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The weather was gorgeous. When I say that,
bear in mind we were on the Mediterranean, an area blessed by some
of the most beautiful weather on Earth. More specifically, we were
on the yacht Adventure – which was certainly living up to its name
as far as I was concerned!

The Adventure was three hundred feet long,
had a huge hot tub and a small swimming pool, as well as a
helicopter deck if you happened to be impatient to get back to
shore. It also had rooms, er, cabins, furnished as only the truly
wealthy could.

I am not truly wealthy. Even my parents are
merely rich. I am moderately well-off because of a trust fund
established for me by my grandfather, into which my father found it
convenient, for tax purposes, to put a lot of money back when I was
considered a good girl.

I'm not a good girl now, by anyone's
reckoning. Most certainly I stopped being a good girl when my
parents were embarrassed by the string of scandals involving me and
unsuitable boys and men and a series of experiments with drugs.
That was when they sent me to Europe to get rid of me – er, to
further my education.

I was continuing my education here aboard
the Adventure.

Since meeting Gray, whom I had called Mister
Gray before realizing that was actually his first name, I had been
on something of a thrill ride of sexual adventures. I had come to
Monaco thinking I was jaded and sophisticated for all I had grown
up in a New York penthouse and gone to the finest schools.

There was little I thought he could have
demonstrated in terms of sex. I had, at least in part due to
rebellion, and in part due to looking for affection (not previously
supplied by my parental units) had a lot of sexual experiences
given I was barely eighteen.

I had come to realize since meeting Gray,
how adolescent those sexual encounters had been, how brief and
playful and lacking sophistication they were. Gray was a truly
jaded man, and his idea of sexual adventures was considerably
darker than mine had been.

I was a naif. I was an unsophisticated,
wide-eyed girl who had no idea what she was getting into. Gray had
shocked me and thrilled me and introduced me to sexual behavior I
had only previously heard of, and only 'sort of' heard of.

Certainly guys had tied me up before, but
that was childish compared to the shackles Gray had used! And no
one had previously introduced me to the idea of painful pleasure,
or perhaps, pleasurable pain. Not until he had strapped my bottom
until it felt like it was on fire, then sodomized me into a
tremendous orgasm!

I don't think Gray is a sadist, though, for
all of that. He's simply a typical upper class Brit who thinks he's
superior to everyone else, and likes to demonstrate it. He regarded
me, I knew, as something of a new-found toy, and was experimenting
with what interesting things I could do, or be made to do, which
would provide him with amusement.

His friend Alexander was even worse. He was
a Russian who, as far as I could tell, had absconded with a large
amount of money, and was set on living a hedonistic lifestyle of
luxury with his slutty Russian girlfriend Nika.

They all seemed to enjoy shocking me. I was
a good ten years younger than the men, and probably five years
younger than Nika, and they took pleasure in introducing me to new
ideas, new sexual ideas, new degrading sexual ideas.

As if I wasn't already younger, more
innocent, less experienced and sophisticated, and much less sure of
myself than I had pretended to Gray (and which he had instantly
seen through). I struggle against the thought that I was innocent,
actually. Perhaps naïve would be a better description.

And now for the fourth day in a row I was
nude. I am, luckily, a girl who has always been fairly comfortable
in my own skin. But being naked all the time, especially around
others, was... weird. It was the right weather for it, of course,
and we were on a yacht in the Med, but it wasn't like we were
alone.

There were stewards about, and they had all
seen me naked, and involved in sexually explicit behavior. One of
them had even been allowed to grope me mercilessly!

For I was, you see, Gray's 'Slave'! I mean,
not really, but that was the game had had introduced me to, and it
had proven to be such a wickedly thrilling game I was reluctant to
abandon it despite occasional bouts of severe doubt.

One of those bouts had come when they'd
taken me ashore in Algeria and sold me at auction as a slave! Or so
it had seemed. It had been a sham, as it turned out. But at the
time I had been far from certain. And I will never in my life
forget the shock of being nude up on a stage, wrists locked behind
my neck, back arched, as the auctioneer took bids from a crowd of
Arab men!

It had been shocking, horribly embarrassing,
and somewhat frightening at the time. I say 'somewhat' since I had
more or less assumed it was fake. But more or less is not the same
as sure!

It had been the experience of a lifetime.
And now that it was in my past, and now that I had no fear, the
memories took on an incredibly vivid emotional and erotic tinge in
my mind. I could get aroused just thinking about it!

I had stood on a stage – NAKED – feet apart,
hands behind my neck, back arched, and been bid on by scores of
men! The memory didn't just arouse me it sent little shock waves
reverberating through my mind and body!

How do you get over something like that?! I
mean, it wasn't like I had PTSD or something. The trauma was there,
though, only it didn't lead to thoughts of fear or anguish but
dark, seething heat and excitement!

Don't get me wrong. I have no interest in
becoming an actual slave girl to some Arab guy! I enjoy my
luxuries, and my freedom. Why would I want to trade that in to be
someone's bitch? Especially when it wasn't even someone I chose,
like Gray, who had a great body, and was handsome and
sophisticated?

But Gray had awakened a dark obsession for
sexual submission within myself, and I was still fascinated by its
many possibilities, and eager to explore it further.

I am blonde, at the moment, for Gray had
arranged for my hair to be dyed on the theory Arabs loved blonde
girls and I would fetch a better price at auction. I had not been
consulted on this, nor did I approve, at least, not entirely. I do
like the thought that as a blonde I fit in so well with the
stereotypes of slutty party girls.

At least, I do now. I hadn't wanted to
before. Then I'd wanted to seem cool and sophisticated. Gray had
changed that. Now I was exploring this aspect of my personality.
And the fact I was so far from home and anyone I knew played a big
part in my ability to do so.

I mean, I'd only known Gray a few days, and
Alex and Nika a day less. I hardly knew anyone in this whole
hemisphere! So why did I have to worry about damage to my
reputation when I had none?

So time to have fun, right?

I have the body and the face to incite lust
in men, and now, for the first time in my life, I didn't even have
to put on a show of modesty, or show the slightest sign of virtuous
behavior. In fact, under the rules of this little game I'd fallen
into I had no choice about what I did anyway! That pretty much took
away any sense of having to be careful what I did and how people
looked at me!

Even around women. Even around Nika, who,
frankly, I did not like!

That wasn't just a case of seeing her as a
rival either, which I'm pretty sure is how she saw me. Nika enjoyed
embarrassing me, and had extremely skillful fingers and tongue. She
had taught me a lot about how to please a woman sexually, by
driving me out of my mind with her expertise.

Even when I hadn't wanted it. She'd done it
in front of the guys, though, demonstrating for them how weak I
was, and how easily manipulated. I was sure that was why she'd done
it, too. It certainly hadn't been because she wanted to give me
pleasure for its own sake.

Nika is like a cat playing with a mouse,
amusing herself by making me look and feel stupid and weak, and it
really pissed me off that she could make my body betray my best
efforts at resisting her. She was tall for a woman, with that
classic hourglass figure, with big fake boobs and wide hips.

And at the moment, the legs attached to
those hips were splayed wide and draped across the arms of the
chaise lounge she was reclining on. She was as naked as I was, and
her fist was filled with a thick, tangled mass of my hair as she
held my face pressed to her sex.

Actually, she was more naked than me. She
had nothing on. I was wearing a stainless steel collar, and
matching shackles on my wrists. The shackles were locked together
behind my back at that moment, as if to emphasize just how helpless
I was to obey and please her as my tongue licked frantically at her
clitoris.

In her other hand, she held a long, thin
quirt, which she was enjoying casually flicking down so that the
thin leather tip snapped against my bare bottom with stinging
impacts which belied how light of weight it was.

“Higher, slut,” she said in her accented
English, grinding my face into her pussy.

The 'boys' were sitting off to the side
enjoying the show, sipping wine and munching on delicacies the
steward had brought in.

I was impaled by a pair of large dildos Nika
had stuffed into me, and the oversized nipple rings she had forced
into the piercings where I had long kept narrower gauge studs had
been hung with small weights so that as I moved they swung back and
forth and tugged on nipples which throbbed constantly.

We were on the back, lower deck of the yacht
as it moved through the gently swelling waves, on its way to I knew
not where. Nika was continuing her 'lessons' in pleasing women, a
skill she had thought me highly deficient in when I'd come
aboard.

But I think the real lesson was in
domination. Nika enjoyed dominating me. She was Russian, while I
was American. She had fake boobs, while mine were real and full and
youthfully firm. She was poor, while came from a rich family. I was
prettier than her, more slender, and my body was certainly more
toned.

Not that she was unattractive by any means.
Alexander would not, I think, have kept her around otherwise. But
she was very much aware of that, and how important it was for him
to find her hot and exciting. She did not enjoy the comparison to a
'skinny assed American teenager', as she called me.

More importantly, my being there didn't
really matter to me. I wasn't there on Gray's sufferance. I was
suffering Gray as long as I found the ride exciting. I had
alternatives. I had money. I think that was what really made her
jealous, not the fear Alexander would find some blonde teenager to
replace her.

The alternative for her was to go back to
some shithole in Russia and try to find another man to support her.
The alternative for me was to go back to my flat in Monaco with the
marble floors and look around the casinos for another amusing man
to play with.

I as putting up with Nika because it was
part of the game, and I was relishing the game, reveling in it! I
didn't want to break away from it just because I wasn't enjoying
the lesbian part of it. And if you want the truth, a part of me
was enjoying that too.

It was the... helplessness that I enjoyed,
the being controlled, being ordered, being made to do nasty sexual
things, being mistreated, being punished. Did that mean deep down
inside I felt guilty over things and felt I needed punishment? I
don't know, and I wasn't really into exploring the reasons.

My insides ached and throbbed around the two
big silicon cocks she'd shoved into my body, and my nipples
throbbed and ached as the weights swung from the too-large rings
she'd forced into them. My jaw definitely ached as I kept licking,
for I guess the muscles which let me do so were not very strong
compared to hers.

But I was deeply aroused, despite all that.
I was aroused because I was naked and sweating and moaning and
being treated like shit there on my knees by this bitch, and
because two handsome men were looking on with interest. I was
aroused because being sexually submissive excited me.

It wasn't something I had ever expected to
discover about myself. But Gray had shown me. And since then that
fascination had only grown deeper, the heat more breathless as they
treated me like his 'slave girl'.

I mean, come on! This was fucking
outrageous! What I was doing would have shocked the hell out of
even my more jaded schoolmates! It shocked the hell out of me,
after all! Who did shit like this!? No one I had ever known, that
was for sure!

Except me now!

She let the little quirt flick out again,
and the long, thin strip of leather swung down, curling across my
buttocks as she aimed at my clitoris. She usually missed, in no
small part because the big dildo protruding from the taut lips of
my sex blocked the thing.

This time it hit, and I squealed and jerked
forward against her as she tugged on my hair.

“Don't lick like a dog, little slave,” she
said. “Use your lower lip to support your tongue and move your
mouth.”

“It takes a lot of time to train a slave
girl properly,” Alexander said.

“Yes, but it's so enjoyable doing the
training,” Gray replied in amusement.

It always sent a little ripple of excitement
when they referred to me as a slave girl, or a sex slave. In fact,
they hadn't used my name since the evening I'd gone home with Gray
and he'd found my name in his wallet.

They just called me slave, or slave
girl.

“The better the training the more value they
bring at auction,” Alex said.

“Certainly true. A pretty blonde slave girl
is an expensive commodity.”

“Especially in Africa,” Alexander said.

“I think the Arabs, the Africans and even
the Indians are all equally fascinated in the carnal nature of the
blonde.”

“As are we all, my friend!” Alex
laughed.

One of the stewards showed up, in his white
uniform, carrying a silver tray. He could not ignore what was
happening with me and Nika, but did his best to appear nonchalant
and not to stare.

The crew seemed to be mostly Arabs, and what
they must have thought of the sexual mores and dress of us
westerners doesn't bear thinking upon. On the other hand, Arab men
are just as slutty as western ones given the opportunity. I knew
that to be a fact!

“A chilled bottle, sir?” the steward, Ahmed,
said, bowing slightly.

The white wine Alexander had been swigging
had warmed in the heat, so he took the new one instead, and Ahmed
walked away, rolling his eyes excitedly towards us girls as he
left.

Being seen like this still made my face
heat, but not as much as it used to, especially since Algeria. Was
it weird I was getting used to strangers seeing me naked, and doing
the most obscene things?

Was it weirder that, in some way, it turned
me on to have that happen?!

The little whip flicked down across my
bottom again and I squealed in pain.

“Stick your tongue deeper, slave girl,” she
ordered in a languid voice.

I did my best, but my tongue was just not as
adept as hers. She could stretch her tongue an amazing distance.
She was doing her best to get mine stretched, too, by making me
perform exercises, not the least of which was licking her, and by
sometimes hanging weights from my tongue!

My tongue, by the way, also had a ring in
it. Like my nipples and clitoral hood I'd had it pierced during my
rebellious phase, and largely contented myself with keeping a stud
in it. And like the others, that had not been good enough for Gray
and Alex and Nika.

Like the other rings, this one was a
slightly thicker gauge than I was used to from the stud, which made
my tongue ache. It also made performing oral sex an interesting
experience, and I wasn't quite sure if those on the receiving end
liked it better than they would had my tongue not been pierced.

The piercing was forward on my tongue so
that the ring was able to actually hang over the tip. I didn't
think it mattered a lot for blow jobs, but it did with performing
on a girl. Not that Nika was going to cut me any slack, of course.
Her pleasure included mistreating me, so she could get it one way
or the other.

“You need to beat her more, Gray,” she said.
“She is not putting all her heart into it.”

“That's because at heart, she prefers to
have a man's cock in her mouth, my dear,” Gray said.

“A slave girl should always do her best to
please whoever she is performing on,” Nika said stubbornly.

She flicked the switch down across my ass
again.

“Suck my clit, slave girl,” she ordered.

I did my best, believe me, but she still
jerked my head up and back sharply by the hair, making me gasp in
pain.

“Do you love me, slave girl?” she
purred.

I knew what answer I needed to give, even
though it was far from the truth!

“Yes, mistress!” I said, panting.

“Then lick my clitoris, dirty girl,” she
ordered, jamming my face in between her legs again.

I did my best, of course, and she was
starting to show some actual responsiveness now, which encouraged
me to work harder – along with the little quirt. She was not as...
loud as me, when she came, but she still moaned and ground my face
into her as I was finally able to give her an orgasm.

A second orgasm, that is. I had already
given her one not that long ago.

Then it was back to kneeling in the corner,
head back, back arched, knees spread, hands behind my neck, while
she put her suit back on and joined the men in casual
relaxation.

I had not sat down on a chair since arriving
on the yacht. It was the deck for me, even when eating.

The dildos inside me ached even more, since
the way I was sitting, while it did have my buttocks propped on my
feet and lower legs somewhat, brought the base of the both dildos
into contact with the deck. If I wasn't careful I'd feel the sharp
ache of one or the other – or both – jabbing me deep inside!

“Did you ever buy that Apple stock you were
going to?” Alexander asked.

“Yes, I bought it two months ago,” Gray
said. “I think its' quite under valued.”

“Any company with hundreds of billions in
cash is a reasonably safe bet.”

They talked about stock, and I, knowing
nothing about stocks, was bored. I think Nika was too, because she
picked up a handful of peanuts from a bowl and started tossing them
at me, one by one. I flinched at the first, which bounced off my
forehead, but then resolved to keep still.

The next bounced off my chest, then the one
after bounced off my right breast. Following peanuts hit my head,
my breasts, my belly, and my face, in no particular order, as I
knelt still and arched. It irritated me and made me indignant, but
at the same time it aroused me simply because through it I was
demonstrating again that I was a helpless slave girl who had to
stay still as she'd been ordered!

I know that sounds weird, but it did.

“Pick up the peanuts, slave. With your
tongue,” she ordered.

I unbent, which made my back happy, then
fell forward onto all fours, lowering my front end so I could start
licking the peanuts off the deck. I didn't mind that. I liked
peanuts after all. But it was another dark little example of being
a slave girl.

I moved around, the weights dangling from my
rings hitting the deck as I lowered the front part of my body to
lick at the peanuts. My nipples were sore and throbbing but
terribly hard at the same time.

When I crawled closer to the table to lick
one up she dumped her drink on my back.

“Don't make a mess, Nika,” Alexander said in
annoyance.

She sniffed, then she got up and went
inside, unannounced, which didn't bother me in the least. I liked
being alone with the men, their eyes constantly moving to me and
rising up and down my body.

I finished with the peanuts, then licked up
the drink, at Gray's amused direction, before resuming my position
in the corner, back arched, hands behind my neck.

I know it's weird, but it was … hot, in a
slow, low boil, kind of simmering sort of way.

They shifted their conversation to Russian,
then, though, which irritated me. I wasn't sure if they were simply
being obnoxious or if they didn't want me to know what they were
saying.

They got up, then, still talking to each
other in Russian. Gray bent me forward and unlinked the shackles
which bound my wrists behind me, then picked up the, well.. leash,
and snapped it to the collar around my neck.

He did not have me rise, however. Instead he
simply pushed further forward on the back of my neck, and I fell
onto all fours. Alex went inside, and he followed, pulling on the
chain, which forced me to follow along, on my hands and knees.

It always took my breath away when he did
this. I mean, crawling on all fours like some kind of animal, like
a pet, naked, did something weird to my head. It didn't do anything
good to my knees, mind you, depending on where I was crawling!

But just inside the open doorway was the
broad, open parlor, which was for entertaining indoors. It was
huge, and had a thick rug which was easy on my knees as Gray led me
across it.

“This is weird,” I said, panting.

“What's weird, slave girl?” he asked.

“I'm crawling like a dog.”

He paused, bent over and slapped my bottom,
and I gasped.

“That's for not saying sir.”

“Dick.”

He slapped my ass again and I winced.

“Sir,” he said.

“Sir,” I muttered.

“You're my bitch, aren't you?”

“Yes, sir,” I said.

“Then there's nothing strange about you
crawling like a dog.”
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He walked up the passageway and I followed,
crawling until I reached his room. Once inside he patted the bed,
and told me to climb in, then undid the shackles and drew them down
behind my back to refasten them together.

He got rope from the closet, and I looked at
it uncertainly even as he tied a rope to each of my ankles, then
another to the link between the shackles around my wrists.

“Kneel, slave girl,” he ordered.

I rose on my knees, and he re-positioned me
so I was in the middle of the bed, then pushed me so I fell onto my
back. He took hold of the ropes leading to my ankles, though and
pulled them upward. My ankles were already near my hips, my knees
bent, and he pulled the ropes tautly and tied them to the
headboard.

“Why do you have to tie me up when I'll do
anything you want?” I asked, curiously.

“I like the... visual presentation,” he
said.

“Why?”

He reached down and pinched my nipple
sharply, then gave it a twist that made me yelp.

“Sir,” he said sternly.

“Why, siiiiir?”

“I'm not sure precisely.”

With my ankles attached to the headboard by
ropes he took hold of the one attached to my wrists, which were
under me and pulled. I felt the pull drawing my wrists downward,
and gasped for he was a strong man, and the pull put pressure on my
body to slide down the bed.

It couldn't, however, because my ankles,
which were next to my upper thighs and were bound to the headboard.
So what happened was my arms were forced down anyway, and my
shoulders were then drawn down after them, which arched my back
quite sharply into the air to the point it wasn't even touching the
bed any more, except at the shoulders!

“Tortured innocence, maybe?” he said,
examining me.

“I-I'm not innocent!” I gasped.

“Of course you are, child,” he said with a
smile.

“I'm not a child either!”

“Arguing with your master, slave girl? That
definitely calls for punishment.”

I bit my lip as he moved over to the
dresser. I heard an odd sound, then he returned with a large candle
in his hand! I gulped as he grinned at me, then bent over, the
candle alight, and began to very gently and delicately let small
drops of wax fall onto my nipples.

“Ow! Oh! Please!” I gasped, twisting my head
from side to side and pulling against the ropes to no avail.

“Being a bad slave girl means getting
punished,” he said.

“I'm sorry, sir!” I moaned as hot wax fell
around each nipple.

“Are you sorry for arguing with your master,
slave girl?”

“Yes, sir!” I moaned.

He let the wax dribble slowly down the
center of my breastbone, and I squealed and yelped and twisted.

“Say it aloud.”

“I'm sorry for arguing with you, sir!” I
exclaimed.

His other finger was rubbing the ring ball
across my clitoris, making me gasp and moan and whimper. The ring
ball was this spiked little ball attached to the ring which pierced
my clitoral hood. The ring itself was large enough to frame my
clitoris neatly, and the little spiked ball hung loosely from
it.

It was irritating to my clitoris on an on
again, off again basis, but when someone rubbed it against me it
was considerably more.

“Are you sorry for being a naughty slave
girl?” he asked.

“Yes, sir!” I gasped. “I'm sorry for being a
naughty slave girl!”

He raised the candle again, dribbling more
wax around each nipple and the rings piercing them.

As he did so he reached for the bedside
table and opened the drawer, taking out a vibrator and turning it
on. That was placed against the little spiked ball, then as I
yelped and moaned and squirmed, my hips rolling as best they could
as he watched in amusement.

My nipples were burning, the wax forming a
hot shell around them which only slowly began to cool as it
hardened. Meanwhile the vibrator was making the spiked ball grind
wildly against my clitoris!

Only the weird thing was that even though
the ball was making these stinging, grinding, aching sensations in
my clitoris, my body was starting to burn and throb more and more
powerfully! Maybe it was the tight restraint, or maybe my body
couldn't tell the difference between pleasure and pain down there
any more as the vibrator buzzed against me!

Then he turned off the vibrator, slipped his
thumb in under the ball, gripped the dildo still stuffed into me,
and began to slowly pump the dildo in and out as his thumb stroked
across my clitoris!

The dildo was one with a sort of wide round
bulge an inch or so from the bottom. That bulge rested neatly
within the tautly clutching lips of my sex, so when he pulled it
back it forced them to strain wider to let it slide free. Then they
had to strain out once more when he pushed it back. This produced a
sharp little repeatedly aching sensation to go with the dildo
pumping in and out and his thumb stroking deliciously across my
clitoris.

And sent me into orgasm within seconds!

My hips bucked frantically against the ropes
as my head thrashed and a torrent of sexual energy and pleasure
swept through my body! I cried out repeatedly, though I was soon
almost breathless, arching and twisting and writhing amid the storm
of sensation, drunk on it, dazed by it, adoring it, until the
orgasm finally eased and left me gasping and limp.

He sheathed the dildo inside me again, then
used his fingers to break off the hardened wax around my nipples,
and pluck the hardened drops off my breastbone and belly.

Then he sat on the edge of the bed, pulling
an ice cube from his drink, and placed it against my left nipple. I
gasped and tried to twist aside, but my movements were limited and
he followed easily, rubbing the cold, melting cube around and
around my tingling nipple and ring!

“Oh! Please, sir!” I gasped.

He ignored me, rubbing it directly back and
forth over my nipple, then circling it again, as cold little
droplets of water slowly began to trickle down across my
breast!

“Oh! Please! It's too cold!” I moaned.

“First the wax is too hot then the ice is
too cold. You're quite the complainer, slave girl.”

He let his icy fingers circle my other
nipple and then set the ice down on it, following my body as it
twisted and writhed, smiling to himself as he circled the nipple,
then slid the cube down the center of my chest.

“Oh! Don'! Please, sir!”

He ignored me, and slid the melting cube to
the side and up along my ribs!

“Ahh! Oh!” I squealed! “Stop it, you
asshole!”

“Tsk, tsk. The slave girl is being bad
again,” he said, sliding the cube down my ribs and across my
belly.

“It's cold!” I protested.

Well, we shall have to heat you up again
then,” he said.

He took the ice cube away, tossed it into
his glass, then slid his fingers into my mouth.

“Suck,” he ordered.

I closed my lips obediently, moaning around
his fingers as he pumped them slowly in and out, licking them until
he pulled them free and stood up.

“Impudent little slave girls must be
punished,” he said.

He hummed to himself as he moved to the foot
of the bed, and untied the rope there which was bound to my wrists.
He held tightly to it, though, and then gripped the tall post at
the corner of the bed to help climb onto the bed and stand
there.

He fed the rope straight up to the ceiling,
and as I stared up there I saw there was a ring, actually several
rings set into the ceiling. They were painted the same color as the
swirling carved pattern that was in the center of the room, and
hardly noticeable unless you looked.

The ring in question was above me, and he
fed the rope through it and pulled.

I gasped, as my wrists were pulled even
harder, drawing my shoulders down and forcing my knees further
apart. Moreover, the rope went up sharply across my pussy, sinking
between the lips of my sex now as my bottom was raised off the bed.
He tied it off above him with some effort, then climbed down,
leaving me even more tautly bound!

Only my head and shoulders, my legs below
the knees, and my arms were now touching the bed as my body bowed
sharply up!

Gray went over to one of the dressers and
opened a few drawers before finding what he apparently was looking
for. Then he turned to face me, his eyes gleaming, and in his hand
was... well.. a whip!

It had a short handle, and extending from
that were a multitude of slim leather laces which were perhaps a
foot or so long.

I groaned weakly, eyes rolling aside to him,
then back up along my body, to where the rope was digging into my
pink flesh – and not incidentally, rubbing against my clitoris if I
moved much!

“You will learn respect for your betters,
slave girl,” he said.

I bit my tongue on saying something about
him not being my better, just my older, then decided to hell with
it.

“You're not my better, just my older!” I
gasped.

“I'm both,” he said, swinging his arm
down.

The laces were thin, and fairly lightweight,
but they all landed, maybe a dozen, at about the same time, spread
out to snap down across my bowed chest in a crackle of stings!

“Ah!” I cried, eyes going wide as I felt the
shock of disbelief, excitement and pain all at once.

“Bad slave girl,” he said.

“Oh!” I cried as the whip cut down across my
breasts again!

I squealed and twisted, staring at the thin
pink lines across my taut breasts, dark heat swirling inside me
even with the stinging! At the same time I felt a rush of sensation
from between my legs, because the rope there was grinding against
me, against the side of the dildo impaling me, and across my
clitoris when my hips jerked in response to the whip!

I mean... fuck!

“Ow! Oh! Don't! Oww! Ungh! Ahh!” I gasped,
writhing and twisting as he let the whip fall across my chest again
and again and again!

My body couldn't not react given how
sensitive my breasts were, and my hips kept jerking, grinding
myself against the rope! My breasts began to feel warm and
throbbing and more sensitive as he let the light laces swing down
against them repeatedly, and I was gripped by a wild, swirling,
churning vortex of dark, outrageous heat at being... well... sort
of tortured!

Whipped! He was whipping my breasts!
Fuck!

“Please, sir!” I cried.

He ignored me, almost languidly swinging his
wrist down to let the laces sweep down across my flesh.

“Please, master!” I cried.

He halted. “Ah, now there is a word I rather
appreciate,” he said. “Say it again, slave girl.”

“Please,” I gasped, staring at my
breasts.

He swung the whip down again.

“Ow! Please, master!” I cried.

“Much better. Say that word again.”

“Master!” I gasped, feeling a rush of heat
at it.

“Yes, I'm glad you finally realize it. Say
it again.”

“Master!” I gasped, my breasts warm, my
nipples throbbing.

He bent over and gripped my hair roughly,
and I gasped as he kissed me on the lips just as roughly, a long,
full, deep kiss as I moaned and whimpered, and my hips began to
tremble and grind my pussy against the rope in a slow up and down
movement that ached and burned wonderfully!

He released my hair and straightened up,
then picked up the vibrator and turned it on, pressing it against
my clitoris.

I gasped and moaned, the sudden vibrations
making me quiver and boil so that my hips jerked spastically. I
gasped and yelped and moaned as I was ground against the rope, as
it rubbed me, sometimes against my clitoris, sometimes against the
ring and ball, depending on my movements!

But I couldn't stop moving! Not with that
vibrator grinding against me! I squealed helplessly, hips bucking
and jerking and grinding, rubbing myself against the rope as the
heat boiled higher inside me until it exploded, not just in one
orgasm, but a series of them, my squeals turning to louder and more
passionate cries of pleasure, then more breathless ones, then sobs
of exhausted, dazed fever heat!

“Remember who your master is, slave girl,”
he said.

*

I knew there was going to be something I
didn't like when Nika came for me.

Gray had left me tied as I was, aching,
gasping and moaning. I was worn out and bedraggled, but still
tightly bound and bent and bowed. And after a while I'd rubbed
myself deliberately against the rope, which ached and burned, but
came again.

Then I'd been quite exhausted, and aching,
wanting to be released, my back and shoulders and wrists aching.
But no one had come for me so I had been forced to remain in place.
I started feeling sorry for myself, but got flashbacks to when I
was shackled in that dungeon thing, the prison cell, or whatever it
had been in the dark, on the stone floor.

This was certainly better than that, but
even so, it was a reminder of how slave girls could be tied
helpless, at the mercy of others, and that was still something I
was feeling fascinated with being immersed in.

Nika untied me, which was about the first
thing I was grateful to her for. I groaned as I was finally able to
straighten my spine and move my shoulders, and lay stretching and
shifting on the bed as she had cleared away the ropes and put them
away. She even pulled Gray's sex toys out of me and put them back
into a drawer.

“On your feet, slave girl,” she said in her
Russian accented English.

I groaned but then gasped in pain as she
gripped my hair, pulling it sharply, half dragging me over the side
of the bed! I grabbed her arm, and scrambled to come after her as
she pulled me onto the floor, then into the bathroom.

“Time to clean you up,” she said.

I resented her again. She wasn't so much
older than me she could act like I was some child, though she
always did, the smarmy bitch. But since she was dressed, not in her
usual thong but in an actual dress, she let me shower myself, at
least, thought after that she dried my hair, brushing it the way
she wanted, which was the way Gray wanted, with lots of
bangs across my forehead.

I vowed to dye my hair something else when
this little play acting was done. Blonde might be a great color for
a sex slave, but less so for a woman who wanted to be taken
seriously. Though, of course, being taken seriously wasn't really
what I was after on this uhm, holiday.

She shoved a butt-plug into me when she was
done, which ached, at first, but which I put up with.

There was a loud noise outside which made me
look up. It continued, and I realized it was the sound of a
helicopter. I knew the boat had a helipad, but had not really
thought anyone used it, and as the noise got louder and louder I
wondered whether we were going somewhere or someone was
visiting.

She pulled my wrists behind me and fastened
the restraints, then attached the leash to the collar and tugged me
roughly after her as she went up the passageway. This time we
turned halfway along and took the stairs higher, and I started to
feel a sense of trepidation about who we might meet while I was
naked.

I mean, I'd been getting used to being seen
naked and involved in sex, but every new person was still a shock.
Even being seen by the stewards sent a flush of squirming
embarrassment through my mind, though the outrageousness of that
did often excite me, as well.

We climbed up to the next level, then turned
and continued climbing, and the noise from the helicopter got
louder. It was so loud now that I was sure it had actually landed
on the boat! That turned out to be correct, as she led me out onto
the top deck and we could see it before us, the rotors slowing.

I blushed hotly as the pilot glanced out
through the cockpit at me, looking over to where Gray waited. Nika
handed him my leash with a bit of a sour look, and he smiled and
led me over to the helicopter.

There was no point asking questions. Even
though the rotors had slowed the machine was still making far too
much noise for conversation. There was also no point in resisting.
It would just have caused an unpleasant scene, and the pilot had
already seen me.

Gray led me to the rear of the helicopter
and helped me climb in, then leaned in and buckled my seat-belt as
the pilot turned and leered at me. I flushed and looked away, my
mind squirming, wondering what was happening.

Gray closed the door, however, then got in
the front with the pilot. He put on headphones, and I could see the
two of them speaking into little attached microphones, but could
not hear them. The helicopter grew louder as the rotors spun
faster, then it took off and we rose into the air!

We didn't have to rise very far for me to
see the land, especially as we headed in that direction. The fact I
was naked and shackled began to matter less to me than where we
were going, and what Gray intended.

I could see that there was some kind of town
or small city ahead as we traveled closer, but it didn't look like
a European one, and my eyes kept flicking to the pilot. He didn't
have a rear view mirror, but he spent a lot of time with his head
turned towards Gray and his eyes rolled over towards me!

And there was nothing I could do but keep my
legs crossed!

We flew over the town or city or port or
whatever it was, and kept going, and I began to lose the
embarrassment at being naked around the pilot as I looked down,
with some fascination, at what looked like a beautiful green delta
surrounding a river, with farms and villages scattered around.

We flew up along the river some distance,
until we came to another small city or large town. Like the other,
it was definitely not European. The yacht had been moving along the
North African coast, after all. I had no idea where we were, as the
helicopter settled lower.

It overflew the city or town and then
settled within the walls of a large compound with a number of
smaller and one larger building, and I started to feel the tension
within me growing once again at the prospect of other people seeing
me like this.

That tension got worse as we approached the
open field where we were apparently going to land, for there were
several men there! They were in traditional Arab robes, like some
of the ones back in Algeria who had bid on me, and my heart started
to pound as my mind squirmed self-consciously!

But there was no way for me to even protest
to Gray! The sound of the helicopter made it impossible to be heard
without the headphones and microphones the two men up front
had!

The helicopter landed, and one of the men
opened the front door and greeted Gray as I sat, head low in the
back, face starting to burn as the eyes of the men looked in
through the glass at me! Then Gray opened the door wide and undid
my seat belt, tugging on me.

What could I do!? I had to slide out! So I
did, with three Arab men looking at me! I dropped my head low, face
hot, as Gray took the leash, and then joined the men walking
towards the larger building in the distance!

Holy shit! I could hardly believe I was
walking along naked and collared and shackled among strangers
like... like I was some kind of... of slave girl!

Gray was speaking with them, but again, it
wasn't in English, so in addition to Russian I guess he spoke
Arabic. We walked down a path, past a fountain, the stone hot under
my bare feet. The sun was shining brightly above, and I envied the
men in their headdresses as it burned through my blonde hair like
nobody's business!

I had other things to worry about but the
heat, though! The place wasn't crowded, but it wasn't empty either,
and everyone we passed stared at me with wide eyes, though I tried
my best to not see any of them up close!

Until Gray stopped and slapped my bottom
sharply.

I gasped and stumbled forward, and he
gripped my hair behind my head, tugging it sharply back.

“Head and shoulders back, slave girl,” he
ordered.

God, God, God!

I obeyed, though, wanting desperately to get
wherever we were going, out of the open, somewhere there wasn't
gardeners and others moving around! He pulled on the leash and I
was pulled after him as he resumed his discussion with the Arab
men, and we came to the large building's doorway, where another man
held the door open, his eyes raking me as we passed inside.

It was air conditioned, thankfully, but the
corridor was very broad, very high, and very brightly lit! Now my
nipples started to harden in the cool air as I walked along, head
up, eyes staying clear of anyone's face as embarrassment and
discomfort filled me!

God, I thought, and I had the butt-plug in
me too! Those we passed, who turned to look at me would notice
that!

The walls were blue and yellow and covered
with sculpted designs, while the floor was gleaming marble in a
shimmering gray-white, and several men in robes stopped and bowed
as we passed, their eyes ravishing me as I looked away.

This was a huge freaking corridor! The
ceiling was twenty feet above, and the corridor was wider than most
rooms, with small chairs and table set along the walls.
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We stopped, and two of the men walked on as
Gray and one of the others led me into a room. It was a smallish
room, a workshop of sorts, and Gray took me over and had me stand
in front of a small, wizened man who smiled ingratiatingly at him,
and whose eyes gravitated towards my breasts like he'd like to
shove his face into them!

He turned away, though, and showed the two
men some things on a table, which I couldn't see, since their backs
were to me. They spoke about them, then Gray turned to me and
removed the collar around my neck. The others turned, and I saw the
wizened man had another collar in his hands.

This collar was made of gold, with stylized
leaf carvings around two sides, and a line of diamonds, or fake
diamonds, I suppose, running along the top and bottom of the
collar. Gray opened the collar under the man's instructions, and
then slipped it around my throat before closing it behind my
neck.

I stood rigidly still, face flushed, still
squirming with embarrassment while the two Arab men enjoyed the
sight of my body!

Gray took out a small needle like tool and
then gripped one of the nipple rings, making me gasp as he raised
it up and out. There was a tiny hole on the inner part of the ring,
barely visible, and he stuck the needle into it. This allowed the
ring to be opened, and he removed it.

The one he replaced it with was similar, but
slightly larger, though not thicker. And it was gold. He replaced
the other nipple ring in the same manner, then grinned at me as he
helped me up onto a stool. He undid the ring through my clitoral
hood and replaced it with another, though this one thankfully had
no spiked ball.

He turned me and bent me over and the little
man held... well, what looked like, a gold butt-plug! And it was
thicker and longer than the one inside me! I felt someone, probably
Gray, slowly pulling that one out of me, and then the pressure as
the new one pushed against my opening, slowly stretching it wider,
then slipping inside – deep inside!

From there, he took up a pair of gold
shackles. They were each about three times as wide as a man's
watchband, gold, with leave carvings, and inlaid with diamonds.
They were much heavier than the ones he'd removed and I wondered if
they could actually be real gold. He put another pair around my
ankles, and fastened them tightly.

The men were speaking together in Arabic the
entire time, and I was still far too embarrassed to try to
interrupt as the little man gave Gray what looked like a small gold
chain. He attached this to the back of the collar, then drew my
wrists up behind my back. Rather than simply letting them rest
together at the small of my back, he raised my wrists up between my
shoulder blades, then attached them to the chain.

That forced my shoulders back, and the men
seemed to like the affect. Then Gray said something, and gripped my
hair, pulling it sharply back. I gasped, mouth opening wide, and
the little man nodded and hurried away, returning with another gold
ring.

“Stick your tongue out, slave,” Gray
ordered.

I felt a strange, twisty sort of heat
rushing down my body at that. And I felt, as the intensity of the
embarrassment eased, that I was starting to sink down into the dark
fantasy of being a real slave girl.

I pushed my tongue out. It could already
extend further than it once had, thanks to Nika, and he removed the
ring and replaced it with the gold one. Then the men laughed
together, as if at a joke, and Gray grinned, picking up his leash.
The leash normally clipped to the collar, but instead he clipped it
to the ring piercing my tongue!

The little man bowed rapidly, and then Gray
and the Arab guy left. I scurried after, not wanting any tension on
the leash Gray held in his hand! Just the weight of it held loosely
by him pulled my tongue over my lower lip and downward!

We walked up the corridor with me like that,
naked, my tongue hanging over my lower lip, and by the way, unable
to speak, of course! We reached a cross corridor. This one had a
thick blue rug running down the center, and Gray paused and turned
me, then removed the chain which held the shackles up behind my
back, before unlinking the shackles themselves so my arms were
free.

Then he pushed down on my shoulders, forcing
me to my knees, and then down onto all fours.

And began to walk on!

I scurried to keep up, of course! How could
I not!? He and the other man strolled down the broad corridor, with
him casually holding the leash in hand, and my tongue pushed out as
I crawled along behind him!

I was almost dazed by the shock of how...
fucking outrageous it was! I had been feeling embarrassed and
degraded before, but this was so blatant! My bare breasts swung
below me as I crawled, and I was soon panting like a dog, gasping
whenever the leash pulled a little at my tongue ring!

We met two more men coming up the corridor,
two new men, and I moaned inwardly, feeling another kind of shock
of embarrassment as the four men stopped and chatted, and looked
down at me, as if discussing me.

“You should sit back on your heels whenever
we stop, slave girl,” Gray said.

I couldn't exactly reply, and I was fairly
sure that if I didn't do as he said I'd get a slap to my ass, so I
obeyed, sitting back on my heels.

“Knees wide,” he said sternly.

I obeyed, face hot, as the four men looked
down at me, and the occasional other man or woman passed us,
staring wide-eyed.

This was so fucking insane!

But... that thrum of energy was starting to
roll up and down my body again. It was the energy of the
outrageous, the dark sexual energy which flowed from somewhere
nasty and feral in the back of my mind, something which reveled in
being treated in a wickedly demeaning way.

The four men turned into another room, with
Gray leading me along on all fours, my tongue protruding as the
chain led me along. The room we went into had a ceiling even higher
than the corridors. It was very large, and the floor was of marble,
but there was once again a large rug in the middle, which my knees
were grateful for.

The room was perhaps fifty feet on a side,
with large, high windows letting in the sun, and large potted palms
along the walls. There was a thick red rug running down the center,
bordered by slender roman columns – fake ones, since they were only
about seven feet high and didn't hold anything up.

There were rows of very low tables facing
each other on either side of that carpet, most of them empty, but
not all. At the far end, six men sat cross legged at three of the
low tables, and just past them was another table at right angles,
behind which sat another man in an Arabic headdress.

And I was led up the center of these tables,
crawling, breasts swaying, tongue protruding, as everyone stared at
me!

Everyone seemed in a jovial mood, and the
men stood as we arrived, shaking hands with or bowing to Gray, and
he to them. Gray pulled up on the leash, which forced my tongue up
and made me sit quickly back onto my heels. He removed the chain,
then, but pulled my wrists up and back over my head, fastening the
wrist shackles to the back of the collar.

“Back arched, slave, elbows back,” he
said.

Still dazed, shocked and at a loss, I
obeyed, as he pressed his foot against my leg, indicating I needed
to spread them wider. He then left me there in the middle between
the tables as he went to greet the guy at the end.

He and the others settled down at the
tables, then, four of the low tables facing each other across the
aisle, with one at the end facing me.

And I knelt there naked, sitting on my
heels, knees wide, back arched, and hands behind my neck!

I think my eyes were probably kind of glazed
by all this, and I couldn't have spoken if I wanted to, and I was
too embarrassed to do so. Besides, I didn't think anyone spoke
English but Gray.

The new shock of this new revealing position
faded, and I felt that low thrumming continuing inside me as
servants came in, men all of them, and began to put trays of food
on the low tables. The men chatted together as they ate and drank,
and the servants moved in and out, back and forth, staring
furtively at me as they passed.

I had no idea what was going to happen to
me! But I was pretty sure I had very little say in it! Were all
these guys going to do me!? They were mostly middle aged and not
that attractive, so I kind of hoped not. On the other hand, the
idea was horribly, darkly exciting!

There was a clamoring inside my head, a wild
and swirling mix of emotions which kept my heart pounding and pulse
racing as I knelt there in that large room naked! Every eye which
slid sideways over me made me squirm a little, or made my heart
thump harder!

And that only gradually diminished as time
passed. It certainly didn't end! And it was certainly still present
when Gray motioned to me, snapped his fingers, and then held out a
piece of... something. I knew it was food. He motioned me to come
forward, and I knew... I knew that didn't mean to stand up!

More eyes turned to me and I felt my pulse
racing faster, felt my skin heat, as I rose up off my heels and
kind of knee-walked forward a bit to where Gray sat cross-legged on
a wide cushion. I stared at him wonderingly, and he held the thing
out in his hand, held low so I had to lean forward, my hips against
the table, my breasts spilling downward as I bent.

I licked the piece of food from his hand. It
was heavily spiced, but I found I was hungry, and quickly chewed
and swallowed it as I straightened up. It was some kind of
vegetable, but I didn't really care what.

He held out another piece and I bent forward
again, certainly giving the men across the aisle from us a great
view, and took it from his hand again. He reached behind me,
though, before I could straighten, pulling me down further so that
my breasts pressed into the table.

He then reached behind my neck and undid the
shackles from the collar.

“Keep your hands behind your neck, slave
girl,” he ordered.

I did, as I straightened up again.

“Turn around, crawl over to the other table
on all fours, and take what you are given,” he ordered me.

I blanched, turning to see one of the Arabic
men with a big leer on his face and holding out a piece of
something. I hesitated, but knew Gray would punish me – publicly,
as in right here, if I didn't. So I turned and dropped to all
fours, then crawled across the aisle to the stranger.

God, this was so incredibly degrading! I was
horribly embarrassed, and yet I was also getting horribly
aroused!

I took the piece of food from his hand,
though, as he spoke – though not to me. Gray replied, and the man
laughed, then reached up and cupped and squeezed one of my bare
breasts as I bent over the table. The other man at that table
reached up to grope my other breast!

I crawled back to Gray at his snapped
fingers, and ate more pieces from his fingers, and then he directed
me to crawl up to what I guess was the head table and take a piece
from the hand of the bearded man sitting there.

There was a round of laughter at something
the bearded man said, then he stood up and walked around the low
table, sitting down on it as if it were a stool. He hiked up his
robe and he was naked underneath – and hard!

I gulped, and whipped my head around to
stare at Gray. He frowned and nodded and I felt another wave of
embarrassment sweep through me, mixed with more of that dark,
strange glittering heat.

I had zero interest in the bearded Arab, but
the situation, if you will, that was incredibly... freakily
hot!

His fingers combed through my hair and I
crawled reluctantly closer, then stared at his hard cock. Well, I
knew what to do about that, if nothing else! So I moved closer and
began to lick the head – as everyone else looked on!

I guess what I'd done before on the yacht
had sort of prepared me for this to some degree, but there were
more strangers here watching, and the setting was just … different!
It was both more horribly embarrassing and more darkly
thrilling!

I started bobbing up and down on the man's
cock as his fingers continued to stroke through my hair, and then
raised my hands, using them to gently cup and massage his balls as
I slid down all the way to the base of his cock.

Again, it didn't matter to me who he was.
What was burning in my mind was doing this in front of a bunch of
strangers!

I eased slowly back up, and at least he
wasn't shoving down on the top of my head to keep me there.
Instead, his fingers were still combing through my hair, as if
fascinated by the color and texture. Then he reached down and
kneaded my breast as I slid my lips back down the length of
him.

The thing is, I wasn't sure how much of a
hurry they were in. And these were Arabs. I had some previous
experience with Arabs, and they were all macho assholes. That meant
he wanted to put on a good show for the other macho asshole Arabs
and might be unhappy if I made him come too quickly.

This thinking, by the way, has nothing to do
with being a slave girl. Keeping mens precious egos intact is a
constant consideration for girls and women.

So I slid off his cock and started licking
along the base, then mouthing his hairy balls, which, blech, but
whatever. It wasn't the act which was turning me on anyway, but the
watchers.

And I was getting incredibly turned on,
despite everything! Despite the deer-in-the-headlights feeling
which had been keeping my mind frozen since we'd touched down in
the helicopter, I was getting more and more aroused.

Because this was so sick!

I worked my way back up the shaft and
slipped the head into my mouth again, bobbing up and down as I
sucked and licked. The guy was still talking with the others, in a
jovial fashion, like joking back and forth, but then I felt the
pressure as his hand began to push down on my head.

I slid my lips down the length of him,
taking him deep, and his grip shifted on my head, bunching up my
hair to grip in his fist. He pulled up, then pushed down, then did
it again, and I fought not to gag as he laughed and forced my head
up and down with rapid movements that had his stiff cock stroking
back and forth inside my throat.

I had some experience with this, though, and
I coped well enough, especially since I knew that it was exciting
him more, and that would make him come faster, which it did. He
jammed my head down deep, grunting as he released himself deep down
my throat, and then made another joke of some kind, which the
others laughed at.

His cock shrank quickly and he released my
hair so that I slid back onto my heels, panting and gulping in
air.

“Come here, slave,” Gray ordered.

I turned, chest still heaving, and crawled
back along the aisle between the tables until I got closer to him,
then he pointed at the floor in the middle.

“Lay down on your back.”

Still gulping in air, I turned and grunted,
sat down, then lay down on the rug, with my head pointed at the
door and my feet towards the big shot at the head table.

“Draw your knees up and apart,” he said.

I obeyed again, feeling that … that strange
rippling rush come over me as I looked back along the row of men
and spread my knees wide.

“Now pleasure yourself,” Gray ordered.

I felt a harsh jolt of energy and
embarrassment, of shocked denial, followed by a hot, bubbling flood
of dark arousal. He wanted me to masturbate! To do it right there
on the floor with all these men watching! Fuck! That was so
outrageous!

It was so outrageous it excited me, it
turned me on, and I moaned as my body thrummed with more and more
sexual energy!

At the same time, my face heated with
embarrassment. I know they'd already seen me naked, already seen me
give a guy a blow job, but this... this was something you just
didn't do in front of other people – except for slave girls, I
guess.

But what else could I do? I was in fucking
north Africa!

I shuddered with embarrassment mixed with a
relentless heat, my hands moving jerkily at first as they slid over
my torso, as they caressed my breasts, then slid down my body. The
energy began to make me tremble, and my fingers shook a bit as they
slid down to stroke across my clitoris!

I flinched mentally, another rush of heat
coming to my face, but then continued, massaging my clitoris, which
responded instantly and with such intensity my hips bucked
upward!

My God! I was really masturbating in front
of a bunch of strange men! And I was going to come!

I knew that from just the first seconds, as
my fingers stroked faster and the heat began to burn like a fever,
flooding up into my mind! The fingers of my other hand pushed
slowly into my body, then began to pump with growing passion as I
continued to stroke my clitoris.

The sexual heat was swirling and churning
through a twisted mass of emotions, from fear and anxiety about
what Gray was ultimately going to do to me, to humiliation at being
seen like this, to the dark thrills of experiencing this dark,
kinky sex!

I was such a whore! But... as a slave girl
that was all right...

Wasn't it?

My fingers began to plunge into the tight,
moist heat of my sex as my hips ground against them, and I laid my
head back, gasping, moaning, staring up at the ceiling as I drove
myself into a trembling sexual meltdown! I came, gurgling and
crying out weakly, back arching as my hips bucked frantically
against my pumping fingers!

And they looked on, watching, eating,
laughing, and joking among themselves, as if this was their dinner
entertainment. Which I guess it was.

I half expected this to turn into a
gang-bang, and was prepared for it, even though most of these guys
were not my idea of attractive. None of them showed any sign of
coming out from behind their low tables, though, as I lay there,
panting and groaning in the aftermath of the orgasm.

Gray ordered me back to his table, to kneel,
knees apart, hands behind my neck again, as he and they finished
eating. Then he attached the leash to my tongue ring again, and led
me, crawling, down the aisle and out into the hall, with two of the
men following and chatting with him.

I had to endure another of those shattering,
humiliating crawling journeys along the corridors, with wide eyed
people occasionally passing and staring at me, then we reached an
outside door, and Gray pulled me to my feet and removed the leash
from my tongue ring, attaching it to my collar instead.

He locked my wrists behind my back, then led
me outside and along a path down towards the river. There was a
boat there, nothing like the one we'd come off of. It was maybe
forty or fifty feet long, and very shallow and open. It did have a
roof of sorts, made of canvas stretched across poles, but all the
sides were wide open.

There were also several men at the docks, to
again make my face flush hotly as their eyes ravished me!

These were not the sophisticated Arabs in
robes, though. These were poor men who worked on docks – and on
boats. Gray helped me get into the boat there, and then followed
me. There was already a boatman there, wearing shorts, and another
skinny guy there in a robe.

The boat cast off and headed up the river,
and Gray undid my shackles.

“Where are we going?” I asked.

He slapped my bottom and I winced.

“Sir,” I grumbled.

“You did well inside, slave girl. The sheikh
was most impressed.”

I felt myself flush. “What was all
that?”

He slapped my bottom again, with the two
skinny Arab men looking on with interest.

“Sir!”

“The Sheikh controls this part of Egypt.
He's very rich and politically powerful.

“And you told him I was your slave girl,
sir?”

“No, I told him the truth. You were a rich
American girl who was enjoying pretending to be a slave girl. That
interested him much more than just being a slave girl in reality.
He has lots of those.”

“He does!”

“Slavery has a very, very long history in
Egypt and is still, while illegal, practiced today. It's a very
corrupt country, you see, so the authorities look the other
way.”

“But where are we going now? Sir?”

“We're taking a boat ride along the Nile,
slave girl, a dream come true for many stuck in their boring little
jobs in their boring little cubicles.”

“But... won't I get... arrested or something
if someone sees me like this!?”He sighed and slapped my bottom
again.

“Sir, I mean!” I gasped, rubbing my
bottom.

“Not as long as the Sheikh has approved of
you, and those designs on your collar say you belong to him. No one
will dare harm or arrest you without checking with him first.”

I brought my hands to the collar around my
neck, feeling a little shock of both excitement and anxiety.

“I belong to him?”

“You're his slave girl, or so people who see
that will assume.”

“Like... for real!?”

“Yes, they don't play games around this sort
of thing in this country.”

The boat had comfortable padded seats, and
we sat down as the boatman worked the engine in the rear, and the
other man cut some vegetables and fruits and handed them to us to
snack on. He could hardly keep his huge, bulging eyes off me, but
seemed very, very obsequious and afraid of giving offense to
Gray.

Gray, in that English fashion, treated him
like furniture.

It took me a bit of time to lose my
embarrassment about being naked, and to do the same, but eventually
I began to get used to it. I mean, lots of people had seen me naked
lately.

“Are these real gold, sir?”

“Very. And real diamonds?”

“Seriously? These things must cost a
fortune.”

“The Sheikh has any number of fortunes.”

I got up and walked along the boat, climbing
up onto the bow and holding onto a tall pole there as we headed
downriver, staring around me at the scenery, at the farms and
villages which drifted past. We were really traveling up the Nile
river on a boat! And I was a naked slave girl!

Radical!
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It was a lazy, relaxing, comfortable
journey, with beautiful sights passing us by on either side, and me
getting more and more relaxed and comfortable with being naked,
even as we passed the occasional boat with big eyed men staring at
me.

I can't say I ever began to feel exactly
normal, being naked like that. But I was much less embarrassed. And
in fact, began to feel a low level of arousal, a constant,
simmering heat at how daring and wicked and exciting it was to be
acting like a naked slave girl right out in the open!

I mean, yes, it was a bit embarrassing when
people on the shore looked across, or when we passed other boats.
But even so, I started to feel this sense of almost gleeful,
impudent exhibitionism! I was never much of a show off but I was
certainly enjoying flaunting my naked slave girl persona in the
faces of everyone we passed!

We pulled into a dock a few hours later, and
the embarrassment surged up within me once more at the strangers
there. There wasn't anything I could really do about it, though, as
roughly dressed, skinny looking men loaded some things into the
boat – one of whom fell into the river while staring at me – and an
enormous black man got in to sit next to Gray.

They shook hands and spoke in Arabic, as the
boat pushed out into the river again and continued south.

“Slave girl,” Gray said, snapping his
fingers and pointing at the deck in front of them.

I felt a new flush to my face as I moved
forward, then knelt in front of them, sitting on my heels, and
bringing my hands up behind my neck as I spread my knees apart.

The man was very black, very very black, and
very big, and very broad shouldered, with a huge chest under his
robe. He also had dark eyes and scowled at me in suspicious fashion
that made me nervous.

His arms looked thicker than my thighs, and
were way more muscular!

He barked out something in a rough voice as
he stared at me.

“You offend the Emir,” Gray said in a mild
voice.

The man spoke again.

“All women are sluttish, which is why they
must be decently covered, to protect men from being seduced into
sin and wickedness,” Gray said in the same voice.

A part of me cringed, for I was, after all,
acting pretty damned sluttish, but another part of me was offended,
like, fuck him! Plus I was embarrassed and anxious.

“You're the one who wants me naked!” I
gulped.

The man scowled even more deeply, and spoke
again.

“The Emir is offended that you spoke. Women
are not to speak without permission,” Gray said. “He says you must
be severely punished.”

The man spoke to the skinny man in the robe
and then stood up. He towered over me, and stepped forward, then
grasped my hair as he turned. I yelped as he sat down on the padded
seat facing Gray and yanked me up and back and across his lap!

“Oh! Wait! Don't!” I squealed, as my hair
got pulled!

The little man in the robe scurried back and
handed the big Black man a kind of, well.. it was like a paddle, a
short, rectangular paddle, like a sort of flattened spatula, only
it was made of hardened leather instead!

He swung it down across my upraised bottom
and it hit with a loud crack of noise which was echoed a moment
later by a sharp burst of stinging pain in my ass!

That stung!

I yelled in pain, squirming there on his
lap, but he was an awfully big man!

Crack! The leather paddle thing
snapped down across my bottom again and I squealed in pain!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

Blow after blow landed, delivering sharp,
stinging blows to my soft flesh, and I continued to squirm wildly,
trying to reach back to protect my poor bottom! Of course, that
just got my wrists cuffed together, and then he continued.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

My flesh was starting to heat up rapidly as
the sharp, stinging blows continued! My breathing was getting
ragged as sharp sting followed sharp sting on my increasingly
tender and sensitive bottom!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

The fact the boatman and the other guy, the
guy in the robe, were looking on eagerly made the experience even
more embarrassing than it would have been, and added to this
growing sense I was in a foreign land where I was really, at least
temporarily, like a sex slave!

Especially when the big guy stopped and ran
his hand over my bare bottom, then down between my legs. He spoke
as he did so, but of course, I couldn't understand it. I could feel
his big fingers stroking my pussy, though, and then pushing inside
me.

Because I had been on a low simmer for some
time already, I was warm and moist as his big fingers pushed into
the tightness of my vaginal sheath. I groaned anyway, but even so,
felt a wave of relief at the respite. I much preferred his hands
down there than landing that paddle thing on my burning ass!

He was so big I felt like a child across his
lap, and that too added to the overwhelming sense of being
completely helpless and completely adrift, with no ability
whatsoever to control what was happening. He couldn't speak my
language, and my hands were shackled behind me. Plus, of course, I
had no money and was completely naked in a foreign country!

How could you be any more helpless than
that!?

“Oh!” I gasped, as his finger went deep
inside me!

They continued to speak, as Gray relaxed
back on his seat watching, and then a second finger pushed into me.
The two together were huge! I shuddered as they began to move in
and out. They pulled free and I felt him gripping the base of the
gold butt plug thing. I groaned as the thick part pushed against my
sphincter and slowly, slowly oozed out of me!

He said something again and a moment later I
felt the crack of his bare hand across my bottom. I yelped and
twisted and wriggled but he only laughed. Then his fingers pushed
into my sex again, with another one, I guess his thumb, sliding
into my ass!

They all sort of squeezed in together inside
me as if I was a bowling ball, as his other hand slid roughly up
and down my body and under my ribs to roughly grope my breast!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

I cried out, moaning and gasping and
wriggling, as the paddle began to smack down against my bare bottom
again! He was using his left hand this time, as his right was half
buried inside me!

The sharp stings were very sharp indeed, and
my entire bottom began to burn, as if it were radiating heat! I
gasped and sobbed weakly, writhing and wriggling and kicking my
legs uselessly, but the blows continued.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

My bottom was on fire! I began to feel an
overwhelming sense of desperation to make the blows stop, but I
knew nothing I said or did would matter!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Please!” I gasped. “Please, sir! Please,
master!” I cried, eyes starting to tear up.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Please, master!” I cried, sobbing now.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Do you wish to show him how meek and
submissive you are, slave girl?” Gray asked.

“Yes! Yes, please!” I cried, frantically
seizing on anything to get the stinging and burning to stop!

“You must make obeisance to him, then,” Gray
said. “He is offended by you flaunting your whorish body.”

“I-I don't know what – !”

Crack!

“Ow! Please, master!” I moaned.

The two men spoke, and the black man
abruptly dumped me out of his lap. I gasped in pain as I hit the
bottom of the boat, landing on my back.

“Show obeisance to him,” Gray said.

“I don't... I don't know what...”

“On your knees before him, with your chest
low, and lick his feet.”

I moaned, rolling onto my side, and
squirming closer, then onto my belly, raising my hips up as I moved
my lips closer to his feet. He wasn't wearing boots, but sandals.
Some part of me thought this was gross, but it was a lot better
than the burning heat still radiating from my upraised bottom!

My hair was tangled and I was sweating, I
realized, as I licked at the sandal which crossed his foot.

“Bottom high, legs wide,” Gray ordered

I moaned, raising my bottom higher, pressing
my breasts into the deck as I spread my knees wide, wide apart,
licking up along the Black man's foot, along his bare skin now,
then licking back down towards the sandal part.

He dragged me back onto his lap as if I
weighed nothing, and the leather paddle came down on my bottom
again!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Oh! Ow! Please! Please, master!” I cried as
my bottom rapidly caught fire again.

“The Emir did not think you put very much
effort into it,” Gray said.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

My bottom was flaming with heat as I cried
out again and again, tears filling my eyes now as I became more
desperate to make it stop!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

He dumped me onto the deck again and I
gasped, moaning, whimpering, bedraggled, sweating and gasping for
breath.

“Better show more enthusiasm this time,
slave girl,” Gray said.

Moaning, I rolled over onto my belly and
rose up on my knees, scrabbling in, breasts against the deck as I
licked much more enthusiastically, uncaring of how disgusting it
might or might not be! My tongue licked eagerly over his feet and
toes, and up around his ankles!

He raised his foot up and I licked up and
down along the underside of the sandal, moaning helplessly, frantic
to please!

Suddenly, he shoved his foot forward,
throwing me roughly back to sprawl on my back and bound arms.

“The Emir forgives you,” Gray said
ironically. “He now wishes to use your body. Roll over and present
yourself to him for use.”

Gasping, I obeyed, raising my hips once more
and spreading my knees. The huge Black man slid forward off the
seat and onto the deck behind me, his giant hands gripping my hips
and jerking them higher still.

Then I felt a warm, soft pressure against my
anal opening. I moaned as the pressure grew more intense, as it
slowly stretched my sphincter open wider and wider. I was sort of,
well, prepared, or had been, because of the butt-plug and then his
thumb, but if that was his cock being pushed into me it was a thick
one!

I groaned helplessly, cheek against the
dirty bottom of the boat as his cock continued to stretch me
painfully open, then started to slide down into my quivering body!
He felt thicker than Gray, who was a big man himself, and I
shuddered as his cock began to pump slowly in and out, pushing ever
deeper.

I had never felt quite so... so owned
before, as he worked his thickness deeper into my belly. All I
cared about doing was pleasing him, keeping him happy so he didn't
strap me again! I guess that shows how easy it is to shock someone
who was relatively unused to any sort of pain.

Yes, Gray had strapped my bottom before, but
while it had hurt, it had been in the midst of a heat wave
enveloping my body, with my pussy grinding against a vibrator and
my mind feverish with sexual desire. So it hadn't seemed to matter
so much.

And this had stung more, and been more...
remorseless, I guess you could say. It had also been more scary
given the size of the guy, that he was some kind of barbarian
foreigner who couldn't even speak English, and given he was some
strange foreign potentate who could literally do anything he wanted
to me!

Now I began to feel my insides cramping as
his thick cock drove even deeper, stretching me and filling me up,
I grunted and gasped and moaned with each deep thrust, my breasts
crushed beneath me into the deck, my cheek feeling the grit of the
bare wood against it, my knees aching as my bottom remained high
and open for him.

He did nothing to please me. He was there to
please himself with my body, and that was that. He thrust deeper
and harder, and the aching in my belly grew worse, as my fingers
dug into the palms of my hands and I moaned and whimpered
helplessly.

Gray would have reached down to rub my
clitoris, but this guy's big, rough black hands touched my body
only to please himself. He gathered in my hair at one point, to
yank it up and back sharply so he could roughly grope my
breasts.

Meanwhile his thick cock punched me in the
belly again and again, and I shuddered and trembled at his
lust!

And it was then that I started to get
aroused.

It was his roughness, his treating me like I
was nothing but a servant or... a slave, someone who owed him
obedience and respect but who was owed nothing in return. That was
terribly degrading and demeaning, and it was in a sexual context,
which started to put me in an almost dazed state of acceptance.

And by acceptance I mean, yes, I was
a slave girl, a sex slave, a person who must obey or be punished,
whose body was to be used by anyone who wanted it. I was sinking
into an almost dream-like state of being a sex slave, my
mind and body fully accepting it for real, not as a game (even
though I sort of, kind of still knew it wasn't).

And that was what started to ignite that
dark side of my mind which sought the glittering erotic heat of
being sexually dominated, of being mastered and used. Gray was
watching and so were the other two Arabs, and that added another
edge to what was happening, as the big Black man shoved his cock
achingly deep into my body again and again!

God, I was... I was just... helpless, like a
slave girl!

I moaned and trembled as his hips began to
strike my upraised bottom, as his cock speared deep into my belly,
and his rough hands casually manhandled me for his pleasure. I was
riding a whirlwind and completely at its mercy, and I felt the
thrill of darkness growing within my body and mind.

I ached inside, but a burning heat was
starting to spread out in all directions as he used me so roughly,
and a part of me longed to reach down between my legs to rub my
clitoris, my wrists actually jerking against the shackles holding
them behind me as his cock slid in and out of my back opening.

He gathered in my hair again, yanking my
head up and back, lifting my face, shoulders and chest off the
deck, holding me in that position as his hips continued to strike
my buttocks and his cock continued to spear into my belly!

I shuddered and moaned and cried out, eyes
glazed, rolling them at Gray, then past him at the boatman eagerly
watching, with the front of his robe thrust up and out by his
erection. I cried out again and again as the man used me, as he
reamed me out, as he pounded me like a whore, his hands roughly
slapping and groping my breasts as he held my hair back like the
reins of a horse.

“Please!” I moaned and panted. “Please!”

“Please what, slave girl?” Gray asked.

“Please make me come, master!” I moaned.

He said something in Arabic, and the other
man replied.

“He says you do not deserve an orgasm,” Gray
said. “A slave must learn to serve and service men and give them
pleasure before they can be permitted to have any.”

Even so, I was getting awfully near an
orgasm! It wouldn't have taken much to push me over the edge, just
a little rubbing at my clitoris! My breasts were swollen and my
very stiff nipples throbbing as they swung back and forth below
me.

And then he stopped, buried inside me, so
that my belly ached. He yanked harder on my hair, forcing me
upright and back against his chest. I moaned as I knelt there,
impaled on his stiff cock, as he fondled my breasts and chewed on
the nape of my neck.

But then he shoved me forward so I fell
awkwardly on my shoulders, and resumed thrusting hard and fast for
several seconds, until with a grunt of pleasure, he came, with his
cock buried deep in my ass!

*

My wrists were uncuffed, and the Arab in the
robe was sent back to sit next to the boatman as I was made their
servant. And believe me, they wanted eager service! I scrambled to
pour for them, to fetch for them, and to present them with whatever
they wanted in a submissive fashion, usually on my knees. Anything
else got a slap on my tender bottom!

No more showing off for the passersby or
flaunting my body to them. Now I stayed on my knees in attendance
to the two men as they spoke, my eyes watchful for the first sign
that they wanted something.

All the while, though, my inner heat warred
with anxiety about the need to please them. This, after all, was
very slave-girl like!

We came to another port, a larger one. There
were a lot of men waiting there, and I blanched, looking anxiously
at Gray. He merely motioned me over and then locked the shackles
together behind my back again.

The gold butt-plug was back in my still sore
bottom, and he attached the leash to the collar once again, which I
thought meant we were getting off the boat. We were. The boat came
in next to the wooden dock, and Gray stepped out, with the Arab in
the boat handing luggage up to some Arabs on the dock.

Or trying to. They were mostly paying
attention to me, staring in open mouthed shock.

The big Black guy got up, then and pulled me
to my feet. And suddenly I was up across his shoulder like a bag of
potatoes as he climbed onto the dock. He set me down beside him and
took the leash, leading me behind as Gray got out behind us.

I gasped, face hot as he pulled me along
through HUNDREDS of people! It was a small village, maybe, by some
standards, but it was also by the river, and lots of these little
boats apparently came and went. The streets were filled with men
and women in robes, the women mostly having their hair and often
their faces covered.

Everyone stared at me, but no one moved to
intervene, and nobody seemed to dare say anything as the massive
Black man strode along ahead of me. I scurried after him, my bare
feet kicking up little puffs of dirt in the dusty earth street.

I had certainly been used to being...
exposed... to strangers over the past week, but nothing like this!
I scurried along with my head down, hiding behind my own blonde
hair as he walked through the streets, hearing the hubbub of
conversations die around us wherever we went as people stared in
astonishment!

And then, suddenly, we were out on the other
side of the little town, and there was desert before us, and...
camels.

And more men!

They were all black, and all in those robe
things. One of them came over to me and gripped my hair behind the
neck, jerking it up and back roughly and saying something which
made the others laugh as I cried out. Then he spun me around and
unlinked my shackles, only to lock them together again in front of
me and tie a rope to them.

It was a long rope and he led it to one of
the camels, tying it to the saddle.

The men all got on the camels and they
started moving out into the desert, forcing me to lurch into a half
trot, half walk behind them. I was already sweating and panting in
the heat, but things got progressively worse as the camels
continued their slow, stately pace.

I mean, it would have been fairly easy to
keep up in decent weather, but not in this heat! Not with my feet
sinking into the sand again and again! Not with the sun pounding
down on my blonde head! I fell and sprawled forward on my belly
several times, to be dragged along by the camel as if I weighed
nothing until I picked myself up and staggered after them!

I looked in vain for some sign of Gray. I
assumed he was one of the men in those robes, but I couldn't tell
from behind! Then I stumbled again, gasping for breath, and the
camel caravan halted. The giant Black man slid down off his camel
and gripped the rope, literally dragging me through the sand to him
as others laughed.

He picked me up bodily and slung me over the
camel, then climbed up behind me and the caravan started moving
again.

I was sweating like a pig, believe me, and
dazed from the heat. I only groaned when he gripped my hair, pulled
my head up and back, and shoved a water bottle into my mouth. I
drank greedily, gulping down water as quickly as I could
swallow!

He laughed and then let my head fall before
pouring the remainder over my body. A moment later he dug something
out of one of the saddle bags and opened it, then began slathering
a slick oil over my bottom, over my thighs and my pussy, before
sliding his hand down my back and over my shoulders.

I assumed, dazedly, that it was some sort of
suntan lotion, but didn't really care. It made my body feel slick
and slippery, and when his hand rubbed it into my face it smelled
of roses, oddly.

The blood went to my head, at first, for I
was draped sideways across the camel, with my head hanging down,
and my head throbbed, but that seemed to go away after a few
minutes, as if my body figured out how to equalize things.

I managed to catch my breath, though I still
felt incredibly overheated – on the outside this time. But then his
hand began to casually knead my buttocks, my slick, slippery
buttocks, then caress my pussy. They were big, work-roughened
hands, but now he was gentle, stroking my clitoris, and sliding
fingers deep into my sex.

I couldn't even see what he was doing. I was
in a dazed condition, staring at the side of the camel, and the
dirt below us as we walked along. But this guy apparently had
skilled fingers. I began to feel the heat within me very soon, and
that heat spread and intensified as his big fingers slid in and out
and stroked across my slippery clitoris.

The heat within me grew worse, and I began
to moan in pleasure, almost unconsciously rubbing my breasts
against the side of the camel to stimulate more sensations as his
fingers thrust deep. He halted before I could climax, though, and
left me alone for a while.

Then he resumed his fingering and stroking,
and heated me up inside once more, again, only to stop and ignore
me for a time. I groaned dazedly, still completely adrift, having
no idea what was happening to me, or what was going to happen to
me, and no way to influence it.

I remembered what he had said about my not
deserving an orgasm as he heated me up repeatedly, only to let me
slowly cool off again.

He let me down to have me stumble along
beside his camel for a time, then dragged me back up again,
applying more of that slippery lotion to my face and body, and
fingering me once again.
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At last, we stopped for the evening, though
I hadn't been aware it was near. I had long since lost track of
time.

The men all climbed down and attended to
their camels, and I realized for the first time that Gray was not
among them. That was a shock! I stared around, wide-eyed, wondering
what the hell I was going to do now! Did anyone here speak
English!? Had Gray arranged for another little excursion for me
where I wasn't quite sure if my slave girl status was real or
not?!

The men made camp by the side of a small
oasis. It was not like something in the movies, with a wide pool
you could swim in. It was just some trees and scrub, and a small
well. But they set up tents and blankets, while I was ordered to
carry stuff back and forth, scurrying quickly to avoid sharp slaps
to the bottom which all the men seemed to be pleased to give
me!

There were about ten men there, all of them
as black as the big guy, whose name I had by now figured out was
Mohamed, since everyone called him that. And now that we were alone
and not on the camels I was beginning to feel an incredible and
building atmosphere of... well, as if I were a big, fat, tasty
sheep in with a pack of wolves!

That was scary! But it also was appealing to
that dark side of my mind. The sexual tension grew inside me as I
moved around fetching and carrying. Whenever I passed close to any
of them a hand would slide out to squeeze my bottom or thrust
between my legs to jovial male laughter.

I was grabbed a number of times from behind
by men who slid their arms around me only to fill their hands with
my breasts and squeeze and eagerly knead them. I was starting to
feel that this was going to end up in a gang bang! Part of me was
frightened of it while another part of me felt a helpless,
quivering excitement at the prospect!

They had vegetables and dried fruit for
dinner. They sat together around a fire, and I knelt facing them,
knees apart, hands behind my neck, back arched. They spoke among
themselves, but their eyes were on me often, and I had no idea what
they said but I was sure they were often discussing me!

I kept wondering when the shoe would drop
and they would pounce on me like a pack of jackals! How far had
Gray told them to take this little slave play, assuming, of course,
they were play acting at all!

And by then I was far from sure!

This was soooo far removed from my New York
penthouse, or even the plush, marble floored flat in Monaco! I
could hardly believe I was out in the desert as a slave to
nomads!

They began to play at dice, though I didn't
recognize the game. They seemed excited about it, though. And then
after one particular throw they all turned and looked at me.

Mohamed gestured for me to crawl over to one
of the men as he eagerly pulled up his robe. I felt my chest
tighten and my heart sink, felt tension exploding within me – as
well as that dark sense of almost masochism which I had been
feeling more and more of.

I crawled forward as he lifted his robe to
expose his erection, crawled onto the front of the blanket, and let
my upper body sink low. He sat back and I brought my lips to his
throbbing cock, then enveloped it, sucking, sliding down further
and further as the men growled around me.

The man in front of me gasped and his body
went rigid, then his hips thrust up violently, pumping his cock in
my mouth, then into my throat. He came almost instantly, grabbing
the back of my head to shove me down all the way, cursing and
gasping and moaning as he came, as the other men looked on in
amusement and lust.

I pulled up, gasping myself, and Mohamed
gestured me back to where I'd been. I crawled back, turned and
resumed my previous position as the man pulled down his robe,
groaning and dazed, and the others looked on in amusement.

That had taken maybe forty five seconds.

The next man who won took only thirty.

The one after him resisted for just over two
minutes, but gave it up when my lips were wrapped around his cock
and I was moving my tongue up and down.

Not every man won, which meant, I guess,
that I only had to blow four of them. The rest would have to take
care of themselves, for Mohamed declared the evening's festivities
over, and motioned for me to crawl to a particular tent, which I
did. He followed along behind.

Inside, the tent had a blanket across the
sand, and a couple of saddle rolls. There was also a small, low
table with a candle on it, which he lit. He barked a word at me to
move me further in, then slapped my bottom as a hand slid under me
to jerk my hips higher.

I assumed the same position as he'd taken me
on the ship, moaning softly as he stepped behind me and raised his
robe. This time he pushed himself into my pussy, which had been
simmering hotly for hours. I shuddered as he drove himself deep,
then forced his way still deeper!

He rode me like a bull, just as roughly as
before, his hands grabbing at me, groping me, slapping me, yanking
at my hair and squeezing my breasts as he rammed his hips into my
upraised bottom. It was a dazed, overwhelming experience lit only
by a single candle as the big man used me mercilessly!

It hurt.... and yet that dark side of me
thrilled to it, heating up to the boiling point so that I felt
feverish and dazed as the sexual pressure built up more and more
intensely. I felt as if my bones were melting under the pulsing
heat, felt my muscles turning to ooze as his big cock continued to
ram into me and his hips struck my buttocks with bruising
force!

The orgasm hit with overwhelming intensity!
I cried out again and again, cried out so passionately, so loudly,
that I hurt my throat! I thought I was going insane from the
incredible rush of sensations pouring over me and short-circuiting
my nervous system!

My fingers clawed at the blanket and my body
bucked back violently against him, as I sought to impale myself
more and more forcefully on his monster of a cock! I didn't care
how much it ached inside as long as this roiling, rushing flood of
pleasure could continue forever!

He finished himself, then rolled me over to
the side of the tent onto my belly, and pulled my wrists back
behind me once more, linking them together. He then pulled my
ankles up and back, locking those shackles together, and linking
them with the ones around my wrists.

And that's how I spent the night. On my
side, dazed, exhausted, and naked, hog tied in a camp full of black
Arab Bedouin men, with no certainty in my future.

*

I was pretty stiff in the morning, needless
to say. But that wasn't an excuse for Mohamed. He dragged me across
the tent by the hair, and unlinked my ankle restraints, letting my
body finally stretch out.

Then he pulled my mouth onto his morning
erection and plunged himself deep. He basically fucked my mouth for
a few minutes, then finished with a grunt and walked out of the
tent. I rolled onto my back, well, actually, onto my arms, panting
for breath, as I heard male voices outside, and his giving
orders.

There was more food, more vegetables and
dried fruits. This time I was allowed to eat, but only from his
hand. A buzzing sound which got louder came from the sky, and I
tilted my head up and back to see a small airplane coming in
closer.

As it approached I saw skis on the end of
its landing gear, and it clearly intended to land nearby. It came
down on the opposite side of the little scraggly green oasis, and
Mohamed quickly headed towards it, with me in tow.

There was a flat length on the other side,
and the plane set down easily, whereupon Mohamed heaved me up into
the back and climbed in himself.

We took off, leaving the rest behind, and I
was once again in the air, headed for I knew not where.

From the sun which had risen in the east,
though, we were headed south. Having slept very little the previous
night, and with little to interest me now, I slowly nodded off. I
have no idea how long I slept. When I woke, we were landing. I
stared around me with wide eyes, trying to figure out where the
heck I was!

I knew it was Muslim, because I could see
minarets, and the low, brown buildings seemed typical. There was
another big palace in the distance, but aside from that the place
didn't look like much, with dusty dirt streets and more camels and
wagons than cars or trucks. Not even the air strip was paved.

The plane halted and a black man in a robe
opened the door, bowing obsequiously to the tall Mohamed. Another
black man opened the rear door and scowled at me, barking a command
of some kind and gesturing. Clearly he wanted me to get out, so I
scooted over and he grabbed my arm and roughly pulled me out onto
the ground.

He turned me and pushed me, belly first,
into the side of the plane, as he and Mohamed exchanged words. I
felt the link between the wrist shackles being undone as my breasts
pillowed out against the airplane, and then my wrists were roughly
forced up high between my shoulder blades before being fastened
together again.

The chain Gray had been given before was
attached to them, but shortened, and fastened to the back of the
collar. Then strong hands slowly forced my elbows back in closer
together. I gasped in pain as my shoulders ached and strained.

“Oh! Please!” I gasped.

Someone slapped the side of my head and
spoke angrily, then a chain was wrapped around my arms just below
the elbows, holding them in place, almost touching! I was spun
around and a black man in a turban glared at me. He shoved me back
against the plane again and thrust his foot between my ankles,
kicking one to open them.

I really felt helpless now! I was deep in
Africa somewhere amid complete strangers! Where was Gray!? What had
he planned!? He hadn't really sold me to this guy, had he!? Not
really!?

The man had a leash, which he turned and
handed to a midget. The midget was about three feet tall, and very
stocky, wearing another robe and turban. The midget leered up at
me, then reached in with the clip of the leash and his fingers,
pulled the ring piercing my clitoral hold out and snapped the leash
to it.

I gasped as he leered again, then turned and
began to sort of waddle away!

I squealed and lurched into motion after
him, following him away from the plane, and then past a crowd of
gawking black people next to a low building and out into the
streets behind the little airport!

This was not a small village, but a small
town. There were thousands of people here! All of them were black,
very black, and most wore robes of various types, often with
turbans, if they were men, or head scarfs if women.

Though it was a dirt street there was plenty
of people on it, and all of them gawked at me, staring, pointing,
shouting and calling to each other as the midget pulled me along
down the dirt street!

I was shocked, feeling that
deer-in-the-headlights sensation again, face burning with
embarrassment as I shuffled along in the midget's wake! I had to
work very hard to keep exactly the right distance between us so I
didn't feel a painful tug on the ring!

Crowds of young black men followed along
behind and around us, staring with huge eyes. Some of them even
openly had erections pushing out against the front of their robes!
The sound of their chattering was very loud, and the dust was
rising from the streets due to so many people scurrying along
them!

We walked maybe six blocks to the big
palace-like building, straight down one dusty street, passing by a
number of small shops, workshops and storehouses of various kinds,
with the crowd following along to gawk at me!

The street narrowed as we reached it, with
high stone walls on either side. The crowd was hemmed in and got
closer and closer to me. Then they began reaching out to slap my
bottom or grab at my breasts. The midget ignored them, and I had no
choice but to do the same as we moved along the lane to where a
large iron barred gate blocked the way.

The midget halted at the gate for them to
open it, and the crowd of men closed in still further as I was
mobbed by them! I squealed, twisting and turning as dozens of hands
grabbed at my body, at my breasts, and bottom and hair and groin
and everything else they could touch! Hands covered my body from
the knees up!

Then the door opened and several men in
turbans came out, cursing and swinging whips at the crowd, driving
them stumbling back as the midget led me forward through the gate,
then in through a small rear door and down a flight of stairs.

I was shaking and gasping for breath,
overheated, sweating, bedraggled, dazed, and sore from various hard
grabs, pinches and slaps! Holy God, what an experience! Trembling,
I stumbled down the stairs after the midget, then followed him down
a dingy corridor and into a room where two black women waited.

They removed the leash, then led me over to
the corner of the room and made me kneel. They bent me over, face
to the floor and spread my legs, then pulled the butt-plug out of
me. A moment later a rubber hose was thrust inside and I felt water
starting to pour into my body.

Another hose was pushed into my pussy, and
more warm water started to gush into me there!

When they pulled me upright they dragged me
close to a hole, actually more of a slit in the stone floor and had
me straddle it. From the smell, it was what they used for a toilet
around here!

The hose was still in my bottom, and I was
starting to feel very cramped and very achy from the water or
whatever it was. I sure wasn't happy at the thought of expelling it
in front of them, though! But it seemed privacy was not something
slave girls could expect, certainly not here.

Afterward, they unshackled my wrists, then,
holding my arms, led me into a round marble tub full of warm water.
I groaned as I sank down, and the two of them climbed in, sitting
on the edge of the tub as they picked up some kind of soap and
began to lather it up over my hair, face and body.

I was glad of the washing, to be sure, but
it was roughly and quickly done, with no interference from me
accepted. I basically had to keep my eyes closed the whole time to
keep the soap out, for they waited to the end to rinse it out of my
hair and face.

They lifted me out of the tub and dried me
off, even producing an electric hair dryer – which struck me as
strange, even incongruous in such barbaric surroundings. But I
suppose if they had planes and cars they could have
electricity.

My wrists were fastened together behind my
back once more, and then they bent me over and pushed a slender
hose into my pussy. They squirted something inside me, then pulled
the hose out and squirted it into my ass. When they put the
butt-plug back in place I could tell the stuff they'd squirted into
me was some kind of slippery jell.

I was straightened up, the leash attached to
my clitoral ring again, and then I was made to stand by the door,
with the leash attached to a hook. The women then left and I stood
there for about half an hour, still more than slightly dazed, still
trying to come to terms not only with what had happened but what
was happening now!

I couldn't do anything or go anywhere since
I was, shackled and bound in place. I could turn my head and
shoulders to look around me, but that told me little I didn't
already know. It certainly didn't tell me where in the hell I was,
much less what was going to happen to me!

I felt very, very much alone and utterly
vulnerable to anything anyone wanted to do to me! I was still
feeling dazed by it all, and very... small and helpless.

The door opened and a woman came in. She was
nothing like the frumpy, middle aged women in black robes who had
washed me. She was young, very tall and very slim. She had short
hair and a kind of headband around her forehead, and was wearing an
off the shoulder gown of some kind, with a thick red clothe belt
and a long skirt.

She looked at me with hooded eyes which
flicked up and down, then her hand rose and gripped my hair behind
the neck and jerked back sharply. I gasped, my head forced back,
chest out, as she continued to look me up and down with a dark,
brooding gaze.

She reached down, then and unclipped the
leash from my clitoris.

“Open your mouth, slave,” she ordered in
thickly accented English.

I obeyed, and she snorted.

“Push out tongue.”

I obeyed again and she clipped the leash to
it.

“You must learn to push out tongue more,
slave,” she said.

Then she pushed out her tongue and slid it
down across her chin! My eyes widened at the sight of it, then she
forced me down to my knees, bent my head forward, and unclipped the
wrist shackles so my hands were free.

“The slave will crawl,” she said.

So once again I was being led by the tongue
on the end of a leash, through broad corridors. The difference this
time was she paused repeatedly.

And she had a thin stick in her hand, like a
little riding crop!

“Hands behind neck. Knees wide,” she
barked.

I obeyed, but not fast enough and the thin
stick flicked out and snapped across my left breast with stinging
impact!

“Ahw!” I cried.

“Move with speed,” she growled.

I gulped and obeyed, hands behind my neck,
arching my back, knees apart as two women walked past us headed in
the other direction.

“Now crawl,” she barked, tugging on the
leash so that I almost fell forward onto my face!

We crawled a little further and she paused
and turned to me.

“Bottom high, chest low, knees wide,” she
said.

The stick snapped down on my bottom and I
gasped, imitating the position Gray liked.

The stick cut across my bottom again and I
gasped in pain.

“Arms out,” she barked.

I thrust my arms further forward but she
struck again, shaking her head.

“Arms out,” she barked, holding her arms out
to the sides.

I quickly thrust my arms out to the sides,
my chin against the floor, head back, bottom raised high, as a man
walked past us, staring at me.

She nodded and tugged on the leash and I
yelped in pain as my tongue was pulled, scrambling back up to all
fours and crawling forward, then stopped.

“Hands behind neck, knees wide,” she
said.

I threw myself up and back, arching my back,
hands behind my neck, and she gazed at me darkly, then thrust the
stick between my thighs, letting the shaft press up between the
lips of my sex. She sawed it slowly back and forth, and I could
feel little bumps and ridges on the leather as she gazed at me.

“Obey,” she said slowly and distinctively.
“Obey.”

I gulped dazedly.

“On back, legs apart,” she ordered.

She raised her foot and shoved it against my
chest so I was thrown onto my back on the rug.

“Hands behind neck, knees up!” she
barked.

Gulping frantically, I jerked my hands back
behind my neck and drew my knees up, and she smacked the insides of
my thighs with the stick until I spread them wide apart. She wanted
my knees bent tightly and spread so far apart that they were
practically touching the floor on either side of my body!

“Chest up,” she ordered, slapping the stick
against my breasts.

I moaned, arching my back there on the
floor, as two people passed us by – slowly, staring at me!

She nodded, still glowering, and the tip of
the stick slapped lightly at my nipples, then slid down my body to
rub against my clitoris. She snorted and seemed to sneer, then
pulled on the leash. I squealed in pain, throwing myself up and
forward until I was once again on all fours crawling behind her, my
tongue aching!

“Stretch tongue, slave,” she said over her
shoulder.

We turned into another room, this one high
ceilinged, with a bed on one side, and several comfortable looking
padded benches, or ottomans near a table. She led me to one of the
benches. And had me crawl atop it, then lay my chin down on the
edge and raise my bottom high.

She removed the leash from my tongue, went
over to a cupboard, and came back with a bell about the size of a
golf ball. The bell had a hook on the top and she hung this from my
tongue ring! The weight was probably about the same as a golf ball
too, which was to say not much, unless it's pulling at your
tongue!

It made my tongue push out over my lower lip
and stay there, stretched downward!

She moved behind me and I felt her fingers
at my sex, caressing me there. They left, then returned, only now
they were very... oily. No, not oily, more like slippery as if with
some kind of jell. I felt a long, thin finger pushing into me,
twisting and turning as my heart beat faster.

Crack!

I gasped as the stick struck my bottom with
a stinging blow!

“You are slave,” she said.

Her finger pumped in and out, then a second
was added, stretching me out a little.

Crack!

I winced at the blow.

“You are slave,” she said.

A third finger pushed into me, turning and
twisting, pumping slowly in and out, and then her thumb pressed up
against my clitoris. It too was covered with some kind of jell, and
the pad was rough, like that of the tall black man who had used
me.

The feeling was bizarrely twisted. It ached
and it felt kind of scratchy but it also felt warm and soft and
slickly liquid because of the jell.

She slowly worked a fourth finger into me!
That took time, and I ached! I could feel the opening to my sex
stretching and stretching, aching as I moaned in protest.

Crack!

“You are slave,” she said firmly.

Her fourth finger slowly, slowly pushed into
my sex, and I shuddered as the four of them began to move in and
out. Her thumb was moving with startling speed against my clitoris,
now flicking up, up, up, up, up, then suddenly rubbing from side to
side, then down, down, down, then up, down, up, down. She rubbed
harder and she rubbed more gently, she rubbed faster, and
slower.

And my pussy was starting to thrum with
excitement and heat, despite the aching!

Crack!

“You are slave,” she said gravely.

Her fingers were now slowly turning and
twisting inside me, all four of them, as my breathing became more
ragged. Every time my hips started to move, however, started to
grind or roll or rise and fall, the stick cut across my
buttocks.

“Still!” she barked.

It was almost impossible to keep still as
her fingers worked in and out of me, as her thumb stroked across my
clitoris with harsh, skillful movements, as my breasts swelled
against the cushion below me!

Sexual heat began to suffuse my body, began
to fill my mind, twisting and warping my perceptions. My breasts
ached and swelled and I began to grind them against the cushion,
despite the sharp little blows from the stick.

“Still, slave!”

The bell was swinging and pulling at my
tongue as it lolled over my lower lip, and I was gasping and
moaning as her fingers twisted and turned, pushed in and pulled
back, and my entire lower body began to crackle with a growing rush
of energy!
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She paused, then. She pulled her hand free,
then came around to the front of the bench, leash in hand. She
attached it to the tongue ring and then pulled me down off the
bench onto all fours again, leading me, crawling, from the
room.

I moaned weakly, the bell tinkling as it
pulled my tongue down, the leash pulling it forward, dazed and
gripped by a dark, strange, fever heat. The lower part of my body
felt as if it were glowing, and it wasn't going away.

I felt sopping wet, and my flesh felt
incredibly hyper-sensitive where she had been touching, where
that... jell had been slathered over me, in fact. I wondered,
dazedly, what was in it...

I crawled after her through a pair of wide
double doors and into a larger room. This was somewhat like that
palace room where I'd last been, only not as large. There were more
people here, though! A part of me cringed in shock and humiliation,
but I had no choice but to continue to scramble forward down a
carpeted aisle.

Dozens of Black men in robes were standing
to either side, and all stared at me as I crawled along. Ahead was
a kind of throne, upon which sat that huge Black man, Mohamed. A
few feet in front of the throne, however, was a kind of bench like
the one I had been on before, only taller.

The woman led me crawling, up onto the
bench, and I moaned dazedly as I lowered my chest once more, my
chin on the edge, my bottom raised high. She drew the leash down
and hooked it to a peg so that, in effect, my tongue was bound
tightly to the front part of the bench as I stared at Mohamed
sitting on his throne!

She drew my arms up and back together behind
my back, and locked the shackles together, then stood back.

Another man stood next to Mohamed, this one
much younger. He was not much older than me, I think, and there was
a distinct family resemblance between him and Mohamed. The younger
one ogled me excitedly as Mohamed spoke to the gathered men.

And I just knelt there, moaning weakly,
feeling shell-shocked again in front of all these people, kneeling
in such an obscene position!

Then I felt the stick cracking down across
my upraised bottom!

I gasped in pain, then again at a second
blow, then a third, then a fourth!

At first my mind swirled frantically, trying
to think of what I had done wrong, how I could change my position!
But there was nothing. I could only kneel in places, gasping,
moaning, wincing as the blows steadily came down on my upraised
buttocks!

“Please!” I gasped.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Please! Oh! Oh! Ow! Ungh! Please!” I
whimpered.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

The blows were light, but the sting very
sharp, and they added up, as my skin became more and more tender,
more and more red and hot and sensitive. My cries grew louder, and
then, instead of the next blow, I felt her fingers against my sex,
stroking and caressing me again.

I shuddered, sniffling, moaning and blinking
tears from my eyes as Mohamed continued to speak to the gathered
men.

Junior had a hard-on. I could see that. His
robe poked way up and out as he looked at me, and then he suddenly
peeled the robe completely up and over his head to stand there
naked. He was a tall, lithely muscled young man, his black skin
shining in the light, and his cock was the biggest I had ever seen
in my life!

There were murmurs from behind me as he said
something, then walked towards me, and around me. The woman moved
back and I felt something other than fingers at my sex. I felt that
big, monster of a cock seeking entry.

It... hurt, but she had already stretched me
out a lot, and I was slick with that jell stuff. I moaned as I felt
my labia stretching wider and wider, then he penetrated me, sliding
into my body, inch by inch. I was astonished at how easily he slid
down into my stomach, actually, given the thick girth of his hard
cock.

He began to ride me, his cock stroking in
and out. His hands held my hips, at first, then slid forward and
into my hair. He jerked it up and back and I gasped and cried out,
for my chin was pinned to the edge of the bench by the leash
attached to my tongue ring!

His big cock moved deeper and deeper, taking
my breath away with the force and thickness of the penetrations! I
started panting for breath again, my insides throbbing and
thrumming with energy. This was all one incredible, impossible,
darkly shocking scene, but I was starting to sink into the role of
slave girl again, with my mind reveling in the eroticism of the
moment.

Every deep thrust was a punch in the gut,
but I didn't care. The rising sexual fever warped my senses, and
sent a sweeping wave of sexual hunger and passion through my body
to cloak every touch in heat.

I didn't come quickly, but as he continued
to thrust into me, I could feel the orgasm approaching, slowly,
very slowly as I gasped and moaned and panted helplessly, and his
big cock continued to pummel and churn my insides into a liquid
jell!

Then the orgasm rolled over me, and it was,
I thought, a very small one, very low intensity, except that
halfway through, it kind of nudged upward on the scale, and I
shuddered, closing my eyes, giving myself to the sensations, to the
pleasure.

And it nudged higher, and then suddenly it
exploded into something so intense I had rarely ever felt in my
life. Maybe even never.

I was never a very vocal person before, but
this slave stuff had sort of robbed me of my inhibitions, allowing
me to cry out during pleasure more and more. In fact, it had come
to seem to me that the more freedom I gave to my passion, the more
readily I could cry out, the greater the pleasure became.

I found myself crying out as the orgasm
escalated, and then screaming in a long, drawn out, breathless,
exhalation of purest pleasure! Ecstasy! I screamed out all the
breath in my lungs as my body vibrated like a tuning fork, as his
plunging spear of a cock drove deep into my spasming belly again
and again and again!

`I screamed out all the air in my lungs,
sucked in another breath and screamed again!

It was so... so... so fucking good!

It might well have been the most intense
orgasm of my life!

And junior was far from finished! His mighty
lance continued to thrust deep into my quivering, trembling body as
he stood behind me, and the world seemed to swirl around me as the
sexual fever became like a narcotic. I floated dazedly, gasping and
moaning as he used me, as he rode me like a whore, and another
orgasm took me, this one more normal, so that I trembled and shook
and bucked back helplessly against him!

Another orgasm hit me, and another, and then
three more as I knelt there shuddering and moaning and dazed by the
enormity of the sensory explosions tearing through my mind and
body!

Then Mohamed stepped forward. He stopped
before the stool, right in front of me, then dropped to his knees
and whipped his own robe up. His cock was hard, and just as big as
I remembered it as it pushed into my open mouth.

It slid in neatly, my tongue held down, my
hair pulled back, and my eyes already glassy, pumped slowly in and
out of my mouth, then pushed deep, deep into my throat, until my
lips were wrapped around the base of his enormously long, thick
black shaft!

And still my body rocked to the hard blows
of the man behind me, his hips smacking against my buttocks now as
his own monster cock sliced deep into my quivering belly with hard,
determined strokes.

Another orgasm blew my mind into glittering
shards, as my skull threatened to explode from lack of oxygen. And
I remember almost nothing after that.

*

I remember, kind of, crawling from the room,
but not seeing anything. It took me some minutes to regain much use
of my senses. By then I was in another room, kneeling in a cage, my
wrists shackled behind me, and the leash still attached to my
tongue, and pulling it upward to the top bars of the low cage so
that I had to sit with my head way back and my tongue thrust
out.

I remained in that position for hours, or
what seemed like hours, until the tall, slender black woman came
for me again, leading me from the cage by the leash to my tongue
again, walking this time, bringing me back into that first room,
the one with the bench and bed.

This time it was to the bed, however. She
had me crawl up onto it and lay back, then pulled the leash up and
back to the head of the bed, forcing my head to roll back sharply.
She fastened the leash there, then climbed into bed.

I couldn't really see her, though, since my
head was pulled so far back. She spread my legs, and her hands
began to slide up and down along my thighs and over my belly, then
up over my breasts, kneading and caressing them gently.

I moaned helplessly. What else could I do as
I lay on my shackled wrists and arms?

Then I felt her tongue sliding up and down
the line of my sex! I ached there from the hard pounding that guy
had given me earlier. But that aching just made me more sensitive
to the soft, gentle caresses of her tongue.

I couldn't speak, of course, not with my
tongue pulled up and back as it was, and could only moan and gasp
as her tongue slid between my labia, twisting and pushing down into
the mouth of my sex, then deeper. I moaned at the strange, darkly
erotic sensation of that long tongue inside me, then gasped as it
pulled free and began to work on my clitoris.

Her long, slender fingers pushed into me in
its stead, curling up and back as her tongue stroked my clitoris,
and it took very little time for my body to respond and my mind to
be dragged in with it, as if a drug had swept through my
system.

You would not think there could be such a
thing as too many orgasms. Nevertheless, that was exactly what she
gave me. My body seemed capable of an endless supply as she stroked
and caressed it with knowing lips and fingers, and my insides began
to ache with the violent muscle spasms the orgasms brought!

I found myself crying out again and again,
my throat beginning to hurt from the explosive cries, my chest
beginning to ache from lack of breath as I writhed and twisted and
sobbed and my body was swept by storms of sensations which seemed
to have no end!

They finally did end, however, but only with
her straddling my head, removing the bell and leash from my tongue,
and settling her black flesh firmly over my mouth.

“Lick, slave,” she ordered.

This I did, or tried to. But I was
exhausted, dazed, and my eyes wouldn't stay focused. Her black
flesh stroked back and forth across my lips and mouth as she
gripped my ears, and my tongue pushed out, licking as best I could
until my jaw ached too much to continue.

Then I slept.

The next morning, I crawled to the corner,
and, under her gaze, ate and drank from bowls set on the floor,
using only my lips and tongue, like an animal. Then I crawled to a
toilet, and used it under her gaze, was given an enema by her, then
washed by her, dried, and had the butt-plug shoved back inside
me.

I licked her again, as best I could, then
was taken back to the cage and placed inside, sitting on my heels,
knees spread wide. She wrapped straps around each of my legs just
behind the knees and attached them to the side bars to hold them
stretched as wide as possible. Then, with my wrists shackled to the
back of the collar, the leash was once again attached to my tongue
ring, and stretched up and out.

Something was placed beneath me, something
narrow and long. It was maybe a foot or so long, and curved up and
forward. I couldn't see it because my head was forced back, but I
could feel its leathery surface against my sex.

That soft, slippery jell was rubbed against
me, and then she left me alone.

There was nothing to do, or see or say or
think, except to absorb the sensations my body was giving me, most
of which were not especially pleasant. The tendons in my inner
thighs ached and strained. It seemed to me that the straps attached
to them, holding them apart, were elastic to a degree, so that as
wide as my knees got, still the straps pulled.

And my tongue ached!

But the thing I was pressed against, that
was something odd. I was still sore and aching and hypersensitive
down there. And that jell stuff was making me feel even more of
that. What was more, it was making the touch between my sensitive
sex, and the narrow, curving whatever it was, rather...
pleasant.

Since my body and mind were very much in
need of some diversion which was not painful they both seized on
this, and before long my hips were grinding gently against the
thing, then not so gently, then frantically as the heat built up
within me and my lower body began to burn with passion and
need.

That this tended to pull against my tongue,
and against my thighs, didn't really matter much.

A shattering orgasm warped my mind, and
dazed me, making my insides ache the way they had the other day.
And like the other day, it was to be followed by a parade of
similar explosions of sensation and pleasure that left me dazed and
sobbing for breath.

I began to realize that, whether this was
real, and likely to continue, or a temporary thrilling game which
would end fairly soon, my mind and body were becoming attuned to a
sexual high, as if addicted to a drug. All my inhibitions were
being shattered, and I was becoming, in many respects, a feral
sexual animal who cared about little but sating her own
irrepressible lust.

But I didn't care.

I trembled and shook through the endless
waves of heat and passion and lust and orgasm until I could barely
move and barely think.

She removed the leash from my tongue and let
me out of the cage, but only to eat, lapping at water in a bowl on
the floor and eating from a bowl next to it. I was emotionally and
physically exhausted, and my brain had partially shut down.

My tongue ached...

But the leash was reapplied and I was led,
crawling, down the hall, into a room, and another bed. There a man
took me hard, lustfully, eyes filled with hunger as he drove
himself into my body with hard, savage strokes in various
positions. He didn't really arouse me. My mind was kind of numbed
and I was too tired.

The woman led me back, crawling again, and
washed me. Her skilled hands managed to rouse me despite my
exhaustion, as they caressed my soapy body, and I had a small
orgasm, before being chained to the headboard of a bed and allowed,
finally, to sleep.

I woke to the woman's tongue on my sex, and
more arousal, moaning and writhing slowly in place as her fingers
penetrated me and her lips sucked against my swollen clitoris. Then
there was a man there beside her, and she moved aside as he thrust
into me, driving me to my first orgasm of the day, and then a
second.

The woman climbed aboard my face then, and I
licked her as the man continued to thrust into me, and I didn't for
a single second think any of this was unusual or wrong or
outrageous, or that perhaps I might have any say as to whether it
was done or not. The thought I might refuse, or that I ought to be
asked, or be able to, did not even enter my mind.

After that, I was fed, watered, then bathed,
before being placed into another cage. This one was smaller,
forcing me to crouch down. It had a solid bottom, but the walls and
roof were entirely made of bars. Two very large men arrived in the
room, carrying very long poles. They thrust the poles through rings
in the top of the cage and then lifted them up onto their
shoulders.

With the cage dangling underneath, they
turned and maneuvered their way out of the room and up the
corridor. And then outside into the bright sunlight. I braced
myself for the walk back to the airport, and soon enough the crowds
began to form around us once more.

The men's eyes were huge, and many had
erections as they followed along, their voices an increasingly loud
babble around me as we made our way along the dirt road. This time
a large man in a turban walked along behind me, holding a club, and
this apparently sufficed to keep all but the most daring from doing
more than looking.

Those that were more daring darted in to try
and get hands through the bars and on my bottom or breasts. The man
in the turban lashed out at them, and many suffered blows which
they apparently thought a fair trade to touch me even for an
instant.

There were donkeys and oxen being moved
along, carrying carts, and several motorbikes zooming up and down.
It was very hot, and there was a very earthy scent, a mixture of
the jungle and the farm smells of animals and excrement.

The bottom of the cage was about a foot and
a half off the ground as the men walked, and it swayed from side to
side as I stared out at the town and the villagers. I felt less
embarrassment than I had on the walk in, so perhaps I was getting
used to being gawked at while naked.

More crowds filled the streets as they
carried me to the busier section, near the little airport, but
there were more men with clubs at the airport to keep them back as
we walked through the gate and then out onto the hard-packed earth
runway.

I was loaded, cage and all, into the back of
an aircraft, which then took off and flew... well, I had no way of
knowing. I couldn't see anything from the cage, which was in a
cargo compartment. I wound up finding the most comfortable position
– which was not to say any position in the cage was comfortable –
on my back with my knees drawn up and spread as wide as the bars
would allow.

The plane flew on and I partly dozed until
some change in the engine tone or angle of the plane alerted me to
an impending change. Sure enough, it angled more and more downward,
and then landed, this time, it seemed to me, on a paved runway.

The cargo door opened and black men stood
there, staring at me as they dragged the cage out. I had shifted my
position, of course, and my legs were now folded under me as I bent
forward. I was lifted onto a small cart, which was attached to a
bicycle. A man got on the bicycle and drove off.

We drove out of the airport and onto another
dirt road. This one was even more crowded with people, with carts,
oxen, cattle, donkeys, pigs, goats and people. There were many,
many carts being pulled along, sometimes by people, sometimes by
oxen, sometimes by bicycles. Some even had cages with chickens or
piglets or other animals.

Like me!?

Since the cage was wide open to anyone's
view I attracted a lot of attention. Many people gaped at me, then
tugged on their neighbor's arm to attract their attention and
point. The man driving the bicycle moved stolidly along as if
nothing was out of the ordinary.

There were no turbans here, and no robes.
The men wore pants and shirts, or t-shirts. The women tended to
wear dresses. They were all black, though. There were more shops
here, and this time bigger ones, with signs over them. I couldn't
read the signs but it didn't seem to me that they were written in
Arabic.

Then we crested a hill and the harbor came
into view. It wasn't much of a harbor, but there were a couple of
cargo ships there – and the yacht! I stared at it in astonishment,
like seeing a beautiful modern house in the desert, or a Ferrari
parked among rusty old pickups.

I felt a wave of relief, but it was mixed
with something like... regret. This dark, thrill ride of a slave
girl game had drawn me in and totally overwhelmed my mind. I wasn't
sure I was yet ready for it to end. I know it had only been a few
days but it felt like ages!

The cart was loaded onto a boat, then
carried out to the yacht, where it was winched aboard and set down
on the deck.

I did not recognize the deck hands, though,
nor the man who held a leash in his hands as he undid the side of
the cage and motioned me out. He snapped the leash to my tongue
ring and then led me, crawling, out onto the deck as the deck hands
stared.

He led me around back, which was empty, then
inside to the huge, luxurious back parlor. Nika waited there, clad
in a leather catsuit which, while it had ample cleavage, covered
the rest of her from neck to toe, including six inch stiletto
boots.

The front of the tight, black latex trousers
she wore had a penis projecting up and out from the groin area. It
was thick, and very realistically shaped, complete with head,
veins, and balls at the base, curving upward.

She took the leash from the man and smirked
at me.

“Little slave,” she purred. “Did you enjoy
all that black cock?”

I had kind of gotten out of the habit of
speaking the last few days, since almost nobody had spoken or had
seemed to understand English. She slapped my face to remind me.

“Answer me, slut.”

“Y-Yeth, Mithreth!” I gasped, finding it
difficult to speak with the leash dangling from my tongue.

“Slutty little slave girls need to be
punished,” she said.

My mind was swirling around, for it seemed
that I had come 'home' and yet nothing had changed. I was still a
slave girl, a sex slave!

There were two narrow roman columns in the
center of the parlor which hadn't been there when I had last been
in this room. They were about eight feet high and as thick around
as my thighs. Nika pulled me to my feet by pulling on the leash
attached to my tongue.

“I hope you have been better educated in
what to do with that tongue, slave,” she said, as she moved behind
me and unlinked the shackles around my wrists.

She pulled my right hand up and to the side,
and I saw now that there were small chains attached to rings set
into the side of the column. I felt a hot little shudder inside me
as she locked my wrist there, then took the other and spread it up
and out to the other side, locking it in place, as well.

She moved around in front of me, the thick
black 'cock' pointing at me menacingly.

“Did you miss me, slave?” she asked, sliding
her fingers into my nipple rings and pulling them up and out.

“Yeth, mithreth,” I gasped, moaning as my
back arched sharply.

“Liar.”
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Nika unclipped the leash, at least, but then
gathered my hair in and back and pulled it, to force my head back.
She had a ball-gag in her other hand, though this one was gold
colored. She forced it into my mouth and pulled the strap behind my
head to do it up, using her finger to comb my hair out from under
it before buckling it.

Then she began to kiss her way down my body,
spending long minutes, kneading and caressing my breasts as she
sucked and licked at the nipples, and nibbled at the flesh
surrounding them. She slid lower, dropping to her latex clad knees,
and her tongue began to stroke upward along the line of my sex.

It did not occur to me to resist any of
this, nor to feel in any way displeased as her tongue began to work
on me. I felt my eyes closing and my head rolling slowly back as
her skilled tongue began to sent hot ripples of excitement up
through my body.

She slid her fingers into me slowly. Like
the rest of her, they were covered in latex, feeling slick as they
pushed up between the lips of my sex and began to slide in and out.
I moaned into the gag, my head starting to roll, back arching as my
hips began to grind against her tongue and lips.

Then she paused, stood, moved behind me, and
swept a silk blindfold around my head, over my eyes, binding it
there. I moaned again into the gag, in confusion and uncertainty,
but then she continued at my sex, licking, sucking, her fingers
pushing into me.

I could hear soft music in the background
now. I wondered if one of the men had come in and turned on the
stereo. But I didn't really care. My mind was turned inward. Unable
to see, unable to move, I focused my attention on the sensations
she was rousing in my body.

It seemed to me that I got aroused more
easily than I once had, and that the arousal was deeper, without
doubts or inhibitions getting in the way.

I began to... float in a comfortable,
delicious bath of sensory pleasure, groaning as her fingers probed
deeper, as her lips sucked against my clitoris, as her tongue
licked nimbly.

I heard a voice not far away, then, a male
voice. I wasn't sure if it was Alexander or Gray or... or who. But
a female voice replied in an amused undertone. I couldn't quite
hear what they were saying, though. They were off to my right, but
then I heard movement to my left, then the clinking of ice in a
glass behind me.

“H'orderve, monsier?” I heard that.

It was one of the stewards.

Someone was talking in low tones up ahead,
then more than one someone. It was several someones. I began to
feel a prickly sensation at the small of my back, spreading out and
up through my chest to my breasts.

There were people here! I didn't know who or
how many, but there were a number of people watching me! And I
didn't even know if any of them was Gray!

But given my public exposure over the
previous few days the knowledge, while daunting, while somewhat
embarrassing, did not detract from the heat sweeping through my
body as Nika continued to perform on me. My inhibitions had indeed
melted away of late!

I groaned helplessly, back arching, and
heard a female giggle from off to the side.

“... like to get my prick into that,” I
heard from the other side.

There were fingers at my hair, at the scarf
around my eyes. I cringed, not wanting it to be taken away, but
then it was, and the room was revealed to me!

There were perhaps a dozen people standing
around, men in tuxedos, women in gowns. All of them were white,
older, and sophisticated looking; jaded people holding drinks and
smirking at me, or looking on with interest. None seemed shocked.
The women seemed to be a mix of those smirking at me and those
frowning with disapproval.

I felt a harsh, psychological jolt at their
presence, even though I had somewhat suspected. There were more
than I had thought, though, and that they were white people...
somehow made a difference. It was like... my barbaric slave girl
nudity had been a strange thing in a foreign land, but now we were
back in the western world, so to speak.

And these were westerners, white people, and
they did not take naked slave girls as a natural thing here. No, to
these people there was no doubt that this was a kinky example of
dark perversion, and I, of course, the pervert, the slut, willingly
going along with it!

I felt the flush fill my face and creep down
my chest as I dropped my eyes, unable to meet anyone's gaze as I
stood there nude and bound. Then I felt my hair pulled back slowly
but firmly, and my eyes rolled up and back to see Gray there, clad
in a tuxedo, like the other men.

“I trust you've enjoyed your little
excursion in Africa, slave girl,” he said in a low voice. “But now
your training really begins.”

He released my hair and stepped back, and I
saw, with another jolt, that he had a kind of whip in his hands. It
was like a buggy whip, with a long, hard handle, and then a long,
thin line extending from the tip. I moaned anxiously as he grinned
at me, then drew his arm back.

It didn't require a lot of physical movement
from him. He tilted the end of the black 'stick' up and back, then
swung it forward. The long thin whip swept through the air with a
thin cutting sound, like paper being torn, and struck my upper
back. It was light, thin, and very flexible. It curled completely
around my ribs and across my breasts before curling back around
behind me again.

And it stung!

I yelped into the gag as I felt the sharp,
stinging blow circling my body, especially across the top of my
breasts!

He gave a tug and the line which had
encircled me fell away and slid back behind me. I moaned and
twisted my head, trying to see, but only in time for the whip to
fly forward once more. This time the thing struck lower down,
drawing a hot, stinging line across my lower back before extending
it around my waist and across the center of my belly!

Nika was still between my legs, her tongue
licking at my clitoris, her forearms holding my thighs apart as her
slick, latex fingers pushed up inside me. She added a third now,
and I moaned helplessly as my attention wavered between her and
Gray and the people watching!

The whip sliced through the air again,
curling around my ribs to leave a hot, red line across my breasts!
I cried out into the gag, and there found a strange measure of...
freedom, if that isn't an odd word. The gag suppressed my voice and
so I didn't have to. I didn't have to care what sounds I made,
whether I screamed or whatever.

Does that make any sense?

The whip sliced across my bottom, but
carefully, so as to not curl around my hip to strike Nika. It drew
a hot red line across my buttocks, though, and I cried out, my hips
lurching forward against her face.

It was obviously a light whip. That is to
say, it wasn't the kind of thing one read about in historical
novels, one which left deep, horrible welts and cut the skin.
Looking down, I could see the light red lines drawn across my
breasts, and they were still warm and sore but the whip was too
light in weight to cause any serious damage.

But it sure stung!

Gray sent it flying in to sweep around my
body again and again, snapping at my ribs and breasts, at my belly
and bottom as I lurched and twisted and cried out again and again
while this... this audience of people watched as if I were a
performer in a play!

Nika had four slick, latex covered fingers
pushing in and out of my aching pussy now, as her lips sucked
skillfully on my clitoris, and the world began to swirl around me,
my mind too dazed to encompass all the wild emotions and sensations
of the hedonistic little show Gray had set up!

Her fingers made me ache! But it was a dark,
lush, sensual ache! My clitoris was throbbing hotly, feeling
swollen and ready to explode! My mind began to warm, and then burn,
as the culmination of the last few days caused my inhibitions to
melt away even as I embraced the dark, kinky, perverted lust which
filled the air around me!

I was a creature of sex. That was what I had
been for days now. And all these people were there to watch and
enjoy the lust caused by the sight of me, by the touch of my body.
I shuddered and swayed, my body pulling against the restraints
around my wrists as I lurched to the stinging blows of the whip and
ground myself against Nika's fingers and tongue!

Gray moved aside, and picked up something
different, then returned. This time the blow was deeper, though the
stinging wasn't quite as sharp. I gasped and cried out, twisting my
head to see him holding a shorter whip, more of a flog. The laces
were only a foot or so long, though still quite thin. They didn't
sting nearly as much but there were many of them!

Nika stood up before me, and her hand went
to that... penis thing, that dildo which was part of the latex
trousers she wore. She fisted it as if she were a man, then moved
forward, rubbing it up and down against the swollen lips of my sex,
her eyes boring into mine as she pushed it slowly into me, forcing
them aside.

Her hands went to my buttocks, to the
underside of them, drawing my legs wider as the slick latex …
cock... slid slowly up into my body! It was long and curved and I
shuddered at the raw jolt of animal heat as I felt it going up so
deep inside me!

The fact that we had an audience, of course,
made it even more darkly thrilling, though I knew not why. Oh, yes,
it made it embarrassing too, but somehow, that embarrassment
aroused me in turn.

She pushed it way up inside, and it was long
enough to ache, to make me gasp and jerk against her as she pulled
her hips in tight and her latex covered breasts pressed against
mine.

Crack! The flog slashed down against
my back, and I cried out, head thrown back!

Nika leaned in, chewing her way along the
nape of my neck, her hips starting to move in and out as she fucked
me like that.

Crack! The flog snapped across my
bottom and I cried out again, hips bucking forward against the
pain!

Crack! The laces spread out in flight
and swept down across most of my back!

Nika's hips moved slowly in and out, using
long strokes. She pulled well back so most of the curving black
latex cock pulled free, leaving only the head nestled within the
tight, gripping lips of my sex. Then she sank herself deep into my
belly, so that I groaned and gasped at the feel of the head jamming
deep against the back wall of my sex.

She pulled out completely several times,
rubbing the slick head up and down the line of my sex, then
penetrated me once more, sliding up and deep, so that our hips were
pressed together.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

My back was starting to throb and burn, and
my buttocks weren't much better! But the heat within my mind and
body seemed like a shield or screen, holding my mind's attention so
that the pain was just a background thing.

I felt the rise in sexual pressure and
tension, and knew I was going to come. But I felt oddly distressed
by the thought. Maybe I was just Eurocentric or something, but
exposing my body and mind and lust before the 'savages' if you
will, of Africa, was one thing, but doing it in a luxuriously
decorated parlor surrounded by what looked like well-heeled
Europeans was quite a different!

So I felt oddly reluctant to let myself fall
apart like that in front of them, to lose all semblance of humanity
and become nothing but a screaming animal before their smirking
eyes.

Then Nika drew that thick, glistening black
cock slowly back out of me and stepped back. She moved around me,
and then Gray came to stand before me.

“Legs apart, slave,” he ordered.

I stared dazedly at him, chest heaving, and
his eyes narrowed.

“Legs apart,” he said, voice colder.

I moaned and shifted my legs apart as wide
as I could without hanging by my wrists, even rising on the balls
of my feet. I felt Nika sliding that gleaming black cock in along
the underside of my sex, then felt it pushing out into view between
my thighs, the head curving up to rub against my clitoris.

“Bad slave girl,” he said.

He let the flog dangle in his hand, then
swung it up so the laces struck my lower belly and sex. Of course,
in that position they didn't strike very hard, but even so it was a
jolt. The thin laces were bunched together by my thighs so they
struck harder, then curled up to bite lightly against my
buttocks.

But the dildo, Nika's black cock, was in the
way and blocked most of my sex from being hit directly. He let the
flog swing up against me again and again as Nika ground the dildo
in and out, letting the long shaft caress my moist pussy.

Gray drew the flog up and then swung it
across sideways. I cried out as the laces fell upon my taut breasts
with a myriad of little stinging bites! It was like being bitten by
a dozen or two dozen little mosquitoes or flies!

Nika angled the dildo up now, and it
penetrated me, forcing the lips of my sex in and back, spreading
them, stretching them as it slowly pushed up inside me.

Gray swung the flog down again, and I cried
out. Again and again the laces fell upon my breasts as the audience
watched hungrily. Nika was pumping the dildo into me steadily now,
her lips nibbling on the side of my throat as she rolled her hips
against my buttocks.

Gray put down the flog and picked up a
riding crop. This was a foot or so long, slim and somewhat
flexible. More to the point, it had, on its tip, a small, flat,
hand shaped red leather piece about two inches or so in length and
width.

He held the crop underhand, and slid the
hand up against my swollen clitoris, rubbing it back and forth. It
had, I detected, a slightly dimpled surface, and my clitoris
reacted with rushing bursts of sensation that had me shuddering and
my hips jerking against it!

I knew I was going to come quickly if he
kept this up, and it was going to be big!

Nika's hands cupped and kneaded my reddened
breasts, and she hooked her thumbs through the nipple rings,
tugging and twisting them to make my burning nipples ache and
sting!

Gray drew the crop back and let the little
red hand slap lightly against my clitoris. I cried out, hips
jerking back, impaling myself harder on Nika's cock. He did it
again, and again, and then... the crop blurred, as using just his
wrist, he let the short, light swing quickly up so that the hand
slapped against my clitoris as quickly as the crackle of
firecrackers.

I cried out, and the cry grew louder, my
head thrashing, my back arching, as an explosion of sensation tore
through my lower belly! It grew more and more intense, so that I
was soon screaming at the top of my lungs, though I didn't know it.
Nika thrust harder and faster into me from behind as she squeezed
my breasts hard and bit sharply into the side of my throat.

My mind was swept away in a howling
whirlwind of multicolored sensations, the orgasm tearing through my
body so that my muscles spasmed violently and convulsions had me
bucking and shaking and writhing in an uncontrollable dance of
frenzied pleasure!

It seemed a small thing, after that, after
they unchained me, after I'd sunk to my knees, to crawl around the
room leashed – to the collar, this time, so that those admiring
Gray's little perverse play could reach out and run their hands
over my body.

Then the gag was pulled from my mouth, and
Gray led me over to where a tall, gray haired man stood, holding a
drink.

“Do you see those shoes, slave?” Gray asked.
“Clean them for the gentleman.”

I was swaying a little dazedly, simply
overwhelmed by it all. Yet I was again growing aroused, or perhaps
I had never stopped being aroused, despite that monster orgasm. And
the outrageous was just more fuel for the dark fires driving
me.

I leaned over, moaning, making sure my
bottom was high and knees apart, exposing myself to all who wished
to see, as my breasts pressed against the floor and I brought my
tongue up along the man's leather shoes. I licked up and down his
shoes, feeling my chest tightening, feeling the dark, masochistic
heat gripping me more tightly.

Then a jerk on the leash and I crawled on,
to where a woman stood. That was even more degrading, but I bent to
lick her shoes as she sniffed and laughed and made jokes. Gray had
me crawl over to where a man sat and lick his shoes, then another
man's.

Gray led me back into the center of the
room, and I saw that while I had been busy elsewhere, someone,
likely Nika, had placed an object there. It was a flat piece of
some wood, perhaps just plywood, to which a large dildo had been
affixed. I moaned as Gray ordered me to lick it, and did so in the
same way I had people's shoes, my upper chest low, my bottom high
and legs wide.

I deep throated it easily, my body starting
to burn hotly now as the focus of all this perverted attention,
some part of me wallowing in this shocking degradation.

Gray had me rise and straddle the thing,
then sink myself slowly down, knees spread achingly wide, the thick
dildo penetrating achingly deep inside me so that I shuddered.

But I had no gag on now, and Gray was
stripping me bare in another way than simply removing my clothing.
He gave me no orders, but merely stood back. I knew what he wanted,
and some part of me with a fragment of pride remaining wanted to
resist – but could not.

He had done this, or something similar,
after all, in Algiers, or was it Egypt? He had made me masturbate
in front of a bunch of men. But those had been foreign people, in a
sort of barbaric splendor. Doing it here was just that much more
outrageous.

But I could not stop myself. I began to rise
slowly up and down, moaning as all those people watched. My hands,
now uncuffed, slid down my body, cupping and kneading my breasts,
then seeking my swollen clitoris. I cried out when they made
contact, for it felt sore and hypersensitive!

I rubbed myself faster and faster, rising
and falling more desperately, crying out each time I impaled myself
upon that thick dildo until my cries became an undulating howl of
pleasure as the orgasm took me!

Then Gray found a volunteer, I suppose. A
man stepped forward as Gray seized my wrists, lifting them up high
and back. The man pushed his cock into my mouth and I shuddered
around it, swallowing inch after inch, sucking hungrily, my tongue
stroking the underside as he pumped in and out!

Nika crawled in beside me, reaching around
with a vibrator, and began to play it across my clitoris! The
sensation was... shocking! I cried out, though the sound was
muffled by the cock in my mouth. Then I cried out again, and again!
I began to grind myself against the dildo inside, to rise and fall
again as the man pumped himself in my throat!

Another orgasm tore through me, and I
screamed, trembling and shaking, the man holding my hair tightly as
that he could thrust in and out of my throat.

The orgasms would not stop, though, and I
thrashed and twisted, arching and shaking as the man spilled
himself in my throat and withdrew, and the men and women gathered
around watched my mind disintegrate to the point of madness as it
was consumed by my own sexual hunger.
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The yacht pulled out of port while I slept.
I wakened on a bed, this time, not in a cage or in a dungeon. My
wrists were still shackled, held together by a chain attached to
the center of the headboard. Gray was beside me, sleeping, as I
opened my weary eyes to take in the luxury of his cabin.

So much had happened to me in little more
than a week! I was astonished as my mind rolled through all the
shocking, some might say horrifying events. It all swirled together
within my mind as one long, delicious wallow in sexual degradation
and submission.

I had been... immersed, in the role of slave
girl almost since I'd met Gray. A part of me, the intellectual
part, knew very well I was no such thing. But emotionally, I was
feeling very much as though a slave girl were my natural role.

And it was not, emotionally, at least,
something to be resisted. The intensity of the pleasure and dark,
thrilling excitement I had been experiencing over the last week was
like nothing in my life! How could anything match such delicious,
searing pleasure!?

Of course, there was a darkness in that
embrace, a kind of Nihilism. What other purpose did my life hold?
None I could think of. What was I good for? Nothing much but making
people excited with my beauty, my body and my sexual skills.

Why, then, should I resist it?

I gazed down the length of my body as I lay
there, and in the light from the windows I could see that there
were still a few fine pink lines remaining from the flogging and
whipping Gray had given my breasts. But most of the signs had
faded, and I was sure these would too before long.

I felt a strange sense of fascination as I
looked at them, and a dark wish that he had used something
stronger, something which would leave welts, something to really
punish a slave girl.

Because that was what you were supposed to
do to slave girls, wasn't it?

Gray's hand rose and landed on my breast. I
turned to regard him and he smiled lazily, propping himself on one
elbow on his side.

“Good morning, slave girl. Did you miss
us?”

I hesitated, for speech had somehow
become... unnatural.

“Yes... sir,” I said.

“I missed your lovely presence aboard,” he
said as his hand caressed my soft skin. “did you enjoy being a
slave girl in Africa?”

“Yes, sir,” I said again, a little
breathlessly.

He gripped my thigh, and then rolled over
onto his back, dragging me with him so I slid atop his own body. He
was as nude as me, and I moaned as he fingered my sex. I felt his
erection under my buttocks and began to... to grind my buttocks
against it. I arched my back, moaning as his fingers pushed into me
and his thumb found my clitoris, still grinding my buttocks over
his hardening cock.

“Dirty little slave girl,” he whispered.

“Fuck me, master!” I moaned.

The 'master' wasn't deliberate. It wasn't
something I thought of saying because it was kinky. It just came
out. I felt very much the slave girl and him very much the
master.

I arched my back more, sliding my buttocks
upwards along his groin so his cock sprang free below me. He
gripped it and I moaned in pleasure as he rubbed the head up and
down along my sex, spreading my knees wider as my body rapidly
began to burn.

It was like... this was what I was made for!
This was my purpose!

I felt him penetrate me, and moaned, then
began to ride him as best I could, with my wrists chained above me,
arching my back and drawing my feet in beside his hips so I could
ride awkwardly up and down!

He fingered my clitoris as I rode him, then
pushed me over and I moaned as I fell on my face, panting.

“On your back, slave,” he ordered.

I rolled over at once and he slid atop me,
between my legs, as I drew them up and apart. He pushed into me,
then gripped my ankles and forced them up and back hard, leaning
over me, arms extended, bending me in two, crushing me, as his hips
began to move rapidly. His cock began to punch into me with hard,
deep strokes that hammered his hips against my upraised
buttocks!

I didn't have to do anything. I could just
lay there and absorb the deep, delicious thrusts of his cock as he
forced my ankles back over my head, the backs of my feet pressing
into the bed as my spine bent and my buttocks were forced up higher
to meet his hard thrusts.

It was a quick, fast, casual fuck for him,
and it shouldn't have been enough to bring me to orgasm, but it
was. I was just so incredibly responsive now, with no silly
inhibitions to get in the way! On the contrary. My mind seemed
totally attuned to the sexual.

After that, it was into the large bathroom
to do all the morning necessaries. He supervised or attended to
most of them, including cleaning me, brushing my teeth and hair and
drying the latter. He didn't feel the need to leash me, though, and
when he was dressed we simply walked back along the passage and up
the stairs to where Alexander and Nika were enjoying breakfast.

They weren't alone, though. It seemed they
had picked up another couple at some point. They were Spanish. The
man was tall and lean, and maybe forty. The woman was beautiful,
full bodied, with long dark hair and beautiful eyes. She was
probably in her late twenties.

All of them were dressed in summer clothes,
light shirts and shorts, as was Gray. I, of course, was still nude,
and my shackles were clipped behind my back. I felt a modicum of
self-consciousness as the new couple stared at me. I hadn't seen
them the previous evening.

“Good morning, Gray,” Alexander said.

“Alex,” he replied, taking a seat at the
table. Raul,” he said to the man. “Antonia,” he said to the
woman.

Given no instruction, I stood as I was until
Gray motioned me down. I then knelt, knees wide, shoulders
back.

“So this is your slave girl, Mister
Sommerville,” the woman said, in lightly accented English.

“Yes, I bought her at an auction in
Algiers,” Gray said lightly.

Which was sort of true, in a way. Of course,
he had been the one pretending to sell me at that same auction.

She was short, perhaps five feet and an inch
or two, and slim, despite her large breasts. I figured that
probably made them fakes, but who knew. She had dark, intense eyes,
and I saw two things in them. The first was disapproval, though I
thought it was for me more than Gray. The second was something I
had come to recognize, which was lust.

Nika had done a lot of things to me and with
me, but it had been for Alexander, and though she hadn't minded it,
had even enjoyed it at times, I don't think she herself was all
that much more interested in women than I was. She had enjoyed
punishing me, because she was jealous of me, and of Alexander's
interest in me.

Antonia's look was much more... intense.

“And is she... well-trained?”

“She's getting there,” he replied.

The steward came in and brought food for
Gray, setting it on the table.

“No food for your slave?” Antonia asked.

“I might feed her table scraps later,” he
said. “You can feed her if you like. She won't bite,” he said.

I did not want Antonia to feed me. I was
feeling self-conscious under her constant attention, and
uncomfortable by it. There was something in her I found faintly
menacing. On the other hand, that excited that masochistic side of
me which reveled in the very idea of being a helpless 'sex
slave'.

As I said, Nika had had sex with me before,
and I had come like crazy, but that was because Nika had merely
been the hand puppet for the men watching. It was their attention,
as well as her touch which had aroused me.

Then again, that African woman had certainly
aroused me, even with no men present. But she had been so tall and
athletic and... and foreign, not like a normal woman at all.

In the normal course of things the woman
would not interest me sexually. Why, then, was the possibility she
might do something... cruel... both scary and arousing?

I revised her age upward. She was not in her
twenties, despite how pretty she was, but in her thirties., perhaps
even older than Gray's thirty-five.

She held out her hand to me, with a small
piece of ham in it. I looked at Gray, who nodded. Reluctantly, I
shuffled forward on my knees, then leaned in to lick it from her
fingers.

I did not blush, but I did squirm a bit,
mentally, not because I hadn't done such things before, but...
because it was her. Despite Nika, and despite that African woman, I
was still much less easy around women.

She insisted on feeding me through the meal.
Sometimes she would have me lick the food from her fingers. Other
times she would make me push my tongue out, place something on my
tongue, and make me wait for her to give permission to bring my
tongue back into my mouth.

Then she began to idly throw pieces of food
onto the deck, so that I had to slide back on my heels and lean far
over to lick it off the deck. Her eyes only grew more fascinated as
she watched me.

I felt a growing sense of arousal even as my
uneasiness and.. mental discomfort grew. I was leery of her, but
knew that, as a slave girl, I would inevitably be given to her to
use. That wouldn't be so bad if Gray was there, of course.

But he wasn't.

It was a couple of hours later that I wound
up being led, leashed, by the tongue, by Nika, up the passageway to
one of the other guest bedrooms.

To hers.

Her husband, if that was what he was, was
also there, but he was sitting on a chair. He was, I guessed, to be
the observer, though perhaps he would take an active part
later.

Nika removed the leash and then left me
alone with them. I stood there in uncomfortable silence as they
observed me, then Antonia moved forward, her hands sliding through
my hair, then jerking it back sharply and painfully so that I cried
out.

“Such a pretty little slave girl,” she said
in a purring voice.

Using my hair as a leash, she led me over
beside the chair where Raul sat, holding my head back while forcing
my chest out tautly.

“What do you think, Raul? Is this little sex
toy pretty?”

Her hand reached around me to roughly grope
my right breast.

“Very pretty,” he said.

I felt a larger hand caressing my left
breast, then sliding slowly down my belly and caressing me between
the legs. I moaned helplessly, wrists tugging against the shackles
holding them behind my back.

“The very essence of the sex toy,” Antonia
said with a sneer.

“Every man's favorite kind,” I heard Raul
say.

“If you want a mindless pet that is only
good for one thing!”

“Oh, I think she's probably good for a few
things, my dear,” Raul said in amusement.

“She? You should say 'it'. As if she's a
thing not a person. She's just a mindless fuck toy.”

She twisted me around and threw me against
the bed.

“Get on your knees, slut,” she growled.

Moaning, gasping, I obeyed, feeling a wild
rush of anxiety mixed with dark excitement as she began to strip.
Nude, she was as slender as I'd thought, but her body was very firm
and toned, her breasts high and far too perfect to be real.

She climbed into bed in front of me, then
sat on her heels with her knees together as she reached for my
hair. I cried out in pain as she yanked me forward, dragging me,
until my knees scrambled to push me forward, pulling me so that I
was belly down across her things with my bottom raised.

Crack!

I gasped at the sharp slap to my bottom.

“Nasty little slut,” she said.

Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Oh!” I gasped.

“I know what you want, slut,” she said.
“Spread your legs.”

I obeyed, and felt her fingers at my sex,
rough, jabbing at me. I was already wet, and she sneered at me.

“Slut! Already ready for a big cock, aren't
you!”

I felt something pressed against me,
something thick and round, a dildo I was sure. It slid into me,
pumping and twisting, driving deep and filling me up with that
familiar delicious sense of pressure, stretching the lips of my
opening wide.

I already had a butt-plug in my bottom, but
I felt it pulled free, then another dildo plunged deep, so that I
ached inside.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Bad girl,” she said.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

I gasped and moaned and wriggled as her hand
came down across my bottom with sharp, stinging blows.

“Nasty little girls need to be taught their
place,” she said.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

My bottom began to heat up rapidly as her
hand came down again and again, and I felt the deepening ache and
heat even as the dark sexual high gripped my mind.

“Filthy little slut,” she said.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Should I spank her harder, Raul?”

“If she's a bad girl she should be spanked,”
he said mildly.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

My gasps became cries as the sharp sting of
each fresh blow resonated through my body! My hips wriggled and
twisted and jerked, but she held me carefully in place with a tight
grip against my hair.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Are you sorry for being a filthy little
slut?” she demanded.

“Y-Yes, mistress!” I cried.

Crack! Crack!

“Don't call me mistress, you dirty little
girl,” she ordered. “Call me... mother.”

I felt a ripple of confusion, then
startlement, then shock and then an almost awe at how she had
managed to make things seem even more kinky and perverted than they
already were!

Crack! Crack!

“Do you hear me, slut? Are you sorry for
being a whore?”

“Y-Yes!” I cried.

She jerked my head roughly up and back and I
cried out in pain.

“Yes what?”

“Yes... mother!” I cried.

“Filthy little slut. Do you think I don't
know your kind? I have a daughter your age.”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

I squealed and twisted and cried out as her
hand made my bottom burn with a deep, throbbing heat, but despite
that I was feeling a wicked, kinky thrill.

“Are you sorry for loving cock?”

“Yes, mother!” I cried.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

Her hand stopped the spanking to grip the
base of the dildo driven into my pussy, twisting it, then pumping
it in and out.

“Are you going to be an obedient little
girl?” she demanded.

“Yes, mother!” I moaned.

Her fingers stroked across my clitoris as
she pumped the dildo in and out.

“Are you going to obey your mother?” she
demanded.

“Y-yes, mother!” I gasped.

“Raul,” she barked. “I think this little
bitch of mine needs to be sodomized!”

“Do you think so, dear?” he asked.

Crack! Her hand slapped stingingly
down on my ass.

“She's been prostituting herself!” she said
indignantly. “And having sex with dogs!”

I was gasping and moaning, and my eyes were
teary because of the pain, but her words stunned me momentarily.
Wow! She was more of a pervert than me! I gave little thought to
denying it. This was all absurd anyway, but it was a dark, nasty,
kinky absurdity!

She yanked me up and back by the hair and I
cried out as my scalp was yanked and my hair twisted! She got up
and dragged me out of bed and onto the floor, then over on my knees
in front of where Raul sat calmly watching.

“Apologize to your father for being a
prostitute,” she ordered, jerking back on my hair.

“I-I'm sorry for being a prostitute!” I
gasped.

She reached down and slapped my breast.

“Say father!”

“I'm sorry for being a prostitute, father!”
I cried.

He snorted and stood up, then undressed. His
cock sprang out long, but not as thick as Gray or many of the
others I'd had, including Mohamed. He stepped forward and Antonia
jerked back on my hair.

“Open your mouth, whore, so your father can
fuck your mouth!” she ordered.

Ugh. Sick! But I opened my mouth wide.

He stepped forward and his cock pushed into
my open mouth, then slid deeper. I sensed his hand going up
overhead, going around Antonia, and the two of them began to kiss
as he drove his cock deep into my throat.

He buried himself in my mouth and throat, my
head wedged back against Antonia's thighs, and then hemmed in by
his own groin as he pressed it firmly against my mouth and held it
there, his cock deep inside my chest.

They didn't move for a long minute, and I
presumed they were kissing, though of course, my vision was limited
to his groin. She still held my hair firmly as their thighs
squeezed me front and back, and then his hips began to slowly pump
in and out, using long, slow, casual strokes.

I could hear them kissing now, as they
trapped me between them, and fought to breath around the cock deep
in my throat. It wasn't easy but it was doable, largely because I
was used to having big cocks in my throat now, and if you relaxed
your throat and focused, you could breath, though quick, deep
breaths weren't possible.

I heard them whispering to themselves, the
way lovers did, but in Spanish, , as he slowly pumped his hips in
and out of my mouth and throat.

Finally, after something like two minutes,
they drew apart, and his cock slipped out of my mouth so that I
could take long, deep, shuddering breaths of air. I was a bit
light-headed by then, as Antonia twisted me around by the hair and
forced me up into the bed again.

She climbed in, as well, sitting against the
headboard, legs spread, knees up, as she dragged me in by the
hair.

“Lick me, slut, while your father fucks
you!” she growled.

I moaned dazedly, licking quickly, though,
to stop her yanking at my hair! I felt the weight behind m, as Raul
got into bed, then the dildo pulled from my sex. His cock replaced
it, and his hands gripped my hips as he started to thrust in and
out.

“Do you like that, slut? Do you like your
father's cock in your belly?” she demanded, slapping my head.
“Filthy little girl! Nasty little prostitute!”

Kinky fucking bitch, I thought, but I kept
licking, gasping and moaning as she roughly groped my breast and
jammed my face against her.

And again, it never even occurred to
me, not once, that I might object to anything that was happening.
The thought simply wasn't even there!

That was how affected I had been by the last
week's 'game'. I was a slave girl!

“Use my daughter harder, Raul! Make her feel
your cock! Make her hurt!”

Raul thrust hard, and his cock did push high
inside me. His belly was also striking the dildo which protruded
from my bottom at times, jamming that in again and again, so that
my insides both ached and burned! It was all so wild and filthy and
deliciously, darkly thrilling!

And then I felt his hand snake down across
my hip, his fingers finding my clitoris as he thrust, and waves of
sensation rolled through me as an orgasm tore my mind apart!

“Filthy slut!” Antonia cried. “She's coming
with her father's cock in her hot little pussy!”

She slapped my head repeatedly, jamming me
harder against her sex, and I licked dazedly as my body flared with
pleasure!

*

After she had come, and he had, Raul sat
back on the chair, and I performed oral sex on him, then a lap
dance, as Antonio turned on music and gave me instructions. Then he
sodomized me. It was... sick, depraved, and hot!

Nika led me back to another cabin and washed
me, for I wasn't permitted to do anything, then led me out back to
drink from a bowl on the deck. After a while, Raul and Antonia
joined us, well, joined them. I remained on my knees.

They had me be their steward, fetching
drinks and snacks for them, cleaning deliberate spills, sometimes
with my tongue, and then later strung me up by my ankles so I hung
upside down along the wall for a time. Then I was suspended
rightway up, with a weight on my tongue, pulling it down over my
lip as Nika and Antonia took turns torturing me with ice cubes,
candle wax and vibrators.

I spent the nights with Gray, still
shackled, of course, but it wasn't all sex. He asked me questions,
even talked to me about his family, and his money and investments,
while idly caressing me. He often made a game of getting me as
aroused as possible without letting me climax, making me beg him
for an orgasm.

He did slowly wheedle details of my mother
and father and my earlier life from me, and troubled me by asking
me what I intended to do with my life. I had no answer. That was
what troubled me. “I guess I'll just be a sex slave,” I said
jokingly.

Nika and Antonia made a project of
stretching my tongue, so I think they had heard somewhat about my
'captivity' in Egypt and, I discovered, Sudan. They thought the
idea of stretching my tongue out was fascinating.

When we drew into port in South Africa I was
made the center of another perverted play. This time the White
guests were treated to the sight of me being a slave girl to huge
Black men with big cocks. I suppose this was considered even more
outrageous among the White community of South Africa, and they
certainly seemed excited by what they saw!

I was led into the room by the leash
attached to my tongue, crawling. The man holding the leash was tall
and black, and dressed like an African bushman, a savage. Feeling
all those eyes on me made me cringe and flush, but it wasn't like
I, a slave girl, had any choice!

So I licked his feet as they watched, then
licked my way up his bare legs, then he pulled his cock out and the
audience, particularly the females, gasped at its size as I mouthed
him, sucked his balls, and then took him deep into my throat.

He held me tightly as he fucked my throat,
sneering at me and calling me his slave. Then another man came in,
another black 'savage' and dropped to his knees behind me. His big
hands mauled my breasts, then slid down to finger my sex. He jerked
my hips out and fed his cock into me as the other man knelt before
me.

Two big cocks slid into me, one from either
direction, as I moaned helplessly, the poor white girl, the poor
blonde, assailed by big black jungle savages! Oh the people
watching loved that!

The man in front of me sat back and dragged
me forward by the hair until I was straddling his stiff, black
shaft. I sank down all the way, groaning helplessly, and the man
behind then fed his cock up my ass!

That was when the third man walked in,
gripping my hair roughly, yanking it up and around, and shoving his
cock into it.

I began to come even before his cock entered
my mouth, and his cock could not silence my cries of pleasure, only
muffle them. Their hands were all over me, their cocks churning my
insides into a hot, bubbling froth, and I came and came and came! I
came until I ached inside! I came until I could hardly breath!

A sexual fever seared me and nothing
mattered but the wild, raw, animal heat and pleasure!

But it was next day that the challenge
came.

We were going to fly back to Monaco. I had
to wear clothes.

The idea was weirdly daunting! I stared at
the dress like it was an unfamiliar garment. I hadn't worn a stitch
in days. I'd been seen naked in public, and by small groups of
people, naked and in obscene sexual positions. Why did I have to
wear a dress now?

Oh, I knew why, intellectually, but
emotionally I felt weird about it. South Africa was actually kind
of conservative, and Gray didn't want trouble. So I had to remove
the collar and shackles, too, and put on shoes! Shoes! I hadn't
worn shoes this whole time!

Even though the short little dress was small
and lightweight – rather revealing, of course, it felt incredibly
modest to don it, to hide my body. And I knew that was bizarre, but
I felt it anyway!

“Are you going to become a nudist now?” Gray
asked in amusement when I mentioned that.

“I don't think so. I mean, I like clothes. I
like how I look in them. It's just that.. it feels weird right
now!”

And it felt like a masquerade, like I was
pretending to be something I wasn't, as we walked off the ship and
got into a cab and headed for the airport. It felt like I was
pretending to be... normal, when I was really a slave girl! Where
I'd felt self-conscious naked before now I felt self-conscious in
clothes.

Of course, once on the flight, Gray's
fingers found their way below my short skirt often, with him
playing his now familiar game of heating me up and letting me
simmer and bubble and boil.

We did join the mile high club, though.

What did I intend to do with my life? I had
no idea. I was not inspired by anything. I didn't need a job. I
felt no particular calling. Other than being hot and having hot
sex, of course.

I liked being hot. I liked being sexy. I
liked the way people, mostly men, lusted after me.

I liked Gray. He was intelligent, not
unkind, and mature. Well, he was way older than me. He wasn't quite
old enough to be my father, but he wasn't very far removed. I won't
say he was a father figure, by any means, but more that of a
perverted, sexy, favorite uncle, perhaps.

I liked being his sex slave. But I didn't
have further romantic ambitions with him, not... exactly. He was
comforting and familiar and sexy and fun. But I didn't see spending
every hour of every day by his side.

Back in Monaco, we enjoyed gaming at the
casino, and the horse races, and hot, kinky sex, sometimes with
others added into the mix. I took up pole dancing, and then went to
work, as a lark, as fun, as a hobby, at a high priced strip
club.

That was hot!

It was degrading, and demeaning and slutty
and wild! I gave lap dances to drunken middle aged men who pawed me
and pushed Euros into me. I danced on the stage and twirled around
the pole, and flirted outrageously, and then returned to Gray and
had him punish me for my sluttiness.

It was all very, very wild and wicked and
fun.

And I decided that, for now, my job was to
have fun. I wasn't even nineteen yet, after all. What other purpose
did I need to dedicate myself to? I would party a lot with
intelligent, sophisticated people, and eventually something else
might come to me.

And if not, well, having fun was not a bad
goal in life, even for a slave girl.

 


END

 


 


*

Have praise, suggestions or complaints?
writeargus@gmail.com

Erotic stories & novels by JJ Argus

 


Zoe's New Job * Working For The Smiths *
Wild in Wyoming * What I Learned in College * Two Teachers * Twenty
Nine * Tomb of Darkness * Thrown to the Wolves * The Wolves' Pet *
The Wolf Girl * The Tenant * The Submissive Photographer * The
Submission Game * The Student Librarian *The Straight Girl * The
Secretary * The President's Slave Girl * The Personal Assistant to
Mister Blake * The New Neighbors * The Nerd Girl * The Naked
Sorority Girl * The Mouse * The Millionaire and the Med Student *
The Master's Choice * The Lady in the Castle * The Interview * The
Girls in the Band * The General's New Aide * The Director * The
Debt Slave * The Secret Room * The Challenge * The Butler * The
Banker's Payment * The Banker Babe* The Arrangement * The
Accounting Girl * Stripped! *Stocks and Bonds * Slave of the
Vampires * Sir! * Rich Man's Yacht * Personal Services * Nigger's
Girl * My Boyfriend's Father * Molly's Black Master * Molly's Two
Black Masters * Mister Stone's Lawyer * Mister Stirling's Chauffeur
* Miss Sullivan's New Duties * Miranda's Tower * Masters Fine
Leather * Journey into Slavery * Into The Past * In the Vampire's
Lair * In The Summer Heat * Her Very Own Pirate * Fiona's Need *
Erin's Four Masters * Emily's Debt * * Courtney's Boring Life *
Courtney Gets Caught * Chained Heat * Bound in Red Tape * Biker
Bitch * Behind the Mask * Back in Time * An English Girl in China *
A Slave to the Pack *Owned by the Pack * An Office Affair * A Life
of Slavery * A Different Kind of Pet * A Darker Shade of Gray * A
Dark Spirit * A Dark Desert Heat * A Dark African Fever * Anything
*



cover.jpeg
By JJ Argus





js/kobo.js
var gPosition = 0;
var gProgress = 0;
var gCurrentPage = 0;
var gPageCount = 0;
var gClientHeight = null;

const kMaxFont = 0;

function getPosition()
{
	return gPosition;
}

function getProgress()
{
	return gProgress;
}

function getPageCount()
{
	return gPageCount;
}

function getCurrentPage()
{
	return gCurrentPage;
}

/**
 * Setup the columns and calculate the total page count;
 */

function setupBookColumns()
{
	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;
	body.marginLeft = 0;
	body.marginRight = 0;
	body.marginTop = 0;
	body.marginBottom = 0;
	
    var bc = document.getElementById('book-columns').style;
    bc.width = (window.innerWidth * 2) + 'px !important';
	bc.height = (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont) + 'px !important';
    bc.marginTop = '0px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnWidth = window.innerWidth + 'px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnGap = '0px';
	bc.overflow = 'visible';

	gCurrentPage = 1;
	gProgress = gPosition = 0;
	
	var bi = document.getElementById('book-inner').style;
	bi.marginLeft = '0px';
	bi.marginRight = '0px';
	bi.padding = '0';

	gPageCount = document.body.scrollWidth / window.innerWidth;

	// Adjust the page count to 1 in case the initial bool-columns.clientHeight is less than the height of the screen. We only do this once.2

	if (gClientHeight < (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont)) {
		gPageCount = 1;
	}
}

/**
 * Columnize the document and move to the first page. The position and progress are reset/initialized
 * to 0. This should be the initial pagination request when the document is initially shown.
 */

function paginate()
{	
	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this
	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.
	
	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	
	setupBookColumns();
}

/**
 * Paginate the document again and maintain the current progress. This needs to be used when
 * the content view changes size. For example because of orientation changes. The page count
 * and current page are recalculated based on the current progress.
 */

function paginateAndMaintainProgress()
{
	var savedProgress = gProgress;
	setupBookColumns();
	goProgress(savedProgress);
}

/**
 * Update the progress based on the current page and page count. The progress is calculated
 * based on the top left position of the page. So the first page is 0% and the last page is
 * always below 1.0.
 */

function updateProgress()
{
	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;
}

/**
 * Move a page back if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goBack()
{
	if (gCurrentPage > 1)
	{
		gCurrentPage--;
		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move a page forward if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goForward()
{
	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage++;
		gPosition += window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move directly to a page. Remember that there are no real page numbers in a reflowed
 * EPUB document. Use this only in the context of the current document.
 */

function goPage(pageNumber)
{
	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;
		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}



