!’ he hissed at
her.

Shara groaned
to herself and obediently stretched onto her toes and pushed her
arms upwards as straight as she could.

Raker shackled
her wrists tightly and then he took the gag from her mouth. ‘I
don’t want a sound from you slut. The gag is removed just so the
customers can see what you really look like.’

The crowd
responded immediately with an appreciative gasp, and excited
comments floated around the hot dusty space.

'Good tits on
this one!’

'Gorgeous
bitch, eh?'

Oh, to whip
that sexy little arse!'

Shara's cheeks
turned flame red in shame and embarrassment. She turned her head to
Raker. 'Please! Please! Let me go? I’ll do any….’

'No way! Just
do as you’re told.’ Raker checked the manacles around her wrists.
‘I told you, I didn’t remove that gag just so you could cackle.’
Then he kicked away the stool, so that the helpless Shara was
suddenly suspended, her full weight tugging at her wrists, the
steel digging into her skin.

She let out a
howl, as her shoulders suddenly burst into a hotspot of pain, as
her own body-weight threatened to tear her arms from their sockets.
Sobbing and gasping, she writhed and twisted, wriggling against the
agony, and her legs flailing wildly, as she tried to find something
to rest her feet on. But there was nothing, of course, and slowly
she stilled herself, as she concentrated on breathing, trying to
bear the terrible agony in her shoulders and wrists.

Raker gazed up
at her, shaking his head slowly. ‘You better stay still, or it's
the whip!' He turned to face the crowd. ‘Morning ladies and
gentlemen...'

Shara was
drifting now. Her head drooped again, and she was praying, knowing
she was lost. Then she even began to admonish herself. 'You stupid
fool…’ she thought. ‘You’re on an island, miles from anywhere No
one knows you are here and Raker and these animals can do as they
like with you! They're going to sell you! And you can't stop them!
Accept it! You’re a slave!’

Then she
howled out as the whip cut into her and she heard Raker,

‘Where are you
slut!’ he looked at her and shook the whip. ‘I just said, do you
want the stool under your feet again?’

Realising that
she had been so wrapped up in her own misery, Shara began to plead
then. ‘Oh yes please! Please Master yes….’

Raker chuckled
and slowly he placed the stool back beneath his suspended charge.
‘No point in damaging the goods, eh slut?’ He poked her in the
ribs. ‘But any more disobedience and I will leave you hanging!
Yes?’

Shara nodded,
and mumbled. ‘Yes Master!’ Finally, to her utter relief, Raker put
the stool back under her feet.

Gratefully,
Shara fell silent, as she relaxed, relishing the feeling as the
pain ebbed away. It did not last long, for Raker stretched out
towards her breasts.

She sobbed,
and her head bowed in shame and degradation as Raker began to
fondle her, lifting the firm orbs, and pulling gently on her
nipple-rings. He grinned as the pain made Shara wince and then he
turned to the crowd. ‘These are what I really call a pair of
nipples.’ He laughed. ‘Now who wouldn’t want to get them in their
mouth!’ He turned to Shara again gloating at her, exposed in her
complete and shivering nudity. ‘This is good meat!' he stroked her
shaven sex. 'No virgin.' He giggled, and shrugged. ‘Well she might
have been when she arrived, but you know how things get broken
here!’ He waited for the crowd's laughter to quieten down then went
on. ‘So who'll start me off at a five thousand.’

A thin,
bearded man raised his arm. ‘I'll go there!'

Then a severe
faced woman, said. ‘And a hundred!'

'And a hundred
again!' came from another woman.

Then there was
a lull, and Raker began stroking her body and thighs. ‘Look at this
folks,’ he said. ‘She is going to be a slave and a half!’

Shara began to
sob quietly to herself, hanging her head, shivering with fright,
with shame, and with the cold.

Still no
further response and Raker gave a disappointed grimace and raised
Shara's head with the handle of his whip. ‘Come on folks. She's
gorgeous! Who'll give me another hundred?’

The crowd
became interested again, and a bald headed man raised his arm.

'Thank you,
sir!' Raker said, looking around for more bids.

'And another
hundred!' It was the severe faced woman again.

'Any
more!'

Silence.

Raker held the
whip in front of Shara's face, and whispered fiercely. ‘Open your
legs slave!’

Still
shivering, the girl obeyed.

Raker tidied
her raven locks, allowing the flowing mane to fall about her. He
waited again as the crowd's admiring gasps diminished, then he
shook the whip in front of Shara's face. ‘Come on slave!'

Shara was
puzzled. Once more he shook the whip in front of Shara's face, so
she caught the smell of the leather, then she understood what he
wanted her to do, and, blushing, trembling with shame, she tilted
her head forwards and placed a soft kiss on the butt of the
whip.

There was a
roar of delight from the crowd as they saw this and Raker took the
whip away from Shara’s face, to stroke it between her breasts. He
had a triumphant gleam in his eyes as he looked at her. ‘You see
slave? You are a natural after all.’ Smiling slightly, he allowed
the whip to nestle inside the vee of her thighs, and slowly he
forced the stiff handle between her labia, spreading her sex wider.
Soon he was moving the handle of the whip relentlessly, back and
forth, watching Shara’s face intently, as he stimulated her.

Then Shara
began to gasp as the will to resist was slowly eroded and she
sagged in her chains, even moving her hips back and forth to keep
rhythm with the movement of the whip.

Oblivious of
the crowd, Shara was suddenly transported to another place, her
mind concentrated on the slow chafing of the whip, harsh, yet also
pleasant, as waves of desire started to wash through her. Her
juices were flowing again and she knew she was approaching another
orgasm, as the burning, flushing ecstasy flowed upwards from her
sex and through her belly and chest. Her mind was whirling in lust
and pleasure as the thrill of the whip mounted, until finally the
blunt end of the handle slowly entered her. She let out a hoarse
gasp and against the clasp of the manacles she tried to bear down
on the whip handle as Raker slowly allowed it to penetrate her
fully.

Grinning at
the writhing Shara’s face, Raker held the whip still, his charge,
unable to stop herself, rolled her hips around and around, shoved
harder against Raker’s hand, forcing the whip deeper into
herself.

Raker grinned
softly, and encouraged her. ‘Come on, come for me! Come for the
crowd! Show them again.’

Only one thing
mattered to Shara now, her orgasm. She had to have the relief, and
with a shuddering, soul shattering scream, she felt her juices
erupt from her, as Raker stepped back, wrenching the whip from her
body.

Gasping and
moaning, Shara allowed her juices to gush, her hips reaching for
the whip, held tantalisingly out of reach, until she could stand no
more. Shuddering, whimpering, she let her weight fall onto the
manacles again, as she hung there gasping a sweating, her heart
pounding her face and body flushed with sexual relief.

Then there was
a sudden shout from the entrance. ‘Raker! I want that one!’

Raker looked
up sharply, then his face split into a beaming grin as he saw the
familiar figure of Sheik Kerim, stalking into the arena,
shouldering his way through the small knot of people. He climbed
onto the block and Shara stiffened in apprehension as her inside
contracted with fear.

The Sheik had
a cruel sneer on his face, as he pulled Shara close to him and his
blunt, thick fingers slid deeply into her sex.

Raker stepped
up. ‘Excellency! You like her?’ He smiled ingratiatingly. ‘I did
say that she is a fine specimen.’

The Sheik
smiled to Raker and then pinched Shara’s inner labia cruelly,
chuckling as the helpless girl screamed out loud, trying to pull
away from him. He held her still, ignoring her struggles. ‘Yes my
friend, you did!’ Then, gently the Sheik massaged Shara's parts for
a few moments before nodding. ‘And so she is. Yes. I do like you,
English!’ He leered at her. ‘You will look well in my house.’ He
placed his wet fingers next to her lips and smiled, waiting.

Shara needed
no telling. Hiding her disgust, she closed her eyes and slowly
licked her own juices from the Sheik’s fingers.

Raker. ‘All
right my friend. I heed your advice. I keep this slut.’

Raker beamed
again. ‘Indeed Excellency!’ Then with a grin at Shara he turned and
announced ‘Withdrawn from sale!’

There was a
chorus of disappointed groans, and murmurs of discontent filled the
air. But the bidders knew. The Sheik had decided to keep the slave,
and that was all there was to it. Besides, there was plenty of
other slave flesh available.

As the hub-bub
died down, Raker, grabbed Shara’s hair, and dragged her to her
knees, then kicking her in the ribs, he glowered at her. ‘You have
been saved slut. You are staying with us. Now, kiss your Master’s
feet in gratitude.’

Shara,
bewildered, tried to work out exactly what was happening to her.
Had she been saved the ignominy of being sold to some evil lecher,
or was this some cruel trick? Then again, worse, would staying here
as a slave to the demented Sheik and Raker, be even worse? Then
another sting of the whip across her arse reminded her of her
place. Hurriedly, she crawled towards the Sheik, bent low and
obeyed, kissing his feet, then staying motionless, remained with
her head low, waiting the next command.

The Sheik
ignored the grovelling Shara, and smiled to Raker. ‘Yes my friend,
you are right!’ he said. ‘The slut’s a natural.’ She will be a
valuable asset here in my little empire!’

He lifted
Shara’s head. ‘Welcome to my family!’ he chuckled. ‘Here you will
learn to be a true, pleasure slave.’ Another chuckle. ‘How easy or
difficult that is, will depend entirely on how well you obey!’ He
pushed Shara to the ground and rolled her towards Raker. ‘Get her
cleaned up. I have plans for her this very night.’

 


 


 



Chapter
Twelve: Shara is Transported

 


Hardly
believing what she had just experienced, Shara was in a half-daze
as she was shepherded from the market area. Desperately she tried
to ignore the jeering crowd and her shame, and utter degradation.
God! She had been put up for auction like a beast in a cattle
market. The Sheik had decided to keep her, yes, but it made little
difference. She was still nothing more than a slave; and she was
theirs. Her life was not her own anymore. She would do whatever
they wanted her to do, or be whipped. God knows, they seemed to
whip a slave just for pleasure, never mind as punishment.

Swallowing as
best she could with such a dry mouth, she knew that her face was
burning with embarrassment, at what she had just been forced to do,
yet she could still feel the memory of her own fingers at her sex;
feel the whip handle inside her body, and recalled the shameless
way in which she had surrendered to it all. Dammit, she still felt
the moistness between her legs, and her cheeks reddened even more,
as she remembered her unwitting, wantonness in front of the baying
crowd of perverts.

She was not
allowed to dwell on things though, for she was suddenly yelping and
squealing, as the whip danced over her flesh. Her screams were
mostly down to being startled however, for she had been whipped so
much, there was a strange numbness in her buttocks. It was as if
her nerve endings had given up tying to send their messages to her
brain. So, amazingly, she hardly felt the whip as it stung her
buttocks. But there was still the humiliation to deal with and she
sobbed, trying to draw in as much air as she could and trying to
shut out the noise of the crowd. Then she realised that Raker was
bawling at her, to get on her knees, and follow the white clad
figure of Sheik Kerim.

Shara dropped
to her knees and scurried after the striding man, wincing and
biting her lip as the rough sand and bits of gravel scraged at her
hands and knees, as she tried to keep up. Keep up she did though,
for each time she showed signs of lagging, the whip stung her back,
still very receptive to pain, eliciting grunts and wails of pain
and anger.

The anger was
wasted. She could do nothing to stop these monsters. She had to
obey them and pray like mad for the chance to escape. Somehow she
had to escape, even if it meant running naked from them.

She could have
no shame about that. If she managed to get free, she would surely
be found by someone, and taken to safety. The fact that she would
be naked seemed somehow insignificant. Her main objective was to
get away.

The whip
seared into her flesh again, scattering her thoughts, and she
wailed as the pain came again and she hurried to catch up with the
fast moving, white robed figure ahead.

The Sheik
strode across another small, deserted square, and walked through a
half-hidden doorway to the right. By the time Shara and Raker
caught up with him, he was already well inside the large room.

The room was a
depressing, dank, stinking place, gloomy and hot. Some kind of
holding-room, for all around the walls there were naked girls,
shackled in pathetic, huddled groups. Sobbing, moaning, crying and
cursing, the unfortunate slaves were all heavily restrained, some
alone, some in groups, but all secured to rings in the wall. There
were also girls chained by the neck into coffles. Some were
sprawled in fitful sleep, and some were slumped despairingly
against the stonework. Others just sat and stared into space. All
of them had that same look of abject surrender in their sad, blank
stares. There was no escape for any of them, and such was the
atmosphere of misery in the room, Shara began to believe that
herself.

Then she was
pulled up sharp as Raker grabbed her hair, and stopped her in her
tracks, close to a huddled group of white, girls. All of them were
like Shara with long, thick dark hair, which of course, like
Shara’s, was at the moment, matted with filth and their own sweat.
The girls also bore the marks of the whip, and the sores of their
shackles. They also each had an iron collar around their necks and
a thick waistband of flexible steel. They were chained together at
the neck and waist, and Shara swallowed, as she saw the spare
lengths of chain and the open waistband, which lay in the dust, at
one end of the little line of human misery.

Raker pushed
her to the floor, where she was spread-eagled, whilst the brutal
sadist shackled the waistband in place. Then the other length of
chain was clipped to her collar, before the Sheik came over to
them, producing a whip from within the folds of his robes.

He folded his
arms and then nodded to Raker who quickly unfastened all the girls’
ankles from the holding chain.

Then the Sheik
cracked his whip across Shara’s breasts, and regardless of her
anguished cries, dragged her to her feet by her hair. Then he
slammed her against the wall, and growled at the others. ‘All of
you. On your feet.’

Whimpering and
moaning, the girls watched nervously as they got to their feet as
quickly as they could, all gazing in terror at the whip, as they
sorted themselves out into a ragged line.

The whip
danced over their bodies again, and the Sheik pointed towards the
other end of the room where Raker was opening another door. ‘Out!’
the Sheik ordered, cracking the leather loudly. The whip stung
Shara’s buttocks, as the line shuffled in submission towards the
open door, Shara being pulled along behind them.

Outside, in
the small yard, there were two vehicles. A shining, white Rolls
Royce, with black windows and a military type truck, devoid of the
usual canvas cover.

It was obvious
which vehicle was going to be transporting the slaves, and
miserably, Shara looked at the dilapidated truck. In place of the
canvas cover there was just a thick piece of angle iron running
fore and aft, along the centreline of the back, about five feet
from the wooden truck-bed. Along the bar, there were pairs of
manacles hanging down and Shara groaned, and like the others,
slumped her shoulders in misery, as they were herded towards the
truck.

The Sheik and
Raker were now urging them forwards with their whips. ‘Hurry!’
Raker barked. ‘Move your arses sluts. We’ve got a long way to go,
and the rainy season is here. We don’t want to get bogged down with
this truck, so move it.’ The whip crashed into Shara’s buttocks and
the numbness having worn off some, she squealed as the lead girls
hurried a little almost pulling her over.

In less than
two minutes, all of the captive girls were in the truck, seated
three to each side, on narrow splintery boards, their wrists
manacled to the elevated bar in front of them.

Raker looked
up at them as the Sheik moved away towards his limousine. The door
opened and the Sheik climbed in, and Shara just caught a glimpse of
the gorgeous, naked blonde, collared and chained to the seat
inside.

The bullying
sadist cracked his whip and then grabbed hold of Shara’s hair. ‘No
use looking at the Roller!’ He chuckled and pushed her towards the
truck. ‘You bitches travel second class. And if you want a piss,
you do it where you sit.’ He grinned like an ape, then. ‘But,’ he
wagged a finger in warning, ‘if you need a crap, you hold it until
we stop.’ The whip cracked loudly in the air. ‘Any mess like that
in the truck and I’ll make you bitches suffer.’ Again the whip
lashed across the backs of the girls on Shara’s side of the truck.
‘Is that clear?’

The six girls
nodded almost in unison and then stared blankly, in utter misery at
the deck. Shara knew that not one of them was under any illusion.
The disgusting threat that Raker had just made was not an idle one.
They also knew what was happening to them, and what they were to
become. The only uncertainty for them was exactly what horrors
these brutal people had in store for them.
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