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This story begins with the novel…
The Taking of Cheryl, Book One: Cheryl Captured

Part Seven

AT HOME WITH THE TURK

The Turk’s estate lay on a ten-acre island in the northwestern corner of Lake Winnipie. It was accessible only by boat and the only dock on the lake was served by the only road that led there. Large barbed wire topped fences along the shore of the island discouraged intruders, as did the seventy four year old man who served as Turk’s groundskeeper. The old man and his wife lived there year-round. They protected and maintained his domain. There was electrical service to the island through an underwater cable, but no telephone. Visitors were directed to a gated entrance and an intercom/bell. No one without a warrant and a gun would ever be admitted without the Turk’s consent.

It was here that the Turk brought his new capture, Denise. She had traveled there in the minute prison of one of Turk’s special boxes. He had strapped her in, just as he had Cheryl, rolled her down to his van and driven her the 250 miles to his island. After he had strapped her down in the box, and was as he was preparing to apply the facemask and gag, she had pleaded desperately not to be imprisoned. It took some effort to jam the mask’s gag into her mouth. She had abandoned her resistance when he twisted her nipple harshly. With tears in her eyes, she meekly opened her mouth and granted admission. He had not sedated her before placing her in the box as he had Cheryl because of the length of the trip. It was about the same distance as to Baltimore, but a much longer drive due to the lack of principal roads in that area of the state. Once the mask had gone on and she was silenced, he administered the hypodermic that would leave her sedated for many hours before he shut the box. He would administer a second, oral dose of the drug later while on the road through the tube that led through her gag to her stomach.

When Denise finally awoke from her drug-induced slumber, she was already out of the box and lying on a soft pallet in a cell deep in the basement of the Turk’s mansion. It was a large, stone dwelling, built many years before by an eccentric millionaire who, during the depression, leapt from a tall building with a single bound. The property languished for many years until taken over and refurbished by the Turk.

Denise had no idea where she was. The room was lit by a small bulb mounted behind a steel mesh screen. She was gagged with a thick leather mask that covered the lower portion of her face. Her hands were locked behind her back with leather bracelets and a chain was locked to a thin steel collar around her neck. The chain gave Denise just enough leeway to crawl to the middle of the room. A large, foreboding steel door barred her exit. The room was damp and cold and Denise shivered as she fought back tears.

After about an hour, she heard the rattling of keys outside the door and the turning of the lock. She was surprised to see a short, rotund, elderly lady, dressed in an ankle length, black shirtwaist dress. Her gray hair was tied in a knot behind her head. She had sharp, but not unkind, features and her skin was dark toned. She wore a pair of heavy black shoes with low heels. She carried a small tray in one hand. On the tray was a glass of milk and a steaming bowl. A long, thin riding crop hung from her waist.

The old lady smiled when she saw that Denise was awake. She put down the tray and retrieved a stool from outside the cell. She placed the stool near to Denise, picked up the tray and, returning to the stool, sat down. Placing the tray back down on the floor, she placed her hands on her knees and spoke gleefully to Denise.

Denise did not understand a single word she said. Her harsh syllables made Denise wonder if she was speaking some Slavic language. She continued to speak to Denise in singsong tones as she loosened the mask and removed the gag from Denise’s mouth. Denise started to beg and plea for the woman to help her.

The woman tapped Denise lightly on the side of her face and murmured, “No talk, no talk.”

This did not quell Denise. She had been silent long enough. Her pleas became more piteous.

Shaking her head, the woman stood and drew the thin riding crop from her belt and gave Denise three sharp blows with it across her back. Denise cringed from the blows and squealed with pain. She drew back from the woman, cowering, terrified that she was to receive a beating for her disobedience. But the woman merely replaced the cane and sat back down on the stool. She smiled at Denise again. “No talk,” she said. “Come, come, eat!”

Denise crawled back to the old lady cautiously. She knelt near her and the old lady picked up the tray, took a spoonful of the hot stew and proffered it to Denise. Denise opened her mouth and allowed the woman to feed her. She was ravenous, and the stew tasted delicious. She was grateful to the old lady for this small act of mercy. After she had consumed the stew, the old lady held up the glass of milk and helped her drink it all down.

“Good, good,” the old lady said. She put aside the bowl and glass and motioned for Denise to rise. She was confined by the chain that led from the collar around her neck to an eyebolt lodged near the floor in the wall opposite the door. If she remained near the pallet, Denise could just stand up. She was unsteady when she rose and the old lady grabbed her arm and helped her. She took out a key and unlocked the chain from the wall. “Come, come,” she instructed Denise as she led the way from the cell, pulling Denise along as on a leash.

The cell led into a large carpeted room. It was luxurious compared to Denise’s cell. The woman led Denise to the other side of the room where they entered a large bathroom. In the middle of the floor was a sunken tub, lined with sand colored tiles. Standing next to the tub, the woman turned on the water and began to fill it. She motioned for Denise to get into the tub. Afraid to disobey the woman, Denise got in and sat down on a step. The tub was filling fast and she could feel the warm water as it crept up her legs. The old lady had affixed Denise’s chain to a bolt in the floor near the tub. To Denise’s surprise, she raised her dress, tied it into a knot at her hip, removed her shoes and thick, beige support stockings and joined Denise in the tub.

She proceeded to wash Denise from her head to her toes. The woman used a large, soft sponge to soap up Denise’s body. She washed her breasts, her legs and the fulcrum of her thighs. Denise’s hands were still bound behind her and the woman lifted her arms so that she could wash under them, causing Denise to utter a soft cry of pain. “Shhhhhh,” the woman hissed. Denise did not want another lesson in obedience from the woman and so she held her tongue.

The old lady rinsed Denise’s body with a hose attached to the faucet and then sat on the edge of the tub motioning Denise to squat down. Denise crouched before her and the woman carefully washed Denise’s long, blond hair.

“Who is this old lady?” Denise thought, as she felt her scalp carefully and thoroughly massaged. It actually was calming to have the woman bathe her and attend to her so gently. The strong fingers worked their way across her skull releasing some of Denise’s tension. It was strange to be comforted by the soft murmurings of the old lady and her practiced hands while all the while she was chained and bound, a prisoner in some strange dungeon.

When the bath was over, the woman led Denise over to a stool in front of a vanity. There she carefully dried and combed Denise’s hair. All of the time she was caring for Denise she kept up a melodious chatter in her native language. Intermittently, she would begin to sing a few verses of a song. Denise felt that she was being treated as a young daughter, or rather, more accurately, as a pet. Apparently, she had been entrusted into this woman’s care as some form of household animal. Just as you would groom a prized dog, she had been bathed and her hair combed and brushed. She wasn’t expected to talk back, because pets don’t talk.

As if to emphasize this, after the woman had carefully brushed Denise’s teeth and assisted her in rinsing her mouth, she pulled the mask and gag that Denise had been wearing in her cell from the pocket of her bulky dress. Seeing the gag, Denise felt her heart sink. She had been lulled by the woman’s gentle and kindly ministrations and had momentarily forgotten that she was a prisoner. Denise hesitated in opening her mouth. The woman looked at her sympathetically and patted her head uttering soft, unintelligible phrases. Denise knew that she had no ability to resist the return of the mask and gag to her body. She feared another application of the whip. With a small tear running down from the corner of her eye, she forlornly opened her mouth. The woman reinserted the gag, affixed the attached mask to the lower portion of Denise’s face and locked it behind her head.

Denise expected to be taken back to her cell when the woman had finished caring for her, but she was mistaken. When they left the bathroom, they ascended a long set of stone stairs. It led to a small landing and another steel door. The old lady pressed a button on the side of the door. After a few moments, a small barred window in the door was opened and a man’s grizzled, old face showed itself. He looked at the woman, who issued a sharp complaint. Mumbling something, he unlocked the door from the outside and opened it.

The man looked to Denise to be about eighty years old. But he was tall and strongly built. He had a broad, gray mustache and short, but shaggy hair that peered out from under a small brimmed cloth hat. His face had broad, meandering wrinkles. He was wearing rough work clothes, a thick plaid cotton shirt and faded blue jeans. He had heavy workman’s boots on his feet.

Denise felt the old man’s eyes on her naked form as she was led into a large, wood paneled room. A long oak table stood in its center and the walls were lined with a sideboard and a china closet. Eight shiny, polished oak chairs surrounded the table, which had a bowl of fruit at its center. The normalcy of the room stunned Denise. She did not know what she had expected to see, but a middle class dining room had not been within her imagination. It was a sharp contrast to the harshness of the cellar below.

The old lady pushed the old man aside with an acerbic comment and led Denise through the dining room and into a central hallway. A wide, semi-circular set of wooden stairs led to the upper portion of the house and Denise found herself being led up them. They were heavily carpeted and comfortable on her feet after the harsh stone stairs that led up from the basement. At the top of the stairs was a landing. To the right was another set of narrower stairs leading to the third floor. To the left was a large finely crafted door. The old woman unlocked the door and led Denise in.

It was a large bedroom, with a large bed dominating it. The walls were painted off-white and a red and black oriental carpet lined the floor. There was a dresser and an armchair to the left side of the bed.

There was no doubt in Denise’s mind that this bedroom belonged to her abductor. The room had a manly, austere feel to it. A large bay window to the right of the bed admitted a soft late afternoon light. Denise could see trees outside the window, their leaves having turned bright yellows and reds. She could see a large lake and the glimmer of the sun reflected in its choppy waters.

The woman, whose name Denise was to learn was Tamara, pulled Denise to the center of the room and forced her to her knees. Tamara went to a closet and returned with a two foot long bar with leather bracelets on both ends. She attached the leather cuffs to Denise’s ankles. She affixed a short chain between the bar and the leather bracelets that held Denise’s hands in confinement behind her back. The chain from Denise’s collar she affixed to a ring in the center of the footboard of the bed.

Denise looked up forlornly at the gray haired woman. She knew why she had been chained there and knew that the old woman knew it too. Was she expecting pity? She didn’t know. The woman, seeing Denise’s unhappy eyes, gently stroked her face and cooed soft words to her. To Denise’s surprise, she began to caress one of her breasts, tenderly pressing it against Denise’s body and then teasing the nipple to hardness. She smiled and, after patting Denise on the head, turned and left the room.

The stillness of the room was oppressive as Denise commenced the wait for her owner. She had no doubt now that this man was acting for himself, that he had also taken her sister, Cheryl, and that the purpose of his ownership of her was to make her his sexual slave. She feared what he would do when he finally arrived. Would he beat her like he did in the apartment? Would he be happy just to force himself on her, to make her take his manhood in her mouth?

Her hands were sweaty with fear. She twisted them behind her back, testing her bonds. Her legs were splayed wide, forced apart by the iron bar between her ankles. Her mouth was dry and her jaws ached from the constant presence of her gag. To be deprived of a voice was to be deprived of humanity. Was she now less than a person?

Denise’s only consolation was that she was one step closer, or so she thought, to finding her sister. Was she locked away in a cell in this very house? Would she see her soon? It would almost be worth her captivity and torture if she could only know for sure that Cheryl was alive and well.

These thoughts ran through Denise’s mind as she endured the long wait for her master’s presence.

As the light outside was turning to darkness, Denise heard a heavy tread on the stairs outside of the room. Other than her own breathing, it was the first sound that she had heard since the old lady had left her there. The footsteps came closer and closer, the leisurely step of a man in his own element. The lock turned in the door and it opened.

The Turk stepped into the room and looked briefly at his prisoner. She was an engaging sight. He could see her breasts quivering with fear. Her nipples were hard and her eyes were glued to him, wide with apprehension. He strode past her and went into the bathroom. Denise’s back was to him but she could hear him washing himself, relieving himself in the toilet. Her stomach was tense as she anticipated his use of her. She heard him leave the bathroom and then the unmistakable sound of the removal of clothes. She felt hands on her ankles, freeing them from their bonds. The Turk crossed in front of her and, taking her arm in his hand, lifted her to her feet. She saw that he was erect, and gave out a feint whine of unhappiness at her fate.

The Turk led Denise to the broad, brocade covered bed. He pulled the covers down to the foot of the bed and then sat her down on the mattress. He unlocked her hands from behind her back and pulled her to the head of the bed where he reaffixed them to a ring in the center of the headboard. Denise had no will to resist. She was as if entranced by the silent determination of this man. He handled her gently, almost tenderly as he spread her body across the bed.

Denise had expected many things, but not what followed. The Turk took her head in his hands and began to kiss her face. Then, burying his head in the crux of her neck, he ran his hands along her shoulders, down her sides and to her breasts. His body was hot against hers and Denise felt the beginnings of passion stirring in her loins. This man was going to take her, against her will, without her consent, but he was intent on making her complicit in her own violation. His mouth sucked on the nipple of her right breast as a hand descended down her left hip. It ran across her stomach, hesitated briefly at her furry bush, and then seized her sex.

The confused and dazed woman could not prevent a moan from escaping from her throat. Turk forced her legs apart and delved his fingers into her moistening cunt. He grabbed the nub of pleasure between finger and thumb and pulled on it lightly, delicately. Denise could no longer restrain her passion as she spread her legs wide, yearning for the strong, dark man to possess her. She felt him lift first one and then the other leg over hers. He now knelt between her legs, his cock pressing up against the entrance to her womb. She sighed deeply as she felt the lips spreading, his hard rod pressing its way inside her.

When the Turk began to stroke his cock slowly back and forth, penetrating her deeply, Denise began to rock back. They were fucking now, both of them. She wrapped her legs around the back of his thighs, pulling him deeper and deeper inside her. Her hands pulled futilely at her bindings as she yearned to circle her arms around his muscled flesh. She started to cry out in short, staccato bursts as her orgasm neared. Suddenly she felt the gag being loosened from behind her head. The thick leather plug that had stifled her fell out and was replaced by the Turk’s hot tongue and his hungry lips. At this, Denise’s crises came. She had never been fucked like this. She had never given herself over to a lover as she was doing to this cruel man who had stolen her very persona away. She felt the Turk come, his hips jamming hard against hers, a deep, rumbling groan accompanying the discharge of his hot fluids. Her orgasm started again, the pulses of pleasure almost too much to bear.

The couple lay enraptured for several minutes. The Turk stirred first, raising his torso off of hers, slowly drawing his flaccid, but still engorged cock from her. She looked up at him with wonder. “What type of man is this?” she thought. How could such tenderness and such cruelty reside in one man? She opened her mouth to speak but his fingers stilled her lips. As he presented the gag once more to her mouth, her eyes began to tear. She wanted to speak, to learn his name, who he was and what was he going to do with her. She dutifully opened her mouth, however, and accepted the intrusion of the thick leather plug. It filled her mouth, widened her lips, as her teeth were forced apart. It pressed down her tongue as it reached to the very back of her oral cavity. And then the half mask was reapplied and she was again reduced to a status less than human.

The Turk sat on the edge of the bed savoring the sight of his property. He caressed her skin softly. He wanted to feel every inch of her, to enjoy the tactile sensation of her flesh. As his hands swept across her stomach, down her thighs and legs and back again, Denise closed her eyes and drifted into an exquisite languor. Her world became his hands as he kneaded her breasts, rubbed her thighs, her arms, her face, her neck, and her belly. She felt herself being turned and she rolled over, passively accepting this man’s desires.

Denise’s back and hindquarters presented a whole new field of exploration for the Turk. He drew his hands down her back and over the rounded cheeks of her ass. He spread her legs and entered her pussy with his hand from underneath her. As he stroked the still distended lips and pressed against her clitoris, Denise raised her hips to ease the Turk’s access to her. Her breath became labored as her lust arose again. The Turk pulled Denise to her knees and spread her legs. He entered her from behind, plunging easily into her moist sheath. Denise was awash with pleasure as with each stroke, The Turk’s cock pressed and rubbed against her sensitive, engorged clit.

As the woman moaned and pressed herself back against the Turk, he pressed a finger against the tight ring of her anus. Slowly he insinuated into her ass, spreading and teasing the puckered ring. He had assaulted her there before, but this time he was determined to gain her cooperation.

Denise felt the Turk’s finger exploring her rear entrance. She discovered that the sensitive nerves around her tight ring sent tingles down into her vagina as the Turk manipulated one and then another finger inside. The strange and exciting feelings triggered her third orgasm of the evening. She came for what seemed an eternity as the fingers in her ass continued their pressure against the tender flesh of the entrance. She felt the Turk withdraw his hardness from her pussy. She knew what was coming and this time, she arched her back and presented her ass for penetration.

The Turk’s cock was well lubricated from Denise’s fluids and the bulbous head glided easily in. At first, Denise felt pain as her tissues were stretched to accommodate the thick, wide member. But as the Turk drew his hard rod back and forth over the entrance to her bowels, Denise’s passion overrode any sensation of pain. It was if he possessed her to her very inner core. The tingles of pleasure ran all over her body. The Turk began to stroke at the rear entrance in earnest as he determined to reach his own climax. His pulsing spear of hardened flesh sent tremor after tremor of pleasure through him. He emptied himself deep inside of Denise, flooding her most secret and private place.

Denise lay still as the Turk rose and dressed. Her face buried into the mattress, she heard, but did not see him leave. The light in the room was dim and she drifted off into a trance-like state. She was shaken from her torpid state when the door to the bedroom opened again and the old lady entered. The woman freed her hands only to affix them again behind her back. She was pulled from the bed and led into the bathroom. In an oversized shower stall, the old lady carefully and thoroughly washed Denise’s vagina and rear. Her fingers carefully spread Denise’s lower lips to permit the warm, pleasant flow from a shower hose to enter and wash out the remains of the Turk’s discharge.

After being washed, Denise was dried with a soft white towel, the old lady humming softly as she tenderly patted Denise’s sex and rear. Denise leaned against the woman as she squatted, her legs spread wide. The woman’s warmth and almost jolly demeanor was comforting.

After bathing her and fixing her hair, the woman reaffixed the chain to Denise’s collar and led her back downstairs. Denise could smell the aroma of cooking meat. She was led into the dining room where the old man was already sitting at the table. Three settings had been laid out and a large pitcher of red wine sat in the middle. Tamara motioned for Denise to kneel by the chair at the head of the table and when she did so, the chain was attached to a ring set at the top of the table leg at the corner.

Denise was kneeling within arms reach of the old man. He was drinking a glass of wine. She was embarrassed to be so naked and confined before this old man. He turned his head towards her and then reached out to caress her breast. His hands were rough and strong. He pinched the nipple delicately and uttered soothing words to her, smiling.

Tamara returned carrying a large platter of carved meat. Denise recognized the smell of lamb. Her stomach growled as she yearned for food. The old woman left and returned again quickly, this time with a bowl of yellow rice and a platter of roasted peppers and onions. She sat at the table, poured herself a glass of wine and waited. A few moments later the Turk entered the room and took his seat at the head of the table.

The trio ate in relative quiet. From time to time, the Turk glanced over at his naked, kneeling prisoner. Denise pleaded with her eyes to be allowed to eat. He ignored her and returned his attentions to his meal. After the sounds of the meal slowed and then stopped, Cheryl heard the voice of the old woman. She was apparently referring to Denise as the old man and Turk both looked at her at the same time. The old man answered the woman, chuckling. The Turk spoke a short, staccato sentence in the foreign tongue and then, after sliding his chair back from the table, got up and left the room. The old man followed him.

After Tamara cleared the table, she unleashed Denise from the table and led her into the kitchen. It was a large, stone tiled room, with a large oven and an old, black, gas fired oven and stove. A large butcher block island stood in the middle of the room. The ceiling was high and a row of hanging lights brightened the room.

Denise saw a large bowl of food sitting on the floor in the corner of the room. Tamara led her to it and, pressing on her shoulders, made her kneel in front of it. She removed the mask and gag and motioned for Denise to eat.

A wave of self pity overcame Denise. If she needed definitive proof of her lowly status, this was it. She would eat from the floor like an animal. The dispirited woman began to sob silently. She was hungry. She needed to eat. She knew that she would ultimately debase herself and bury her face in the bowl. But she couldn’t take that first movement to do so. She looked up at the old woman piteously, stifling the urge to plead and beg for humane treatment.

Recognizing Denise’s forlorn state, the woman knelt by her side. She stroked Denise’s hair and face, speaking softly to her. She picked up a piece of lamb from the bowl and introduced it into Denise’s mouth. Denise accepted it meekly. The well-seasoned, tender meat gave Denise comfort as she chewed it slowly. “Eat, eat,” the woman said kindly. Denise looked down at her proffered meal and swallowed. Spreading her legs wide, she leaned over and pressed her mouth into the bowl.

When Denise was finished eating, she waited patiently for the old woman to finish with the dishes. When she had finished, she came over and wiped Denise’s mouth and face clean. She gave her a tall glass of milk to drink and then took her to a small bathroom off of the kitchen to let her urinate. She then led Denise by her chain from the kitchen, across the expansive hallway at the foot of the main stairs and to a set of sliding doors. She slid them open and Denise saw the Turk and the old man seated in easy chairs. The old man was smoking a pipe. Turk was reading a book. The room was dim with only floor lamps near the chairs to spread light. Denise was led to the Turk’s chair where she was affixed to a ring. She was again forced to her knees.

The Turk and the old man paid no heed to Denise’s entrance. The old man seemed to be lost in some reverie. Turk did not look up from his book. The old lady went over to a stereo player located on top of a long bookcase along one wall and placed a CD in the player. The melodic strains of a classical piano sonata filled the room. Choosing an easy chair near the old man, Tamara sat and closed her eyes, smiling contentedly as she listened to the music.

The music was soothing to Denise. She did not know if it was Mozart, Schubert, Liszt or whomever, but the flowing sonorous notes took her away from her abject state. Thinking about the day’s events made her wonder whether this would be her daily routine. Would she be condemned to be silent and bound for however long she might be kept here? What would she be like after a few days of this or weeks, or even months? Could she maintain her sanity?

The Turk glanced over at his beautiful slave. He had never tolerated speech from any of the unfortunate young women who had found their way here. There would be no exception for this one. He was lucky, he knew, to have Tamara to care for her and to be so willing to keep to his rules. He knew that the woman was crazy, maybe psychotic. But she was strong and had a will of iron. She had her whip and she was not reluctant to use it.

Tamara was actually related to the Turk. She was Turk’s mother’s second cousin. They had come to America from the same village in Turkey many years ago. The old man, whose name was Agfa, also came from that village. While he had learned English and worked in a factory, she had remained home with their sole child, a beautiful and sweet girl named Fatima.

At that time, Turk had been a youth, ambitious, smart and wholly dedicated to making it in America. He had fallen in love with Tamara’s daughter. She was sixteen and he was 22, an appropriate age difference under their customs. He would have to wait until she finished school, for Tamara wanted her daughter educated before she married. The Turk often contemplated the anticipated idyll of married life with Fatima.

But one day, walking home from school in the dirty Northeast city in which they lived, she had been followed by some of the white boys from school. Fatima was lovely but her dark skin and slightly oriental appearance set her apart from the other girls. She did not go to their dances and did not hang out at the soda shops. She studied hard, got good grades and was resented by many.

The boys may not have initially intended what happened. Their original purpose was probably to waylay Fatima and humiliate and tease her. They pulled her into an alley, tugging at her skirt, calling her names. Fatima fought back, scratching one of the boys in the face. He got angry and punched her, knocking her to the ground. As she fell, her skirt rode up on her thighs, revealing her simple cotton panties. The boy who hit her noticed the door to a cellar in the alley open and he grabbed the girl and dragged her down the stairs. There all the boys raped her, one after the other, five of them in all.

Fatima limped home. The boys were prosecuted. Three were sent to the juvenile jail and two placed on probation. Although the boys had been punished, Fatima could not live with her shame and was found by her mother one morning hanging from the transom to her bedroom.

The mother was never the same. The father cursed the boys, America and God. The Turk swore revenge.

It took him five years, but one by one he had slain all five of the boys. During that time he became a denizen of the underworld, a hired killer and enforcer. He had also sworn vengeance on the society that had produced these five callous young men. He would wage war on the women of that society. At first he contented himself with cruel, violent rapes. But then he had come into contact with the world of female slavery and he knew that he had found his true engine of revenge. The women he kidnapped and delivered to lustful masters would be raped a hundred, two hundred times, more than he could ever do. He profited by it too by learning to select the most becoming and winsome women he could find and delivering them to wealthy men and women rich enough to maintain women in abject slavery without fear of legal interference.

But now, he had become a prisoner of his own emotions. He had felt the humanity of one of his victims, Cheryl, and now was cursed day and night with the memory of her. He looked at the naked prisoner at his feet and felt nothing but anger. He detested the feelings that Cheryl had awakened in him. Denise had become both the fulcrum of his anger and his means of assuaging it. He could make love to her with all the tenderness and passion that his memory of Cheryl evoked. Or he could ravage her with all of the cruelty and spite that he was capable of.

He watched Denise, her eyes closed as she let the soothing sounds of the delicate music wash over her. His blood began to boil.

Standing, he interrupted Denise’s reverie by pulling on her chain. He unlocked it from the chair and pulled her to her feet. Tamara and Agfa watched silently and knowingly as the Turk pulled the startled woman from the room. When Denise saw that she was being led to the cellar door, she believed that the man, whose name she still did not know, had decided to lock her into her cell for the night. She followed him docilely as he took her down the cold, hard stairs. She was surprised when they bypassed the door to her cell. Instead, he led her to another heavy steel encased door on the other side of the carpeted corridor.

The Turk unlocked the door and swung it open. He dragged Denise in by her chain, causing her to stumble as she crossed the threshold. When she looked up, her stomach sank. Before her was an array of fiendish devices that she knew could only serve a single purpose, the administration of cruel tortures.

The Turk had no taste tonight for the slow and painful tortures that the various racks, stocks and enclosures could provide. His fever could only be cooled by the immediate and direct application of pain to this woman who symbolized all that he hated, both in the world and in himself.

Denise started to whimper and tried to communicate a plea for pity. But her gag stifled all words. She went limp and sank to her knees. Her fear had no effect on the Turk other than to serve his pleasure. He would take pleasure in beating this woman, transferring his pain to her.

A long chain descended from the ceiling in the center of the room looped through an eyelet embedded there. Turk dragged Denise over to it and pushed her to the floor. Forcing her to her stomach, he released her arms from behind her back. He took one wrist and clipped it to one end of the chain. He pulled on the other end of the chain, forcing Denise first to her knees and then to her feet.

The frantic woman dug her heels into the cement floor and tried to waive her other arm out of the Turk’s reach. Her efforts were futile as the Turk easily captured it and joined it to its mate. He then pulled the chain tight until Denise’s toes barely touched the floor. Stepping over to the wall, he locked the chain into place.

Denise’s body writhed as she dangled at the end of the chain. She was sobbing, terrified at the prospect of her imminent torture. The Turk savored her fear. Her delectable body was now covered with a sheen of sweat that her fear had wrung out of her. He stepped towards her and ran his hands over the breasts and belly that he owned. He peered deeply into her blue eyes relishing the panic that was reflected in them. He could hear her murmurs of hysterical pleading from behind her mask. It steeled him in his purpose.

It was difficult for Denise’s mind to comprehend what was happening to her. What had she ever done, she thought, to deserve such cruel treatment? How would she be able to stand the pain of whatever torture this dark, hard man had in store for her?

The Turk stepped back and took a long, narrow hickory switch from the wall. He swished it in the air in satisfaction. It would do nicely.

When Denise saw the switch, she realized that she was to be whipped. She remembered the sharp, painful lashes she had received from the Turk in the apartment. She realized that this was not to be several quick, sharp blows meant as a punishment. This was something else. This beating was to be for its own sake. It purpose was for nothing more than the satisfaction of her master’s sadistic pleasure.

Before commencing Denise’s torment, the Turk used small, thick leather belts to fasten Denise’s legs together at the ankles and just below her knees. He connected the ankle belt to a hook recessed in the floor. He then pulled the chain tighter, stretching Denise so that her body presented an unmovable, taut target.

The first blow of the switch fell on the twin globes of Denise’s ass. It produced an immediate red line of damaged flesh. Denise howled at the pain. It stung fiercely and reverberated throughout her body. The Turk’s second target was the back of her thighs. The poor girl’s body convulsed as she absorbed the terrible pain from the slicing of her skin. Blood trickled down from the wounds. The Turk landed three strokes in rapid succession across her back. At each blow, Denise emitted a high pitched screech.

Turk paused to contemplate the results of his cruel treatment of the trussed up woman. He could see her chest heaving as she sobbed uncontrollably. He slowly walked around the object of his anger and lust. When she saw him cross before her, Denise knew that her breasts would soon suffer the vicious bite of the lash. She moaned and shook her body causing the mounds of soft flesh to sway and tremble. Suddenly, the lash bit into the tender orbs. The lash made a loud snapping sound as it bit hard into her taut skin. Methodically, the Turk worked his way down her torso, striking at her belly and her thighs. He then worked his way up again, finishing with a well-aimed blow directly across her tender nipples.

Denise’s body was now crisscrossed with the evidence of the Turk’s cruelty. She hung there limply, her face awash with tears. The Turk’s anger was abated, but his lust was enflamed. He stripped off his clothes and then lowered Denise to her knees. She looked up at him abjectly, begging with her eyes for pity. He unleashed her mask and removed her gag. He spoke to her for the first time since she had awoken on his island prison.

“You are going to suck my cock, cunt. And I want it slow and pleasurable. Suck it like you mean it or I’ll have you back on your feet in a second.”

Fearful and trembling, Denise nodded her understanding of the Turk’s threat. She eyed the Turk’s thick, hard cock and opened her mouth. She would pleasure him well, anything to avoid being beaten.

The Turk guided Denise’s head forward until his cock passed over her trembling lips. She seized it with her mouth, wrapping her tongue over its meaty end. Slowly she pulled her head back and forth, caressing the length of the hard flesh. She judged the success of her efforts by the moans of pleasure that she heard. The Turk groaned as the hot mouth enflamed his swollen prick. He grabbed the chains from which Denise hung to steady himself as pleasure coursed through him. He began to rock his hips to meet the rhythm of Denise’s efforts.

The room, which moments before had echoed with Denise’s moans of pain, now resounded with the Turk’s moans of pleasure. He could feel his juices rising, but held them back to enjoy the exquisite feeling of teetering on the edge of climax. When he could hold back no more, he thrust his cock deep into Denise’s mouth and spewed his discharge inside.

Denise cried with joy as he came. She had pleased him, she knew it. She would be spared. For now.

The Turk left the naked and still trembling woman where she was. Her hands were still above her head and her knees were painfully set upon the rough concrete floor. Denise did not look up as he left, but shuddered as she heard the door clang shut. A few moments later she heard it opening again. The Turk had returned. For a moment, Denise feared that he had decided to come back and renew her torment. He stood over her, a looming menace. She dared not raise her head to look for fear of provoking him.

But the Turk had not come back to whip her again. She felt the leather gag being pressed against her mouth and the mask reapplied. It was buckled tightly behind her head. The Turk grabbed her chin and lifted her face. He took a long look, staring deeply into her eyes. He could see the fear and desperation behind them. She had good reason to be afraid. Many a young woman had been broken on the strange instruments of torture that lay throughout the room. Now it would be Denise’s turn.

But there was a spark of pity in the Turk’s eyes. For a moment he imagined that it was Cheryl that knelt there before him. He recalled her frantic pleas when she had thought that he was going to maim her. He remembered their passionate kiss. Would he never be able to forget her?

Disgusted with himself, the Turk turned and left the room.

The Turk had shut off the light as he left and Denise was immersed in total darkness. The stone walls and steel door shut out all sounds. She could hear only the shifting of the chains as she moved to adjust the weight on her knees. The Turk had fastened the bindings just below her knees to the hook recessed in the floor. Denise could not stand up nor could she lie down.

In the darkness, her mind wandered through the day’s events trying to make some sense of them. Her whole world now was these three strange and cruel people. It was hard to believe that it was all real. Would she wake up on Cheryl’s bed sweating and startled at the terrible nightmare she had had? Would she ever learn what had happened to her sister? How many days of torment lay ahead of her before her own ultimate fate would be revealed?

Denise fought back her tears. She felt that she had done nothing but cry since she had awoken in her cell earlier that day. She wanted to stop. If she didn’t, she thought, she would go mad.

Part Eight

SISTERS

Everywhere Denise looked, there was darkness. Open or shut, her eyes could fathom no difference. It was as if she were submerged in a sea of black ink. Not the slightest shimmer of light entered the subterranean tomb in which she knelt, her hands bound above her, her mouth rudely gagged. No sound either, other than the slight echo from her muffled moans or the faint clinking of the chains that held her arms together suspended in the air.

She had been kneeling for what seemed like hours. The man had beaten her, whipped her skin raw, abused her, raped her mouth and then left her here to suffer, alone in the dismal darkness. Her knees, affixed to a ring in the floor, were being rubbed raw by the rough concrete beneath them. Only by pulling on her chain with her bound arms could she alleviate the pain of the abrasions on her skin. But then her arms would begin to ache, extended to their extreme, not really strong enough to bear her weight. The silenced woman tried to maintain a desperate equilibrium between the pain in her arms and her knees. As time wore on, this became more and more difficult, the pain more and more excruciating.

The lithe, young blond woman, naked but for her collar and her leather bracelets, had been condemned to muteness since she had awoken a prisoner in the Turk’s estate house. Except for the purposes of eating, hygiene or to caress the Turk’s rigid manhood with her lips and tongue, she had worn a leather mask over the lower portion of her face. The mask was attached to a long, thick plug that filled her mouth and reduced all but the most violent moans and cries to mere whimpers. Her arms, when not confined as they were now for purposes of abuse or affixed to the headboard of a bed, were kept locked behind her back.

Everything was done for her. She had no right to any volitional activity. A short, rotund old woman, strong as a peasant’s wife, was her keeper;  washing her, feeding her, wiping clean her intimate parts and, most importantly, making sure that she was available for the pleasure of the master of the estate. She did not know his name, only that he had kidnapped her 24 hours ago from her sister’s apartment in New York City. She had been there to investigate her sister’s disappearance and had by now surmised that the man who was her captor was responsible for her kidnapping as well.

The only other person that Denise had seen upstairs in the living areas of the mansion was an old man, apparently the old woman’s husband. He had not spoken to her except once, a murmuring in some foreign tongue as he caressed her breast. She had been kneeling, chained to the ‘family’ dinner table, awaiting her master’s pleasure. It was a gentle touch, almost kindly, but laced with a tinge of lust.

Her tormentor was a person known to his milieu only as ‘the Turk’. He was a tall, broad shouldered, well muscled man. His face was scarred and cruel. His jet black hair and dark brooding eyes had greeted many a young woman about to be condemned to sexual slavery. It was his business, his specialty. He had engaged in many of the various industries of crime throughout his life: assault, murder, theft and mayhem. If no drug dealer himself, he had killed for drug dealers or protected them from death. But it was the art of sexual enslavement that truly engaged him. He loved to see the frantic eyes widen as his broad bladed knife traced a thin line beneath their chins. He loved to hear the muzzled pleas to be spared after he had shoved a stifling gag into their mouths. He relished their tender, intimate flesh as he stripped them of their clothes and their dignities.

But Turk had made a serious mistake. He had indeed kidnapped Denise’s sister, Cheryl, months ago. He had sold her to the highest bidder after a forced strip show, web-cast by him to buyers all over the world. He had earned six figures for Cheryl, but he would return it now, in an instant, more, if that was what it took, for her return. For in one desperate moment, when Cheryl was struggling on the living room floor of her apartment, frantic with fear at her cruel captor’s intent, he had kissed her. And in that moment, she had captured his soul.

The worst part of it was that he had no idea where she was. The kiss had come after bids had been closed, bids submitted confidentially to an email account known only to the ruthless shadowy organization that served as the middleman for the Turk’s transactions. No one reneged on a deal with them if they wanted to live. No one. Not even the Turk. So, in spite of his growing reservations, the Turk had delivered her from her New York apartment, as instructed, to the parking lot of a small strip mall outside of Baltimore. Cheryl had traveled in the Turk’s van in one of his specially designed carrier boxes, drugged into a stupor. He had left the box there, in a dark alleyway for pickup by anonymous agents of the organization known only to him by its initial, ‘K’.

Months later, in a strange twist of fate, he had been prowling the streets of New York, seeking out a new victim in an attempt to drive out the furies that plagued him, when he saw Denise, who was the virtual spitting image of Cheryl. Except for the hair (Cheryl was a brunette) and a slight difference in height (Denise was taller), they could be twins. Cheryl was actually the older of the two by a year and they were as close as sisters of similar ages could be. Of the two, Cheryl was the more introspective, a dreamer. Denise was a woman of action, decisive, strong. But that strength had not saved her when the Turk followed her back to Cheryl’s abandoned apartment to make her his prisoner.

The Turk did not know whether he should hate or treasure Cheryl’s doppelganger. He had believed that possessing her would drive out the demons that possessed him, his ever present but morose desire for Cheryl’s flesh. He had found relief in Denise’s arms, making torrid love to her, chained in his bed. But he hated himself for his weakness in allowing a cunt to bewitch him. He had taken that rage out on Denise’s tender, creamy white body. He had hoped to relieve his mental torment with his whip. He only partially and temporarily succeeded.

It was many hours after Denise had been abandoned in the mansion dungeon by the Turk, kneeling in bleak darkness, that she heard the rattling of a key in the steel door. An outline of dim light formed around the frame as it slowly swung open. Denise cringed at the thought that it was her tormentor returned. But it was Tamara, the old woman. From where Denise knelt, the woman’s blackened form blocked the entry of the light as she crossed the threshold into the chamber of horrors.

Behind Denise stood the various machines and devices with which the Turk was wont to break free women into slaves. For he did freelance, picking up the odd female on spec, selling her, once broken, to one of the various underworld Gulags. Tamara was his unlikely accomplice; she tended to these women, blissfully indifferent to their cruel fates. She was half mad, deranged since the brutal assault and death of her lovely daughter, Fatima, many years ago. It was Fatima’s death that set the Turk on his path: revenge against the culture that produced the teenaged fiends who had gang-raped his young fiancé. He had pledged revenge on that culture and the rape and enslavement of its women was the most appropriate and satisfying revenge that he could have. Each bitch that he converted to owned chattel would be raped a thousand times during the short and brutal remainder of her days.

Denise was glad to see the old woman. While she strictly enforced the master’s rules, she also had a streak of tenderness for her charges. She cooed and sang to them in Turkish, bright love songs from her youth, as she bathed them. She caressed them tenderly, like beloved pets. But she was the master’s agent. She carried a whip. When she was done bathing the distraught, frightened prisoners, she always returned the infernal gag to their mouths and locked their arms behind their backs. In accordance with the wishes of the Turk, she never tolerated speech from them, a rule she enforced with the whip, if necessary.

Tamara flicked on the light in the room. Denise was blinded by the sudden illumination. The old lady clasped her hands together before her and sighed, decrying the terrible marks all over her pretty pet. She knelt next to Denise and hugged her head, pressing it against her breasts. She murmured softly to the poor girl, comforting her. The old women was dressed in a black shirtwaist dress and low heeled, dowdy, black shoes. Her black and grey streaked hair was pulled into a bun behind her head. The short sleeves of her ankle length dress revealed her sturdy arms. After holding the dear child pressed against her breast for several moments, she stood. Before releasing Denise from her chains, she affixed a leash to her collar. Holding the leash in one hand, she released Denise’s wrists from the chain with the other.

Denise collapsed to the floor when released. Her whole body ached. She fought back her tears, tears that had already flowed that night to her surfeit. Her body was crisscrossed with angry red stripes from the Turk’s whip. Tamara urged Denise back up to her knees. While Denise sobbed silently, she pulled back her arms and fastened them behind her. Denise, her head bowed, forlornly allowed the old woman to manipulate her body. She felt Tamara release the leather bindings that had prevented her from rising to her feet. Tamara pulled her to a standing position, talking lowly, but rapidly, to herself in her high pitched, sing-song voice. Denise understood not a word, but its rhythm and obvious good spirit was soothing.

The old lady led Denise from the chamber of horrors by the leash. Her cell was one door away. The door was open and the naked young girl was led inside. There was a stool there and Tamara had her sit upon it. She pulled a tube of ointment from a cavernous pocket in her dress and began rubbing it over Denise’s wounds. The heavy hands of the woman felt comforting to Denise, like a child being tended by her grandmother. But as she espied the long, narrow whip on Tamara’s belt, she remembered that grandmotherly love was not the old woman’s prime motivation.

When she had smeared the ointment over Denise’s body, Tamara led the girl to her pallet, which lay on the floor near the wall opposite the door. She pushed her down gently until she was lying there on her stomach. Tamara wound thick leather straps around her ankles and her thighs, just above the knees, adding another layer to the girl’s physical confinements. Before rising, she leaned over and kissed her charge softly on the head. Her hand rubbed gently on the girl’s buttocks. Patting the supine girl’s rear end twice, she stood and, after locking Denise’s leash to a bolt on the wall, left the abject woman alone in her cell. Mercifully, she left the dim light on.

* * *

In Katango, a small country on the western coast of Africa, the sun had just begun to peek over the mountains surrounding the vast holdings of Benjamin Stoner. The redness of the dawn sky had dissipated and the native workers, housed in ramshackle huts beside the meandering Kenga River, were already in the fields. In Katango, as in all of tropical Africa, work in the fields was best done at early light. By noon, the unforgiving sun would beat down upon the workers and their white foremen. Cotton was Stoner’s crop here in the valley. On the mountainsides, he grew coffee or rather, his workers did. On the northern end of his 10,000 square mile empire, his mines produced dull yellow gold ore. To the east were two small diamond mines. In the south, huge steel derricks pumped black gold. Cobalt, nickel and uranium also flowed from Stoner’s veritable duchy.

Stoner was a throwback to the great conquerors of Africa. He ruled his fiefdom with an iron hand and with little interference from the government in the capital. The government’s writ didn’t run here. So Stoner meted out justice as he saw fit to the 300 or so native villages within his domain. He had his own little army complete with helicopters and the equipage of a small Marine battalion. He used this army to enforce his will within the borders of his empire and to keep friendly the rulers in the capital city. During the last coup attempt there, Stoner’s men had held the balance of power and the streets ran red before they were done preserving the rule of Stoner’s select.

Stoner had not yet stirred. He was sleeping, naked, in his huge four-poster bed. At the foot of his bed was a small steel cage. This morning it held, not one, but two naked women, pressed in together, arms and legs tangled. No whores slept in Stoner’s bed and neither did his wives. Stoner’s whores were his wives and vice versa.

It was Stoner’s particular conceit that he should have on hand for his use only three female slaves at a time. He had converted to the local sect of Islam, which permitted him to have three wives. He used the pretext of a marriage to his three whores to assuage concerns of nosey international agencies that monitored the flow of aid into Katango. Under Katangonese law, wives were no more than slaves, totally subject to the whim of their husband, their master. By marrying his chattel, Stoner created a veneer of legitimacy to his ownership of their flesh.

The two women locked within the steel cage had been his victims the night before. Normally, he selected one of his ‘wives’ for sexual and physical abuse each night. But last night he had been unable to choose between the blond-haired French girl, Justine, a slender beauty whose oral skills had made her the ‘senior’ of his three wives for some time, and the chestnut haired Cheryl, a beauty in her own right.

As usual, after a macabre ‘family’ dinner, Stoner had retreated to his study to drink and take pleasure from his slaves. He had ordered Justine and Cheryl to remove their obscenely tailored dinner dresses, dresses cut to reveal their intimacies to good advantage, and to fuck each other while he watched. He tossed a thick, double headed marital aid on the floor and instructed them to make good use of it. Stoner’s wives were required to fondle themselves into lubrication whenever in his presence and so it was a simple matter for the women to sheath each end of the flexible dildo in the moist pussies. He watched as the women gently slid the device home, inching themselves closer and closer to each other, their thighs extended, their knees bent.

The women sighed as their cavities were filled. The dildo had two sets of straps that the women affixed around their waists to enable them to gain friction on the toy. Leaning back, their arms spread out behind them for support, they commenced to grind their hips in syncopation, fucking each other’s cunts. Stoner watched as the women’s heat began to build. They were forbidden to hold back their passion. Stoner’s native major domo, Jeremiah, trained his master’s slaves to the height of sexual responsiveness. The alternative was a session with the whip, an instrument that Jeremiah was a master at wielding.

While watching the passionate display of his two wives, Stoner beckoned his third wife, Mary, to rub his cock with her large, billowing breasts. An Irish lass with reddish brown hair, Mary had been Stoner’s prisoner the second longest. Her ample pulchritude had preserved her when Stoner had purchased Cheryl, forcing him to divest a wife. He had chosen a slight, flaxen haired American, Sarah, as the one to go. She was now serving as a whore in Stoner’s high class whorehouse in the capital, servicing nightly the cream of the Katango ruling class.

Mary pressed her breasts around Stoner’s rigid cock, pleasuring it. As its reddened head peaked above the mountains of her breasts, she sucked the tip with her flush and pouty Irish lips. Stoner moaned with delight as the hot mouth received his thrusts. He was waiting, holding himself back until the bucking females on the floor before him reached their own crises. He had made a little contest. The one who came last would be beaten. And God help them if they faked it. Jeremiah, who was closely watching his charges, would be the judge of the authenticity of their climaxes.

Justine and Cheryl thrust at each other in earnest. As co-wives, they shared the same daily torment and fear, and had tender sympathies for each other’s plight. But neither of them wanted to feel Stoner’s vicious lash tonight. And so they stared into each other’s eyes, assessing each other’s arousal, focusing their lusts on the thick, hard device, which plunged in and out of their moist slits.

Cheryl began to moan first, her passion building slowly. Her passionate sounds excited Justine’s lust, and the blond woman struggled to ignite the rising heat in her loins. Faster and faster the women rocked against each other on the floor. Their bodies shimmered with perspiration; their nipples were taut with excitement. Stoner’s heat was rising too as he watched the nubile bodies pound against each other, breasts jumping and swaying.

It was Justine, who crested first, arching her back, jamming as much as she could of the plastic phallus into her cunt. “Oh! Oh! Oh!” she cried, as wave after wave of pleasure coursed through her. Pleasure and relief, for she knew who had won and who had lost. Cheryl, the focus of most of Stoner’s recent brutalities, was just a few seconds behind her. She groaned with lust and fear as her pussy began to throb, a tingling spreading throughout her body. She cried out as her orgasm overcame her.

While the women moaned and gyrated in their pleasure, Stoner shot his hot, sticky discharge into Mary’s face. Mary presented it as a ready target as spurt after spurt of Stoner’s jism struck her eyes, her nose and her mouth. She held her mouth open so that she could absorb her lord’s cum. When Stoner had shot his load, he pushed Mary to the floor.

By now, Cheryl knew that it was useless to protest against her upcoming beating. Mercy was not one of Stoner’s qualities. She awaited instructions before daring to pull the plastic penis from her gently throbbing pussy. Justine looked at her with pity. Cheryl just bit her lip.

Stoner took a drink from his scotch glass and motioned to Jeremiah. “Send them to my room and string that dumb cunt up,” he said, pointing at Cheryl. “I want that one’s mouth ready for my cock,” he continued, indicating Justine. “And take Molly here up to the dormitory.”

Molly was his pet name for Mary. Stoner sometimes had trouble remembering their real names and so he often attached a sobriquet to them and used that. Mary was called Molly because of her Irish blood and thick reddish hair.

Justine and Cheryl took this as a sign that they should disengage, and they slid the thick device from their sexes. They both stood and waited for Jeremiah to lead them to Stoner’s bedroom. Rarely were the girls allowed to pass from one room to another in the mansion without an escort. And they were never, ever, permitted to open a closed door. This obviated the need for locks on the doors, for the girls would hardly hazard punishment by moving from room to room without permission. If the house were afire, they would experience intense conflict about whether to flee or not.

And if one of the involuntary inmates determined to flout the rule and seek an escape from Stoner’s cruel clutches, there was nowhere to go anyway. Any native within 100 miles would know where they came from and would turn them in in a minute. Their reward would be sure to be ample. There was always the jungle, but it doubtful that any of the otherwise pampered ladies would last more than a day there.

Stoner left Jeremiah to deal with his slaves. He walked out onto the veranda, holding his drink in his hand. The mansion stood on a hill in the middle of the residence compound. From the porch he could see the lights on in the soldiers’ barracks. Music and laughter could be heard drifting over the well manicured grass. A woman screamed; more laughter. Some native girls were getting a humping, he mused. Lying before the mansion was the huge lake that was fed by the Kenga River. The shimmering full moon created a spotlight on the water. Stoner could see the seaplane he used to import vital goods and fresh white slaves. The plane drifted silently, catching a glint of moonbeam on its smooth, white surface.

To the left of the mansion, further away, were the native huts. A faint jungle beat of drums could be heard, a nightly tribal ritual. There was no electrical service to the huts, and the sparkle of candlelight from the open windows of the numerous huts looked like a bed of shiny diamonds cast across the valley.

Stoner loved Africa, not the Africa of wild, untamed jungles and vast savannahs.  He cared little for the cackles of the rainforest birds, the bright colorful splashes of flowers, the unspoiled vistas. His loved his Africa, the Africa of white masters and servile natives. He loved to wrestle wealth from its soil, watch while acres of forest were cleared to serve his industrial machine.

Stoner took another gulp from his glass. All that he could see was his and more. Here he ruled. For 10,000 square miles, no human could challenge his will. Tomorrow, he would enforce his will. The celebration evident in the barracks was in anticipation of the havoc he would wreak in the morrow. Good times would be had by all.

Finishing his drink, Stoner stumbled back into the house. He was nearing his limit for the night. He had some fucking to do before he slept, and that cunt Cheryl was due a whipping. It would not do to promise a whipping and not give it.

When Stoner entered his bedroom he saw that his wives had been well prepared. Cheryl was fastened to a chain, hands aloft. She grimaced visibly when she saw him. “Good,” he thought. He enjoyed her fear. Of all of his wives, he enjoyed tormenting her the most. She had a simple elegance that cried out for blows. She had a noble visage, high cheeks and a delicate line to her jaw. Her eyes were soft, almost unfocused. Her breasts were not large, like Mary’s, but much more than a handful. Long, thick teats were set upon silver dollar sized, dark red aureoles. Her hips were curvaceous with a gentle slope to her loins. Her thighs were sculpted and long. He would beat her breasts tonight, he thought.

Justine lay on the bed, perpendicular to the mattress. Her head lay just over the edge, tilted down. Her legs were spread wide, tied off to the bed’s upper frame with long, leather thongs, her ass raised up off the mattress. Cheryl was positioned in the direction of her feet. Cheryl had a clear view of Justine’s delicate little hairless lips. There was a mirror on the wall just opposite Justine’s head, and from where she lay, she could view her sister slave upside down, patiently awaiting her abuse.

Stoner walked slowly up to Cheryl. She averted her eyes from his in fear. He placed his hands on her breasts, caressing them gently. He knew that her breasts were especially sensitive and that his efforts would soon produce a growing heat in her loins. He stroked the nipples, watching them harden, pinching them lightly. Cheryl shifted her weight nervously. She pressed her legs together, squeezing the little lips of her cunt. She hated herself for her nearly automatic lustful response to the handling of her prominent mounds.

Stoner leaned over and took one of her nipples in his mouth. He sucked on it gently, swirling his tongue around its tip. He was teasing her, delivering a tantalizing preliminary to the main event. He reached down and sought her moistening slit. Obediently, Cheryl spread her legs. Stoner did not abide reluctance in his whores and considered their intimate parts his and his alone. Their bearers had no right to them superior to his own.

Forcing his fingers inside the dilating hole, he spread her moistness over the tender folds of her cunt. He flicked his fingers over the little nub at the apex. His efforts garnished a moan from the helpless girl. Cheryl could never get wholly inured to being used as Stoner’s whore. She obeyed him, succumbed to his desires, actively abetted her own degradation. But she despised her abaseness. She yearned for the courage to protest, to spit in the cruel man’s face. But she feared the merciless beating that would ensue more than she regretted her failure to act.

Justine watched the enfolding tableaux in the mirror on the wall. She knew that Stoner would use her mouth ruthlessly. Her spread legs invited penetration. Her hands had been fastened to her sides by a broad cloth belt. She would be unable to fend off Stoner’s assault. She knew that Cheryl’s promised beating did not preclude Stoner administering the whip to her flesh. When the ruthless man became enflamed with lust, anything could happen. She had been Stoner’s prisoner for almost two years. She had seen her predecessors and those that came after mercilessly tormented by him many times. She, herself, had suffered from his tortures. Watching him take his pleasure with Cheryl’s body, she knew that her turn would come.

Cheryl was now reaching towards a crescendo of lust. Stoner had switched tits and sucked hard, pulling at her nipple with his teeth. She ground her hips into the man’s rough hand, her movements involuntary, a product of forced desire. Stoner released her teat and looked into her face. He smiled, congratulating himself on his ability to render this slave a prisoner of her own lusts.

While Stoner was manhandling the young woman, his third wife was kneeling on her bed in the wives’ dormitory. Her breasts were crushed onto her knees, her back arched, presenting her rear passage to Stoner’s slave-master.  Jeremiah had the right to use Stoner’s wives. Stoner enjoyed the thought of these helpless white women being subject to the penetration of Jeremiah’s long, thick, black dick. It increased their subservience and kept them in practice when he was away or otherwise engaged.

Jeremiah was stroking his rigid cock slowly along the avenue of Mary’s bowels. His heavy hands gripped her hips as he plunged deeply inside and then drew himself back. Kneeling behind the moaning whore, he pressed his flesh against hers. He was a patient man who reveled in his pleasures. He enjoyed his mastery of his lord’s white bitches. He knew that his slow, methodical degradation of these women intensified their self-loathing and accentuated his command over them. He used, but did not need, the whip to enforce his will on them. Knowing that at any time he could press his manhood deep into their throats, could savage their nether regions, could fill their cunts with his hot, black meat rendered them pliant and obedient.

Just as Cheryl was about to reach the peak of her passion, Stoner stepped away from her. He watched her legs press together in frustration, heard her moan in disappointment. “Maybe later, cunt,” he said. “First you have to do a little dance for me. I’ll give you some more time to think about it.”

Stoner disrobed quickly. He advanced to a credenza along the wall and pulled out a bottle of scotch. He poured himself three fingers and gulped some of it down. It burned in his throat. He rang for a servant. A short, thin, black minion responded. He was dressed in a ruffled white shirt and black pants.

“You called for me, My Lord?”

“Yes, I want you to select a long thin crop from my cabinet. When I tell you to, I want you to beat this whore’s tits, slow and hard.”

“Yes, My Lord,” the obsequious man replied.

Stoner’s mad behavior was legend among his staff. Who else but a white man would parade his wives around the house naked or nearly so, fuck them in full view of whoever happened to pass by? But as much as they despised their overlord, the servants feared him. His word was law.

Stoner entered the luxurious bathroom that serviced his bedroom. His bladder was set to burst and he took a long time emptying it. While he did so, his wives and servant awaited his pleasure. The servant gazed longingly over Cheryl’s naked flesh. Cheryl, ashamed of her nudity, her helplessness, averted her eyes from him. She knew this man. She had sucked his cock.

It was part of Jeremiah’s private revenge against the white man that he served that, whenever Stoner was away, he made his wives available to the servants of the house and the officers from Stoner’s private army. He was careful not to let it get out of hand and rationed the women cautiously. This servant had spent three months of his meager wages for the privilege of having his tool massaged by Cheryl’s well trained mouth. He might not ever get another opportunity. But he did have the occasional pleasure of beating her or one of the others. And he got more than an occasional look at their nubile forms. He anticipated his administration of the crop to Cheryl’s flesh with great relish.

When Stoner emerged from the bathroom, he went directly to the side of the bed where Justine’s head and mouth waited expectantly. He sat next to her and leaned over, caressing her pert breasts. He ran his hand over her stomach and between her legs. Justine’s body was tense, rigid with apprehension. When Stoner seized her labia, squeezing them sharply, she stiffened and let out a quiet gasp. Stoner watched her face as he pressed harder and harder. Justine squirmed at the painful compression of her tender lips. Her legs, suspended in the air, flailed uselessly. When Stoner was satisfied that he had her whole attention, he released his grip and stood, placing Justine’s head between his thighs. His cock was hardening in anticipation of its pleasure. He rubbed the still flaccid meat over Justine’s face.

“Are you ready for my cock, slut?” he asked her tauntingly. Justine answered him by seizing the appendage with her lips. She massaged it gently and swirled her tongue over it, caressing the underside of the bulbous head. Stoner allowed his slut-wife to pleasure him. He felt his tool stretch and fill with blood. He rested his hands on Justine’s breasts, twisting the nipples harshly. Justine moaned with pain, but did not break stride in her attention to her master’s cock. His leathery sac rested on her face.

“Suck my balls, cunt,” Stoner commanded. He pulled his cock from the artful mouth and leaned forward so that his scrotum was presented properly for Justine’s attentions. The blonde French girl opened her mouth and sucked the hairy bag into her mouth.

Stoner gasped with pleasure. The warmth of the obedient mouth spread through his loins. He looked up at Cheryl and the attentive servant. “Whip her tits!” he commanded, his passion evident in his voice. “Whip them slow and hard!”

The servant needed no further encouragement. He swung the long, hard crop and landed a fierce blow directly across the pair of tender, white breasts. The crop indented the flesh where it struck. Cheryl cried out in pain, “Ohhhhhhh!” The crop left a line of red where it had fallen.

The servant waited a few moments and struck again. “Ohhhhhhhh!” Cheryl moaned, the painful sensations traveling like electricity through her.

Stoner’s lust was upon him now and he craved Justine’s lips and tongue on his meat. He pulled his testicles from her mouth and replaced it with his rigid pole. Justine’s lips and tongue welcomed it and he moaned loudly.

Smack! Another blow fell on Cheryl’s tits. The pain made the woman sway and twist in her chains. Stoner watched intently, relishing her discomfort. “Harder!” he yelled as he pumped furiously into Justine’s energetic mouth.

The servant reared back and struck Cheryl’s breasts with all of his might. Cheryl screamed in pain, “Ayahhhhhh!”

The cruel overlord, mad with lust, shoved his cock deep into Justine’s mouth. His eyes were glued to Cheryl’s torment. As blow after blow struck her in a slow but steady cadence, matched by Cheryl’s responsive cries and moans, Stoner’s cock throbbed deep inside Justine’s throat. Struggling for air, Justine nonetheless maintained the supplications of her lips and tongue. Stoner groaned with pleasure as he began to spill his seed inside the frantic girl. Her hands twisted at their confinements, her extended legs pushed and pumped in the air as her lack of oxygen turned critical. Jet after jet poured from the hot, throbbing cock to slither down Justine’s distended esophagus.

Just as one last solid blow fell on Cheryl’s tormented breasts, Stoner gave out a last gasp and extracted his softening meat. “Enough,” he croaked out at the small native who had been wielding the crop with gleeful effectiveness. He was leaning over the body of Justine, his chest on her belly. The girl gulped fresh air into her lungs, an effort Stoner’s considerable weight made difficult. Slowly, Stoner came alive. He pushed himself up off of the supine girl and ordered the servant from the room. Cheryl was slumped in her chains, moaning softly, wetness all down her cheeks. Her breasts were bright red from their abuse.

“Tomorrow, they’ll be black and blue,” Stoner told her as he crossed the room to appreciate his servant’s handiwork. “I hope they’re good and sore so I can tit fuck you.”

Stoner was caressing his manhood, urging it back to life. In the other hand he had a glass of scotch. “Tonight I’m going to fuck your ass.” He released the chain holding the exhausted woman. She fell to the floor.

“Get up!” he ordered. He kicked her viciously. “Get up cunt!”

Cheryl struggled first to her knees and then to her feet. Stoner pushed her onto the bed. “Suck that cunt, bitch,” he told her. Cheryl placed herself between the uplifted thighs of the prone Justine. She crouched on her knees and placed her lips on the gaping sex of her fellow slave. Justine sighed as she felt the girl’s tongue delve into her moist slit. Cheryl inhaled the pungent aroma. She had often given oral pleasure to her co-wife and received it in return. The three wives, locked in their dormitory for most of the day, had little else to do besides grant each other physical solace. And, when commanded, she did so for her master’s gratification. She knew Justine’s preferences well and now used that knowledge to drive her to crisis.

The sight of Cheryl’s upraised ass was tantalizing for Stoner. His cock had come back to hardness and he knelt behind the woman to take his pleasure. Justine’s moans excited him. He pressed the head of tool into the brown star between Cheryl’s cheeks and pushed the small ring of flesh open. Cheryl knew to relax herself to ease the cruel man’s passage. She gratefully felt the cock slip inside her without effort.

The tight ring pressed firmly on Stoner’s cock as it stroked back and forth over it. The heat of Cheryl’s bowels enflamed him. Cheryl allowed the sensations to excite her. Her sore breasts swayed as her body absorbed the force of Stoner’s thrusts. Justine was moaning loudly now as the knowledgeable mouth found her center of pleasure. Her cunt was juicy and hot to Cheryl’s tongue. She let the passion of the blonde woman carry her away. Her own cunt burned with desire. She could sense its lips distending, its center lubricating.

Justine came first, crying out. Her staccato cries triggered Stoner’s release and he pumped his semen deep into Cheryl’s bowels. Cheryl squeezed the rigid pole in her ass tightly to maximize her assailant’s pleasure. It was far better to have him lust after the delights she could give him than to vent his passions on her violently. She knew that her master’s pleasure was all and that if he found her to be deficient, her torment would begin anew.

As it was, Stoner’s passions were now sated. He leaned against the body of his slave, spent. After catching his breath, he rose slowly. He pulled his now flaccid tool from Cheryl’s bowels and rose to his feet.

“Thanks for the fuck, whore,” he said. “Now get off my bed and get into your cage.”

Cheryl moved quickly to gain the relative security of the cage at the foot of Stoner’s bed. Stoner’s wives were relegated to this cage after a night of serving his passions. No whore slept with him.

The hulking man released Justine’s feet from their bindings. He untied her hands and removed the belt that had held them to her sides. “You too,” he spat at her. Justine rushed to join Cheryl in the small cage. Cheryl was already in and she had to press herself firmly against the other woman to gain entrance. The cage was small for one and a very tight fit for two. Her warm flesh rubbed up against Cheryl’s as they maneuvered to find positions that permitted a degree of comfort. Stoner slammed the cage shut and locked it. Without further comment, he stumbled back to his bed, put out the light and fell in. He was asleep in moments.

Justine waited until she heard Stoner’s snoring before speaking to her friend softly, in a whisper. “Oh, Cheryl,” she said. “I’m so sorry,”

“I know,” Cheryl replied. The limbs of the women were tangled. Justine placed her lips on Cheryl’s back and kissed her. Her hand wandered over Cheryl’s legs and found the still moist fulcrum between them. She stroked it softly.

“I love you Cheryl,” she said. “Please let me caress you. I want to give you pleasure.”

Cheryl melted as she felt the delicate fingers probe her sex. Her passions had remained unsatisfied and she welcomed the prospect of release. She turned her head in the darkness, but could not put her lips on Justine’s mouth.

“Justine,” she said woefully, “I, I…”

“Shhhh,” the blonde woman replied, pushing aside the engorged lips of Cheryl’s cunt. “Shhhhh.”

Silently, lovingly, Justine stroked Cheryl’s moist pussy. She rubbed the small bud at its top softly, making small circles on it with her finger. She pushed her fingers inside the slick crevasse, plunging them in and out.

Cheryl’s breathing became heavy as the deft caresses of the other woman fueled her lust. She felt Justine’s warm lips on her flesh, sucking at her skin, caressing it with her tongue. “Oh…, oh…,” she cried in a small, impassioned voice as her blood began to rise. Suddenly, she was over the top and her whole body shuddered. Justine’s hand frantically stroked the gushing sex. She pressed her fingers in, finding the sensitive zone of pleasure.

Cheryl moaned as wave after wave of soothing sensation pulsed through her. When her orgasm subsided, Justine withdrew her hand and kissed her lover’s back a final time.

Cheryl drifted on a sea of contentment as the tension of the night’s events left her. Her hand was just able to reach Justine’s. She gripped it firmly and said, “Thank you.”

PART NINE

THE RAID

On the morning after Cheryl’s cruel beating, Stoner arose groggy and stupefied. He stumbled to the bathroom to take his morning piss. The girls were sleeping fitfully in their cage, but did not respond to the sounds of their master’s awakening. Stoner returned to the bedroom and considered the two young women, legs and arms akimbo, crammed into the tiny steel cage. He laughed to himself, enjoying the spectacle of his power over them. He picked up a shoe and banged harshly on the cage.

The clanging of the metal caused both Cheryl and Justine to jump awake. Fear was the byword of their lives and any startling sound could presage torment. They looked up to see their master looming over them.

“Time for my morning blowjob,” he said in a sickly sweet voice. “Who shall it be?”

The girls remained silent. Cheryl’s eyes had still not adjusted to the light. Stoner stood between her and a long, arched window. His form was outlined by the sun’s strong rays. Justine was behind her, jammed against her back.

“No volunteers, eh?” Stoner taunted. “I’ll just have to make the decision. The loser goes to the Discipline Room for the day. How about that? Any volunteers now?”

Both girls grimaced with indecision and fear. No one wanted to make a visit to the Discipline Room, Stoner’s den of torture that lay in the bowels of the mansion. But neither girl wanted to be the vehicle of condemning the other. Cheryl could feel the perspiration of fear on her face and body. Her throat was dry, her hands shook. She reached her hand back to find Justine’s hand. Their hands met and joined in sister-like solidarity.

“Okay,” Stoner said. “Justine, you get to suck my cock. You, cunt,” he said leering at Cheryl, “you go downstairs.” Cheryl cringed and whined. Justine gripped her hand harder in pity for her lover’s dismal fate.

Stoner shoved his flaccid cock between the bars adjacent to Justine’s mouth. The helmet just passed inside. Justine grabbed it with her mouth without hesitation. As a result of her expert ministrations, the joint of flesh began to harden and extend. Her right hand being free, she circled the shaft and urged it towards climax. Stoner had no desire for a long, sensual erotic ride. He pumped repeatedly into Justine’s mouth. “Yes! Yes! Yes!” he said, grabbing the top of the cage with both hands. His cock exploded, pouring its discharge into the servile mouth. Justine sucked down every drop as if it were ambrosia.

Satisfied, Stoner dressed and left the women to their fates. Just before he stepped from the bedroom, he turned to Justine and said, “By the way, next time I ask for a volunteer to suck my cock, you better be on the front of the line. You can join your friend in the Discipline Room for the rest of the day.”

After giving appropriate instructions to Jeremiah, Stoner left the mansion and sought out the commander of his garrison, Kurim. Kurim was a tall, bulky native who had received his training from the U.S. Army, specifically the Ranger School. It was part of a program left over from the Cold War for training the armed forces of former colonial countries so that they could resist communism. Apparently it didn’t matter that these forces were used more often for cementing a local dictator’s control over his populace or hunting down authentic rebel movements seeking political and social justice.

Kurim had fought his way up the military ladder by the combined results of ruthless conduct in the field and adeptness at political intrigue. Stoner had hired him away from the government and had him train and equip his small army. Kurim and his men were paid very well and organized dissent in Stoner’s kingdom was kept at an absolute minimum…until lately, that is. Over the last six months, two of Stoner’s convoys had been ambushed and three patrols had disappeared in the jungle. Stoner rued the loss of the material, but was more distressed at the loss of well-trained men and their modern weapons. Today, he would strike back.

Two weeks ago, his men had captured a rebel following a botched attack. Twenty three rebels lay on the ground when the shooting stopped and one man was taken prisoner. After a few days with Kurim’s experts, the man had identified himself and his native village. Today’s expedition was to entail a little visit there.

Stoner’s two helicopters could transport thirty men each. This was more than enough to capture and secure a basically unarmed village. They were to take off at 10 A.M. so that they would reach the village just before the noonday work break. All of the women would be at home preparing lunches for their men. The men would be straggling back to the village from their fields.

The helicopters were loaded and ready when Stoner met with Kurim. They shook hands and stepped aboard the lead chopper. It took off with a graceful, bounding leap, followed by its mate.

Ninety minutes later, the choppers were approaching the village. They flew high to minimize the ground level noise. When the sprawl of grass huts appeared ahead, the two choppers diverged. They swooped down and landed at opposite sides of the village.

The eager men poured out of the choppers instantly upon landing. Brown eddies of dust swirled around them as they ran off to encircle the village. Stoner and Kurim waited until their chopper had settled and the backwash dropped down to a mere annoyance. They stepped out and took stock of the operation.

The village of Yarukamba held 1500 souls. It is situated in the foothills of the Djougou Mountains. Its fertile land feeds its villagers well and several cottage industries enable it to procure some elementary conveniences from the outside world. Its only road is a small dirt track that winds down 30 miles to the plains below. It has a small electric generator that powers a radio transmitter for contact with the outside world.

Since the coming to power of the current regime and the imposition of suzerainty over the region by Stoner, careful records are required of all villagers. Even here, a hundred miles from the nearest town, all were required to register annually with the government and obtain picture identifications. Once a year, a government helicopter would arrive with government clerks to take a census of the village and assess taxes. Pictures and vital data of all villagers were filed in the government offices, information that found its way to Stoner’s computers. These facts would make Stoner’s mission that much easier.

A small cadre of bodyguards preceded Stoner and Kurim into the village. By now, the villagers were streaming from their huts. There was the occasional staccato sound of automatic weapon fire. Stoner stepped over the body of a young Yarukamba male, his lifeblood staining the brown earth. When Stoner and his bodyguard reached the radio hut, it had already been secured. Three black men, garbed only in short loin cloths, stood beside it with their hands behind their heads. The radio lay smashed and broken on the ground.

The villagers were being herded into the village square. Most of those present were women and children. About 900 people crowded the large, flat village center consisting of hard packed clay. A stool was brought and Kurim stood on it holding a bullhorn. At his signal, the men surrounding the crowd fired their weapons in the air. The boisterous, panicking crowd silenced.

Kurim spoke to them. “Citizens of Yarukamba!” he called out in the local dialect. “This village is guilty of fomenting rebellion against the government!”

The crowd protested as one. More gunfire silenced them.

“Here is the proof!” Kurim shouted.

A half naked, emaciated, pitiful figure of a man was hustled into Kurim’s presence. His hands were tied behind his back, his legs joined by a foot long chain,

“This man has made war against the government and has dishonored this village,” Kurim continued. A few voices hesitatingly emitted protests, but the rest of the villagers remained quiet. They all knew that fomenting rebellion against the government was a serious charge meriting harsh, collective punishment.

Kurim continued. “By order of the central government, all females between the ages of 18 and 25 years are to be taken as hostages to secure the obedience of this village. I have a list of all such women in the village. For every one that fails to report, five people will be shot.”

A great groan rose from the village square. A few of the men, and there were few in the crowd, struggled vainly with Stoner’s soldiers. They were subdued quickly by the butts of the soldier’s rifles.

“All women between the ages of 18 to 25 will now move to the right so that they can be identified.”

At first, the crowd stood still. After a few moments, Stoner’s men began to advance through the crowd, combing out all prospective ‘hostages’. There was screaming and crying as women were torn from their families and herded to the assembly area. A few shots rang out, leaving resisting relatives bleeding on the ground.

It took about a half an hour for the eligible women to be isolated from the crowd. According to Stoner’s census, there should be 153 women of claimable age. A temporary compound had been established ringed by armed men. One by one, the women were lined up and checked off of a list. Then each were unceremoniously stripped of their native garb and a wide, bright red mark was applied to their chests, just over the right breast. The processed women were made to crouch on the ground, huddled together.

As the process of selection continued, six large trucks with canvas tops drove into the village led by an armored scout car mounted with a heavy machine gun. These contained more troops and had started out two days before. They pulled up to the center of the village opposite the assembly area and stopped. Uniformed men jumped out carrying chains and other bindings.

Meanwhile two teams of soldiers were methodically searching the villagers’ huts. From time to time they would emerge with a struggling, protesting young woman. She would be quickly driven to the temporary holding area and processed. In a few huts, suspicious literature was found. Suspicious literature was any newspaper, magazine or book not printed by the central government. Those huts were burned to the ground.

The men of the village had returned from their fields but were held at bay by the soldier’s automatic rifles. They screamed and yelled futilely as they saw their daughters and wives rounded up.

After an hour, 145 naked young women crouched in the dust, their hands behind their heads. There were eight women missing. Kurim resumed his stool and spoke to the remaining crowd. “Eight women have failed to come forward. You have five minutes to produce them. If they are not produced I will have 40 people shot.”

The crowd yelled and screamed frantically. Five women were pushed to the front of the crowd by anxious villagers. Another sweep of the huts produced two more. One was still missing. Kurim slowly counted the seconds remaining over the bullhorn, “5! 4! 3! 2! 1!” A moan went up from the crowd. Kurim nodded to his men and five male villagers were dragged from the herd. They protested and called out as they were forced outside the circle of troops. They were lined up, their backs to the soldiers, their hands on their heads. They stood there docilely, inured to their fates. There was a moment of silence. A grey haired old man struggled to the edge of the crowd. He wore the raiment of a village elder. He yelled out to Kurim.

“Please have mercy, General, please!”

Kurim looked down at him. “There is one woman missing,” he told the man.

“It is Takiya Ndapewa!” the old man exclaimed. “She left the village this morning. She is not here!”

“Rules are rules, old man,” Kurim responded ominously.

“Please, please, do not shoot these men. They are fathers, brothers, please!”

Kurim looked at Stoner and explained in English. The cruel man shrugged. After pondering the question for a moment, he said, “Okay. Take ten more women, the best you can find.”

Kurim shouted the order to his men. Again they waded into the packed-in villagers. In a few minutes, ten nubile women, fair of face, frightened and crying were assembled at the front of the crowd. The old man looked heartbroken. Kurim looked at him coldly. “It is one or the other grandfather,” he said.

The old man looked up at the heartless soldier. “Will they live?” he asked.

“For a time,” the soldier replied.

“Then so be it,” the defeated man muttered soulfully. He looked at the cringing women. “I’m sorry,” was all he could say.

The ten crying and protesting women were hustled off to the assembly area where they were promptly identified, stripped and marked. They joined their sisters.

One hundred and sixty-two young women sat crouched, naked in the scorching noonday sun. The time for selection had come. Stoner had them stand and face him. The girls were drawn into five lines. Quickly, Stoner went down each line. He examined the proffered breasts, felt the muscled thighs, fondled their sexes. These women had no doubt as to what their future held. ‘Hostage’ was a euphemism for slave.  They were being abducted into slavery right in front of the families, their children. They would never see their village again.

The demeanor of the forlorn women ranged from angry to defeated. Tears flowed generously. No one resisted. As Stoner went down each line, he selected the finest, most beauteous of the women and had them pulled aside. When he finished, he then reexamined the women he had selected, winnowing a few. He ended up with twenty black beauties, standing in a group. These were the cream of the crop. They would be flying back to Stoner’s compound shortly. The rest would be taken by truck.

Stoner knew that although the trucks had taken two days to get to the village, they would be a couple more coming back. In fact, as soon as the trucks were a respectable distance from the village, they would be stopped and the youngest, most attractive women pulled out and raped by the side of the road. By the time the small caravan reached Stoner’s compound, all of the women would suffer a similar indignity. That was what they had been taken for anyway. Once at the compound, they would be parceled out to the various whorehouses that served Stoner’s mines and fields. Men far from home would squander a week’s wages for a fuck. And all the money spent would go back into Stoner’s coffers.

The unselected 142 women were, one by one, affixed with steel collars on their necks and leather bands around their wrists. Their hands were bound behind them and their necks connected by a chain to each other in groups of twelve. Two coffles were piled into each truck, the last truck holding only 22 women. Seeing that there were two empty places on the chains, Stoner ordered his men to round up two more women. They would be older than the rest, but they would do. After two more crying and moaning women were stripped, marked and added to the coffles, the loading of the trucks began. The naked, condemned women cried and wailed as they were led into captivity. Sharp blows with long rattan canes silenced some of them. The women’s bodies glistened with sweat from the torrid heat. Their clothes lay in a huge pile in the dirt. Gleeful soldiers herded them to their destiny, laughing and joking with each other.

The twenty elected women were similarly coffled. They were led to the edges of the village, ten to each side, where the helicopters awaited. They were forced inside.

When the trucks pulled away, the enslaved women jammed inside and kneeling on the floor, another groan went up from the crowd. It surged towards the trucks, thwarted only be a blast of machine gun fire at their feet. Kurim addressed them one last time.

“Here is the man who is responsible for your misfortunes,” he said, pointing to the bound, abject man kneeling in the dirt before him. “I give him to you to punish!”

Two soldiers dragged the man to his feet and threw him into the crowd. Hands and feet started to pummel him ruthlessly. All of the crowd’s sorrow was translated to this man who brought the terror from the government down on them. He could offer no defense to their blows and soon, it was over. He lay in the dirt, blood streaming from his face, his body twisted into a grotesque heap. When Stoner saw the end of his former prisoner, he signaled Kurim. Slowly, the soldiers retreated from the crowd, edging themselves backwards to the waiting helicopters. Twenty men had been reassigned to the trucks to make room for the women Stoner had selected. As they put distance between themselves and the crowd, the people gained courage. They began to pull up rocks from the earth and throw them at Stoner’s men. As the rain of rocks began to come down on them, shots rang out, striking down the boldest from the crowd. The villagers surged away from the retreating men, panicked by the rifle fire. The soldiers took this opportunity to complete their retreat. They jumped aboard the copters and they rose into the sky, their cargo: the feminine pride of the village.

* * *

While Stoner and his cargo of fresh female flesh were making their way back to the compound, Justine and Cheryl were suffering the promised consequences of their small rebellion that morning. Stoner had instructed Jeremiah to think of something appropriate. The tall, lean, but muscular man entered Stoner’s bedroom and viewed the two abject women still ensconced in their tiny steel prison. They looked at him forlornly, knowing that the major domo would faithfully carry out any instructions that he had been given.

Jeremiah unlocked the cage and allowed the women to avail themselves of the tiny slave’s bathroom that was appurtenant to the master’s suite. When finished, he tied their hands behind them and led them to the kitchen area. They were still naked, and the bustling servants looked upon them with amusement. Jeremiah added to their mirth by ordering the women to their knees, to breakfast out of two wooden bowls that he placed on the floor.

Cheryl and Justine readily consumed the mealy porridge that had been served to them. There was no telling when they would next get to eat and they knew that they must avail themselves of this opportunity. Heads bowed, their hair flowing down to the floor, they spread their legs to allow themselves balance as they licked up the viscous sludge. It wasn’t good, but it was nourishment.

When they were finished, Jeremiah washed their faces and directed them to the door that led down to the bowels of the mansion. The women followed him dutifully, knowing well that any reluctance to obey would only worsen whatever torment he had in mind for them. The three descended the stairs into the musty, dank dungeon. The Discipline Room was set off from the rest of the cellar by a large, heavy, oak door with large iron hasps. A small window was cut into the middle of the door, lined with bars. A small trapdoor swung on hinges, which allowed the curious to look in, but, when closed, sealed off the inhabitants of the room from all contact with the outside.

Jeremiah unlocked the heavy door and swung it open. Trembling with fear, the two women reluctantly stepped into the room.

The room was about 30’ x 20’ and housed a number of exquisitely painful torture devices. From a wooden “horse” which cruelly split the labia of any woman perched on its pointed top to the iron maiden, which was designed to distribute, through a complex system of wires and probes to be inserted on and in the body, random, fierce electrical charges to the woman sealed into its darkness. There was also a large mattress in the corner for the purpose of fucking the victim before, after or during a respite from the painful punishments inflicted.

Jeremiah turned to the trembling women. They had both been brought here before by the hulking black man. Each time, he had inflicted long, cruel and painful abuses to their bodies.

Jeremiah directed the girls over to a short iron bar that hung from the ceiling by chains on its ends. He made the women stand on either side of the bar, which was hanging about six inches above the levels of their heads. Jeremiah grabbed both women by the throat with his huge, powerful hands, hands that extended almost all the way around their pale, white necks. He raised them both up off of the floor to their toes. The women choked and gagged at the pressure to their esophagi.

“Naughty, naughty girls,” Jeremiah said ominously. “You refused to let the master honor you by the use of your measly mouths. You should know by now that your mouths belong to him. You will learn today what happens to white whores who are reluctant to suck their master’s prick.”

The two women’s faces were turning red from the cutoff of oxygen. Their eyes began to bulge and their feet began to shuffle and dance. Jeremiah enjoyed their torment. “I have a special punishment for you,” he said to them.

He released the women’s necks and let them cough and sputter as they recovered their breath. He measured their relative heights visually. Cheryl was about two inches taller than the diminutive Justine. Jeremiah looked around and found a small board about 2” thick and 2’ wide and long. He had Justine stand on it, bringing her eyes level with Cheryl’s.

“Stick out your tongue!” he ordered Justine. She did so hesitatingly. “All the way!” Jeremiah boomed.

When Justine’s tongue was extended to its full length, Jeremiah fastened a long, thin, wooden clamp on it. It was long enough to bar the retreat of the tongue into the mouth. Its bite was painful and Justine winced when Jeremiah snapped it closed. He gave a similar order to Cheryl. When had had finished affixing he device to Cheryl’s long, pink tongue, he ordered the women to stand still.

Both women had experienced the long and subtle torture of having devices clamped on tender parts of their anatomy. The pain gradually built to almost intolerable levels. But it was tolerable. The women expected Jeremiah to return with more clamps, which would be affixed to their tits, their lips or their vaginas.

But when Jeremiah returned, he held a three foot long leather strap. Small metal rings were attached at either end. He turned and faced Justine, his back to Cheryl, obscuring her view. He showed Justine what he had in his other hand. It was a large, thin fishing hook, with a barbed end and a sharp, pointy tip. Justine watched with bewilderment as he threaded the hook onto the end of the strap. With shock she watched as the harsh man grabbed her tongue and deftly pushed the tip of the hook through it.

“Aaaarrrrrrgh!” she cried. The hook sent a literally piercing pain through the woman’s mouth. Blood poured from the wound. Jeremiah smiled at the wailing wench. She would remember this day, he thought.

The ruthless man turned and faced Cheryl. She had not seen the cause of Justine’s anguished cry and her continuing violent moans, but she had heard them clearly. Something remarkably painful had been done to the blonde girl and was about to happen to her. She started to grimace and cry. Her tongue flapped helplessly outside of her mouth. Her hands were tied behind her, rendering resistance futile. She saw Jeremiah thread the strap through a small ring soldered to the top of the bar. He then presented her with the end of the strap in one hand and the shiny, pointy device in the other. Cheryl realized what was to be done with the hook and started to cry.

Jeremiah slapped her across the breasts. “You should have thought of this before you refused the Master!” he raged at her. “You’re a worthless white cunt!”

The vicious slap had stung Cheryl’s breasts and left a mark of red where the hand had landed. All of her wanted to flee. The reality of what this man was about to do to her was so macabre that it was almost unbelievable. She tried to beg for mercy, but, with her tongue extended, her voice sounded more like a gurgle than words. Jeremiah threaded the steel device through the end of the strap and then grabbed Cheryl by the tongue. He deftly slipped the hook through the meaty flesh. Cheryl echoed her sister slave’s strenuous lament. “Arrrrrrrrgh! Arrrrrrrrgh!” she cried, dancing on her feet, shifting her weight from foot to foot.

Jeremiah paused and let the girls take in each other’s distorted faces. The strap hung loosely over the bar. The callous man stepped back and pulled on a chain that was hooked onto the wall. It caused the bar to rise slowly. The women panicked as they realized that they were about to be hung by their tongues. Blood running down their mouths, they wailed plaintively. At first, the only effect was to take up the slack in the strap. But after a moment, the bar rose high enough that the girls were first drawn closer to the bar and then, gradually, their tongues extended upwards. When the women were stretched to their full heights, frantically trying to assuage the pressure on their tongues, the chain was halted and set fast against the wall.

Jeremiah waited a moment, enjoying the spectacle of the moaning, crying women. He had surprised them again with his devious cruelty. Anyone could beat a woman, he thought. He knew how to make them suffer.

Jeremiah stepped back to the women and produced a styptic pencil and a cotton cloth. First with Cheryl, he daubed the blood off of her tongue and applied the styptic pencil to the area surrounding the fishhook. Its fierce sting drew more moans and protests from the tortured girl. Satisfied that the flow of blood had ceased, he removed the clamp from her tongue. He performed the same operation on Justine, who reacted similarly. The women stared wide-eyed at the ceiling, their heads tilted back, unable to assimilate the terrible thing that was happening to them. Their eyes shifted to Jeremiah as he produced two long spreader bars. He affixed them to the women’s ankles, further stretching their powerless tongues and taxing further their poor feet. They were standing on the balls of their feet now, a posture sure to become unendurable within a short time. But the women had to endure, they had to suffer the pain. There was no ‘or else’. The only alternatives to enduring the terrible pain in their calves and feet was to either let the fishhooks tear a slice through their tongues or to strain and tear the muscles that held their tongues in their mouths.

Jeremiah pressed his body against the bodies of the distressed women, his arms encircling them. He was able to run his hands between both of the girls’ legs at once from behind and stroke the extended lips of their sexes. He manipulated them both into lubrication. “The next time,” he said to them sternly, as he pressed his fingers inside them, “you will think only of the pleasure of the Master.”

PART TEN

AT HOME WITH THE TURK II

In the morning, Denise was awoken by the swinging open of her cell door. The gray haired old lady entered singing to herself contentedly. She carried a bowl of porridge and a glass of milk for her young charge. She placed them on the floor and released the bonds around her ankles and thighs.

Denise had spent a tormented night. She had squirmed and struggled with the straps around her legs. Her ability to adjust her sleeping pose was limited to the shifting of her head from side to side. Her arms, held taut behind her, felt useless, not really part of her anymore. She had cried a while after the old lady had left and then drifted off to fitful sleep. When her natural urge to adjust her body during sleep came, she awoke with a start, frustrated and surprised to find herself bound, cocoon-like, and resident in a dingy basement cell. Her helplessness was like a virus, making her stomach swirl and her head ache. When she slept, she dreamt of the harsh but compelling man who had made her his prisoner.

The presence of the old woman made her circumstances seem surreal. What twisted mind could have imagined such a reality? Never had her mind been so conscious of the limitations of the physical realm. While her memories of her former life were fresh, they were separated from her present by a wide untraversible gulf. Now was now, uncontrovertibly. She lived every second of her new existence with a torrid intensity.

Having unfastened Denise’s bonds, Tamara urged the girl to her knees. Smiling, she undid the straps that held the invasive, stifling gag in her mouth. She took the large glass of milk and pressed it to Denise’s lips. Denise drank it greedily, happy to replace the leathery taste of the gag. As the woman spooned the porridge onto her tongue, Denise savored the pasty taste. There were raisins in it and Denise took pleasure in her mouth being free to masticate them. Because of her near constantly gagged state, any use of her mouth was accompanied by a special delight. Tamara had let the gag dangle around Denise’s neck, and it shifted back and forth as Denise leaned over to gather in each flavorful spoonful of her morning meal.

When the bowl was empty, Tamara replaced the gag and carried the bowl and glass from the room. The gag’s musty flavor mingled with the aftertaste of Denise’s repast. Each time the gag was pressed home, she had to stifle a new round of tears. Nothing made her feel more imprisoned and dehumanized than the inability to speak. She yearned for human discourse. Even permission to speak a few words of simple greeting or thanks would have been sufficient to reaffirm her self-dignity. But, no words were permitted.

When Tamara returned to the cell, she unlocked Denise’s chain from the wall and pulled her to her feet. She led her from the cell by her chain. When they entered the hallway, Denise expected to be brought to the large bathroom to be bathed and groomed. Instead, the old lady had her squat over a drain in the floor. She was made to understand that she should pee and she did so, a torrent of yellow liquid splashing the floor beneath her. The old lady wiped her, and then had her stand and watch, as she took a hose from the wall and washed the remnants of the sharply smelling liquid down the drain. The woman patted Denise’s face affectionately and pulled her to a door opposite her cell. She opened it with a key and led Denise in. As the door slammed shut, Denise saw a long, rectangular table in the middle of the white tiled room. There were rings on the four corners of the table, obviously intended to imprison and render one helpless.

Denise, remembering her torture of the night before, quailed at the sight. Her stomach heaved and her knees grew weak. The old lady motioned for her to climb onto the table, but Denise, instead, retreated, fearing the worst. “What cruel torment am I now to be subject to?” she thought, panicking. The old lady slapped the table lightly, smiling, cooing unintelligible soft words to her. But Denise took no comfort from the woman’s soft brown eyes and her pleasant demeanor. She shook her head ‘no’, and pulled at her leash. Tamara’s words became harsher now, commanding obedience. Denise pulled back harder on the chain, trying to put more distance between herself and the dreaded table. Her eyes pleaded with her captor as she mumbled incoherent imprecations to be spared her fate.

Tamara’s eyes flashed with anger. She pulled the whip from her belt and smacked Denise harshly across the legs. The whip stung, but Denise did not relent her refusal to cooperate in her own abuse. The old woman became enraged and began to whip Denise wildly. Denise’s movements pulled the chain free of the old lady’s grasp as she retreated from the blows. Tamara forced her into a corner and slashed her body unmercifully.

When the old lady paused, Denise acknowledged her defeat. She sobbed miserably as she signaled her compliance with the woman’s demands. Warily, she moved herself over to the table and, placing her buttocks on the edge, rolled on to it. Sweat had broken on Tamara’s brow and she was out of breath. She stared at the girl fiercely and barked a command, indicating with her hand that Denise should lie on her stomach. Denise complied meekly, pressing her firm, tender breasts onto the tabletop, closing her eyes in fearful resignation.

The old lady quickly secured Denise’s ankles to the corners of the table, spreading her legs widely. She unlocked her bracelets and affixed each wrist to a ring. The table was long and narrow, and Denise lay splayed across its surface. Anticipating the worst, she flinched when Tamara placed her hand on her head, stroking her hair.

What happened next was wholly unexpected. Tamara cooed her into relative calmness, her deep, pleasant voice drowning out Denise’s sobs. The woman stepped back from Denise and took a large jar of cream from a drawer in the table. She moved to the table’s foot and began to apply the cream to Denise’s legs.

The old woman sang as she used her strong hands to massage Denise’s legs. She seemed to know her physiology well, as she traced the edge of each muscle, isolating it, and sending strong pulses of relaxation to Denise’s body. The old lady merrily urged tender warmth into Denise’s legs and buttocks. The cream brought a slight burning sensation as it was applied, releasing all of the tension that the prone girl’s body held.

At first, Denise thought the application of the salve to her skin was a prelude to some more sinister torment. But gradually, the rhythms of the old lady’s hands, the child like quality to her singing, induced Denise to allow the woman’s efforts to soothe her.

The back was next and Tamara seemed to know the outline of each vertebra, the delineations of each tendon and muscle. Denise moaned in pleasure as the firm hands exercised her back. She drifted into a becalmed state, belying her terror of minutes ago. The neck and shoulders were next and Tamara applied gentle, but firm pressure there, comforting the naked prisoner. Even the temples of her head were massaged, causing Denise to moan softly.

When she had finished massaging Denise’s back and the back of her thighs and calves, Tamara released Denise’s hands from the rings. She gently, but firmly, coaxed Denise to move her right hand to her left and fastened it in place. She then moved to the foot of the table and, releasing her ankles, urged the girl to roll over so that her front could be ministered to. Denise lay on her back and docilely allowed the woman to recapture and imprison her remaining limbs.

Tamara applied the same soothing energy to the front of Denise’s thighs and to her belly. She moved to her shoulders and the tendons that ran under her arms. She massaged the under side of Denise’s arms and even her hands and feet. By the time that the old lady finished with Denise’s feet, the young woman was in a semi-comatose state. Her body tingled with relaxed sensation, but her mind was adrift on a mild, gently rocking ocean.

Denise felt the old lady’s hands climb her legs, stroking them softly. She caressed the inside of Denise’s thighs, gently rubbing up against the protective lips of her sex. A small tingle of pleasure coursed through Denise at the seemingly accidental touch. The strong hands pushed up her belly, encircled her flaccid breasts and squeezed them tenderly. Denise, eyes closed, moaned at the pleasurable sensation of the caress of her mounds. She felt Tamara’s thumbs delicately flick her nipples, causing them to rise to tautness. Tamara was now sitting on the table next to Denise’s hip. Holding the breasts firmly, she leaned over and whispered softly soothing words into the young woman’s ears.

The restful pleasure of the massage had turned into a surge of incipient lust. Before she knew it, Denise’s distended slash began to moisten. She raised her head in ineffectual and desultory protest. When Tamara placed her lips on her teat, sucking at it soothingly, Denise laid her head back and succumbed, letting her passion build.

Tamara let her hand flow across Denise’s belly and stroked the insides of her thighs. She shifted breasts and evoked a moan from deep within Denise’s throat. Denise felt the old lady’s sensitive fingers explore the outside of her sex, deftly intruding between the engorging lips. The old lady allowed a finger to stray into the wet gash and trace a line up the entrance of the girl’s sheath to the little, hard button on the top.

Denise sighed as her clit was enflamed by the woman’s touch. She sighed again, as two extended fingers delved into her womb, pressing on the sensitive roof of the canal.

Slowly, but surely, the old lady urged the young woman to pleasure. Denise’s thighs shuddered and she dug her heels into the table. Her breath was coming in heavy gasps as her passion began to overtake her. As she felt her cunt tingle and throb with impending orgasm, Denise thrust her hips at the hand that was exciting her. When she came, she came with her whole body, rocking and shivering with delight. Pulse after pulse of warmth flowed over her. She cried out, her exclamations of ecstasy muffled by the leather plug that filled her mouth. The old lady was murmuring in her ear, urging her to release.

Finally, the throes of pleasure subsided. The hand slowed its ministrations. Tamara was stroking Denise’s hair gently, soothingly. Denise looked into her captor’s eyes with gratitude. Tamara drew her hand from Denise’s womb and waved it under her nose. The pungent smell of her own discharge sent one more shiver of pleasure through the girl.

Tamara’s act of sexual service on Denise put the woman’s other actions in a whole new light for her. Following the carnal massage, the old woman took Denise to the bathroom to bathe her. Every touch of Denise’s flesh by the strange woman was latent with sexual possibilities. As the woman bathed her, stroking the soapy sponge over her breasts and loins, Denise felt a slight arousal. When the old woman leaned against her back while brushing her hair, the warmth of her body echoed in Denise’s loins. Even the little pats and simple caresses heretofore thought of as a mere foible of a slightly mad woman were now all possible precursors to lust.

When the bathing and other toiletries were done, Tamara had one more thing to do. She had Denise lay back on the edge of the large and deep marble tub and spread her legs widely. Involuntarily, Denise’s cunt began to glisten with anticipation. The young girl’s rear was hanging just over the edge of the tile, her heels by her thighs. Tamara had a bowl of hot, steaming water and a small brush. She tossed a bar of soap into the bowl and swirled the brush around until a thick white lather erupted. She then took the brush and applied the lather to the delicate blond bush that surrounded Denise’s cunt. She produced a straight razor from her pocket and, unfolding it, began to sweep great swatches of Denise’s pubic hair away. Denise’s view was of the ceiling as she felt the fine edge of the razor drag across her skin. Her arms were uncomfortably crushed behind her back, but she dared not move lest the old woman be put off her stroke.

When Tamara was done, she rinsed Denise’s loins with a hose and then dried them off with a soft, white cotton towel. The old lady had, of course, been humming some folk tune from her childhood as she worked. She now gleefully addressed Denise in her foreign tongue as she rubbed her hand over the smooth mound. She pulled Denise to a sitting position and went to get a large handheld mirror. She held it under Denise’s loins at an angle so that she could see.

Denise beheld her now child-like cunt. Only a small tuft of blond hair remained, standing inches above the apex to her now prominent mound. Holding the mirror and chattering happily, the old woman spread the lips of Denise’s cunt with her other hand. Denise had never looked upon her own sex so closely before. She was shocked at the clearly defined slit, the clean lines of her nether lips, the small hole that gaped invitingly. She watched, mesmerized as the old lady stroked her finger up the length of the gash between her legs. Seeing, and at the same time feeling, the sensation of her cunt being stroked was an experience so erotic, she gasped. The old woman’s finger tickled the somnolent clit, and Denise watched it rise with excitement. She saw the moisture begin to flow between her lips. The old lady looked up at Denise and smiled, knowingly. She said something that sounded sultry and provocative.

When the old lady thought Denise had seen enough, she pulled the mirror aside and then led the girl from the room by her leash. They came to the top of the stairs and the old man opened the heavy, wooden, locked door at Tamara’s signal. His eyes poured over Denise’s gracious form, her clearly visible sexuality. The old lady just pushed him aside and led Denise to the living room where she affixed the chain to a ring set in the wall near the staircase that led upstairs.

For the next two hours, Denise watched as the old lady came and went. The old man had drifted away, and watching the woman was Denise’s only distraction. She disappeared upstairs for what seemed to be a long time and returned carrying an armload of sheets and pillowcases. Denise was sitting cross-legged on a small, thick throw rug by the bottom of the stairs. Tamara gently patted her head as she walked by.

The room was empty, Tamara off on one of her missions, when Denise saw the form of the man who had cruelly abused her the night before. He had come upon her suddenly and was looming over her, measuring her. Sweat broke out on Denise’s palms as she thought of the man’s brutality to her last night. A pit formed in her stomach. What would he want today, to drive her to distractive pleasure with his iron hard cock or to drag her back down to the dungeon to torment and abuse her?

The man’s bear paw-like hand grabbed Denise’s collar at the ring that was attached in the front and pulled her to her feet. He unhooked the leash from the wall and tugging on it, led Denise away. When he turned to walk up the stairs towards his bedroom, Denise almost broke into tears with relief. As she mounted the steps, her arousal quickened. She knew she was damned, but she yearned for the feel of the dangerous man’s steel like cock in her womb.

When they entered the Turk’s bedroom, he sat her down on the bed. She watched him as he undressed before her, noting the terrible scars that lined his stomach and arms. When he was disrobed, she admired the taut muscles, the broadness of his hips, the thickness of his thighs.

The Turk gazed back at his slave. His cock was hard with anticipation of its burial deep inside Denise’s body. He stepped towards her and pushed her onto her back on the bed. He swung her legs up and guided her to the middle of the firm, expansive mattress. It was a man’s bed, plainly decorated with simple light blue cotton sheets, a pair of thick, hard pillows.

Denise was resting on her bound arms. Her masked face was turned to her master. She felt him spread her legs and watched him absorb the view of her now naked cunt. He leaned over and placed his rough, hot lips upon it.

Denise sighed deeply with pleasure as she felt the man’s stiff tongue probe her welcoming quim. He pushed in and licked the inner folds, dragging his tongue around the circumference of her wet hole. He flicked the tip of his tongue over her hardened clit sending jolts of pleasure through Denise’s body. The mental image of her hairless cunt lavished by the man’s thick, hard tongue sent shivers through her. Fucking would never be the same now that she had a clear mental picture of her pussy in arousal.

She was panting hard when the Turk abandoned the gash between her legs and dragged his tongue across her belly and to her breasts. She could feel his stiff manhood against her thigh as his body loomed over her. His hands undid the straps of the mask and he pulled the gag free. He placed his lips upon hers and penetrated her mouth, laying his tongue upon hers, massaging it. Denise was overcome with passion. Her spread legs yearned to wrap themselves around the powerful thighs of the man. She was lost in a dizzying whirl of lust as their lips broke. Before she could think, she murmured softly to the strange man who seemed to own her soul, “Oh, fuck me, please, fuck me. I want your cock.”

Turk’s body jerked back. He looked at Denise, his eyes full of fire. He lashed his hand across her face, smacking it hard, viciously. He rose to his knees and slapped her face again with his other hand.

“Shut the fuck up!” he yelled. Denise was crying with terror. So quickly and unexpectedly had her moment of delirious pleasure been turned into a nightmare of violence. The Turk slapped her again.

“Your mouth is for fucking, cunt!” he roared at her. “No talking, only fucking and sucking dicks!” Denise trembled with fear as Turk pulled himself up over her, his knees to either side of her mouth. His buttocks lay on her breasts, pressing them flat against her chest. His hand grabbed her jaw and squeezed it harshly causing the terrified girl’s mouth to open in a distorted ‘O’. With his other hand he guided his manhood to its entrance. He leaned over so that his mouth was by her ear. He spoke lowly, in a rough, fearsome voice, “Your mouth is for fucking!”

Turk pressed his rigid cock past Denise’s quaking lips,  past her tongue, depressing it in her mouth. He pressed it to the entrance of her throat, holding her head still firmly with his massive hands. He paused at the throat’s entrance, waiting for the girl to gain a full appreciation of his message. When she started to gag, he thrust himself in, causing the girl to gurgle and whine. He waited, his cock deep inside Denise’s esophagus, until the flailing of her legs and the bucking of her chest told him that she was about out of air. He pulled his cock out to the edge of her lips, watching as she gasped for breath. When she had had several gulps, he entered the tight, hot passage again. Again he held his cock there while Denise gagged and coughed. When satisfied that she was on the verge of panic, he pulled back.

The next time he drove his cock home, he started a merciless stroking against the walls of Denise’s throat. Each time, he pulled out long enough for Denise to suck in a gasp of air and then plunged ruthlessly down again. He was truly fucking the frightened girl’s mouth.

Nothing could be clearer to her now. Her mouth was for fucking. She was not a person, she was a fucking animal.

When the Turk felt his climax coming, he pressed as far down Denise’s throat as he could go. Denise felt her neck bulge as the fat, hard manhood blocked the passageway, seemingly its entire length. She felt it pulse as the Turk’s white discharge flowed deep inside her. His hot sack rested on her chin, his stomach pressed against her face. His hands gripped her head tightly as he grunted loudly and viciously at each throb, as each spurt of sperm was jetted out. Finally, he was spent, but he let his cock rest sheathed in Denise’s throat until he heard her whine and plead for mercy. He pulled his cock from her mouth, dribbling a strand of cum across her lower lip. She was sobbing heavily, gasping for breath. Disregarding her profound dismay, he grabbed the gag and pushed it home. He buckled it behind her head tightly.

Turk’s hostile lust was not satisfied. She had broken a cardinal rule, had taken advantage of his yearning for tenderness to utter words of need in his presence. He slapped her breasts hard, leaving a bright red mark upon them. Denise squealed in pain. Again and again he slapped them, pushing the girl down each time she tried to rise and bend over to take them from his reach. He then began slapping her thighs and rear, intense, forceful slaps that echoed through the room. He slapped her ass until it burned a bright red. Still not satisfied, he spread her legs and landed two mighty blows directly on Denise’s sex.

Denise moaned and wailed as she was cruelly assaulted. When the Turk’s hand struck her cunt, she doubled over in pain.

Driven by passionate anger, The Turk’s manhood had revived quickly. He pushed the still moaning girl to her stomach and pulled her hips back up so that she crouched on her knees. He pressed his rod against the brown star between the sobbing girl’s cheeks and rammed it home. Denise’s unprepared anus burned as the thick flesh tore at its tissues. Turk pounded away unmercifully, his heat upon him. Denise gave a little muffled cry each time that Turk’s hips slammed against her buttocks. He was leaning over her, his chest pressing her bound arms down, his hands on her shoulders, compacting her into a small ball of abused flesh. He came quickly, with a roar. His hands squeezed the muscles of Denise’s shoulders tightly, capturing the pressure points there, sending a piercing wave of pain throughout her. She emitted, through her gag, a long dismal, desperate moan.

The Turk let his softening cock slide free of the girl’s bowels. He pushed her over callously and grabbed her by the hair. He pulled her head onto his lap and undid the gag once again.

“Clean my cock, slut,” he ordered sternly. He directed her mouth to his flaccid meat and pressed her lips upon it.

“Suck on it until it’s hard again,” he told her, “or I’ll whip you until you bleed.”

Denise needed no reminder of the Turk’s cruelty or the painful torments he could inflict on her. She grabbed the brown stained, wrinkled cock with her lips and sucked it into her mouth. Her stomach lurched as she thought of where the Turk’s dick had been, but soon the acrid taste of her own wastes gave way to the salty flavor of the Turk’s flesh. She breathed deep the aroma of his sweaty loins. As the cock began to harden, her own loins began to melt and burn. She cursed herself, as she could not avoid her own passionate stimulation. The callous man was right, her mouth was for fucking. The sensation of her tongue wrapping itself over the Turk’s shaft, the fullness she felt in her mouth, impassioned her. The Turk’s meat felt right in her mouth. As she bobbed her head up and down, encouraged by the Turk’s tight grip on her hair, she made the connection between the thick wad of leather that she had held stuffed into her mouth continuously since her arrival at this macabre mansion, and the hot manhood that filled it now. Now she would be conscious of its representative nature every minute of the day.

Turk pulled Denise’s head from his loins. She cringed as he filled her mouth again with the long, thick plug and buckled the mask around her head. He pushed her onto her back, knelt between her legs and rubbed his stiff rod along the moistened lips of her cunt. He leaned over her, staring into her face.

“You wanted my cock, slut,” he said to her quietly. “Well here it is.”

Turk pressed the bulbous head of his solid tool past the engorged lips of Denise’s pussy. Slowly, he stroked back and forth. He had come twice within a few minutes and he was content to let his lust grow gradually. Denise regretted his restraint. Her pussy burned and each stroke of the Turk’s cock triggered a wave of pleasure.

The Turk was demonstrating his complete mastery of her. Realizing this, she fought futilely against the rising tide of her lust. Soon, she could no longer hold back and she came, hard, her heels rising and digging into the back of the Turk’s thighs. And yet the Turk kept up his rhythmic stroking of her pulsing sheath. Her spasms of pleasure had just receded when she felt them begin to rise again. She begged heaven for the strength to resist the friction on her pussy’s walls, the long, sensuous trek of the Turk’s cock against her tingling clit.

Three times he made her come. Each time she moaned and gave out muffled cries. Her body shook with convulsive pleasure. After her third orgasm, she could feel the Turk’s thrusts become deeper, stronger. His hips began to slap against hers as his blood rose. A slow, meandering groan escaped his lips as his cock filled with jism. As he came, he continued his deep, forceful thrusts into Denise’s loins. When she felt the hot liquid fill her sheath, she came again.

The Turk lay heavily atop the panting woman. His lust was spent. Pulling himself from her soggy cunt, he got off of the bed and went into the bathroom.

Denise heard the shower running behind the closed door. She was overcome with the mix of her emotions. Largely, she was ashamed at her wantonness. She felt complicit in her own abasement. She could sense the Turk’s semen as it seeped from her well ploughed holes. Her rear still burned from his invasion. Her jaw ached from his callous assault. Yet she still yearned for his hot cock. She could feel its presence in her mouth as she shifted her teeth around the thick hard gag that filled it. The benumbed girl rolled to her side and drew up her knees. Her back was to the room and she could see the lake through the window, the late morning sun shimmering on it. She heard the bathroom door open and the man’s heavy footsteps. She heard the rustle of cloth as he dressed. She did not stir. The Turk fastened the leash to the back of her collar and linked it to the ring in the headboard. He left the room.

She lay there, enjoying the peace and solitude of the moment. Her thighs were sticky with cum, and the tender soft skin on them stuck together as she shifted her legs. She was nothing but a whore now, she thought. How easy it had been to change from the bright, alert, confident woman she had been to the slavish whore who wet herself at the sight of a rampant cock. Her constant nudity and total availability made everything sexual. Even now, as she lay there in the bed, balled up, she felt the openness of her rear passage, still dilated from the forceful thrusts of her master.

It was not for about thirty minutes that the old woman came for her. Denise did not stir when she heard her enter and so the woman sat next to her on the bed. She stroked Denise’s thigh and sang a little melody to her, rubbing it gently. It was soothing and Denise began to cry softly. What a terrible mixture of cruelty and sweetness, she thought. This morning, the very hand that calmed her now had beat her with a whip.

Tamara pulled at Denise until she rolled over on her back. She undid the chain, fastened it to the front and pulled her from the bed. She led her to the bathroom where she washed her with the shower hose. She soaped her sex and rear thoroughly. She let her pee. The caress of the warm water of the shower replenished Denise’s body. When the girl was dry, Tamara led her from the room and back downstairs.   She led her to the dining room and locked her to a leg of the table while she went into the kitchen. She came out with three large bowls with spoons. It was lunchtime and the house once more became a strangely domestic place. The old man came in and, looking Denise in the eye, winked at her. She had not yet heard from this sturdy old man, but from his not so subtle glances she knew that it was just a matter of time.

The Turk appeared dressed in thickly whaled, rust colored, corduroy pants and an Irish knit sweater. Tamara appeared with a large tureen of steaming soup. The Turk sat down at the end of the table next to where Denise knelt. She shivered in fear and shied away from him. Her movement caught his eye and he turned his head to look at her.

“Spread your legs,” he commanded in a low but emphatic voice. Denise, who had been kneeling with her legs together, her buttocks resting on the back of her calves obeyed instantly.  “Wider,” he said.

The girl widened her thighs. She knelt now, open to him, her labia widened, the naked lips visible. Her spread legs forced her to kneel straighter, no longer having her calves under her. This, in turn, made her soft pale breasts more prominent. She was presented for her master.

The trio ate mostly in silence. Denise could smell the aromatic aroma of the soup as it wafted through the room. She could not keep her eyes off of the strong, scarred hands of her tormentor, hands that had beaten her cruelly not much more than an hour ago. She felt the ghosts of those hands on her body as she knelt so clearly available for her owner’s whims.

The trio ignored her as they finished their repast. The old man got up first and mumbling something under his breath, and walked from the room. The Turk got up next. He cast a sideways glance at the obedient girl and left, striding purposively. Tamara got up and began clearing the table. On her last trip, she led Denise into the kitchen where she permitted her to lap up her own portion of soup from a bowl in the corner. When she had filled herself, Denise knelt by her bowl in silence watching the old lady put away the remainder of the pots and pans.

When Tamara had finished, she came over to Denise and picked up the bowl. She reached into her pocket and pulled out a small piece of chocolate. She proffered it to the bound girl, saying, “Eat, eat.”

Denise seized the chocolate with her teeth and drew it into her mouth. The sweet flavor overwhelmed her. She looked up at the old lady with gratitude. As she chewed it, savoring every bit, she chided herself. How delightful a small sweet was to her now! What little it took to please her! She smiled at the old lady as Tamara approached her to replace the gag. She wanted to thank her for this little kindness, but knew the rules well. Her mouth was for fucking and not talking. She opened her mouth and received the gag obediently.

The Turk had gone to the dock and released a canoe he kept there. It was his habit, when home, to explore the hills and forests that made up the huge state park that surrounded his mansion. He enjoyed the solitude, and trudging up and down the mountain trails kept him in shape. He rowed the canoe about five miles down the lake and pulled the canoe ashore. This was one of his favorite spots. Climbing the steep hill, he ascended the rocky crag that loomed out over the lake. An hour and a half later, he was at its top. From here he could see up and down the length of the lake. Forest and mountains loomed for miles. There was always a strong breeze, there being nothing to assuage the gusts that blew down the valley.

The solitary figure sat still, brooding on his life. He had spent most of it full of hate. He had destroyed countless lives, ripping comely white females from their homes and condemning them to cruel, abysmal fates. Now he was in love or what he thought was love. And with a woman he had spent perhaps two hours with, had kissed only once. The memory haunted him. Like the prisoner, Denise, in his fortress home, he wondered where she was, what had happened to her. Was she dead? Was she cursing his soul somewhere as she was callously used by whatever cruel man or woman had claimed her? Would the torment of her memory ever leave him?

While the Turk spent his afternoon wandering the verdant forests of this New York State wilderness, Denise spent hers at the end of a small length of chain. Tamara had brought her back to the huge room that served as the Great Hall of the mansion. She knelt by the wide, winding wooden stairs that led up to the sleeping areas of the house. Tamara hustled to and fro, patting her on the head occasionally as she passed. Twice she stopped and let Denise drink from a flask of juice, cold, sweet apple juice, freshly pressed. Once, she took the girl to a small bathroom where she was allowed to relieve herself and empty her bowels.

Late in the afternoon, as the October light shined through the vast windows that served the room began to dim, Tamara unleashed the girl and brought her put to an enclosed porch that looked out over the lake.

The Turk’s mansion stood alone on its little island and was built upon a hill. Depending where you were in the house and the time of day, you could follow the sun as it passed overhead. Only the north side lacked direct sunlight, but at night the northern stars could be seen shimmering in all their glorious brightness.

The porch looked out on the southwest side of the house and so it received the sun’s rays almost all of the day. It stuck out from the house and was glassed on three sides. It commanded a wonderful vista. Tamara sat on a small couch that was situated against the wall of the house. From this perch, she daily enjoyed the colorful sunsets that marked the divide between day and night. Just now, as she sat calmly with a steaming cup of tea in her hands, the reds and yellows spread across the sky by the waning sun were at their peak, set off by the clear sky of cobalt blue. Denise knelt on a small rug near the old lady’s feet. She marveled at the beauteous panorama. She was glad that the old lady had allowed her to share it with her. She looked up and saw a gentle calmness in the woman’s face. Tamara looked back down at her and patted her lap. Denise happily acceded to the woman’s affectionate gesture and rose and sat across the tops of the old woman’s thighs.

Denise was surprised at the sense of calmness that the sunset had brought her and the delight she took from the old lady’s body, as she sat with her head nestled in her shoulder. The old lady was singing a sad refrain, doubtless some tale of lost lovers from her youth. She had her left arm around Denise’s waist. Her other caressed the tops of Denise’s thighs.

The two sat there quietly for a long while. As the sun started to sink below the gently rolling mountains to the west, Denise felt the woman’s hand nudge her legs apart. She kissed the top of Denise’s head as she ran her hand lightly across the inside of her thighs. She allowed Denise to lean back, and she spread the young girl’s legs open. Denise welcomed the woman’s caresses. It seemed all too appropriate to be naked on this woman’s lap, gagged and bound, her helpless prisoner, but yet to feel comfort and kindness in the woman’s touch.

The lips of Denise’s cunt were glistening when the old woman’s hands delicately pried them open. She ran her hand over them, probing the soft, yielding flesh in between with the length of her finger. Denise’s nipples were hardened with expectation. The woman took her time, gently stroking Denise’s cunt, softly rubbing the hard nipple of pleasure at its top. Denise closed her eyes and let the warmth from her sex spread throughout her body. Slowly but surely, her passion built.

When she sensed the young girl approaching her crisis, the old lady hugged her tight and softly stroked the hardened clit. Denise’s thighs shuddered as she came, her breasts swayed as her chest expanded and contracted in her lust. When the orgasm came, it seemed to roll over the young girl. It was unlike the hard, passionate throbs that had overtaken her that morning when the Turk had plundered her cunt unmercifully. It was more like a warm, pulsing wave of release, bespeaking contentment and affection.

The two women sat silently, conjoined, as the sky began to darken. There was just a feint splash of light over the western sky. Tamara kissed her charge on the nipple of her breast, her lush lips surrounding it, drawing a long, wistful sigh from her captive. That done, she patted the girl’s thigh with her hand and spoke softly to her, “Up, up.” Denise obeyed. The old lady rose and, reaffixing the leash to Denise’s collar, led her back into the house.

The Turk did not return to the house until well after dark. Denise had knelt by Turk’s empty chair as the two old people ate silently. When they had finished and the table cleared, Denise was brought into the kitchen for her meal. She was kneeling over her bowl, mouthing the small chunks of meat and vegetables that Tamara had filled it with, when she heard the Turk’s heavy footsteps. Denise looked over her shoulder and saw the dark visaged man take a seat at the shiny, steel covered island that separated the cooking area from the rest of the room. Tamara brought out a steaming plate of food and set it before him, together with a large glass of deep red wine. The Turk ate quietly, staring at the figure of his kneeling prisoner.

Denise feared the Turk more than she had ever feared anyone. However, she looked back at her meal and resolved to finish it. She was conscious of his eyes burning into her as she knelt, her thighs spread widely so as to permit her to lean over and place her face in the bowl. Her rear cheeks were spread, openly displaying the small ring of flesh that the Turk had so cruelly pierced earlier that day. Her naked slit peaked out from under her, positioned conveniently for rear penetration.

The Turk watched he girl as he ate. His blood was boiling. The contentment he had sought during his prolonged excursion into the wild had escaped him. He wanted Cheryl but he had Denise. Was she the next best thing or a taunting reminder of his helpless obsession?

He waited until the girl had finished supping and Tamara had held a tall cool glass of milk for her to drink. When Denise emerged from the water closet following a post meal urination, Turk was standing there waiting for her. A cold shiver went through her as Turk took the leash from the old woman and led her from the kitchen. Denise remembered her savage treatment from the night before and had to hold herself in check, lest she dissolve into fearful panic.

The stairs to the dungeon led off of the dining room. The Turk led her there from the kitchen. The heavy, wooden door loomed as a foreboding sentinel. But, to Denise’s untrammeled relief, she was led past it into the Great Hall. The stairs were lighted by small sconces on the walls and they cast an eerie light as Denise followed her master up the stairs. Once in the Turk’s room and on his bed, he unfastened her arms from behind her back, where they had been bound uselessly all of the day, and attached her wrists to the ring in the head board. As the Turk disrobed in the dim light, his hard flesh glistened. Before coming to the bed, he closed the light, plummeting the room into near darkness. The moon was full and its yellow light cast shadows of the tall, sturdy oak that stood outside into the room. Turk knelt on the bed and unfastened Denise’s gag. He lay his body over hers, spreading her thighs with his knees and covered the grateful girl’s lips with his.

Denise cast aside her guilt over her passionate yearning for the Turk’s embrace. She fed hungrily on his hot tongue as it explored her mouth. She pressed her thighs hard against his with desire. The Turk circled the arms held above the lusting girl’s head with his large, rough hands. He breathed fire in to her mouth.

Although the Turk had callously penetrated Denise’s every orifice, she had yet to place her hands on his cock. She yearned to now, wanting to guide the hot, stiff rod to her lush pussy. It burned with desire for him.

As if sensing her need, the Turk took his hand from Denise’s arm and reached down for his manhood. He probed in the darkness for the girl’s wet gash. He found her dilated nether lips and slid his cock into the soft, hot flesh.

Denise moaned as she felt the Turk fill her. Their lips were still pressed together, and she sucked long and hard on the hot tongue that filled her mouth. The Turk was plunging wildly into her pussy, grunting each time he sheathed his sword to the hilt. Dissatisfied with its reach, he reached for Denise’s thighs and pressed them towards her chest. Denise felt his cock penetrate deeply into her pulsing gash. She yearned to swallow it with her cunt, wanted to suck it inside her.

Oblivious to all else but their passion, the couple bucked and heaved against one another. The Turk felt his loins fill with telltale heat and rammed his cock home. As he jetted spurt after spurt of his hot cum into her cunt, Denise cried out and thrust her hips up to meet him. Her orgasm hit with a jolt. Their tongues were still intertwined and Denise poured her lustful moans down the Turk’s throat. Finally, their lusts spent, the two collapsed.

Turk was sated. He had, temporarily, driven his demons from him. His whole body sagged with physical and emotional release. A few moments later, he was fast asleep.

Denise lay under the heavy, somnolent man, her arms still stretched out above her. The Turk’s deep breaths rocked her gently. For the first time in three days, her mouth was left uncovered. She reveled in its freedom. The Turk’s head lay along side hers, and she placed a light kiss on his temple, careful lest she disturb him. She yearned to encircle him with her arms, to whisper her blissfulness into his ear. She knew that she dared not. She would do nothing to destroy this heavenly interlude. A small tear ran down her cheek, sparkling in the soft, comforting moonlight. She lay her head back and fell asleep.

The moon had fled and the room was almost pitch dark when Denise felt the Turk stirring. He unleashed her hands from the head of the bed and pulled her up. Silently, gently, he had her stand and rebound her arms behind her back. Denise stifled a cry as she realized that she was to be cast back into the dungeon for the night. The Turk led her to the door and, before opening it, reaffixed her leash. When he opened the door, Denise saw the old woman sitting in a small chair in the hall, fast asleep. She stirred to wakefulness at the opening of the door and smiled at the naked couple. Turk placed his hands on either side of Denise’s head and kissed her, a long, soothing kiss redolent of their passion. When he was done, he gently, almost kindly, eased the gag back into her mouth. He buckled it behind her head and handed the leash to the old woman. Denise watched as he closed the door, retreating into his room. She felt a soft tug on her leash and she let herself be guided down the stairs.

PART ELEVEN

HAIL TO THE CHIEF

About three o’clock that afternoon, Stoner’s choppers finished their return to their base. Great swirls of brown African dust swirled around the choppers as they landed. The soldiers hopped out dragging behind them the coffles of newly captured slave girls. The ride back had been uneventful. The frightened women moaned and cried, huddled on the chopper floor. The soldiers took sport in poking and prodding them. Their mocking taunts and cruel laughter could barely be heard over the loud grinding of the helicopter engines.

The women were marched quickly to the parade ground that stood outside the soldiers’ barracks. They were made to stand in two lines, shoulder to shoulder. An officer went down the lines, enforcing his orders to spread their legs with a riding crop.

The girls were all shapes and sizes, although large, firm, breasts predominated. A corporal followed the officer down the lines ripping the tape off of the faces of the girls. This was an inspection after all, and their faces needed to be seen.

Stoner waited until the girls were all lined up, mouths freed, before he strode up to take measure of what he had stolen. He had picked out the twenty most desirable of the great crop of women he had harvested. Now he would select the best of the best.

Slowly, leisurely, Stoner walked down the lines of frightened, naked women. He stopped before each one, measuring their breasts with his hands, peering into their faces. When he had made one full pass, he repeated his inspection. This time, he pointed out several girls with the riding crop and they were freed from the coffle and dragged away from the lines. When he was finished his second pass, seven women had been selected. They stood in the hot afternoon sun, hands tied behind them, legs spread.

Stoner made an even more detailed examination of the seven women. He rubbed their naked loins, measuring their response. He had them turned around and bent over so that he could caress their buttocks. The bodies of the women glistened with sweat, partially from the still fierce rays of the sun, but also from their natural sense of panic at their severance from the pack. What special hell was being prepared for them?

Stoner had two of the women separated from the group of seven. The first was about 5’4” in height, closer to 18 than 25. She had firm round breasts with large, reddish doubloon sized aureoles. Her nipples were tense from fear and Stoner tweaked the short, thick buds of flesh. The girl was crying and rivulets of tears ran down her face. She shook noticeably as Stoner turned her head right and left, seeking out imperfections in the smooth, black face. He saw none.

The second girl was tall and slender. She had long, delicate thighs. She stood about an inch taller than Stoner. Her face was long, her cheeks high. She was not crying. Her hatred of Stoner was easy to read on her face. She had tiny, tea cup breasts with long, almost pointed nipples. Stoner ran his hands over them, pinching them fiercely. Anger lit up in the tall woman’s eyes, and she spit in Stoner’s face, crying out doubtlessly rude epithets at him in her native tongue. Stoner reacted swiftly by giving the woman a fierce slap across the face. Two soldiers grabbed her arms, protecting their leader. Stoner smiled. Looking over at his general, Kurim, he said, “She’ll do. Give her five lashes with the bullwhip and put her in isolation. I’ll take the other one with me.”

Kurim gave a curt order to the men holding the tall girl. She was dragged by them to a gibbet that stood on the edge of the parade ground. It was set upon a small platform, one large enough for a full grown man to swing a bullwhip from.

Another order from Kurim caused an underling to dash off into the barracks. A few moments later, he returned with a long leather whip. Kurim took it from him and mounted the platform.

The soldiers were having a hard time with their captive. They had loosened her hands from behind her back and she was twisting and turning, struggling to free herself from their grasp, desperately seeking to avoid attachment to the extended arm of the gibbet. It took another man’s help, but the soldiers soon had the frantic black woman’s hands tied before her. They took a rope and affixed it to her bound wrists and looped it through a small iron ring on the underside of the extended arm. With a few tugs of the rope, the girl was standing on her tip toes.

She had long, braided hair, jet black, as black as her skin. She screamed and yelled in protest as she dangled naked before her former friends and neighbors. The other women had been forced to crouch down on the grass. Their silence was enforced by a soldier’s whip. Kurim mounted the platform and shook out the long, sleek whip. The crowd of women let out shrieks and cries of protest, precipitating the repeated application of a soldier’s riding crop.

The bear-sized general played with the whip, letting its end drag across the platform, snapping it in mid air. The cracking sound silenced the on-looking women. The soldiers had crowded round, intent on enjoying the coming spectacle. Stoner had the other beauty he had selected by his side, a leash attached to her collar, and was alert with anticipation. It wasn’t every day you saw a woman bullwhipped.

The tall, lithe woman was now begging Kurim for mercy. She twisted and turned on the platform fervently pleading to be spared this ordeal. Kurim smiled at her, an evil, vicious smile. He reared his arm back and snapped the bullwhip forwards. Its tip struck the woman on the front of her thighs and she screamed.

A blot of blood appeared at the point of contact. The woman’s agonizing scream resounded throughout the compound. All over the mansion, servants rushed to the windows. Mary, who had spent the afternoon naked and alone in the women’s dormitory, dashed to the window to find its source. She looked and cried out in disbelief, just as Kurim snapped the whip again, landing a fierce blow against the tall woman’s right buttock. Her scream echoed anew across the parade ground. The crouched women wept and cried at their friend’s plight. Another ‘crack!’ and then another. Two red rivulets began to run down the girl’s body from her breasts. She danced and squirmed in terrified pain. Kurim let go with one last blow from the whip. This one struck the woman’s unmarked buttock, creating a line of blood across it to match the other.

After a few moments, the woman’s wild screams faded into a desultory moan. She hung on the platform listlessly, all of the fight and spirit taken from her. Kurim barked out an order to the guards who began shouting and screaming at the crouched women. They rose as one and ran off into the front door of the barracks. Once inside, they would be led to individual cells where they would await their ravishment. In the morning they would all be branded, a large slanted “S” on their buttocks.

The remaining five of the seven who had been culled out by Stoner were to be divided among the officers. Kurim got first pick, of course. The rest would be shared. They would all receive their brands in due course.

Stoner walked up the hill towards the mansion, his prisoner in tow. He dragged her up the porch stairs where he was met by Jeremiah. “Take this cunt, clean her up and put her in my room. I’ll deal with her later,” he told the large, jet black factotum.

“Yes, Lord,” Jeremiah replied. “Your wives await you in the discipline room,” he added.

“Yes, I’m looking forward to seeing them. Get me a tall scotch and soda.”

Jeremiah gave a short, curt order to a houseboy who scooted off to do his master’s bidding. The tall man took control of the master’s new slut and led her into the house.

Stoner received his drink a moment later. Taking a long swig, he watched the tall, now compliant African girl being dragged across the parade ground to the barracks. She would be spared further abuse for the time being. He had a plan for her.

Having sucked down the cold, biting refreshment, Stoner went into the house and found his way down to the Discipline Room. Justine and Cheryl had been left there, their tongues cruelly impaled, their leg muscles stretched to intense discomfort. Jeremiah knew his business. The girls were stretched just enough to cause maximum pain and cramping in their legs and in the muscles of their mouths, but not enough to cause serious damage.

Because the cruel piercings to their tongues were connected by the long leather strap threaded through the ring on the bar, any movement by one to ease the strain on her body had an immediate effect on the other. They had had all day to rue their incipient rebellion. Rebellions had to be ruthlessly crushed. Jeremiah had ensured that the women paid severely for their foolishness. Henceforth, they would think only of the need to avoid their own punishment and let the chips fall where they may for the other.

Both women gave a small start when they heard the door to the Discipline Room open, an action they both immediately regretted as their movements exacerbated the pain to their mouths and legs. Stoner smiled as he heard the women’s piteous moans. “Good afternoon, ladies,” he called to them as he slammed the heavy door shut. “Have you been enjoying yourselves?”

The women quailed in fear. This was the moment they had been dreading all afternoon. They had suffered the fierce cramps in their legs, the painful throbbing in their tongues. Their mouths were dry, their throats burned with thirst. The constant need for attention to the delicate balance they maintained between the strain on their tongue and their legs and feet had been exhausting. And now came their tormentor in chief. What brutalities would he add to their suffering?

Stoner grabbed a long rattan crop from the cabinet and approached the grotesquely postured women. He stroked it over Cheryl’s bare ass. “Wouldn’t you prefer to be sucking my cock, cunt?” he asked her. Cheryl could only look at the fearsome man out of the side of her eye. She dared not move her head. She moaned a forlorn plea. Stoner laughed, “Cat got your tongue?” He shook in his merriment. He looked at Justine’s cruelly stretched body and rubbed the crop over her breasts. “Sorry for your little game this morning, bitch?” he asked her. “I think that next time you will jump at the opportunity to suck me off, won’t you?”

Justine gurgled a reply.

“Now someone’s going to get ten strokes across the ass with this whip,” he taunted the miserable women. “The other, I’m going to fuck in the ass. Frankly, in your position, I don’t know which one will hurt worse.” Stoner stepped closer to the women and grabbed one of Justine’s tits. He twisted it fiercely. Justine moaned in agony. Her discomfort was translated immediately to Cheryl, who felt Justine’s every movement in her aching tongue.

“I think that I’ll give you the whipping, Justine,” Stoner told her. “You should have known better. You’ve been here the longest. I think that you believe that your artful mouth has earned you a permanent berth here. Perhaps I should ship you out. Maybe you want to be sucking thick black cocks all day instead?”

Justine fruitlessly tried to communicate her obsequiousness to her owner. Her words came out as mere grunts. Each syllable evoked a twinge of pain.

To Cheryl, Stoner said, “Get your ass ready for a fucking, cunt.”

Stoner stepped behind Justine, admiring the taut, twin globes of flesh on her rear. “Yeah,” he thought, “maybe its time that this one moved along.” He reared back his arm and slammed the cane onto Justine’s delicate, white buttocks. Justine and Cheryl both moaned in pain. The French girl’s flesh twitched as she absorbed the blow. Crack! Another blow fell causing Justine to gurgle and dance. Cheryl tried to make up for the added strain on her tongue by standing on the tips of her toes. But the more slack Cheryl gave to Justine on the infernal strap that connected them, the more that she seemed to want. Blow after blow fell, ten in all. Justine’s ass was cherry red from its abuse. Tears flowed freely down both anguished faces.

Stoner caught his breath. His cock was rock hard as a result of his sadistic treatment of the French woman. That, and the enticing sight of the tall black woman’s dance at the whip, had fueled Stoner’s pump. Not bothering to disrobe, he wrestled his hard meat from his pants and addressed Cheryl’s behind. Her spread legs, forced open by the bar that Jeremiah had placed between them, make readily available the tiny starred entrance to her bowels.

Cheryl knew what was coming and desperately tried to relax her muscles to ease Stoner’s entrance. It was not easy given her predicament. So when Stoner presented his hot cock to his puckered target, the ring of flesh was narrow and taut. Stoner grabbed Cheryl’s hips and held her still as he pressed his manhood into her rear passage. Cheryl’s hands were bound behind her and he delighted in their involuntary contractions as the pain from his forced entry shot through the abject girl. The movement of Cheryl’s body caused unwelcome movement to Justine’s and both girls groaned in torment.

The heartless man reveled in the heat of Cheryl’s bowels, the tight grip on his shaft by the little ring he had violated. He rocked his hips into Cheryl without thought to the anguish the reverberations of his thrusts caused the two women. In fact, their miserable groans and moans fueled his passion. It was not long before he felt his lusts rising, his cock begin to throb. With a loud moan, he began to pump his seed deep into Cheryl. He was thrusting madly, causing the women unbelievable, agonizing pain. And then he was finished.

A half hour later, Jeremiah came down to free the women. After releasing their spreader bars, and using a small pair of clippers, he snapped the barbed ends off of the hooks and passed the steel through the raw openings in the girls’ tongues. As he released them, each girl sagged in his arms. He gently let them fall to the ground.

Dinner that night was an awkward affair. As was the custom, Cheryl, Justine and Mary awaited their master’s return from his rounds kneeling in the main hall, dressed in obscene finery, their fingers in their quims, lubricating themselves for his pleasure. At the dinner table, neither Cheryl nor Justine wanted to eat a single mouthful. Their tongues were swollen and sore from their ordeal. At Stoner’s insistence, they took small bites of the fresh fish from Stoner’s fecund lake and washed them down quickly with cold, soothing water.

But Stoner had little interest in his wives tonight. He had a new toy to play with locked in the cage in his bedroom. There was no pleasure in life for him like despoiling a wench, and the knowledge that a naked, young, innocent girl awaited him made his appreciation of the culinary delights of his table more perfunctory than usual.

When dinner was over, or, rather, when Stoner’s dinner was over, he had Jeremiah rush the women back up to their room. He would have no need of them tonight.

The frightened African girl looked up from her small steel prison when Stoner entered the bedroom. It had been a day of unimaginable terror for her. Only this morning, she had awoken in her own bed, in her family’s hut, among people who loved her. Although she was barely eighteen, marriage and family came young to the women of her village and she had a small child of eighteen months. She was still breastfeeding the little boy, as was the tribal custom, and her breasts ached with unused production of milk.

She had watched her friend meanly whipped and knew that her captor was capable of great cruelty. She had no illusions as to why she was caged, naked, in his sumptuous bedroom. She had no courage to resist. For her son, she must live. As impossible as it might seem, she knew that she could not give up hope of being reunited with him and her loving husband. She would be dishonored, probably cast out from her home, as if she was complicit in her own ravishment. But she could live to see them, could hope for mercy and understanding from her husband; she knew she would get none here.

Stoner approached the cage where his new captive crouched fearfully. He knew that the girl almost certainly had no English, but was sure that the ever efficient Jeremiah had instructed her on her new duties. He rattled the cage with his hand, chuckling to himself as the young woman cringed. “Ready for your fucking, my little black bitch?” he said.

The words were meaningless to the girl, but she could tell from the heavy white man’s tone that her torment was soon to begin.

Stoner undressed and then opened the cage. He had taken up a small riding crop and poked the girl until she obediently emerged. As she crawled on all fours, her firm, round, black breasts swung freely beneath her. Her flanks were meaty, but firm and graceful. She had short ringlets of black hair on her head and a thick, dark thatch below. Her buttocks were rotund and rippled as she struggled to obey the cruel white master.

When she had emerged from the cage, Stoner pushed her head to the floor. She pressed her face to the rug, but her back was arched, her rear presented to her master’s view. Only her husband had seen her like this, as she lustfully prepared herself for his thrusts. She was shamed that this evil white man should see her so. Stoner tapped on the insides of her thighs, and she obediently spread them. He crouched next to the girl and reached his hand under her and felt her cunt.

It was fleshy and hot. The entrance to her womb lubricated obediently as he rubbed his hand against it, tracing a line along the slit with his finger. It took but a minute before he earned a small moan from the girl’s lips.

Satisfied, Stoner rose to his feet. He swung the riding crop fiercely onto her behind. The girl groaned in pain and mortification. She despised herself for succumbing to the man’s caress of her sex and welcomed the pain of the whip as punishment. Five times Stoner belabored the young woman’s rear globes. The girl moaned and cried at each blow. She wondered how she had offended the man so quickly. She did not comprehend Stoner’s pleasure in administering pain. She would learn.

Content that the girl knew what agony his displeasure could bring, Stoner sat on the edge of the bed. He motioned for the girl to come to him. He grabbed her hair and lifted her to her knees between his legs. His cock was rampant and his desire was obvious. She knew what he wanted. The trembling girl hesitatingly took Stoner’s cock in her hand and pressed her lips to it. Stoner, his hand still in her hair, pressed her face down on his cock. He pierced the girl’s mouth to the back of her throat. “Suck cock!” he ordered. These words, and other short, curt imperative phrases such as, ‘spread your legs’, ‘kneel’, ‘bend over’ would quickly become known to the girl.

The frightened girl began to swirl her tongue around Stoner’s rigid member. With tears running down her youthful face, she pleasured Stoner’s tool with all of the skill and enthusiasm she could muster. Seeing that she had gotten the message, Stoner released her head and let her do the work.

The dark, cruel man reveled in her oral caresses. He watched her face intently, enjoying the desperate look on her face. The girl looked back up at him, seeking any sign of displeasure, the bright whiteness of her eyes, eyes filled with wetness and ringed with red, a stark contrast to the coal-like blackness of her skin.

Stoner was enflamed by the wide lips that encircled his pulsing cock. Here was Africa, itself, at his feet, its eyes searching for his approval, sucking his steel hard dick, succumbing to his whims. He felt it fitting that this black cunt should be on her knees to him, as was every living thing within a thousand square miles. He did not often have native whores to his bed, but when he did, his mind reeled with exaltation as his mastery of this corner of the continent. Few men in this modern age wielded the power that he did.

The black girl’s efforts were bearing fruit as Stoner felt his juices rising. She felt it too, as the cock in her mouth began to throb and the semi-sweet precum washed against her tongue. She had one hand cupping Stoner’s drooping testicles, caressing them gently as she had been taught, and the other hand wrapped firmly on the meaty pole. She began to hum a song of delight, as her husband liked it, her voice reverberating on Stoner’s swollen member. Stoner moaned and seized her head again, pressing it into his loins. He groaned with pleasure as he shot his load into her throat. Pulse after pulse of almost excruciating delight swept through him.

He allowed the native woman to continue to massage his softening cock with her mouth and lips. Her oral skills matched her beauty, he thought to himself.

When she had finished, and Stoner’s cock had deflated to its restful state, Stoner pulled her up onto the bed. She had never been in a bed like this, her marriage bed in her village consisting of a thin pallet laid on the dirt floor of her small hut. She marveled, in spite of herself, at its softness. She felt unsteady as it rose and fell beneath her, as she struggled to the center of the bed.

Once she had lain out prone on the bed, Stoner commenced a minute inspection of her flesh. He ran his hands over the smooth skin of her hips. He felt the softness of her inner thighs, the pink softness between her black thighs. But what delighted him most of all were her firm, large lactating breasts. The milk was oozing from her nipples. The breasts, used to the frequent suckling of a child, were filled to burst. Stoner placed his lips upon them and drank the sweet, thick milk. The girl moaned in relief as the aching pressure on her teats was released. She cursed this man for stealing what was, by rights, her child’s. The thought of her young boy hungry and crying for his mother was unbearable to her. But she docilely allowed the white man to have his way. The white men had stolen everything, why should her mother’s milk be any different.

That night Stoner ploughed his new captive fore and aft. She had never been fucked in the ass before and protested loudly when she felt his thick cock press open the dainty ring of flesh. She cried while he plunged deep into her bowels. Stoner held her hands locked tightly behind her back as he took his pleasure there. To the girl’s abysmal shame, before he allowed her the safety of her cage, he forced her to clean him with her mouth.

Dalila, her name meant ‘gentleness of soul’, was thereafter Stoner’s almost constant companion. He led her around, naked on a leash, while on his visits and inspections. He proffered the use of her mouth to his managers and overseers matter-of-factly, and often used it or her cunt, if he was in the mood, casually throughout the course of the day.

At night, at dinner, she would be chained to his chair, her own dinner presented in a wooden bowl. In his bedroom, he would order her, by obscene gesture, encouraged by the whip if necessary, to suck on his wives’ pussies while they fellated him or while he fucked her ass. She would spend the night jammed into the cage with one of the white women every night, their hot flesh pressed firmly together. She had no words for them and they had none for her.

Dalila’s milk still ran, as Stoner suckled at her breasts several times daily. She was mortified to have these white women, who were treated almost as shamefully as she, watch as this grown man drank from her body. She was also shamed that she permitted the white man to bring her to pleasure, for there were times, as Stoner callously drilled his cock into her wet slash, that her own lusts were sated. And she was ashamed to admit that the soft white bodies of the white women, as she caressed them with her tongue or was pressed up against them in her cage, made her loins burn.

On several occasions, Stoner ordered his white women to make love to her after dinner in the drawing room, reveling in the sharp contrast between the black and white flesh. She hesitatingly accepted their tongues in her mouth, their fingers on her sex. She had often played at sex with her girlfriends when they were younger, and the delicate softness of female flesh, the aroma of their arousal, was not new to her. At times, she would close her eyes and imagine herself back in her village, a young girl, kissing and fondling her best friend.

It was the whipping she could not stand. Stoner whipped her when she failed to understand an order, when she was slow carrying it out, or when the whim came over him. He had the servants beat her while he ploughed one or another of the orifices of his white slaves.

Cheryl and the other wives felt great sympathy for Dalila, although they did not even know her name. She seemed so young and frightened. Only once, when Stoner was away for a day, did she spend any time in the wives’ dormitory. Jeremiah had brought her there and, at first, the poor girl trembled with fear that the white women would beat her. When Mary took her in her arms and kissed her, the girl broke down into tears. The women spent the afternoon comforting her. Late in the day, Jeremiah took her away, down to the Discipline Room to beat her and to fuck her.

A few days after the raid on the village, the trucks carrying the remainder of Stoner’s booty arrived. Coffled in strings of twelve, the women were pulled from the trucks and hosed down. A large fire was kept burning into the night, heating the branding irons, as one after the other, the women were marked as Stoner’s property. There was much crying and protesting from the women, but they had been taught obedience while prisoners on their four day trek, and there were no incidents of rebellion. By late afternoon and into the evening, Stoner’s helicopters were ferrying the first groups to their new homes, the many workers’ brothels around Stoner’s mines. A few would be sent to service the lonely men who toiled in Stoner’s cotton fields or to the workers on the hillside coffee plantation. By noon the day after their arrival, they were all gone.

It was about two weeks after the raid that Jeremiah came into the wives’ dormitory to announce that, “All sluts must make themselves clean!” He instructed them to be particularly meticulous in their makeup. They were to wear their dinner dresses and to make up the lips of their pussies.

The wives frantically followed Jeremiah’s instructions. It was clear that something unusual was to happen, but they could not fathom what. Justine helped Mary and Cheryl line their labia with bright red lipstick. Cheryl did hers. They sat dressed and waiting for a long time, well into the afternoon. Jeremiah checked them several times, each time telling them, “No fucking. No fucking!”

Jeremiah checked them again before he brought them downstairs, ensuring that they had properly made themselves pretty for their master’s benefit. He had them kneel in the entrance hall, as usual, but delayed their self ministrations for the purpose of readying their cunts for their master’s pleasure.

Faintly at first, then louder and louder, came the sound of a large helicopter. The women could see the backwash of the props through the glass of the main doorway as it landed, blowing dust and leaves around in great swirls. This was the signal for the women to start massaging their pussies for presentation to their owner and lord. They heard heavy steps on the veranda and then Stoner and another man, dressed in a khaki army uniform and a red beret entered the room. Stoner had his new slave, Dalila, in tow. The second man was huge, almost ape-like. He skin was a dark brown and he had a round, regal face. There were two rows of medals on his chest and he carried a long swagger stick with what looked like hair from a lion’s mane on one end. He wore tall, black paratrooper’s boots and a pistol on his hip.

His eyes widened as he saw the three white women in their obscene dresses. All of their breasts were exposed and the front of the dresses had been cut away to show their now glistening intimacies.

Stoner spoke to the women, “Ladies, I present to you His Honor Upenyu Uzoma, President of the People’s Republic of Katango.”

The fact that they were being held in bondage in the Republic of Katango was something that had somehow been learned by Stoner’s wives at some time during his fifteen year reign. It had been handed down from group to group as individual wives were sent to the capital to spend the rest of their days as whores and new ones were added. And so Cheryl knew that they were in some place called Katango. She had often cursed her geographical ignorance. Somehow it would have been better to have at least an approximation of where on the globe she now resided.

None of the women had had the pleasure of actually meeting someone from the government of this strange land and the presence of the President was quite a surprise. However, whatever his business was here with Stoner, his presence did not bode well for Stoner’s sluts if measured by the lustful glances he took of their exposed bodies.

“What a lovely picture,” he said in a deep baritone voice. “Good enough to eat!” he exclaimed.

“And you probably would, too,” Cheryl thought to herself. The man took his time to stroke their breasts, fingering the tips of their nipples, caressing their faces.

Stoner continued the introductions. “The blonde is Justine, a French slut. She is extremely skilled with her mouth. The middle one is Mary, an Irish cunt. You can see her main assets on her chest. I’ve often taken pleasure between her fat tits. And the last is Cheryl, an American. She is undoubtedly the most passionate of the bunch. If you massage her tits, she will rock you like a hyena in rut.”

President Uzoma laughed heartily. “Aptly put, my friend, aptly put.”

Stoner led the huge man into the house. The wives followed the men into the drawing room where the men were served cold drinks. The women knelt in an arc around them. Dalila knelt by Stoner’s side.

“Stoner,” Uzoma said, “I am grateful for your hospitality. Here’s to a continuation of our warm friendship.” Uzoma lifted his glass and clinked it against Stoner’s.

“Thank you Mr. President,” Stoner replied. “We have much to talk about, but after dinner. My chefs have made up some special courses for you.”

The small talk continued for about forty minutes. Jeremiah entered and announced dinner.

Uzoma, unlike Stoner, was a true gourmand. He reveled in the fine white wine served with delicate goat’s cheese and prawns. He found delicious the plump, grilled kupaka fish, covered with a delightful sauce made from ginger, cayenne powder, curry and coconut milk. He swooned at the large, fresh oysters, flown in that morning from east Africa. He consumed, amid groans of delight, a hearty share of a rack of lamb grilled with garlic and paprika. And there were many other delights. The President ate with gusto, joking with Stoner, quaffing his best red wine. He proffered mouthfuls of food to the half naked women who sat next to and opposite him. They obliged the fearsome man, chewing their portions meekly, wary of the attention of this gregarious giant. Dalila ate from her bowl on the floor.

When the main meal was concluded, they were served freshly baked bene cakes, smeared with honey, 25 year old brandy and fine, fat Havana cigars. The President’s entourage ate outside with the servants, and he politely asked that the remnants of several courses be taken out to them.

Stoner waited for the President to light his cigar before he broached business. “Mr. President, I am glad to be able to give you my hospitality,” he said. Stoner had saved this man’s ass more than once by the intervention of the automatic rifles of his well trained and utterly loyal troops. The President was the recipient of ample largess from Stoner’s operations. He would not be able to maintain the loyalty of his political allies were it not for the flow of cash from Stoner. But the niceties of protocol were always to be followed.

“As you know, we have been facing a mounting problem with local bandits. I have lost two truck convoys and several patrols over the last few months. I need the support of the central government in patrolling the roads from the capital to here so I can free up my men to search out and destroy these criminals.”

“Yes, yes, Mr. Stoner,” the President replied, letting out a long stream of grey smoke from his lungs. He drank a sip of cognac. “I am sympathetic with your problem. We are grateful in the capital for the fine work you have done here, north of the Paliba River, in bringing the benefits of Western culture to our people.” This was more protocol since Uzoma was well aware of the penury visited upon the villagers in Stoner’s domain and Stoner’s habit of enforcing his iron rule at the point of an AK-47, a rifle more reliable and more easily available than the American’s M-16. He had heard about the recent raid on Yarukamba, and while he applauded the suppression of rebels, had winced when he learned of the abduction and enslavement of over 150 women.

The President continued. “As you know, we are fighting our own group of bandits in the south. Most of my army is involved in operations there.” The President’s experience was that once crops and livestock had been burnt or confiscated, women could usually be bought quite cheaply. A nice, young woman could feed a family for weeks.

“As you say, Mr. President,” Stoner replied. “But all I ask is that the government protect the road from the capital to Benswala, 150 miles of road. I can cover the remaining thirty. As I am sure you realize, when my operations must be curtailed for security reasons, it cuts down on the taxes I can pay to the government. And my suppression of bandits here, by means at my own disposal, is a boon to the government, freeing up 1,000 men to strike at the government’s enemies in the south.”

Uzoma had known very well what the purpose of Stoner’s invitation was. He had already decided to assign four companies of men to guard the Benswala Road. It was all he could spare.

“I hear your request, Mr. Stoner, and I am happy to say that I will assign a contingent of my best troops to the road. Keeping the road open and suppressing bandits is good for the government and good for business.” The man flashed a wide grin at Stoner. He knew that Stoner held the balance of power in Katango and, when he had put down the rebels in the south, he would consider a lightening strike against this prideful white man who was siphoning off most of the profit from this richly endowed corner of his small country. A contingent of troops thirty miles away from Stoner’s headquarters could provide the spearhead for such a strike. On the other hand, Stoner did have the financial connections that allowed him and many of his key supporters to stash Western aid money abroad against the eventuality of a successful coup against them. Time would tell what course the wily president chose.

Now that business was concluded, it was time for pleasure. Stoner invited the lusting man back into the drawing room. “I have a little entertainment for you, Mr. President. I think that you will enjoy it.”

The men retired to the drawing room followed by the reluctant women. They were available to service this mountain of a man as his whim took him, and one of them would be required to retire to the guestroom with him to face whatever abuse and torment he would have to offer her there.

A television screen had been set up in front of the easy chairs in the room. Jeremiah instructed the wives to kneel at the President’s feet. Uzoma leaned over and stroked Cheryl’s breast, leering lustfully at her. “Not me,” Cheryl pleaded to herself. “Please not me.”

The television flickered into life. On the screen was a frightened blond woman. She was dressed in a short, flowered frock. Her long hair was drawn behind her head. It was Justine. She was standing in front of a blue canvas backdrop. Her wide open, attentive eyes were on someone behind and to the left of the camera.

“I thought that you might like to see a little preview of my whores before you select one for the night, Mr. President,” Stoner told the huge black man. “These videos were made shortly after their capture and were sent over the internet for the benefit of potential bidders for their flesh. They’re quite humorous.”

Stoner clicked the remote, and the young woman on the screen came to life. She looked nervously around her. She seemed dazed, uncertain. A man’s voice spoke in halting, heavily accented English. “Speak, cunt! What is your name?”

The blond women replied in a nervous, tremulous voice, “Justine.”

“How old are you Justine?”

The girl looked at the camera, biting her lips nervously. “Twenty two,” she answered.

“Do you like to fuck, cunt?”

The girl cringed at the question, her eyes brimming with tears. She gave an obviously preprogrammed answer, “Y-yes,”.

Cheryl looked over at Justine. The French girl stared at her own image. Her lips were trembling.

“Do you like to suck cock, Justine?” the voice continued.

The television Justine shuffled her feet. She was wringing her hands before her. She looked as if she was trying to answer the question, but the words would not come out. She started to cry.

“Answer the question, cunt!” the voice commanded.

“Y-yes, monsieur,” was her barely audible answer.

“Yes, what cunt?”

The girl looked at the off camera voice, confused, visibly terrified of making a mistake.

“P-please monsieur, please, I won’t tell anyone. Please let me go!” Justine replied in a forlorn voice. She then spoke something rapidly in French, clearly a continuation of her supplication to the disembodied voice. The voice answered back harshly in French. Whatever he said had a visible impression on the young girl.

She looked at the camera. “Y-yes, I like to suck cock,” she said, finally. Her tears were flowing freely down her face.

“Show us your tits, cunt,” the voice ordered.

Justine looked visibly shaken at the order. She peered intently at the screen. The voice yelled out, “Veit! Veit!”

Clumsily, the blond girl grabbed the straps of her pretty dress and pulled them down off of her shoulders. Her arms were crossed as she lowered the bodice below her braless breasts, blocking the view. She held her arms there momentarily and then dropped them to her sides, her head lowered in shame. The camera zoomed in on her tits. It paused over the display of her womanhood, the nipples taut, the breasts themselves small and firm. There was enough so that the delightful globes drooped slightly on her chest, but the nipples pointed upwards and out. A curt order was issued in French. Justine’s hands reappeared in the camera and she cupped her delicate, pale mounds and squeezed them gently. The camera panned back showing the distraught woman proffering her youthful breasts to the audience.

The President was visibly aroused by the display of Justine’s charms. He looked down at the blond girl at his feet. He grabbed her chin and turned her head upwards to look into her face. “What a pretty little girl,” he said. “Come, sit on my lap and let me see those nice little titties up close.” Without hesitation, Justine rose to her feet and sat on the large man’s lap. He pressed one hand between her thighs and grabbed the lips of her cunt. Her red satin dress draped over the black man/s lap. Although disconcerted at the view of her own descent into slavery, watching the girl that she once was, Justine had, when she knelt at the President’s feet, continued to stroke her pussy lips, achieving the state of arousal customary in the presence of her master. The President spread her legs wide and plunged his thick, fat fingers inside her. With his other massive hand he enveloped a breast.

The video continued. The harsh voice behind the camera issued another command. “Take off the dress, show us your cunt!”

The video Justine fearfully pulled the dress down over her waist, down her thighs and let it slip to the floor. She kicked it nervously aside. A black clad arm appeared and stole it away. She wore nothing underneath. She looked up nervously. There was another command in French and Justine placed her hands on her head and spread her legs. She closed her eyes. The camera, slowly, lovingly, zoomed in and roamed over her succulent flesh. It paused at her delicate face, her thin red lips. It descended the length of her torso to stop at the furry blond bush at the apex of her thighs. The camera panned back and held a shot displaying Justine in all her naked glory. A message scrolled over the screen, “Justine, French, 22, opening bid €50,000 Euros.”

“She cost me a lot more than that,” Stoner commented. He took a long pull on the cognac in his glass.

“And I’m sure it was worth it,” replied the President. “She has such a pretty cunt,” He added as he thrust his fingers inside her. He addressed Justine. “I hear that you are a good cocksucker, little Justine, is this true?”

Justine had begun to respond to the ministrations of the fingers in her quim. She took a deep breath before she spoke. “Yes, Monsieur le President,” she replied.

“Then let’s see what you can do,” President Uzoma said as he pushed her off of his lap. While the video Justine stood, frozen in time, the real, physical Justine unfastened Uzoma’s belt and then opened his pants. Uzoma shifted himself so that his thighs hung over the end of the chair. He watched as the diminutive blond woman undid his fly and released his already swollen member. It sprung up when released and Justine seized it with her lips. Uzoma sighed with pleasure.

Cheryl could sense the dismay of her sister slave. She had just watched a video of her own debasement, the last moments of her free life, and now she was abjectly sucking the cock of a man she had never met as wantonly as any whore. Ironically, the better the job she did in bringing oral pleasure to this mountain of a man, the more likely she would be picked to be his bedmate. One could only speculate at the cruel and callous nature of a man who had risen to power in this God forsaken country, a man who had probably unflinchingly sent thousands to their deaths. But Justine knew that she could not falter in her task. Whatever this man could deal out to her, the fact was that tomorrow, or the next day, he would be gone. If he was unimpressed with her oral skills, she would be in the Discipline Room tonight and, doubtlessly, for many nights to come.

Stoner had Mary on his lap and was sucking at her big breasts. His hands squeezed them until Mary moaned in pain. Stoner took the clicker and started the next scene. It was Mary.

The video opened with a shapely young woman, naked, her arms affixed to a chain from the ceiling. Her legs were captured in a spreader bar. She was hooded, but her long, reddish brown hair ran out from under it down her shoulders to her hips. The girl wore a large, auburn bush around her sex. But the most telling feature of the young woman was her tits, large, firm, round tits.

Stoner turned Mary’s head so that she was forced to watch. “See those lovely tits Mary? That’s what sold me on you. When I saw them I had to have you.” He squeezed Mary’s breasts again as if in emphasis.

Justine’s efforts were clearly having an effect on Stoner’s native guest. Uzoma’s face was flush and he was breathing deeply. His eyes were glued to the screen.

A man came from the side of the video. He was dressed in a black turtleneck sweater and blue jeans. A distortion was kept over is face to hide his identity. He addressed the camera stiffly, as if reading from a script. His voice was heavily accented, Russian or maybe Serbian. It was oddly macabre to see this man with no face speaking to the unknown audience.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” he said in a high pitched, raspy voice. “We present to you a cunt for sale. Fresh cunt, never been fucked by us.” He stepped back to stand next to Mary. “Look at hips,” he said. “Beautiful hips, flat stomach.” He ran his hand over Mary’s stomach. Mary squirmed; a low mumble could be heard from under the hood. The man looked at Mary and then back at the camera.

“Sometimes cunts do not know to shut up,” he continued in his broken English. “You can teach, with whip,” he said. He reared his hand back and slapped it down hard on Mary’s bottom. A loud ‘crack!’ came from the tape. The woman stiffened. The man yelled something at her in another language and slapped her ass again. The mumbling stopped.

Stoner’s wives had traded stories of their abductions. While Justine had been plucked from the very streets of Paris, and Cheryl had been kidnapped in her own home, Mary’s story was different. She and her German boyfriend were hitchhiking their way to Greece. They were passing through Croatia. The main highway had been blocked by a landslide and they were on a local road. A van stopped for them. Three men emerged. The boyfriend was shot out of hand. With three bullets in his chest, his body tumbled into the gorge below the road. Mary had screamed. In a flash, she was hauled into the van and sped away.

Mary looked at the screen bitterly. This man on the screen was not only her captor, one of the men who had profited by the sale of her body into slavery, but he was also one of her lover’s murderers. Stoner, his hand in her crotch, was oblivious to her reaction. “Watch this!” Stoner instructed his guest.

Having silenced the video Mary, the obscure man stood behind her and reached around her chest seizing her breasts. They overflowed his hands. His obscured head appeared over her shoulder. “Look at these tits!” he exclaimed. “You will not see better tits!” he said.

The man placed a hand between Mary’s legs from behind and seized her twat. “This is a hungry, juicy pussy,” he said as he massaged the tender lips. He took his time. At first the only reaction from Mary that could be seen was her stiffened response to having her slit invaded. Slowly, but surely, over the course of about seven minutes, the effects of the hand began to tell on her. The pale skin on her chest began to redden. Sweat appeared between her breasts. Her hips started to sway involuntarily. As if trying to shake off a chill, the woman shuddered in apparent frustration at her body’s reaction. Before long, Mary’s chest was rising and falling rapidly. A moan escaped from under the hood. The hand could be seen dancing between her thighs. Another hand had taken hold of a breast and was massaging it, teasing the nipple. Mary’s hips swirled as she tried to avoid the hand that was driving her lust. Suddenly, she gave a loud, low moan, her knees buckled, her hips shivered. Her body convulsed in the chains. Moan after muffled moan came forth from her throat. The man withdrew his hand and showed it to the camera. It was full of Mary’s discharge.

“You see?” the man in the video said.

Uzoma gave a long, guttural laugh. He looked over at Mary, whose face was red with mortification. “Mary,” he said to her, “you come like a Bantu woman!” He looked at Stoner, who had a broad grin on his face. “Ha, ha, ha,” Uzomo laughed. “Stoner, you were right! Excellent! Excellent!”

All eyes went back to the video. The man was removing the hood. A wild woman’s face appeared, sweaty and red. A small rubber ball was lodged in her mouth, silencing her without distorting her features. Her body covered with a sheen of sweat, anger in her eyes, her bulbous breasts swaying to and fro, Mary was a visual delight. The video froze with that scene. A legend crossed it reading, “Mary, Irish, 23, opening bid 45,000 Euros.”

Cheryl knew what was coming next. Stoner had replayed these videos a number of times, and each time that she saw her own, she broke down into tears. Tonight, even though tears were already filling her eyes, she steeled herself, praying for emotional strength. She did not want to be a source of this savage ruler’s amusement.

Cheryl’s video opened with her dressed in the very short, black cocktail dress she wore now. When he had kidnapped her, the Turk had thoughtfully placed it in her carrying case with her. Cheryl also wore tonight, as she did every night for dinner, the ruby earrings Turk had decorated her with that night many sad months ago. Two long strands dangled from her ears, two were clipped to her nipples and two fastened to the lips of her vagina.

In the video only the earrings in her ears could be seen. Uzoma noticed the similarity in dresses immediately.

“Ho, ho!” he exclaimed, “She’s wearing the same dress, no?”

“The very same dress,” Stoner responded with a laugh. “With some modifications, of course.”

“Stand up! Stand up!” Uzoma demanded of Cheryl. “I want to see!”

Hesitatingly, Cheryl rose to her feet.

“Stand next to the tv!”  Uzoma ordered.

Cheryl dutifully stepped closer to the television. She wore the very same forlorn, desperate look she did the night the video was made. She hung her head, not wanting the big black man to see her tears. It tormented her to see her own apartment, the furniture she had bought, a print on the wall, a row of books on a table. This was her home, a sacrosanct place. It, and her very life, had been stolen from her.

And there was the Turk. Cheryl was conscious of him behind the camera, she remembered the feel of his hands, his lips on her burning pussy. And she remembered the kiss. It was a kiss of promise, of desire. “Will he ever save me?” Cheryl thought.

She excoriated herself nightly for her fantasy that the very man who had cruelly kidnapped her and sold her into slavery would be her redeemer. But, yet, it stayed with her.

The dress that Cheryl wore tonight was the same dress that Turk had selected for her from her bedroom closet. It had a narrow waist, a low back. Two straps held panels of overlaid fabric over her breasts. The skirt flowed around her knees almost jauntily. Now, the panels had been removed so that her breasts, adorned with the red jewels, could be plainly seen. So too her sex, as a pie shaped wedge had been sliced out from the skirt of the dress. Even now, Cheryl’s fingers stroked the interior of her bare cunt, a ministration that was clear for all to see.

Cheryl was spared the torment of watching herself tauntingly tease the camera, slowly removing her dress and underclothes. The video Cheryl remarked on the purpose of her presented breasts. She bent over, her back to the camera, to give a clear picture of the split lips of her sex and the jewels that adorned them. Hearing her voice, remembering the Turk’s non verbal commands from behind the camera, the present day Cheryl could not hold back her tears.

Uzoma noticed Cheryl’s discomfiture. Justine was still slowly, exquisitely teasing his hard meat. His hand was on her head, stroking it. With his other hand he called Cheryl over.

“Let me kiss your lips, you poor girl,” he said. Cheryl cringed at the thought of the evil man’s tongue in her mouth, but she obeyed readily. She leaned over him and presented her lips. The man took one of his oversized hands and grabbed her hair at the back of her head. He thrust his fat tongue into her mouth and jammed lips his against hers. Apparently, this was all he needed to release his building lusts. He grunted loudly as he spurted into Justine’s mouth. His hand gripped Cheryl’s head tautly. “Ughh! Ughh! Ughh!” he cried, his hips thrusting at the mouth that engulfed his throbbing black cock. He gave a long, final moan and his body slumped. Justine sucked and licked at his cock delicately, determined to absorb every drop. Although he had shot his load, Uzoma continued to press his tongue into Cheryl’s mouth. His other hand had left Justine’s head and had inserted itself under Cheryl’s skirt and was rubbing the soft, hot cheeks of her ass.

Although her stomach turned at the unwanted invasion of her mouth by the President’s large, demanding tongue, Cheryl knew that he had chosen his whore for the night.

Uzoma finally released the grief stricken girl. He looked her in the eyes. “Tonight,” he told her, “I will comfort you with my cock. Okay?”

Cheryl strained to find the proper words. “Y-yes, Mr. President,” she replied, her voice soft and low. “If you desire it.”

“Very much, my dear,” the large man said gleefully. “Very much!”

To Stoner he said, “I compliment you on your wife’s very skilled mouth. I thought I was in heaven.”

“Thank you, Mr. President. And now Jeremiah will show you to your room.”

The giant rose from his chair and stretched. Jeremiah was standing, ready to lead him upstairs. The leader of the nation signaled his readiness and Jeremiah strolled from the room. The President grabbed Cheryl by the wrist and dragged her along.

When they reached the sumptuous guest room, Jeremiah left the President and his slut to their own devices. He had shown Uzoma a liquor cabinet and a small container of ice. The room was dimly lit by several lamps along the walls.

Uzoma’s demeanor changed immediately as they entered the room. Gone was the pretension of the amiable giant. He spoke sternly to Cheryl, “Take off that dress and the jewels and get on the bed.”

Cheryl quickly complied. She knelt there expectantly, her hands on her thighs, her back erect.

“No,” the President corrected her, “on your belly.”

Cheryl lay down on the bed on her stomach. She heard the African removing his clothes at the foot of the bed, where a suitcase sat on a stand. Uzoma looked at Cheryl whose hands were by her sides. “Hands behind your back, cunt,” he said. Cheryl obeyed.

Uzoma went over to the sideboard and poured himself a large glass of cognac. He took two long strands of leather from the suitcase and approached Cheryl. He quickly tied her wrists to her elbows. Cheryl groaned at the stress on her shoulders. For now, he let the ends dangle free. “Sit up,” he ordered Cheryl. The bound girl struggled to her knees and then swung her legs around so that she was sitting on her bottom, her legs crossed.

It was the first glimpse that she had gotten of the naked African. He had a broad, hairless chest, firmly muscled arms. He sported a slight paunch, a tribute to fine living. His thighs were like tree trunks and his long, thick, tumescent cock lay between them. He sat on the bed, taking a large mouthful of cognac from his snifter. He put his lips to Cheryl’s and forced them open. Slowly, he squirted the cognac into Cheryl’s mouth.

Cheryl had not tasted alcohol since before her kidnapping. She struggled to swallow the steady stream of liquor that flowed into her mouth. Her throat burned as it went down and a flash of heat passed through her body. Uzoma took another large mouthful and repeated the exercise. When his lips left Cheryl’s, her head was swimming. The alcohol made her dizzy. Her whole body tingled.

Uzoma smiled at the girl. “We’ll have some fun tonight, whore,” he said to her. He finished off the snifter of cognac and placed the glass down on a nightstand. He draped an arm over Cheryl’s shoulder and drew her body to his.

“Stoner says that you have very sensitive tits, white bitch. Let’s see how sensitive.”

The man pushed Cheryl back down on the mattress and pressed his body next to hers. With his right hand, he began to worry the nipples of Cheryl’s breasts. The ample breasts lay flat against her chest, but her taut, thick nipples stood out. The bulky man had a delicate touch, and he stroked and pulled the hard buds on Cheryl’s tits teasingly.

Cheryl could feel her cunt moistening as the tender strokes on her nipples began to enflame her. Uzoma leaned over and whispered in Cheryl’s ear. “I’ll bet I can make you come just by sucking on your tits. What do you think?”

The liquor had loosened any control Cheryl had over her body’s responses to the man’s caresses. She felt the heat growing in her loins even as the man spoke. “Y-yes, Mr. President,” she moaned back.

Uzoma laughed. “Call me ‘Master’ you white bitch,” he said.

“Y-yes Master,” Cheryl replied with a sigh.

Uzoma placed his broad lips over Cheryl’s nipple, subsuming the top portion of the breast in his large mouth. He sucked at the teat strenuously. He massaged the other breast while doing so and evoked another moan from the girl. Cheryl’s hips were grinding against the mattress. Her legs were splayed, inviting a caress of her now well lubricated gash. Uzoma leaned over and took the other breast in his mouth. Cheryl squirmed and moaned in pleasure. She felt her lusts building. Sensing her approaching climax, Uzoma withdrew his lips and tickled the teat with his tongue. Cheryl groaned in frustration.

“There’s no rush, whore,” Uzoma said to her. “We have all night.”

After he had sensed that Cheryl’s tide of passion had receded, he began his teasing and caresses once more. Three more times, he led the panting, bound girl to the brink of satisfaction, only to draw her back again. Cheryl was desperate for release.

The African was enjoying his torment of Stoner’s white slut. His rigid manhood was lodged against her thigh. He whispered into Cheryl’s ear. “Do you want to come, slut?”

“Yes, please Master, please let me come,” Cheryl responded, her voice husky with passion. The cognac’s effects heightened the sensitivity of her breasts, made her cunt burn all the hotter.

“First you must tell me what you are, slut,” Uzoma instructed the writhing woman. “Tell me that you’re a whore.”

“Yes, master, yes, I’m a whore, please!”

“A cocksucking slut.”

“I’m a cocksucking slut!” Cheryl cried out desperately. Uzoma was stoking her passions while he interrogated her, twisting and turning her nipples with his fingers, pulling on them.

“I thought so, cunt,” he said. Once more his expansive mouth captured fully a third of Cheryl’s breast. She moaned loudly, arching her back. “Oh! Oh! Oh!” she cried out, digging her heels into the mattress, pressing her thighs together. The contractions of her orgasm were like electrical shocks. She twisted and turned her torso while the African’s tongue and lips tormented one breast and a huge hand encircled and squeezed the other. “Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh!” the girl cried as throb after throb of pleasure passed through her.

When he felt her orgasm subsiding, Uzoma withdrew his lips. He placed his hand between the panting girl’s thighs and delved into the gushing slit. “You come like a Bantu too,” he said. “Now you’re nice and wet for my cock.”

The huge, muscular man moved between Cheryl’s legs and mounted her. His thick cock slid home easily. Slowly, deliberately, he stroked his manhood inside of her. Cheryl groaned and met his thrusts by rocking her hips. Twice she orgasmed as the African probed her loins in a mesmerizing rhythm. Cheryl felt him splash his seed into her hot canal, felt him stiffen, heard him moan. She expected for him to withdraw, to give her relief from the almost excruciating pleasure of the friction of his meat against the hard bud that lay at the top of her gushing slit. But the domineering man merely paused and then started his subtly rhythmic rocking again.

Uzoma’s bulk dwarfed Cheryl’s body, and his torso pressed hard against her chest. He slid his thighs up, pressing Cheryl’s out widely. He took her lips with his and filled her mouth with his meaty, insatiable tongue. Cheryl tried to fight the brute off, her pleasure now becoming exquisitely painful. Each stroke sent sharp bolts of passion through her.

Cheryl moaned and cried into the mouth that covered hers. Uzoma’s big, meaty hands were on either side of her head, holding it still. He tore his lips from hers and whispered in her ear, his breath coming in grunts, “What are you?”

“I’m a whore!” Cheryl yelled out, frantic to satisfy the iron rod that ploughed her.

“And what else?” Uzoma hissed.

“I’m a slut, a cocksucking slut! Oh, please, please, I can’t take it, please!” Cheryl replied screaming with passion.

Uzoma took Cheryl’s thighs in his arms and pressed them back against her chest. Angled above her, he began to thrust hard and long into her cunt. Cheryl’s pussy throbbed and pulsed, her nerve endings tortured to their endurance. As the black ruler’s cock jetted a stream of thick, white cum into her body, Cheryl cried out again and again as her final orgasm shook her.

When Uzoma was finished, he slipped his rod free and let Cheryl’s legs flop down in exhaustion. The big man stepped off of the bed and poured himself another cognac. He sipped it, watching the white woman fall into slumber. Her hands were still bound behind her and her back arched over her arms. Her breasts were puddles of flesh on her chest, raised slightly by her arching back. The black giant was not through with her yet, but he would let her rest. He went to the bathroom and peed. He returned to the room and called the kitchen on the room telephone. He ordered a snack.

Placing the receiver back into its cradle, he went to his suitcase. He pulled out a black box, about 8 inches by 6 inches long and wide. It was about three inches high. He placed it on the nightstand. He returned to the suitcase and removed two penis shaped plugs and two long sets of wires. He connected the wires to the unit and plugged the unit into the wall. A knock came on the door. “Come,” he called out. A tall black woman entered. She was dressed in a long multicolored, patterned kanga wrapped around her and covering her from the tops of her breasts to her ankles. She wore a scarf in her hair decorated with lavender orchids. She carried a tray of cheeses and meats.

“Put it down over there, lovely lady,” the President said in their common native tongue.

“Yes, Lord,” the woman said deferentially as she walked towards the long credenza against the wall. She passed closely to the naked President. She was used to such things in Stoner’s mansion. As she went to walk away, she felt the black man’s hand on her arm. “Don’t go, lady,” the President said to her. “Stay and let me see that beautiful body.”

The woman was slender, about 25 years old, and her shapely hips were not masked by her garment. Her skin was dark brown, her face slender, her features delicate. She had thick, puffed out lips. She froze when the fearsome man touched her. She knew better than to displease one of Stoner’s guests. She had known that there was a good possibility that he would make advances to her when she entered the room. She and the other women in the kitchen had drawn straws to see who would go. She had lost.

“Why do you hide your charms, lady?” Uzoma asked the woman. He picked at the edge of the garment where it was tucked in at her side and pulled it free. Standing up close to her, he was able to unwrap the garment from around her body using both his hands. The woman’s graceful, full breasts were unbound beneath the garment and they swung free. She wore a pair of plain white, cotton, bikini panties. It covered a thick, black bush. Uzoma pulled the underwear down over her hips and worked it free of her feet. The woman was trembling with apprehension. Stoner sometimes grabbed a serving girl to satisfy his physical needs, but not often, as he had the three white sluts for that. But all the women had heard of the fierce man from the capital. Uzoma’s reputation for cruelty was known all throughout the country and outside of it. And now she was faced with the evil man himself, naked, his erection forming between his legs.

Uzoma pressed his body against the native woman’s and grabbed the cheeks of her ass from behind. He pressed his lips to hers and scoured her mouth with his tongue. The woman’s arms rose in feeble protest. He pressed on the woman’s shoulders, forcing her to her knees. “Suck my cock, pretty lady,” he ordered.

The native woman took the hardened meat into her hands and directed it at her mouth. She engulfed its tip and slowly swirled her tongue along it. The President was uncircumcised, and she pulled back the sheath of flesh that covered the end of the cock and caressed it tenderly with her tongue. Uzoma allowed the woman to pleasure him for several minutes. A groan from Cheryl, awakening from her nap, caught his attention. He could get a blowjob from a native woman anytime he wanted. But a pretty white woman, those were in short supply.

The man pulled his hardened rod from the native woman’s mouth. “Thank you for the service,” he told her. “You may go.”

The woman nodded gratefully and rose to her feet. She went to pick up her coverings and Uzoma stopped her with his foot. “I think I’ll keep those,” he said.

The woman nodded fearfully and backed away towards the door. She felt for the handle behind her and, when she found it, rushed from the room. She would have to run through the house naked. This would amuse all of the other servants very much.

Uzoma turned his attention to Cheryl. There were several canes mounted on the wall and he took one down. He stepped over to the bed and slapped it forcefully across the front of Cheryl’s thighs. Cheryl jumped fully into wakefulness at the blow. She sat up and, seeing the cane in the mighty hand of the black giant, started to edge herself away from him in fear.

“On your knees, slut, face down on the mattress. Turn your butt to me.” Uzoma ordered. Cheryl obeyed swiftly. Her twin portals were presented to her abuser. She felt a long, cool, thick object being shoved into her still moist pussy. Uzoma thrust it in and out a few times, covering it with their commingled discharges, and then withdrew it. She felt the object plunged into her ass. It was not too thick and the lubrication made it slide right in. Another object of similar size was then thrust in her vagina.

The long thick plugs were connected by wires to the little box. The length of the plugs meant that it would be unlikely for them to fall free from the girl’s orifices. Uzoma pushed Cheryl to her stomach. He then took the loose ends of the thongs that he had used to tie her wrists to her elbows and, bringing each leg back one by one, tied off Cheryl’s ankles to her wrists. The pressure of her curved legs caused Cheryl’s back to arch painfully. Her cunt and pussy were both wide open and exposed, the plugs and wires extending out from them. Uzoma slid onto the bed and dragged Cheryl by the hair so that her mouth was over his cock. He had a ring gag in his hand and, pulling her head up, he shoved it home. Cheryl knew that ring gags were useful in throat fucking. Thanks to Stoner, she had a lot of experience there and was not concerned, even though the President’s cock was longer and thicker than Stoner’s. She did not know the purpose of the plugs in her rectum and in her pussy; she had not seen the wires or the little black box on the nightstand.

Uzoma had a small remote control in his hand. His legs were splayed wide open, his knees bent. He showed the remote to Cheryl.

“You see this cunt?” he taunted her. “This is connected to the box over there, which is connected to the dildos in your ass and cunt. If I press this button here, it will cause a little shock. Like that,” he showed her.

A pulse of electricity shot through Cheryl’s loins. It made her whole body contract. Her legs shuddered and pulled on her wrists in reaction to the muscle constricting flow of electricity through her, straining further her back and shoulders. She moaned in pain. When she recovered, her eyes were wide open, pleading with the cruel and callous man.  He spoke to her again.

“I’m going to set this on automatic,” he said. “It will vary in intensity and duration, and alternate between your pussy and your ass.” Cheryl looked at him, her brow furrowed in fear.

“When you get me off, I will turn it off, but not before. Understand?”

Cheryl nodded desperately. She had felt only one jolt from the machine, but knew that it was capable of producing intense pain.

Uzoma pressed a button on the remote and watched for Cheryl’s reaction. Immediately, another pulse of electricity shot through her, this time through her anal passage. Her body cringed and she moaned. Cheryl realized that since the President had come three times within the last hour or so, it would be a difficult thing to get him off quickly under ideal circumstances. But without the use of her hands and with the painful emissions from the black box disturbing and interrupting her efforts, it would be very hard indeed.

Uzoma grabbed the back of Cheryl’s head by her hair to help guide her distended mouth to his cock. Just as the end of his cock passed the entrance another seizure overcame Cheryl. She winced and contracted in pain, but continued to her goal. This one had not been so bad. But the next one, a mere three or four seconds after, was the strongest she felt yet. She moaned pitifully. The black man grinned as he felt the vibrations of her moan course through his cock. That was the point, you see. That and the constriction of her throat each time she was jolted. It would produce a nice involuntary squeeze on his tool.

Desperate to end her ordeal, Cheryl tried to bob her head up and down on the black man’s large rod quickly. But Uzoma was in control. He grabbed her hair, immobilizing her head and said to her “Easy, cunt. Do a good job or I’ll thrash you.”

Cheryl groaned and her body contracted at each piercing jolt from the machine. She pressed her mouth down over the upright rod of flesh and pushed it into her throat. She tried to take long, slow, sensuous rides up and down the African’s shaft, but the interruptions of the electric shocks caused her to halt repeatedly and scream and moan onto Uzoma’s cock.

The girl’s throat felt delightful to the President when the already tight passage became narrower on each jolt. The vibrations that Cheryl’s involuntary protestations sent down his cock were marvelous. Like Jeremiah, Stoner’s major domo, Uzoma knew that the point of fucking was the pleasure of possession, not just to come. He took delight in the pitiful moans of his captive. He could do this all night.

But eventually, even he could no longer delay his moment of crisis. He felt his balls contract and his tool fill with fluid. “Ahhhh, slut,” he called to Cheryl, “here it comes!”

Hot sperm flooded Cheryl’s mouth. Even as her mind gratefully rejoiced in Uzoma’s discharge, another jolt of electricity passed through her, causing the flood of jism to pour out of her mouth as her constricted throat rejected it. The slime descended Uzoma’s staff and dribbled into his pubic hair.

Uzoma was just recovering from his moments of ecstasy when he noticed the white cream mixing with his curly black pubic hair.

“You’ve made a mess, cunt!” he yelled at her. He pulled his cock from her mouth and extracted the ring gag. “Clean that up, cunt!” he commanded her.

The jolts of electricity were still coming, as Cheryl endeavored to suck or lick all of the black man’s discharge from his pubic hair. She had to nuzzle her nose against his large belly to do so. Frustrated at her slowness, Uzoma just grabbed the back of her head and swiped his loins with Cheryl’s face. He then pushed her aside. To Cheryl’s great relief, he turned off the electric box.

Uzoma leaned back against the headboard, seemingly, at last, to have exhausted his forces. Looking down at the abject white woman, tears streaming down her face from her terrible abuse, he laughed. “White woman,” he told her, “someday soon Stoner will get tired of you and send you to the capital. I’ll rent you for a month and then you’ll see what pain really is.” He scrunched down on the bed so that his body was next to hers and turned her to her side, facing him.

Placing his hand over her puffy and abused nether lips, he told her, “I’ll pierce your cunt and tie it up with leather laces so no one can use it but me.” His voice was deep, threatening. “And I’ll whip that pretty body of yours until it bleeds!”

A deep, sinking feeling went through Cheryl’s stomach. Until this moment, the threat of being sent to the capital was an abstract one. No girl who had been sent there had ever come back, and so its precise horrors were unknown. So Cheryl had not been able to imagine an environment much worse than her life here as Stoner’s wife. Now she had.

“In the morning,” the dreadful man continued, “I’ll whip your cunt. Then you can suck my cock again.”

In the morning, Uzoma kept his promise. Suspending Cheryl’s ankles from the bedposts, he had lashed her sex terribly. Cheryl, her hands still bound behind her, wailed and cried as the thin whip struck between her pussy lips. Afterwards, she knelt and sucked the African’s thick, black prick. His come filled her mouth when he ejaculated and she had trouble swallowing it. He left her there, hogtied, when he went down for breakfast. Two servants, a man and a woman came in to pack his things. They left Cheryl lying on the floor where they found her.

Following breakfast, it was the big man’s intention to leave. His copter was warmed up and waiting. Stoner was standing on the edge of the parade ground shaking his hand and exchanging last minute pleasantries when he asked the President to wait. He signaled to Jeremiah, who signaled to someone inside the barracks. Two soldiers emerged, frog walking a tall black woman towards them. Her hands were locked behind her and she had a black bag over her head. It was the woman who had been whipped on the afternoon of the raid.

When the woman was brought up to where they stood, the soldiers stopped and held the woman upright. “A present for you, Mr. President,” Stoner said.

A soldier whipped off the hood. The woman’s mouth was gagged by a large red rubber ball, but the rest of her face was clear to see. The President stepped near her and stroked her face.

“Such a pretty one,” he said. He ran his hands down her torso and cupped her sex with one hand. The woman began to struggle.

Ah,” he said, amused. “She is not yet tamed.”

“No, Mr. President,” Stoner replied. “She’s yours to conquer.”

The President laughed. “It will be my pleasure. Turn her around, please,” he said to the soldiers. Uzoma admired the straight lines of her back and the graceful curves of her hips and buttocks. “There’s plenty there to have fun with,” he thought. Then he saw the italicized “S” branded into the cheek of her ass: Stoner’s mark. He wanted to make sure that the President never forgot where this present came from. The struggling woman was dragged to the helicopter, Uzoma and his entourage got in. He waved goodbye to Stoner as it rose gracefully from the grass and climbed into the sky. Stoner watched it as it flew away. “Maybe it’s time to get rid of this guy,” he thought. He had had feelers from a number of young colonels in Uzoma’s army. Maybe he should put somebody in power who would be just a little bit more grateful.

PART TWELVE

SLAVER’S BAIT

The tenor of Denise’s life with the Turk had been set on her first two days there. She was never allowed to speak, her arms were constantly bound behind her, her face half hidden by the leather mask, its thick leather plug in her mouth. Every morning she would receive a thorough and sensuous massage from the old woman followed by a manual manipulation to orgasm. She would kneel at the dining room table, erect, knees apart, at lunch and dinner while the hulking man who had kidnapped her ate. She would watch as Tamara marched to and fro during the day on her seemingly innumerable and never ending tasks.

Her sessions of love making with the Turk continued to be hot and heavy for both of them. She had learned to patiently, slowly, suck Turk’s cock using only her mouth. His eyes would roll back into his head and he would groan loudly when she finally let him come. She would sit astride him, impaled on his long hard rod of flesh and rock her hips gently until, with a mighty groan, he would discharge himself inside her.

And then, there was the dungeon. He did not take her there frequently, and when he did, he did not beat her as cruelly and with such hateful passion as he had before. But he did beat her. He would leave her bound into tortuous positions, her body stretched so that it imposed its own pain on itself, for hours on end.

After lunch, or while she was chained to the foot of the stairs, or at night, after dinner, when the three other occupants and Denise sat in the living room and listened to music, the Turk would grab her leash and pull her to her feet. Wordlessly he would lead her down the hall. If they turned at the stairs and went up, Denise knew that he had opted for an interval of pleasure with her. If he passed the stairs and headed to the dining room, off of which the door to the cellar ran, her heart would sink, her mouth would go dry. Butterflies would appear in her stomach. He had decided that he would inflict pain on her.

Every afternoon, Tamara would bring her to the sun porch and they would watch the sun go down together. Each time, Tamara would caress her loins until she came, crying out softly at each wave of pleasure. Only once had the old man joined them. Denise had surmised that the presence of the man would forestall her afternoon delight. But it was not so. As usual, Tamara pulled her onto the lap and delved her fingers into Denise’s slit, which was, as usual, wet with anticipation. At first, Denise was mortified to be seen accepting the old woman’s caresses before this old man. However, he watched her with such obvious pleasure and he and the old lady spoke to each other in such pleasant tones, that Denise soon forgot her embarrassment and let the warmth spread from her loins over her body.

As for the Turk, he was still as unsettled as he had been when he decided to abduct Denise. He spent hours wandering through the woods or rowing his canoe on the lake. He would sit at his perch and try to recreate the feelings of that magic kiss. He agonized over the question of whether to keep Denise or not. At the same time, her presence both exacerbated and alleviated his painful longing for Cheryl. The answer to his dilemma came as a result of a phone call from Nora.

Nora ran a ‘specialized’ brothel and slave procurement business deep in the Nevada desert. Turk had kidnapped females for her many times and had spent some considerable time there, using the product. This time Nora had a job for him in Western Massachusetts. It seemed a wife of a very wealthy executive wanted the executive’s young and lovely mistress to disappear. It was one of Nora’s trademark deals. She would get paid on both ends, by the disgruntled wife and by the ultimate buyer. Mexico or Latin America was the usual destination of her captives. Occasionally, she would ship to Asia or Japan. It was really the highest price that prevailed.

Turk figured the job would take three days. He drove off in his van with one of his specialized boxes. Nora would fly in with her small seaplane and pick up the merchandise. She might stay around a day or two for old time’s sake.

While the Turk was gone, life went on as usual at the homestead. With one exception. Denise had known that this time would come eventually. During the afternoon after the Turk left, the old man walked into the Great Hall and saw Denise sitting cross-legged at the foot of the stairs. Tamara was upstairs cleaning. The old man paused for a moment in contemplation and then stepped over to where Denise sat. He unhooked her chain and led her out of the Hall, through a long hallway and then outside the house through a door in the back. He led her to a tiny shack about 30 yards from the house. When they had entered the shack, he turned to Denise and, pressing on her shoulders, forced her to her knees. He undid the mask and withdrew the thick leather gag. He opened his pants and pulled out his large, withered cock. Denis knew what to do.

The young woman patiently massaged the old man’s tool with her lips and tongue. He moaned as he felt her hot tongue lick his shaft and circle around his cock’s bulbous head. It took some time, but the old man finally got hard. Denise was happy that she could please the kindly old man. When he was hard enough, he withdrew from her mouth and had her kneel and bend over on a large stack of bags of mulch. Denise spread her legs willingly and opened herself so that the man’s passage to her cunt would be eased. He pressed the head of his cock against the entrance and slipped inside. He moaned the whole time he was fucking her. He took his time, patiently sawing back and forth. Denise’s blood began to rise at the motion of the man’s large, hot tool. When she felt the old man’s pace begin to quicken, she contracted her pussy muscles as hard as she could, increasing the old man’s pleasure.

When the pair came back inside, Tamara was standing there at the bottom of the stairs waiting for them. Denise felt like a naughty school girl, although she had had really no choice in whether to fuck the old man. He sheepishly reaffixed her leash to the hook by the stairs. The old lady spoke a few words in to him, curtly. The man nodded. Tamara hesitated for a second. Her mouth then turned into a grin, her face beamed. She stepped up to the old man and, curling her hand behind his head kissed him on the cheek. They hugged. Denise had sunk to her knees to await Tamara’s presumed displeasure. Tamara merely smiled at her and patted her on the head. She walked away humming one of her little songs. The old man looked at Denise, shrugged his shoulders and walked away.

On the afternoon of the fourth day, Turk’s boat could be heard motoring up to the dock. Tamara rushed into the kitchen to prepare him some food. Denise, who had missed her passionate fucking with the strange, dark man, came to her feet and tried to peer out the window of the Great Hall in an effort to see him. She was affixed to the bottom of the stairs and so could not run to the door. She heard the kitchen door open and the tread of the Turk’s heavy boots. When she saw him enter the great hall, her heart stopped. He was carrying a big black box, the kind that he had imprisoned her in when he kidnapped her. The box, from its weight, was obviously full. Denise quickly fell to her knees. “What does this mean?” she thought to herself. The Turk looked at her sternly and then muscled the box past the stairs and towards the entrance to the dungeon.

He emerged about twenty minutes later. He passed by her without looking and went into the kitchen to eat. She could hear the chair scraping on the stone floor of the kitchen, the clatter of dishes. He talked to the old woman. His voice was sharp and curt. Hers was pleading, soft.

In fact Turk and Tamara were having an argument. Tamara had made the same assumption that Denise had made. She knew better than to confront the Turk head on. This was his house. He ruled here. But she let him know how much she loved her ‘little bird’ as she called Denise, how sweet she was. Turk told her to mind her own business, that he was the judge of who came and went here. He would do what he wanted with the girl. He had no immediate desire to sell Denise. He just didn’t want to commit himself to keeping her. He couldn’t keep her bound and gagged and chained forever, could he?

When Turk left the kitchen after his meal, he grabbed Denise’s leash. To her relief, she was dragged up the stairs after him. But in the event, she was left unconsoled. His lovemaking was harsh, hard. He ploughed her throat cruelly and then had her kneel on the bed, crunched over, so that he could ravish her rear passage. He had no soft caresses for her. There was no quiet, tender interlude. When he was done, he took her leash and ran it under her, between her legs, and fastened it to her bound wrists. She was forced to continue kneeling on the bed, her breasts crushed against her knees, her head forced down. The chain rubbed between her pussy lips, grating against her sore clit each time she tried to move. She stayed that way until Tamara came to relieve her some two hours later.

That night, Denise was taken to the dungeon after dinner. Turk took her into the torture room. She was crying, both in anticipation of the frightful pain she could expect, but also because she had apparently fallen from grace in the cruel man’s eyes. The addition of a new girl undoubtedly signaled the removal of the old. The Turk pulled her over to a steel pole set in the floor and attached the back of her collar to it. The floor near the plate had been covered with a steel plate. Embedded in the plate were large, rounded prongs, about 2” in circumference and set about 1” above the surface of the plate, 1” apart. Turk left the room. It didn’t take long for Denise to discern the precise nature of her torture. The iron bumps drove directly into the soles of her feet. There was no way to stand on them comfortably. She could shift her feet in any direction, roll back on her heels, stand on her toes and she experienced the same dull, throbbing pain in her feet within a few seconds.

The Turk returned with a short, shapely young brunette in tow. Her hair was long and she wore a mask similar to Denise’s. Her eyes were wide with terror. She was nude and her firm, round breasts bounced as she was led into the room. The Turk led her to the center of the room where the chain came down from the ceiling. Denise had taken the whip or the cane here several times. She knew what was in store for the girl. The increasing pain in her feet, however, prevented her from giving her full empathy to the Turk’s new victim.

Turk unfastened the girl’s hands behind her back and fastened them to the chain. He pulled her hands up over her head. He tied her ankles to the ring in the floor.

The girl was visibly trembling. She had dark, tanned skin, presumably from a salon due to the time of the year or perhaps from weekend trips to the Bahamas. Her areolas were dark, her nipples taut with fear.

Turk unlocked the gag around her head and pulled it free. The girl immediately began to plead and beg for her freedom. She had not noticed Denise when she had entered, but she saw her now and uttered a mournful moan. “Oh, God, please mister, please! I’ll do anything you want. I have money! I can get more! Oh, God, what are you going to do to me?”

Turk slapped her across the face. “Shut up!” he yelled at her. The young girl obeyed, her lips trembling, tears flowing down her face. The Turk went to the wall and selected his favorite rattan cane, the same one he had used on Denise. When the girl saw it she went insane. “No! No! No!” she yelled, struggling desperately and futilely at her bonds. “Please don’t whip me. Oh, I couldn’t stand it. Please! Please!”

The Turk let go with a mighty blow of the whip across her tits.

“Ohhhhhhh,!” she cried out. “Oh, God! Oh! That hurts! Please don’t whip me! I’ll do anything you want. Please!”

Turk paid her screaming no mind. Ruthlessly, methodically, he traversed her body with the cane. Across her stomach, the front and rear of her thighs, her ass and her back, and of course, her breasts again. More than twenty blows fell on the girl’s flesh. Her screaming had deflated to a constant low wail by the time the Turk was finished. She was a sweaty, red marked mess. She slumped rather than stood. The Turk put away the cane. Cheryl had watched the girl’s pummeling with astonishment. She knew now why the Turk had whipped her. It was an awesome thing to watch.

The Turk’s manhood tented against his trousers. He knelt down and undid the straps holding the girl’s ankles in place. He pulled them back, attached a spreader bar between them and locked the bar to the floor. He had not lengthened the chains holding the girl’s wrists, and so she had to lean forwards. Her rear jutted out invitingly. The Turk turned around to the front of the girl and jammed the gag back into her mouth. He buckled the mask back into place. In front of the girl, Turk began to remove his clothes. The girl watched incredulously at first, and then began to protest and cry behind her gag. When he was fully disrobed, the Turk reached out and grabbed the young woman’s full and firm breasts. He squeezed them, twisting the nipples. The girl winced in pain. Moving behind the girl, the Turk reached his hand under her and began to manipulate the tender lips of her sex. His cock in one hand, her quim in the other, the Turk stood and watched the young girl pull fruitlessly against her bonds. When she was wet, he presented his rock hard cock for penetration. As he eased himself in, to the girl’s great dismay, he looked at Denise. The new girl was facing Denise and Denise watched as Turk impaled the girl. Their eyes met. Denise could read only the cold hardness of a man who kidnaps and rapes women. Gone was the tenderness she had seen, gone was, or so it seemed, any hope for her.

The Turk pounded away at the girl’s cunt. He had barely registered seeing Denise and she quickly faded from his mind as the pleasures of this new bitch’s cunt went through him. He grabbed her swinging breasts for leverage and he ploughed back and forth into her. She was whining throughout her ordeal. Twice she looked up at Denise, her eyes pleading for help. “I can’t help you,” Denise thought. “I can’t even help myself.”

When the Turk was done, he left both women there. He left the light on so that they could look at each other and benefit from the other’s predicament. When the door slammed shut, Denise began to cry.

About two hours later, Denise was surprised when a tall, young, black haired woman entered the room. She was speaking loudly to ‘the man’ as Denise thought of him. They were not speaking English. The woman wore tight black slacks, matching black boots and a white shirt with frills down the front. Her hair was dark and short.

Nora had arrived just before dark. Her plane had coasted in low over the trees and then landed on the long lake. When the plane was tied off, Nora walked up to the house. She was admitted through the chain link gate by the old man. He hugged and kissed her. Tamara screeched with joy when Nora walked in the door. They hugged and kissed. Tamara pulled her into the kitchen and sat her down at the counter. In a minute a large cup of tea and honey covered pastries were on the counter.

Nora was an old friend of the family’s. She was Turk’s second cousin. She had been close friends with Tamara’s daughter, Fatima. Fatima’s death had torn something in her too. The only men she had any stomach for were the old man, Fatima’s father, and the Turk. She would do anything for the Turk.

The Turk had been out rowing his canoe. He had heard the plane and returned to the house. He got in just as Nora was finishing her tea. She kissed him lightly on the cheek. They said hello in English. Nora’s eyes searched Turk’s. “Oh, you’ve got it bad,” she said, still in English.

“We’ll talk about it later,” he replied. “Auntie,” he said in Turkish as he addressed Tamara, “Nora will stay for dinner and until after lunch tomorrow. Please have her bedroom ready.”

Nora snuggled up to the Turk. “I’d rather sleep with you, Turk.” Even she had abandoned use of his given name.

“Cut the crap. Let me show you the goods.”

So when Nora walked into the dungeon, Turk was right behind her. She paused at the frightened new girl, feeling her tits and her thighs. She noticed the dried sperm on her thighs and smiled. She spoke in Turkish. “Couldn’t wait, eh?” she said jokingly.

“It’s good to get them going right away,” the Turk answered. “Besides, I was horny.”

“Okay, okay,” Nora replied. She looked over at the distraught Denise. While the new girl’s aches and pains subsided, Denise’s had grown. The aching in her feet had grown close to unbearable. She had tried every combination of placement of her feet. She begged the Turk with her eyes to release her.

“She looks a bit uncomfortable, Turk,” Nora said. Denise did not understand the words, but she knew that the woman was talking about her. Was this her new owner?

“So?” Turk replied.

“So, I just thought I’d mention it,” Nora said. She reached out and stroked Denise’s breasts. She cupped them in her hands and squeezed them gently. She rubbed the nipple with her thumbs, testing their responsiveness. She ran her hands along the young girl’s back, over her ass and down her thighs. In English she spoke to Denise, “Spread your legs, dearie.”

Denise was taken aback by the sudden switch to English, but obediently complied, although moving her feet was agony. Nora ran her hands along the inside of Denise’s thighs. She rubbed against the delicate cunt lips and tickled the little nub of flesh at the apex. Nora was an expert at female flesh. She had peddled enough of it. She knew her way around a cunt and soon had Denise lubricated and moaning.

“Maybe I’ll sleep with her tonight,” Nora teased the Turk.

The Turk, who had been watching, replied, “Suit yourself.”

“I’d get her out of this if you want her to be able to walk,” Nora told him.

“Okay, okay,” the Turk answered. “So, get her out.”

Nora unleashed Denise from the pole and pulled her off of the steel plate. She was escorted from the room. The new girl, whose calves were burning from the effort of leaning forwards for two hours, pleaded to be released. Her voice was just a mumble. The Turk turned out the light and shut the door.

Later, at dinner, Denise knelt at her usual station. She had her eyes fixed on the Turk while he ate, trying to find any hint of her fate. She realized that she had become complacent over the last few weeks. She had even, at times, forgotten that she was a kidnapped prisoner here, at the mercy of her chief tormentor. Her body craved his touch, the hardness of his manhood as it filled her. Yet, she was remembering, he was the enemy. He had kidnapped and tortured her. He could destroy her at will. He could even sell her body to some other cruel, hateful master and perhaps already had.

But she didn’t want another master. Would another master caress her so tenderly? Would there be anyone like the old woman, whose lunacy seemed almost natural? Denise, for the first time since her first day here, feared for her future. If only she could convince him to keep her! So she knelt, her back straight, her breasts thrust out, awaiting her master’s pleasure.

After she had eaten from her bowl in the kitchen, the old lady had brought her to the living room where the Turk, the young woman and the old man sat. Denise was worried at the muted demeanor of the old lady. It gave credence to her own feelings of impending doom.

Before she had a chance to kneel at the Turk’s side, the young woman rose from her seat and took her leash from Tamara’s hands. She said something teasingly to Turk and then led Denise out of the room and up the stairs.

The guest bedroom was across the hall from the Turk’s room. Nora led Denise over to the bed, a wide, long bed with a white cotton bedspread. Nora pulled back the covers and urged Denise into it. She went to the bathroom and emerged in the process of removing her blouse. She wore a light, white, under wire bra underneath and she removed it, releasing her pale white breasts. She shucked off her slacks and panties and then sat on the bed.

Nora was far from bashful when it came to women’s bodies. She ran her hand over Denise’s stomach as she seized a nipple with her mouth. She gave the nipple a long, soothing kiss as she tenderly separated the delicate lips below. Denise, disconcerted by this woman’s amorous intent, spread her legs obediently nonetheless. She closed her eyes and let the moist lips and the practiced hand impassion her.       Nora turned her oral attention to Denise’s other breast. The young girl’s cunt was moistened now and loose. Nora plunged her fingers inside and made Denise gasp. She felt the hand leave her pussy and then the back of her mask being loosened. The gag was removed and the young woman’s tongue was thrust into her mouth.

Denise had never experimented with lesbian sex and had never had another woman touch her private places since she was a child. She had been shocked at first at Tamara’s advances, but the sweetness and affection that seemed to prompt them made them seem natural. But this was the real thing. A woman was kissing her, rubbing her breasts against hers, insinuating her leg between her thighs. But something inside of her told her that whatever she had believed about sex, its ‘right’ usages, the appropriate circumstances for lust, was useless now. Sex was imposed on her and she could either enjoy it or burn. She would rather enjoy it. She began to kiss the woman back. She clenched Nora’s thigh with hers. Nora returned her hand to Denise’s sex and pulled and prodded at the point of pleasure at the top. She slid her fingers into the moist crevasse and stroked the roof. Denise was gasping in pleasure, pressing her lips to Nora’s. She began to thrust her hips, bucking at the hand that was driving her lust. When she came, she moaned into Nora’s mouth while she squeezed the hand that pleasured her with her thighs.

Nora whispered in her ear, “Say ‘thank you’, slut.”

Denise hesitated. This woman was asking her, ordering her, to break one of the cardinal rules. She couldn’t make the words come out. Nora rubbed Denise’s still moist cunt with her hand, sending a reverberation of her passion through her body.

“Say ‘thank you’, cunt,” she repeated.

The voice was more emphatic. Tears came to Denise’s eyes. In a hushed, small voice she replied, “My mouth is made for fucking.”

Nora looked up at her and smiled. She was familiar with Turk’s practices. But this was her night with the girl, not his. “Not tonight it’s not. Now, thank me.”

“Th-thank you,” Denise stuttered.

“There, that was easy,” Nora continued. She played with Denise’s breast, flicking the nipple with her finger. “Have you ever sucked on a woman’s tit?” she asked the captive woman.

“No,” Denise replied meekly.

“That’s ‘No, Mistress’.”

“No, Mistress.”

“Well tonight you’re going to get your start,” Nora told her.

Nora sat up and leaned against the pillows. She pulled Denise after her. Denise knelt next to the other woman, her shoulders bent, leaning over her. Nora grabbed her own breast. It more than filled her hand. She lifted it, proffering its nipple to Denise. “Kiss my nipple,” she ordered.

Tentatively, Denise placed her mouth on the stiff nubbin of flesh. She was surprised by the pleasant feeling it gave her. Now she understood why men liked it so much. She swirled her tongue over the areola, drawing a sigh from the black haired girl. “And now the other,” Nora instructed her.

She lifted her other breast to Denise’s lips and let her mouth encircle it. Denise sucked on the teat gently, grabbing the nipple with her lips, flicking it with her tongue. It was easy. Just do the things that you like to have done to you. When Nora moaned, Denise engulfed the whole top of her breast, filling her mouth with it.

Nora wanted more. She leaned up and reached behind Denise, unlocking her bracelets. “Caress my cunt,” she ordered.

Denise, grateful for the use of her hands, placed one lightly on Nora’s sex. She was surprised at its warmth. She felt the slippery lubrication leaking from between the engorged lips. She parted them and stroked the length of the slit, delving slightly into its interior. “Oh, yes!” Nora exclaimed. She was a woman of unreserved passion. For her, there was no reason to hold back anything, especially lust. She had had the free use of women’s bodies for many years and daily took pleasure from them. “Rub my clit!” she told Denise.

The slave girl placed two of her fingers on the hard button and rubbed it gently. Nora sighed and leaned back, letting her blood rise. She rocked her hips gently in time with Denise’s fingers. Denise was still licking at Nora’s breasts when Nora rubbed Denise’s cheek with her hand. “Lick my cunt, slave girl. Put you lips on it.”

Denise had no thought of disobedience of Nora’s order. She leaned over and positioned herself kneeling between Nora’s thighs. The aroma of Nora’s juices was overpowering. She was caught up in Nora’s feverish passion. As she opened her mouth and placed her lips on the center of Nora’s pleasure, she thought to herself, surprised, “I want to do this. I want to do this.”

And she did. She ran her tongue down the entrance to Nora’s sheath and plunged it inside. She reveled in the fumes, the taste. She grabbed Nora’s hips and she began to lap at the flushed gash. Nora’s hips were bucking now. She had grabbed Denise’s head. “Suck my clit!” she yelled. “Suck it now!”

Denise captured the little man and sucked on it readily. Nora moaned and rocked her hips. Her hands tightened on Denise’s head as waves of release poured through her. “Oh, yeah! Oh, yeah!” she cried.

When her orgasms abated, Nora took Denise in her arms. She ran her hand over Denise’s breast and kissed her lips. “Now say, ‘thank you Mistress’,” she instructed.

“Thank you, Mistress,” Denise whispered.

The women lay there together for some time. Denise felt Nora’s hand run down her thigh. She placed her lips in the crux of Denise’s neck and kissed it, sucking on the skin gently. Denise was emboldened. “May I speak, Mistress?” she asked.

“What, slut?” Nora whispered back.

Denise hesitated, her eyes brimming with tears. “Are you going to take me away?” she asked in a low, meek voice.

Nora looked at her. “Is that what you thought?” She laughed. “No, I’ve come for the other one. The bitch in the basement.” Nora laughed again. “Do you want me to take you?” she asked.

“No,” Denise answered unhesitatingly. “But if I’m to be sold, sent away, I would like it to be someone like you.” She was crying now, all of the fear of the last several hours released. But the edge was still there. She realized, as did the Turk, that the present idyll couldn’t last forever. Sooner or later, she would be shipped off to some whorehouse or to some pig somewhere who would abuse her and torture her and not care for her one bit.

“I’m a harsh mistress, slut. I would whip you. I might whip you tomorrow before I leave,” Nora told her.

“It would be worth it if you would kiss me like you did before,” Denise replied earnestly. Nora smiled. She wiped a tear from Denise’s face.

“Shut up, slut,” she said tenderly. “Time for sleep.” She reached over and recovered Denise’s mask from the side of the bed. She kissed the slave girl’s lips gently and then pressed home the gag. After buckling the mask behind her head, she had Denise lie down so that she could fasten her wrists together. She rolled her over to her side so that she was facing her and kissed her breasts. “Goodnight, slut,” she said softly.

In the morning, Tamara was waiting in a chair outside of the guest room. She was fast asleep. Nora shook her gently and she awoke. Her eyes melted when she saw Denise. She took the chain from Nora’s hands and led her downstairs for her ablutions. Nora had showered and changed when she awoke. Gone was the tender lover of the night before and back was the callous slaver. Wearing her cold exterior, she descended the stairs and went to the kitchen for breakfast. Turk was seated there, drinking coffee. Nora poured herself a cup from a pot on the stove and spoke to Turk in English.

“So that’s the sister,” she said, matter-of-factly.

“Yes,” Turk answered, “that’s the sister.”

“She’s quite a catch. The sister must be something else.”

“Nora,” the Turk turned to look at her and said, his voice fatalistic, “it’s driving me crazy. I’ve got to do something.”

“But what, Turk? You don’t even know where she is.”

“No, but there’s not a lot of people who can afford what we sell and fewer who have a place that they can keep them when they’re sold.”

“Well…,” Nora said, sipping her black coffee.

“Well, what?” Turk demanded.

“It’s just a thought, just an idea.”

“Okay, what is it?” Turk asked.

“What if you could narrow down the list of people who might be interested in a certain type of girl? Then the universe of possible buyers becomes even smaller.”

“Come on, Nora,” Turk complained. “How many people wouldn’t be interested in a buxom, young beauty. Do you mean cut out all the buyers who don’t like blondes?”

“No, you’re thinking about it all wrong,” Nora replied. “If you can’t reduce the pool of buyers, you can heighten the interest of a special few, even to just one person.”

“And?” Turk questioned.

“And how many people are in the market for sisters?”

“Sisters?” he asked.

“Yes, dimwit. The same reason that drew you to this  Denise will be the same thing that would draw out Cheryl’s buyer,” Nora said. “We could fix the box with a GPS device and track it, no problem. ‘I know a guy,’ as they say.”

“I’ve got to think about this. I could lose them both.”

“Yes or win them both. Do you really want your life to go on like this? You’re practically useless. Anyway, where’s your sense of daring?” Nora asked.

“I’d need help.”

“Help I can give.”

Nora left just before dark. She needed enough light to clear the lake, but didn’t want to attract too much attention to herself during the day when nosy park rangers might record her plane registration. She had gassed up on the way in and could make it back to a small strip she used in Nevada in a few hours.

The new girl had been packed up into the box. She had begged and pleaded again, as they all do, but Turk knew his business and she was back in without too much trouble. Turk had made her suck his cock first. Well, she said she’d do anything.

Nora would call Turk in a couple of days, when she could get the equipment for the GPS. Turk had to build a false bottomed box to hide it in. They agreed that they’d be ready in a week.

They also agreed that they needed a third man. Lenny was the only one they could think of. Turk didn’t like the idea of having his life depend on Lenny. Lenny, a mouse like, skeevy kind of guy, had helped Turk put the lock on a girl a month or so ago outside of Tulsa. He had done okay. Usually Turk worked alone so there wasn’t really anyone they could get on short notice that he felt he could work with. Lenny was a weasel, but he got the job done.

They would need to plan quickly once they found out where Denise had been shipped. It was a big gamble. Maybe the party that bought Cheryl wouldn’t buy Denise. Maybe she’d be taken out of the box long before she reached her destination. Maybe he would get caught trying to get the two of them out. Maybe, maybe, maybe.

The Turk pretty much stayed away from Denise for the next few days. He had betrayed many women, sold them into living hells, but never someone he had gotten to know. He had never kept a girl here for more than a few days before. Even though she had not been permitted speech, Turk felt a bond between himself and this woman. He felt a responsibility to Cheryl, because Denise was her sister. He knew that Tamara would be crushed when he told her that Denise had been sold. His only hope of redemption would be to retrieve her.

On the night before the event, the Turk made long, passionate love to Denise. He did not say a word to her, but he caressed her tenderly and stroked her lovingly with his cock. He knelt between her legs and pleasured her, making her come three times. He could not bring himself to keep her for the night. When Tamara came to take her downstairs, he sat on his bed and hung his head.

In the morning Nora arrived with the GPS system. In the plane with her was Lenny. Turk had no intention of letting Lenny anywhere near Denise. It was a pity they hadn’t kept the other girl around. But Lenny would just have to keep it in his pants.

After they had checked out the GPS equipment and installed it in the carrying box, it was time to make Denise’s tape. It was decided that Nora would make the tape. She had brought an appropriate dress for the girl, a short ruffled red skirt with a spaghetti strap top. Nora had also brought a pair of red high heels for her. The tape would be broadcast at 10 o’clock that night. Denise would have to be packaged for transport immediately after the winning bid had been made.

All week long, Denise had felt that something was wrong. The man would not even look at her. Tamara had taken to singing only sad, maudlin songs. There was a special warmth in her hugs and kisses and a certain determination to maximize her pleasure when she manipulated Denise to climax.

Today, Tamara had orders to keep Denise down in her cell after her bath. Denise was surprised at being left downstairs. She, of course, could not inquire of the reason, but she nervously awaited the day’s developments, alone, her legs strapped together, lying face down on her pallet. Without noise or other distractions, the day passed very slowly.

Nora and Lenny sat down with the family for lunch. Denise’s would be brought down to her later. Tamara took an instant dislike to Lenny. She cursed him in Turkish. Lenny, oblivious to this, kept on asking Turk when he would get paid and negotiating for an increase.

“A quarter million is a lot of dough, yeah,” Lenny said in his nasal twang. “But if you’re dead, you can’t spend it. I mean, I’ll be taking some real chances here. I don’t know what your scam is but I’m sure its worth a lot more than a quarter mil. I want at least another hundred grand.”

Turk told Lenny for the third time, “Listen, there’s no scam here. We’re going to get a girl, that’s all. We’ve done it dozens and dozens of times. It’s just that this time we gotta go a long way.”

“And you don’t know where you’re going yet,” Lenny retorted. “I mean, lets get real. How can that be?”

Nora butted in. “Listen, Lenny. All you gotta do is your part.”

“Yeah?” he responded. “And how much are you getting paid? I’ll bet its lots more than a quarter mil. I mean who’d fly clear across the globe for chickenshit money?”

“I told you, I’m not getting paid anything,” Nora reminded him.

Turk interrupted their dialogue. “Okay, Lenny, I’ll up it another $50,000. I’ll wire half to your account tonight before we go. I’ll wire the other half when the job’s done.”

“No good,” said Lenny. He knew when he was in the driver’s seat. “I want to get the other half when we get to wherever we’re going. If you get caught, I don’t want to be sucking wind.”

The Turk paused to consider. Lenny held the hammer. If he didn’t go, the job would be immensely more difficult. They didn’t even know where they were going. They would have to make up a plan on the fly. Nora would have a plane ready for their getaway. Lenny would have to be there to help with arrangements on the ground. If he gave Lenny the balance of the money when they got there, there would be a risk that he would walk away. But Turk would have to take that risk; he would rely on his fierce reputation. If Lenny punked out on them, he would hunt him down to the ends of the earth, and Lenny knew that.

“Okay, Lenny,” he said finally. “You win. But that’s it. No more bullshit, got it?” It wasn’t the money. Turk would have paid him much more if he thought it would do any good. The more he paid, the greater Lenny’s greed would grow. It was better to keep the price reasonably low, for safety’s sake.

“Sure, Turk, sure,” Lenny replied. Smiling, he dug into the hot stew that Tamara had served.

Nora went down to the dungeon around three o’clock. They wanted plenty of time to make the tape so that it came out right. They didn’t want Denise to know that she was being sold and they especially didn’t want her to know anything about the scheme to rescue her sister. If there was a fuck up, she would know nothing.

A basic routine was worked out for her. She would strip and answer a few questions. Although she might guess at the purpose of the video, ‘maximum deniability’ was to be maintained until the bitter end.

Nora had a dark cloth draped over the wall in the hallway outside Denise’s cell. The girl was lying in there bound and strapped. Tamara had fed her her lunch hours ago. She would not eat solid food again until she arrived wherever it was that she was going.

Once the camera had been set up, Nora went into Denise’s cell and freed her from her bonds, removing even the mask, the gag and her bracelets and collar. Denise watched, mesmerized as her confinements were removed. When she saw the dress, she started to cry. Something terrible was happening. She didn’t know what it was, but she knew that it could not be good.

Nora tried to comfort her. “Stop crying, slut,” she teased her. “You’d think that you never saw a hot dress before.”

Denise summoned the courage to talk. “But what’s happening?”

“We’re going to make a little movie, that’s all,” Nora replied.

“But why have I been locked up here all day?” the frightened girl asked, her voice on the verge of cracking.

“There’s someone upstairs that the man doesn’t want you to see. That’s all. Just put on the dress.” Nora’s tone deepened. “Or would you like a whipping?”

“No,” the girl answered timidly. The dress fit her perfectly. Her straw blond hair was set off nicely by the dark red dress. Nora took Denise into the large bathroom and did up her face. She wore a dark mascara and ruby red lipstick. She looked beautiful. The only problem was that her eyes kept filling up with tears. She knew that Nora was lying.

The routine they had worked out was rather simple. Nora had her run through it a couple of times and then was ready to shoot. The clip opened with a long shot of Denise. It closed to her face and ran over her body. It paused to mark the swell of her bosom and the gracefulness of her hips. When done, the camera pulled back and Nora asked Denise a few questions.

“What’s your name?”

“Denise,” the girl answered, almost demurely. There was fear in her face, as there should be, would be, if she had just been abducted. Her eyes were moistening.

“And are you a slut, Denise?” Nora asked.

“Yes, I’m a slut,” the trembling girl returned.

“What kind of a slut are you Denise?”

“I’m a cocksucking slut,” she said, dolefully.

“Take off the dress and show us your body, slut.”

Denise shuffled the straps from her shoulders. The bodice fell down immediately, showing her firm round breasts. Tamara had applied a light rouge to the aureoles so that they stood out. As she had been instructed, she held them out for the camera. She turned around and wriggled out of the rest of the dress. Her taut, pale, rear globes were shown to the camera. Denise turned slowly until she was facing the camera again.

“Show us your cunt, slut,” Nora commanded her.

Denise spread her legs and pulled the lips of her sex apart, revealing the glistening inner lips and the tender hole. The camera zoomed in. After lingering there, it pulled back. The last shot, the one that would be frozen before the bidders as they contemplated her purchase, would be of Denise holding her twat open, an invitation to all comers.

Afterwards, Denise allowed herself to be led back into her cell. Nora replaced the bracelets around her wrists and locked them behind her back. After she had replaced the collar and was about to insert the gag into Denise’s mouth, Denise risked another question.

“Please, what is the tape for, Mistress?” she asked. She was barely holding back her tears.

Nora tried to brush off the question. “Never mind your silly head about it. Open your mouth.”

“Please kiss me,” Denise asked timidly. Nora stopped momentarily. She placed her lips on Denise’s and kissed her firmly. She ran her tongue into her mouth and held the girl tight. Denise melted in her arms. When their lips broke apart, Denise murmured, “Thank you.” The gag was inserted and she was silenced.

The video was sent out onto the Internet at exactly 10 P.M. The Turk had done a voiceover explaining who Denise was and all about her sister Cheryl. A picture of Cheryl in her black cocktail dress had been included in the transmission. One hour later, the time for the closing of bids, the Turk received an email that Denise had been sold for €330,500 euros, or a little over $422,000 dollars. His share would be 65% of that. He was instructed to drop her off at a little storefront in Boston in ten hours. That was just enough time for Lenny and Nora to fly to Logan airport in the morning and pick the Turk up. They would fly to New York to await developments.

It was decided that it would be easiest if Denise was brought upstairs so that the box, which contained delicate equipment, would not have to be hoisted up the stairs. That was another worry, whether the GPS equipment would survive transport. But it was a gamble they would have to take.

Nora went down to get the girl. Tamara had refused to participate. She screamed an epithet at the Turk and marched up the stairs. The old man made himself scarce.

When Denise saw Nora, her stomach began to turn. She had been lying on her pallet, confined in her chains and straps most of the day. She sensed that whatever had been going on that day, whatever fate had in store for her, now she would find out. She hoped and prayed that it was not what she thought.

As she stepped into the Great Hall, Denise saw the Turk standing there sullenly. Her eyes caught Lenny, who was ogling her with undisguised lust. Then she saw the disassembled black case on the floor. She made a moan and her knees gave out. Nora had to catch her before she fell. She guided her body to the floor. The Turk wordlessly carried her to where the base of the box had been laid out and placed her on it. While Denise sobbed, Turk affixed her ankles to the bottom of the box. He removed her bracelets and after taping the wrists, her palms pressed together, he slipped the black glove over her joined hands. He removed the steel collar. The hood was next and could not be applied without removing the gag. This was the part that the Turk dreaded.

Denise had swooned when she saw the familiar black box. All of her fears had come true. She had been sold, probably to that scurvy looking man she had seen when she entered the room. She listlessly allowed the Turk to carry her over to the base of the box. She was too stunned to fight him when he locked up her arms behind her. She looked up as the gag was removed from her mouth. She had stopped sobbing now. There was a silent pause. She looked around the room. Everyone was looking at her. The moment was too real, too frightening to be really happening. After a moment, Turk began to apply the hood that Denise would wear for however long it took her to get where she was going. As the hood was placed over her hair, Denise desperately waved her head back and forth to avoid it.

“Please, please, don’t send me away, please!” she begged, her frantic voice echoing through the vast room. “I don’t want to be sold. I want to stay! Oh, please, please don’t do this to me, please!”

The Turk struggled, but he was able to pull the hood over Denise’s head. As he pulled it into place, Denise’s eyes were covered by small pads built into it. All that was left was the mask that would silence her and complete the suppression of her individuality.

Denise continued her supplications. She was blinded now by the hood, and she screamed her pitiful pleas into the darkness around her. “I’ll do anything that you want! I want to be with you! You can whip me! Please don’t send me away! I’ll be good! I’ll be good! Please, please don’t do this!”

The Turk knelt in front of the frantic girl. He grabbed her cheeks with one hand and held her head steady. The effort silenced her. She sniffled and moaned. The Turk addressed her. He steeled himself for what he had to do. “You must open your mouth and accept the gag. There is no use fighting it. It’s going in one way or another. I don’t want to hurt you. So open your mouth.”

Denise made a nodding motion with her sightless head. She would acquiesce. All hope of redemption was lost. The man was right, there was no use fighting it. He had betrayed her and that was that.

The Turk slid the gag in easily. He placed the tubes in Denise’s nose and through the gag into her mouth. These were for breathing and feeding. A pad was strapped around her loins to accept her urine. A plug went into her ass. The straps were all tied down, securing the now voiceless and sightless prisoner. All that could be seen of her was the pale, white skin of her back and buttocks as the top of the box was applied. When it was secured, Turk and Nora stood there silently watching it. After a few moments, Lenny broke the now tranquil scene.

“Okay, then,” he said. “I’m going to bed.” He marched up the stairs. The Turk took one last look at Nora and then turned to roll the box to the doorway where he would take it to his boat for the ride across the lake. Denise’s voyage had begun.

* * *

The drop off had gone fine, the GPS signal was working. All that was left to do now was the waiting. It was amazing to Turk the quality and quantity of Nora’s contacts. He guessed that it paid to run a ‘no-holds-barred’ bordello. She had a lot of markers to call in. Her contacts, and a sizeable amount of cash, would assure them that almost wherever in the world that Denise came to rest, they would have the beginnings of a plan for getting her, and hopefully Cheryl out.  But now, the only thing they could do was wait.

Nora gave Lenny the number of a place where, with the right introductions, he could spend a day or two abusing the local talent. The Turk spent his time waiting by the computer and the phone, sleeping fitfully or walking. It might take a few days, it might take a week. They couldn’t know. Was the destination Kazakhstan? Peru? Thailand? The interior of China? It could be almost anywhere. Some of these places would be harder than others to get to. Some might prove to be impossible.

Denise was sedated through most of the trip to Boston, and once she had been placed aboard a ship, her little box stowed away below decks, she was fed a constant stream of medicated goop. The medication contained a muscle relaxant to ease the strain of her confinement and a soporific to keep her dazed and compliant. Not that there was a concern for the discomfort she or any other packaged slave girl would suffer, but there was no profit in delivering a damaged girl. The method of transport had been perfected and had worked literally hundreds of times. The upper limit of confinement was a little over a week. After that, the muscles just seemed to give out, and permanent damage, even death, could result.

All Denise could sense of the world outside her little prison was the gentle rocking of the huge freighter that carried her to her destination and the vibrations of its mighty engine. Her mind was too befogged to form any prolonged rational thought. She could perceive that she was under a cruel confinement, remember that she had been betrayed by the man she had come to need and, yes, love. In her misery, she despised herself for the emotional bond she had formed for a man who had taken everything away from her. But then a small stream of the porridge-like substance would be pumped down her tube and, after a few minutes, her mind again would go numb.

* * *

The deadline for the auction in Katangonese time was 2 A.M. Stoner had received an email the day before setting forth the time of the auction and indicating a few preliminaries about the subject. He received these emails every few days and ignored most of them. He might go for a few weeks without even opening them if he was not ready to move off one of the girls. But it was Justine’s time to go. He had not forgotten her little rebellion with Cheryl of a couple of weeks ago and he had determined that she move on. She would be a good whore for him in the capital, and he could still see her from time to time when he took his occasional trips there. But it was time for a new girl.

When he opened the email, he saw the notice that the subject to be sold was a sister of a prior subject named Cheryl sold seven months ago. “It can’t be a coincidence,” he thought. There was an attachment of a picture that showed the two sisters together. It was the picture that Turk had found in Denise’s wallet the day he had kidnapped her. The two women were sitting on a rock in some park. They were laughing, arms over each other’s shoulders. The one on the right was definitely his Cheryl. The one on the left, a spitting image of her sister, was the new subject. Her long blond hair was windblown in the picture and her spirit was easily seen.

Cheryl had cost him a big bundle. All the girls were expensive, but it seemed that American girls were in great demand. It was probably due to the great joy much of the world took in striking back in small ways at the great American Empire. When heavy handed American politicos rendered fiats of international policy, it took the sting off of it a little bit if there was a naked and abject American slut awaiting your pleasure.

Of course, he, Stoner, was an American, so this did not apply to him. But like most Americans, ‘Made in America’ was still the best, especially when you were overseas. The same spirit that drove an American tourist to look for a cheeseburger on the Champs-Elysees, prompted Stoner to prefer American sluts. And a sister as well. He ruminated over the pleasure he would get tormenting a pair of sisters, pitting them against each other, watching them perform various degrading sexual acts together, even whipping each other for his delight.

The bidding on Cheryl had gone over $370,000 dollars, a little more than €290,000 euros. This could be even more expensive since there were bidders who would spitefully drive the numbers higher knowing that someone out there was looking to make a matched pair. He would go to the website and see how the bidding went. He set a mental limit to himself of €300,000 euros, whatever that was in dollars.

At 2 A.M. on the dot, the bidding started. Stoner waited for someone else to make the opening bid. The first bid was for €90,000 euros. It was a gambit bid, one that nobody thought would take it, but was meant to smoke out other buyers. Stoner had really liked the video of the girl, Denise, and his determination to win the bidding was starting to grow. He waited until the bidding was €225,000 euros before making his move. There was twenty minutes left on the bidding clock. He entered his code number and entered a bid of €230,000 euros. Someone topped him at €240,000 a few minutes later. Another bid came in at €245,000. Stoner watched the clock go down. Frequently it was the last bidder who took the prize. He entered his next bid at €275,000 to let the other bidders know that he was willing to spend big to get this one. It was partially a bluff in light of the mental limit he had set for himself.

There were no other bids until there was only five minutes left. A bid came in at €295,000 euros. “Shit!” he cursed to himself. He took a long drink of his customary scotch. The black cunt, Dalila, was sitting by his feet awaiting his pleasure. He looked at her. She had cost him virtually nothing, and her cunt and mouth was as warm and juicy as any American’s. What made him want to spend so much money on a woman just because her skin was white?

Stoner let the bidding go down to one minute. At 45 seconds he entered his bid of €300,000 euros. A few seconds later another bid came in for €310,000. Another bid followed for €315,000. There was only 20 seconds left. Stoner sweated and cursed himself. He was basically a skinflint. He could spend triple this money on a girl and not notice it. But it was the principal of the thing, good cunt was worth only so much.

And so the question was did he want his money or the girl more? How high would this shit go? There were two other people bidding. He recognized one of the codes as belonging to that bitch in Venezuela who had almost beat him last time. She was probably in it for spite. The other code he didn’t recognize and was probably legit. “Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck!” he said out loud. He entered a bid at €320,000. Another bid came in at €325,000 a few seconds later, then one at €327,500. There were only five seconds left to bid. Stoner’s hand was poised over the button. “Fuck!” he yelled.

* * *

Turk, Nora and Lenny had been waiting four days for news of Denise’s final destination. An electrical storm in the North Atlantic had blocked the signal for two days. The signal had been picked up four hundred miles off of the coast of Portugal. Lenny was out somewhere and the Turk was asleep. Nora sat by the laptop. Messages came in every two hours. Nora decided to take a nap too. The ship was heading south. It could turn east through the Straits of Gibraltar, head south for Africa or turn back west for South America if its present heading was a result of being blown off course by the storm. It could also put into a West African port.

Five hours later, Nora sprang awake. She was lying next to Turk on the double hotel bed. She had not meant to sleep so long, but the tension of the last few days had gotten to her. Turk was the only man in the entire world she would have sex with, but tonight he was totally uninterested. She had given herself a hand job just before she napped, to take the edge off.

The laptop was on the desk in the corner of the room. Turk was still sleeping, the first good sleep he had had in days. Nora went over to the laptop to check her emails. There were several from her source, but she jumped to the most recent one. When she had read it, she almost cried out in her excitement. She ran over to the bed. She shook the Turk awake. He rose quickly and sprang into a defensive posture.

“It’s only me, Turk!” Nora called out to him.

The Turk rapidly regained his composure. “What is it?” he asked.

“Well, based on her speed of travel, at seven thirty Denise’s box was transferred to a plane just off of Tenerife, probably a sea plane. The plane had been heading south by south east for the last two hours.”

“Yeah, and?”

“Well the plane’s last course correction makes its probable destination somewhere in the Republic of Katango. She’s going to land soon!”

“Where the fuck is Katango?” the Turk asked.

PART THIRTEEN

THE GAME’S AFOOT

Denise was aroused from her box, as Cheryl had been before her, on the plane that was flying her to Stoner’s mansion. He had bitten the bullet and made the high bid with two seconds left. Now he wanted see his new property. He had Jeremiah remove the mask and hood. Denise stared in amazement at the cruel, hard face. Her hands were still tied behind her in the leather sleeve and her ankles and thighs were still strapped to the bottom of the box. She was repelled by her own stench. Her head was still foggy from the drugs.

“Hello, cunt,” Stoner said to her. “I’m your new owner.” He grabbed and twisted her tits. Denise moaned in pain.

“That’s right, cunt,” Stoner told her. “If it hurts, tell it. I like to hear women scream.” He twisted the breasts again, harder. Denise’s moan became low and guttural. She stared at the man who was tormenting her. All of her nightmares about who her new owner would be had become true. This man was a ruthless, sadistic bastard. She didn’t need to know more. During her rare moments of near consciousness during her trip, she had decided to kill herself at the first opportunity. She would not undergo a lifetime of sexual slavery. She would do what she could to avoid pain, if it could be avoided, but at the first opportunity, she would slit her wrists, hang herself or jump off of a high place.

Her box was sitting on a coffee table in the cabin of Stoner’s sea plane. It was Stoner’s habit to get his new sluts off to a good start right away. He had his cock out and was worrying it to hardness. Hearing the new girl moan in pain had helped. He now presented his prick to the mouth of the forlorn girl. She accepted it meekly and began to pleasure him. “Not bad!” he thought as she ran her tongue over the bulbous head of his rod and slid her lips along its shaft.

Jeremiah watched the new slave with curiosity. Most of the other slaves were too overwhelmed to give a good blowjob when they were first released from their prison. This one did it as if sucking a man’s cock while helplessly bound was almost natural. This would bear some looking into.

Denise worked fervently at the hard meat that possessed her mouth. She knew that when she gave him relief, he would leave her at peace. She didn’t care if they locked her back in the box and threw it overboard.

The heavyset man was enjoying Denise’s enthusiastic efforts. He had his hands on her head, pressing her face into his loins, searching for the back of her throat. Denise had already learned this and she allowed the head to pass through her throat’s opening. She felt the man’s hands grip her head harder, heard him moan and then felt his meat throbbing in her throat. His warm discharge slid down her esophagus.

Stoner withdrew his piece and patted her on the head. “Very good, slut. You’re a natural whore.” And to Jeremiah, he said, “Lock her back up.”

When the plane landed, Denise went through the same reception ritual as had Cheryl. She was taken to the concrete building set away from the house and released from her small prison by Jeremiah. He washed her and cleaned her, and forced her to empty her bowels. She seemed too docile to him. When he caressed her pussy while in the shower, her back to his front, she abandoned herself too readily to her pleasure. “Time will tell,” Jeremiah thought. He would monitor the sisters closely.

Within the hour of arrival at Stoner’s plantation, Denise found herself in the Discipline Room. Her wrists were strung from the ceiling by a chain. Her legs were spread up and out by other chains so that her sex would be exposed to Stoner’s depredations. Jeremiah took note of the hairless state of her mons and added it to his list of suspicions.

Denise hung there, exposed, stretched out, for three hours before Stoner came to take his pleasure with her. Her thigh muscles ached beyond belief from their extension. She had trembled when she saw all of the engines of torture spread about the room. She knew that these things were here to be used and not as museum pieces. Her despair was complete.

Stoner stripped when he entered the Discipline Room and, whip in hand, approached the helpless girl. He too noted the almost hairless crotch. To him it merely denoted the girl’s status as a natural whore. Only a slut would shave her genitals. He rubbed the puffy lips astride the entrance to Denise’s sheath. He stared into her eyes as he fingered it to wetness. Denise moaned, partly in response to the application of Stoner’s fingers to her snatch, but also from fear. She could see the whip in the man’s hand. She knew it was not a toy.

The man continued to caress Denise’s sex until the lips had engorged and distended and she began to pant in expectation of a climax. When he saw her eyes cloud with passion, he withdrew his hand and swung the thin rattan cane down on her sex forcefully. Denise howled in pain. She had not been prepared for it. Her cunt burned where the blow had landed. Anther blow followed, this time to the inner portion of her right thigh. The sting of the blow sent surges of pain throughout her body. There was a cruelty behind this man’s blows that had not been there when the Turk had whipped her. She could see from this man’s face total, vicious hatred.

Stoner gave the girl twenty blows with the cane. Denise, by the end, had been begging him to stop. He was nude and she saw that his passion had risen. She hoped that he would fuck her soon, to satiate his lust. She got her wish. Stoner threw down the whip and stepped between the girl’s thighs. Her pussy was widely split by her outstretched legs. He easily restored her physical readiness for intercourse by stroking the inside of the labial lips and caressing the small bud of pleasure. Nonetheless, the girl moaned in pain when he thrust his hot cock home. Her pussy was battered and sore. Each thrust of the man’s hips against hers caused waves of pain to roll through her. She could not prevent herself from crying out, a cry which Stoner mistook for passion.

“Yeah, take it bitch!” he called out when he heard Denise’s cry. “Take my cock up that slutty snatch of yours!” His thrusts became harder and more frequent.

Denise, despite herself, felt the familiar heat in her loins. “Yes, yes,” she told her self. “Make me come, you bastard! At least make me come!”

When she felt Stoner stiffen and heard him moan, Denise was propelled into orgasm. “Agh! Agh! Agh!” she cried as she tried to reciprocate Stoner’s thrusts. Her cunt was still pulsing with pleasure when Stoner withdrew. He looked at her with admiration. “This one was worth every penny,” he thought. Jeremiah, standing behind him and watching the white woman’s passionate response, was not so sure.

Stoner took a break. He tossed back a long pull from a bottle of beer. He wanted to whip her some more. He motioned to Jeremiah to release her legs and let them fall to the floor. Denise sighed with relief as she felt the concrete beneath her feet. When she felt the tall, mean looking black man fix a strap around her ankles, she knew that her torments had not ended. Another strap was affixed around her thighs, just above the knees. She would be unable to turn or twist to avoid the blows. She resolved not to cry if she could help it.

The first slash of the thin reed fell across her pale white breasts. She moaned in pain. The second was across her stomach. She moaned a little louder. By the fifth stroke, this one across the front of her thighs, she was in tears. When Stoner went to work on the back of her legs, she broke down and again begged and pleaded for mercy. She made all the promises all of the women in such circumstances make. Stoner only stopped when his arm became tired.

The girl’s whole body burned and ached from the blows. She had received several across the breasts and her delicate globes throbbed with pain.

Stoner was too tired to fuck her again. He would fuck her again tomorrow. He wanted to save himself for Justine, who would be spending her last night in his bed. There was a terrible pleasure in taking physical delight from a woman who did not know that her fate had been sealed. Justine would pleasure him with all of her skills and enthusiasm. And tomorrow he would discard her.

Stoner left Denise alone with Jeremiah. It was his turn to sample the new bitch. Jeremiah waited until the sound of the door slamming closed stopped reverberating through the room. He stepped up to Denise, standing inches from her face. He grabbed her face and forced her to look into his eyes.

“I am Jeremiah,” he said. “I am the caretaker of the master’s slaves. If you fear the master, you should fear me more, because I know of more subtle, more excruciating ways to bring pain to a slutty white woman like you. We will get to know each other well. You will have no secrets from me.”

The terrible demeanor of the black man made Denise tremble. She did not know what he meant by secrets. She had no secrets that she knew of. All she knew was that it was apparent that this huge, cruel, black man was going to abuse and torture her, worse than she had already received from the white man, her ‘owner’. Inwardly, she cursed her fate.

Jeremiah released her from her chains. He let her fall to the concrete floor. He prodded her with his foot until she crawled to a small steel cage. He would not fuck her yet, he had decided. He would wait. One day, when the master was away, he would bring her down here and find out all there was to know about her. Once the tearful woman had crawled inside the cage, Jeremiah slammed it shut and locked it. “I will see you in the morning,” he said.

* * *

In New York, the hotel had turned into a war room. Maps were spread over the bed. Nora had been on the telephone all day. Turk, too, as he called in chips. Lenny lounged around drinking beer and smoking out on the balcony. Once the country the box was in had been nailed down, they had sorted out how to get there the quickest and most discreetly. Nora had located a source for a helicopter and a plane, depending on which suited their needs more. There was a source in the country who could reliably supply weapons.

Five used-looking fake passports were on order. Pictures of Cheryl, Denise and the three of them had been emailed to the source.

Once the report had come back that the box had not moved for two hours, it was felt that they had located Denise’s new owner. Nora sat back from the computer when she read it. “That’s in the middle of nowhere! It’s almost 200 miles from the capital. There’s no airstrips around it, only one decent road to it. It’s miles from the sea. How do we get in?”

Turk was on the telephone. He covered up the mouthpiece and replied, “I don’t know, but I’ve got a handle on who Denise’s most likely owner is. You should be getting a copy of a State Department report on the guy in about fifteen minutes.”

Twenty minutes later, Nora and the Turk poured over the minutely detailed report about Benjamin Stoner. What they read was not good. All of his brutality came through clearly in the report. He was a megalomaniac. There were several hearsay reports about virtual slave labor camps used to staff his mines and plantations. He had a private army. He was hand in glove with the government. And he was very wealthy. This was not going to be easy.

It was dinner time and as the three ate light dinners, Nora recapped.

“We’ve got flights to the neighboring country tomorrow morning. The day after, you two will be flown into Katango with fake papers. We’ve got a guy looking for an angle to get you into Stoner’s little empire, which is in the northeast corner of the country. I’ll be standing by with a seaplane. There’s a major lake near Stoner’s mansion, which is almost certainly where the girls will be found. When you guys get them, I’ll land on the lake and fly you out.”

“Sounds simple,” Lenny said. “Except you left out the part where this guy smells a rat, captures us and feeds us to alligators.”

“That’s crocodiles, Lenny,” Nora replied. “Alligators are in Florida.”

“Well, crocodiles then,” Lenny retorted. “Jesus Christ on a cross!” he exclaimed. “Are you guys nuts or what? Do you think that we’ll be able to waltz in there, traveling, what, 200 miles by road, not get stopped anywhere for our papers, nobody asking what we’re doing there? Why not fly us in by chopper?”

“There’s no place to drop us off where we would be in reasonable striking distance of the mansion besides deep in the jungle,” Turk answered Lenny. “If we get too close, all those soldiers he’s got will be awake and ready to pounce. If we land in the jungle, we might not ever make it there at all.”

“Listen”, he continued, “let’s get on the plane in the morning and see what develops when we get to, what’s that place called?” he asked Nora.

“Niger,” she answered, “Not Nigeria, Niger.”

“Okay, Niger. There are people working for us right now in Katango. Let’s hope they come up with something.”

That night, Turk finally succumbed to Nora’s charms. They made passionate love on the hotel bed. Nora loved the Turk’s long, thick cock, and she gave it special attention with her hot lips and tongue. The Turk moaned as she pressed her lips around the helmet shaped head. She ran her tongue the length of the shaft, all the while massaging his heavy sac with her hand. She took the sac into her mouth, gently sucking on the tender stones of flesh inside.

She took Turk’s first discharge directly into her mouth. She wanted the taste of it, to feel its viscous presence in her mouth. She swallowed it lustfully. She kept him hard by a dexterous application of her hand and her lips and then mounted him, pushing his stiff cock home into her throbbing sheath.

Nora moaned with pleasure as she felt the rod penetrate her to her depths. She rocked gently back and forth on top of him, looking for the drag of his tool across her hard button of pleasure. When she came, she cried out as tremor after tremor shook her body. When they subsided, she started again, clutching Turk’s cock firmly with the muscles of her hot, fleshy tunnel. The Turk had his large, scarred hands on her breasts as she rode him once more. He cupped her firm globes and gently massaged them. When she began to pant heavily and grind deeply into his loins, he pinched and twisted the nipples, mixing Nora’s flashes of pleasure with pain. She came mightily this time, crying out. The Turk pulled her down, their loins still connected and filled her mouth with his tongue. His cock began to throb and it spurted his hot seed into her belly.

When their passions had been sated, the two lay side by side, Nora nestled in the crux of Turk’s shoulder. He had his hand on her pussy, slowly and gently stroking its soft interior with his finger.

After a while, Nora spoke. “You’re the only man I let fuck me, Turk. Do you know that?”

“I know that Nora. You can fuck me anytime.”

“But what about when you get your love slave and retire in contentment to your little island? Will you still fuck me then?”

“I’ll always fuck you Nora, anytime, anywhere.”

After more silence, Nora moaned, the Turk’s gentle stroking of her moist slit was starting to revive her passion. She pushed off of him. “Turk, we’ve got a big day ahead. Let’s get some sleep.”

“If things go bad….” Turk began to say.

Nora interrupted, “If things go bad, I’ll take care of Tamara and the old man.” She gently ran her hand through his jet black hair. “And I’ll miss you, Tarðk Temizan.” It was the first time he had heard his name from anyone’s lips for many years.

“Thank you, Nora,” he said.

* * *

Justine had been meanly used that night. She could not recall the last time that Stoner had beat her so severely or used her flesh so roughly. Her breasts were still sore from his abuse of them and she bore red stripes all down her ass and thighs. Jeremiah led her back to the woman’s dormitory and ordered all the women to be washed and presentable in 45 minutes. The three women looked at each other when Jeremiah had left. Cheryl wondered what was going to happen. Justine had the answer. “There’s going to be a selection,” she said.

She had been through many selections, had seen many women hauled from the dormitory, gagged and bound, their destination the Discipline Room where Stoner would have one last fling with them. They would then be thrown to the soldiers for their use for several days. And then a helicopter trip to the capital.

The three women looked at each other nervously. If Justine was right, one of them would be gone within the hour. They hugged and kissed one another. Mary started to cry. “It’s going to be me, I just know it,” she sobbed.

“We’re not sure it’s going to be anybody yet,” Cheryl answered. “Maybe Justine is wrong.”

“Let’s just say that I hope I am wrong,” Justine said.

The women all made sure they were washed and their faces made up to look pretty. Cheryl helped Mary by applying dark rouge to the tips of her breasts. She kissed them when she was done. Mary thanked her.

At about a quarter after ten, Jeremiah came back to the room. He was carrying several leather thongs and three gags. Mary started to cry.

“All turn around,” was all that Jeremiah said. The three women dutifully turned their backs to the major domo and crossed their wrists behind them. Jeremiah quickly and deftly bound their wrists. “Turn around,” he said again. One by one, he inserted the heavy, leather ball gags into their mouths and affixed the strap behind their heads. There would be no begging or pleading when Stoner made his choice.

“Kneel. Legs wide apart,” Jeremiah ordered. All the women slowly fell to their knees and spread their thighs. Jeremiah turned to leave. “No moving!” he ordered as he went through the door.

Denise had slept fitfully. She was hungry and cramped. Her pussy was still sore from yesterday’s abuse. During the night, Jeremiah brought her some water in a plastic bottle. At least she thought it was the night, there being no windows in the Discipline Room, it was impossible to tell. He put a tray under the cage and ordered her to pee. Before he left, he tied her hands together outside of the cage, a steel bar between them.

When Jeremiah came in, he kicked down wheels that set on each corner of the cage and started to roll her out of the room. When he got to the door he stopped. He opened the door to the cage and ordered Denise to open her mouth. She complied meekly. He thrust in a large leather ball. Then he placed a black bag over her head.

The cage was then rolled to an elevator and taken to the second floor. Jeremiah waited outside the dormitory door for Stoner to arrive. He was due back from his morning inspections about 11 o’clock. At 11:05, Stoner came trudging up the stairs. He was wearing his khaki shorts and a matching shirt. He had on heavy, steel-toed boots. He had Dalila in tow. He tied her leash off on the balustrade next to the stairs. He paused to look at the appealing flesh of his soon-to-be new wife. He had a short riding crop in his hand and he used it to poke Denise in the breast. “Have I got a surprise for you,” he said to her menacingly. Denise tensed with fear. She had had quite a surprise last night.

The door opened and the cage was wheeled in. If the women needed any corroboration of their fears, this was it. They saw the nubile body of a young woman in the cage, a young white woman who bore the marks of a whip. Justine knew that the odds were against her. She had survived too many selections. But then, maybe she could survive one more. Stoner had used her last night and she had given him great pleasure. “Perhaps,” she thought, “that means he still wants me.”

Mary was frightened too. It seemed to her that Stoner’s attention had been focused on his other two wives lately. Maybe he had gotten bored with her large tits. That’s all she seemed to be to him, a set of big fat tits. He always abused them mercilessly whenever he used her for the night.

But Cheryl was the most frightened of all. She recalled the President’s promise to her. She knew that he meant it. She hated Stoner with all of her heart, but she had real reason to fear being sent to the capital now. She had only been the President’s plaything for one night. She could not imagine what a month with him would be like. And her pussy, he was going to sew it up! Cheryl was so nervous that her bladder began to leak. She held it back with all her might.

Stoner followed Jeremiah and the cage into the room. All the women’s eyes were on him. “Good morning, ladies,” he said cheerfully. “I’m sorry to say that it’s going to be goodbye for one of you.”  He stepped near the visibly shaken women.  He ran his riding crop over Justine’s breasts. She arched her back to make them more prominent. “Good Justine,” he continued. “I had fun with you last night. You still have the best mouth of all. And you moan so nicely when you’re whipped.”

The heavy, square shouldered man stepped up to Mary. “Oh, Mary, I have enjoyed your beautiful tits. But they do look a little saggy lately. Maybe we should get you down to the capital while they’re still nice and ripe.” Mary’s eyes brimmed with tears. She had heard Cheryl’s story about the President and his threats. If that was what the place was like, what would they do to her?

He stepped over to Cheryl. He was careful not to use her name. “And you?” he said prodding her with the riding crop. “I understand that the President is waiting for you. He’s called me twice, asking when am I going to tire of you. It would make him very happy if I sent you down. And I do need to keep him happy these days.” He ran the riding crop between Cheryl’s legs and pushed at the entrance to her vagina. “But you do fuck so well.” He turned so that all three women were in his vision and he could see all of their eyes glued to his. He took a deep breath, prolonging their anxiety. He nodded to Jeremiah. The tall brown man walked directly to Justine, grabbed her arm and stood her up.

Justine’s eyes reflected her resignation. It had happened at last. She was sorry to go, but was glad that the waiting was over. Whatever awaited her there, at least it was the beginning of the end. She did not know what precise travails she would face at Stoner’s whorehouse. She too had listened to Cheryl. She knew what bitter end awaited her eventually, that the life of an African whore would be short. But for her, now, it could not be short enough.

Jeremiah hustled the slender, slight blond woman from the room. She would be delivered to the Discipline Room,  where she would face Stoner’s goodbye torment.

The remaining two women looked at Stoner expectantly. They were relieved that it was not them who was sent away, but were sad to see their lover and friend gone to such a fate. Someday, they knew, it would be them.

Stoner opened the door to the cage. He released Denise’s hands from the bars and prodded her with the riding crop. “Out! Out!” he yelled.

Denise crawled as best she could out of the cage. She had heard the strange proceedings and wondered what it meant for her. That there were other women here was a relief. She would have company. But would she remain gagged and bound, a helpless, voiceless beast? She prayed that she would not.

Stoner ordered Denise to kneel. He went over to the other women and released their gags and the bindings around their wrists. “I want you to welcome your new sister,” Stoner said. Come over and kiss her breasts.”

Mary and Cheryl slid over to the new girl on their knees. They each took a turn kissing a breast. “No, not a little kiss,” Stoner told them. “A real kiss, make her feel welcome.”

Mary and Cheryl knelt next to Denise, on either side of her and pressed their lips against her pale brown nipples. Denise felt the gentle sucking of their lips, the swirling of their tongues. Hands were circling them, while other hands rested on her thighs. She could feel the heat of their naked bodies and the sweet smell of their perfume.

“Mary,” Stoner said, “tickle her twat. Make her feel at home.”

Mary delved her hand between Denise’s thighs. The entrance to her womb was already moist and it was an easy thing to do to separate the outer lips and press her fingers in. Denise moaned at the pleasurable invasion of her body. This Sapphic welcome was most disconcerting to her. She had expected another beating, a ‘surprise’. Was this it?

While Mary caressed Denise’s moist slit, Cheryl ran her hand over her thigh and belly. Both women’s mouths worked eagerly on Denise’s teats. Denise’s hands were free and they groped to feel the bodies of the women who were driving her to orgasm. Stoner was enjoying the demonstration. He would get his cock sucked before he left, but from which one? He prodded Mary with the riding crop. “Get behind her and have her lean back on you. You can play with her tits while she,” poking Cheryl, “licks her cunt.”

Mary got behind Denise and pulled her back onto her lap. Cheryl pulled Denise’s legs out from under her and spread them. She ran her hands over the taut, graceful thighs and lowered her head to Denise’s loins. Denise felt the gentle but firm hands of Mary caress her breasts. Her head was lying nestled on Mary’s generous bosom. She felt the tongue of the other woman gently trace a line up between her engorged and dilated nether lips. She moaned as she felt the tongue play delicately with her hardened clit. The tongue was more invasive now, delving into her tender canal. She could feel its movements within her and the hot lips of its owner pressed against her cunt. Hot hands caressed the tender insides of her thighs, the same place where Stoner had cruelly whipped her the night before.

The lips found her tender clit once again and sucked at it, first gently and then with determined force. The stranger’s tongue lapped up and down her slit, running her fevered lust high. Denise’s thighs began to quake, her hips to rock. Her breath was coming heavy. She felt her blood rising, rising, rising, and then her orgasm burst upon her. Her moans were muffled by the leather ball in her mouth, but were still audible as she measured each throb of her pussy with a little cry. Stoner watched and heard the young woman orgasm and decided that he’d seen enough. It was time for the surprise he had promised Denise. He wouldn’t have missed this for the world. To Mary he said, “Lift the hood.”

Mary removed the black bag from Denise’s head. Her face was flushed, her mouth distended by the ball. Stoner prodded Cheryl, who was still lapping at the copious discharge from her sister’s cunt. “Kiss your new sister, slut!” he ordered.

Cheryl raised her head and pursed her lips in obedience to Stoner’s harsh command. When she looked up, she saw something that she thought she would never see again in her life. It was the face of her sister Denise. First joy and then terrible sorrow flowed through her. The joy was seeing a happy connection to her past, proof that she had once been free, a person with family and friends, a job, an apartment. The source of her sorrow was obvious. She would not wish the ill fate of being Stoner’s sexual slave on anyone, but particularly not on someone that she loved. What cruel fate had brought her here?

Stoner slapped her rear with the riding crop. He was seated in a wicker chair, overlooking the proceedings. Cheryl gasped when struck. A red line appeared across her buttock. Still, she hesitated. It was too bizarre to be true. Yet, it was unmistakably her.

Denise stared back at her sister, her lost sister. How long had she been a prisoner in this hell? What had the cruel man and his henchman forced her to do, to endure? She started to cry.

Stoner sent another blow from the crop across Cheryl’s ass. “I told you to kiss her!” he reminded her sternly. Cheryl moved quickly to obey her tormentor’s command. She leaned over, still kneeling between her sister’s legs and pressed her lips to hers. She ran her hand along her face. “Denise,” she said, “how did this happen?”

Stoner struck Cheryl again, harder this time, drawing a cry of pain from her. “I didn’t tell you to talk to her!” he yelled. “I told you to kiss her. Now take that leather out of her mouth and kiss her right. I want to see your tongue down her throat!”

Cheryl reached into her sister’s mouth and plucked out the crude gag that had been placed there. She put her hands on either side of Denise’s head and whispered lowly, “I’m sorry.” She placed her mouth on Denise’s and gently parted her sister’s lips with her tongue.

Denise was seized by a surge of love for her sibling. She had thought Cheryl lost forever. She placed her hand on top of Cheryl’s and welcomed her into her mouth. Their breasts were pressed together and they could feel the heat from each other’s bodies. Denise was still in the afterglow of her orgasm, and the tender, loving caresses from Cheryl’s tongue caused her blood to rise. Her mind told her that this was wrong, but her heart told her that it was right.

Cheryl, too, felt incipient lust at the contact between them. Her nipples had hardened and she felt her pussy moistening. And then the reality of her sister’s plight struck home. She was a slave. One day she would take the helicopter trip to the capital. She would be subject to the terrible and evil whims of their captor. Grief overwhelmed her. She broke their kiss and hugged her, sobbing, “Denise, oh Denise, Oh I’m so sorry.”

Stoner was enjoying the little show. He stood and landed several sharp blows of the crop to Cheryl’s back. “Get up, cunt!” he yelled. “All of you on your knees! Now!”

The three women scurried to obey.

“Hands behind your heads!” Stoner ordered. The three naked, trembling women knelt before him, their hands joined behind them, their swaying breasts thrust forwards. He pressed the riding crop under Denise’s chin and lifted her head up so that she was looking into his eyes. “You are my property now, cunt, you and your slut of a sister. Tonight I’m going to fuck you both. I’m going to make you eat your sister’s pussy. You’re going to suck my cock. In fact, you’re going to do everything I say, because every time you disappoint me, I’m going to punish her.” He pointed the riding crop at Cheryl.

“And you,” he said, flicking Cheryl’s nipples with the tip of the whip, “every time you disappoint me, I’m going to punish your sister here. Got that?”

Cheryl, filled with sorrow and terror, murmured her understanding. ‘Crack!’  Stoner struck her across her breasts. She nearly doubled over in pain. “I asked you a question, cunt! Do you get it?”

“Y,yes, Master,” she said, loudly.

“See, now you’ve gone and disappointed me. I’m going to give your cunt of a sister five strokes of the crop for that!” And to Denise, he ordered, “Stand up!”

Denise, her lips trembling, her stomach in a knot, rose quickly to her feet. She kept her hands behind her head. She was going to receive five blows with the riding crop and for nothing! Her eyes watered in anticipation of the pain.

Stoner angled himself for an optimal blow with the whip. He swung back and struck Denise across her pale, white, tender breasts. “Ahhhhhhhh!” she cried. The blow caused her to stumble backwards. She fought the urge to move her hands from her breasts, to protect her delicate orbs. But she knew that this would ‘disappoint’ her new master.

Cheryl dared not look at her sister, but kept her tear filled eyes straight ahead. Mary, too, looked forward; she was keeping perfectly still. When Stoner was in one of his rages, there was no telling what would happen. She could be next to suffer his displeasure.

Stoner struck Denise’s breasts four more resounding blows. Each time, Denise gave a great cry and stumbled back. When the fifth bow had landed, and Denise had regained her balance, sobbing and moaning in pain, Stoner ordered her back to her knees.

“Now you,” he said, sweat dripping from his brow, pointing the whip at Cheryl. “You’re going to suck my cock, show my new slut how it’s done.” Stoner opened his fly and took out his thick, erect member. He pointed to Denise. “Get over here by my side. I want you to be able to see everything.” And to Mary he said, “Get on the other side, you can watch too.”

Cheryl waited for a signal from Stoner to move towards him. The look in his eyes told her that it was time. She walked on her knees over to where Stoner stood, her hands behind her head. Stoner had his hands on the heads of the other two women for support. “Go ahead,” he said to Cheryl. “Get to work. And don’t use your hands, just that slutty mouth.”

Conscious of her sister’s eyes on her, eager to avoid causing her any more pain, Cheryl seized the head of Stoner’s cock with her lips. She sucked gently on the thick, meaty head, licking the tip with her tongue. When she heard Stoner moan with pleasure, she engulfed the shaft, pressing the head against the rear of her mouth. Slowly, she bobbed her head back and forth, dragging her tensed lips along the length of Stoner’s hard pole.

Denise watched her sister’s mouth bulge with the presence of Stoner’s meat. Her tortured tits still burned. She hated the pressure of this evil man’s hand on her head. She wanted to cry out to her sister, to comfort her. At the same time, she was mesmerized by the sight of her older sister mouthing Stoner’s long, thick cock. “So this is what it looks like,” she thought. She recalled being on her own knees, servicing the Turk’s manhood. Although she was still in a state of frantic terror, there was something about the tableaux before her that stirred her loins. “I am a slut,” she thought.

Stoner let the waves of pleasure wash through him. He was in his element, commanding his naked white sluts, relishing the compelled sexual services of one of them. Whipping the new girl’s tits had fueled his passion and it did not take long for Cheryl’s efforts to bear fruit.

As he felt his juices rising, he began to rock his hips, meeting Cheryl’s thrusts. He was struck by an inspiration. “Don’t swallow my come, slut, keep it in your mouth,” he said to Cheryl.

Cheryl managed to mumble, “Yes, master,” when Stoner’s cock began to spew its hot load into her mouth. It filled her oral cavity and oozed out from around Stoner’s cock onto her chin. She dared not swallow a drop. When Stoner’s spasms of pleasure ceased, he pulled his cock free of the encircling lips.

“Show it to your sister,” he commanded. With tears of humiliation in her eyes, Cheryl turned to her younger sibling and opened her mouth. A sticky spew of viscous white fluid lay on her tongue, dripping from her teeth. She could see the look of shock and disgust in Denise’s eyes turn quickly to compassion. She waited for Stoner’s command.

“Now giver her some,” Stoner ordered. “And save some for Mary, here, too.”

Hesitatingly, her hands still behind her head, Cheryl leaned over to her sister. She pressed her lips against Denise’s and pushed a small portion of Stoner’s jism onto her tongue. Denise accepted it docilely. Cheryl then turned to Mary and gave her a sampling of it as well.

“Now, all of you, show me what you’ve got.” Denise, Cheryl and Mary opened their mouths to evidence the presence of Stoner’s spunk. When he was satisfied that they all had a taste he ordered them to swallow.

* * *

On a lonely, tree shrouded section of the Benswala Road, a platoon of Uzoma’s soldiers was taking lunch. Three native women were sitting by the roadside, hands tied behind their backs, their necks joined by a coarse rope. They were naked. Earlier that morning, the soldiers had come across the women and two men coming down the road on their way to market. The Lieutenant had asked the men for identification. No one had ever patrolled this road before and the men had left all of their papers back at their village. The soldiers had ransacked the cart and its cargo of mangoes and found nothing.

One of the soldiers was lifting the corner of the dress of one of the women, a shapely, large bosomed woman, with a broad, amiable face. She was backing away from him, when she bumped into a soldier behind her. She let out a small cry. One of the men went to protect her. There was some shoving. The lieutenant ordered his men to seize the protesting man. Once they had him in their grip, he drew out his sidearm and shot the man between the eyes. His body collapsed to the ground like a building collapsing onto itself. The other man died in a hail of bullets as he tried to flee into the bush.

The lieutenant reported over his cell phone to his captain the killing of two ‘bandits’ and the seizure of suspicious women for questioning. The questioning had consisted of sexual congress with the men of the platoon, officers first. Now they were waiting for a truck to pick them up. One of the men paused from eating the nicely ripe mango he had cut open. There was a noise from the bush. Suddenly, the road was filled with angry black men, dressed in native garb, yelling and screaming. They were carrying large bolo knives and steel pointed spears. It was over in about a minute and a half. Two of the soldiers had managed to get off shots and two native men lay on the road, their lives flowing from them. The soldiers had all been hacked to pieces.

A tall, lean man, dressed in jungle fatigues, stepped onto the roadway. He had a long billed military cap and a .45 on his hip. He wore shiny black boots. He surveyed the massacred soldiers quickly. He turned to the natives and ordered them to gather up all of the rifles and ammunition. The women were freed and sent on their way, crying and wailing, driving their little donkey cart, now laden, not with mangoes, but with the bodies of the two men.

As his men disappeared back into the bush, the tall, uniformed man looked northwards on the roadway. It was two days march to Stoner’s mansion. These guns would be very useful.

PART FOURTEEN

WHAT A MAN REAPS

The wedding had been called off, temporarily, at least.

As was his custom, Stoner had spent the night before the wedding abusing his new wife-to-be. He had the added delight of increasing his prospective bride’s humiliation by having her sister join in. He had soundly whipped Denise while Cheryl watched. Afterwards, he made Denise service her sister orally while he drove his thick, hard rod into her bowels. He then outfitted Cheryl with a fat dildo and harness and made her fuck Denise doggy style while she sucked his cock. Finally, he had Denise sit on his face while Cheryl mounted his cock. The women were facing each other and were instructed to kiss and fondle each other’s breasts until he came.

They spent the night, exhausted and ashamed, locked into the little cage at the foot of Stoner’s bed. They were ashamed because, in spite of themselves, they had experienced physical pleasure from each other. They had hungrily sought each other’s lips while riding Stoner’s cock and tongue and had both come twice. Now they were scrunched together in the tiny steel prison. But for once, they were not gagged. Jeremiah, suspicious of Denise, had not wanted the women to speak to each other until he had had a chance to force the truth from the new slut in the Discipline Room. So, after Stoner left the women’s dormitory, he had gone in and affixed thick gags in their mouths. This was the sisters’ first chance to speak.

Cheryl waited until she heard the unmistakable sound of Stoner’s snoring. The women were, generally speaking, facing each other in the cage, although their arms and legs were spread out every which way. The women whispered quietly, at first in commiseration, but after the tears had ebbed, they told their stories. Somehow, Cheryl had guessed that the Turk had been behind Denise’s kidnapping and Denise confirmed it by her description of him. She was surprised at the strange aspects to their ‘relationship’ while at Turk’s mansion. After she considered it for a while, she jumped to what was to her the obvious conclusion.

“He’s coming,” she told her sister.

“Who’s coming?” Denise whispered back.

“The Turk. He’s coming to get me and he used you to find me.”

Denise pondered this. She was about to respond when the door to the bedroom opened. It was Jeremiah. A small rectangle of light shone into the room, spotlighting the cage. When he saw that the women were not wearing their gags, he looked around the room to retrieve them. Once they were found, he opened the cage and reaffixed them to the women’s mouths. He then tied their hands behind their backs and forced them back into the cage. They spent the night in miserable silence.

It was Stoner’s usual practice to get a blowjob from whatever ‘wife’ was available in the morning. But this morning was different. At about 6 A.M. the telephone in his room rang. He rose groggily and grabbed the receiver. The ringing had awoken the women and they could hear his end of the conversation.

“What the fuck is wrong with you?… Where?...How many?…There too?...Where’s Kurim? …Okay, I’ll be dressed in two minutes. Have my helicopter ready in fifteen. Get all the spare men from the barracks…Yes, yes, leave the security detail…Now get to it.”

Stoner slammed down the phone and yelled, “Fuck!” He raced to his bureau and pulled out clean underwear and a jungle fatigue uniform. He then threw it on and dashed from the room.

What Stoner had learned was that two outposts of his had been overrun during the night by ‘bandits’. The closer of the two was fifteen miles from his compound. Kurim had already organized a search and destroy team and was scouring the bush with one of the helicopters. Attacks had been made unsuccessfully at two other outposts and his men were engaged in tracking down the retreating attackers.

Jeremiah was waiting for Stoner at the front door with his sidearm. “Get all the servants under lock and key,” he told him. “And get the sluts all together in my bedroom.” Stoner paused and reflected. “I want all the Swiss passbooks and the negotiable securities ready in a valise. Put it in the bedroom with the sluts and guard it with your life. I’ll be back soon, but just in case, we want to be able to get out of here pretty damn quick.”

* * *

Turk and Lenny were speeding up the Benswala Road in a tired, old World War II style Jeep. They had bought it from their contact in the capital along with 2 Glocks, about fifty rounds of ammunition each and papers describing them as buyers for the ‘Acme Minerals Corporation’. Turk had balked at first at the thinness of their cover, be he was assured that no one not born in the United States would get the reference. They had visas and identification in the names of Mr. James Wiley and Mr. Paul Coyote. Somebody’s idea of a joke.

As they rumbled along the mostly paved road, Turk was surprised at the lack of any soldiers or checkpoints. They had a ready supply of cash for bribes, but had not found it necessary to use it yet. In fact, the road was dead quiet, with not a single other vehicle or cart on it.

What they were not aware of was that word spreads fast in the bush and everyone knew that the rebels’ big push was on. Uzoma had pulled the remainder of his troops from the road to the capital. Villagers had fled into the forest. As far as confused circumstances were concerned, the Turk’s expedition could not have happened at a better time.

The plan was to gain access to Stoner’s compound by flashing the fake papers. They were supposedly seeking to buy cobalt. But if anyone asked them more than five questions about it, they were sunk. Turk had determined to risk all on one throw of the dice. He didn’t want to wait any longer than necessary to make the attempt to rescue Cheryl and Denise.

The jeep passed through the town of Benswala, which marked the formal end of the Benswala Road. It looked like a ghost town. It was a good thing that they only needed the jeep for a one way trip, because there was absolutely no place to buy gas.

They emerged from the deserted town and continued the thirty miles towards Stoner’s compound. They got about ten miles away from it when they met their first roadblock. It was manned by twenty or so of Stoner’s men and they were all nervous and trigger happy. They presented their credentials to a jittery noncom, who used his cell phone to call in to the compound. The conversation was done completely in the local dialect and Turk fingered the semi-automatic in his pocket. He knew that if they had to shoot it out they were fucked, but he didn’t want to go like a schmuck, shot in the back with his hands on his head. The sergeant looked at them intently as he spoke to his superior. It took much longer than it should have. Finally, the noncom issued orders to two of the men, who climbed in the back of the Jeep. He then waived the Jeep on.

* * *

Stoner’s helicopter, loaded with its full compliment of 30 soldiers, sailed off to the north. Jeremiah watched it disappear. He then turned back into the house. He would comply with the master’s wishes, but with one exception. He was going to have a little party with the new girl and find out what was up with her.

Jeremiah burst into the dormitory and hauled Mary out of bed. The women slept with their hands bound to the headboard every night and so he had to unlock her wrists first. He paused to admire the beauty of her ample bosoms. How he liked to whip them. Maybe tomorrow, he thought.

He led Mary down to Stoner’s bedroom. Usually the wives were permitted some form of clothing when they traveled through the house, a robe, a wrap around dress, even a shawl. But Jeremiah did not have time to have Mary dress and she ran behind him naked, her breasts flopping and swaying. The servants nodded and laughed as they watched.

Jeremiah had tied Dalila off at the foot of the stairs when he had awoken to the emergency call. He had fucked her like a demon the night before. As far as he was concerned, she was the lowest of the low. All the native women who chose life before dishonor deserved, in his opinion, to be treated as the meanest whores. White women were different. They had no souls. They flaunted their bodies freely and without shame. They were born sluts. But African women should be proud. He had spent the evening making poor Dalila pay for her misfortune at being kidnapped and reduced to a sexual plaything by her depraved and cruel lord, Stoner.

Dalila’s eyes were still red from crying. Her hands were tied behind her and she was affixed to the balustrade by a chain that led to a collar around her neck. When she saw Jeremiah with the white woman, who she had nicknamed the great mother, for obvious reasons, in tow, she cringed. She had seen Stoner run out and sensed the panic of the servants. For a slave, anything out of the ordinary was usually bad.

Jeremiah took her chain and led her, with the great mother, to Stoner’s bedroom. He tied them both to the posts at the head of the bed. Their hands were raised above them and their feet were bound together. He then gagged them. He then prodded Cheryl and Denise out of the cage and, after allowing them to make water in the little slaves’ bathroom, tied Cheryl to one of the posts near the foot of the bed. He left her gag in. He then turned to Denise. “Follow me,” was all he said.

He led Denise to the kitchen stairway that led to the Discipline Room downstairs. Denise had no idea where she was going until they hit the landing at the bottom of the steps and she saw the heavy wooden door. She whined behind her gag and her knees weakened. What had she done to deserve this? She considered running, but knew that there was nowhere to go. He hands were still tied behind her back, so she couldn’t even turn a doorknob. Besides, whatever was in store for her, she knew that she could only make it worse if she ran.

When Jeremiah swung the door opened, he signaled Denise to go in. Nervously, with trepidation, she stepped over the doorsill and entered the infernal room. She was surprised to see a young, blond woman hanging upside down in the middle of the room. It was Justine. She had spent two hours the day before, late in the afternoon, as Stoner’s whipping horse. He had left her hanging there to enjoy her misery. Jeremiah ignored the woman and dragged Denise over to what looked like a large chair, covered with a metal casing. There were little holes in the front of it, near the top, that looked like holes for eyes and a nose. In fact, that’s what they were for.

Stoner called this instrument his iron maiden, although its functionality was somewhat different than the instrument known to antiquity. Denise watched as Jeremiah lifted the cover off of the chair. It was affixed by two hinges to its base. There were two long, thick hard rubber probes with rounded heads sticking up from the seat of the chair, angled in towards one another and there were clamps on the arms and legs of the chair. To Denise, it appeared a foreboding, hellish device. It was.

Jeremiah released Denise’s arms from behind her back and pushed her towards the chair. Denise started to resist, but he placed his large hand around her throat and squeezed. Tearfully, she signaled her willingness to comply.

The probes on the chair seat were flexible and adjustable. They were topped with little helmets of steel, and steel bands encircled them. Jeremiah had Denise crouch as if to sit on the chair and properly aligned the probes. He then pushed her back slowly. He guided the one probe to her rear entrance and pushed her down upon it. It was at least as thick as a man’s cock and Denise moaned in pain as it stretched the delicate ring that marked the entrance to her bowels. When she was halfway down, he fitted the other probe to Denise’s pussy. He lubricated her with his hand, and then eased her the rest of the way down in the seat.

Denise sat in the chair, doubly impaled. She watched tearfully as Jeremiah fastened her arms and legs to the chair. Inside the cover to the chair was a cloth bra-like devise that could be raised or lowered. Jeremiah swung it out and encapsulated Denise’s delicate orbs in it. It took some manhandling, but Jeremiah was able to get Denise’s nipples to fit inside little rings of steel inside the bra. There was a small wheel around each hole allowing it to be reduced to hold the nipples snugly. When Jeremiah was finished outfitting Denise, he addressed her.

“White slut,” he said, “I am going to come back in one hour and I am going to find out all about you. The chair in which you sit will convince you to be truthful with me in all things. When we are done, you will beg to suck my cock and I will let you.”

Denise’s eyes widened as Jeremiah swung the cover to the chair closed. It was painted with a life sized likeness of the face and body of a grotesquely smiling, seated, naked, native woman. The devise sat before a mirror so that the occupant could look out and see the contorted visage. Inside, the girl would be frantically enduring a torrent of pain.

The probes and the rings around Denise’s nipples were connected to an electric box that sent out pulses of varying intensity. Its timing was irregular and the pulses could be sent to one, two, or even all of the terminals at once. Denise would be able to moan and whine behind her gag. It would have been more effective, if the woman inside could be left to scream and beg for release, but there was the danger that she might bite through her tongue due to the electric shock.

The first shock was sent to Denise’s pussy. It was not strong, but was enough for Denise to move nervously in her seat. The next shock came to her breasts. This was a little stronger and made her moan. The third shock was of severe intensity and duration and struck the helpless girl in her bowels. This time Denise jumped and screamed. Jeremiah’s words came back to her. He would be gone for an hour. She would have to suffer the torments of this modern day iron maiden until he returned and shut it off. Denise didn’t understand what it was that he wanted to know, but she was already prepared to sell her soul to avoid this heinous torture. As a shock struck both her breasts and pussy at once, a long, intense shock that stiffened her whole body, Denise could see out of her little window the mocking smile of the African lady.

* * *

It took about an hour for Turk and Lenny to travel the last 20 miles to Stoner’s compound. There was nothing wrong with the road, but every couple of miles there would be some of Stoner’s soldiers, nervously fingering their weapons. It was well that they had the two soldiers in the rear of the Jeep to advise the others that these two important white men, who had come to buy the master’s metals, could pass. Of course, the soldiers could see from the color of their skin that they were not rebels. However, they were riding a nice Jeep, something that would be quite handy if there was a need for a quick getaway. Stoner’s soldiers enjoyed killing and plundering for him. They just didn’t want to die for him.

The Turk’s heart skipped a beat when they finally reached the compound. They were admitted through a large solid metal gate and waived on towards the main house. “There it is,” he thought. “They’re in there, I know it.”

The Jeep was allowed to pull up to the veranda. The two soldiers got out and started their long walk back to their post. They would bring back with them the latest rumors.

Turk got out of the jeep cautiously. There was no one to greet them. That was fine with him. He pulled out his cell phone and called Nora who was at that moment circling about fifty miles away in the seaplane. “We’re in,” was all he said. He turned to Lenny who was still sitting in the jeep and said, “Go in the house and see if there’s anybody around. I’m going around the back to see what’s what. The girls have got to be somewhere inside. I’m going to try and find them.”

Lenny nodded and watched Turk stroll around the side of the huge mansion. He took his time walking up the steps to the veranda. Just as he got to the top, a tall black man appeared. “Are you in charge here?” Lenny asked him.

Jeremiah had just finished locking all of the servants in the cellar of the mansion as Stoner had ordered. So when Turk came around to the back, he was able to slip in the house unchecked. He came into a storage room of some kind that led into the kitchen. Quietly he made his way through it, making sure that he peered around every corner. He had the Glock out, a shell in the chamber.

“It can’t be this easy,” Turk thought to himself. He stepped down a long hallway that led to the front of the house. He stopped by the long, curving staircase and looked up. Undoubtedly the girls’ bedrooms were upstairs. But would they be there? He would have to walk up and see. He had gotten to about the fourth step when he heard someone behind him. He turned quickly only to see five AK-47’s pointed directly at him, each one backed up by a determined looking native soldier. Standing in the middle of them was a cruel looking, tall black man who seemed to be their leader. Next to him was Lenny.

“Hiya, Turk,” Lenny said mockingly. “You should’ve come up with that extra fifty thou. I think this big fella just outbid you.”

Turk leered viciously at Lenny. “That scumbag,” he thought. “I’ll get him if it’s the last thing I do.”

The tall fellow spoke. “Come down the stairs, Mr. Turk and keep that weapon pointed upwards. If you fail to do so, these men will certainly shoot you down.”

The Turk reluctantly obeyed. When he was an arm’s length from the soldiers, one stepped forward and removed the Glock from his hand. He looked at it gleefully and placed it in his belt. He then swung the stock of the automatic rifle at Turk’s head. Turk saw stars and then everything went black.

* * *

Kurim, Stoner’s general had led his forces deep into the bush in pursuit of the rebels. He had hop-scotched men all along the trails with the helicopter. The rebels would be in for a surprise as they found his men dug in behind them. He had just landed with another contingent of thirty joining a hundred or so that had been airlifted in earlier. His men would now drive the rebels into the guns of his men in the path of their retreat. He blew his whistle and the men advanced in a long line. Ten men had been left behind to guard the helicopter.

As they stepped forward, Kurim’s men found the bush to be eerily quiet. Nothing could be heard other than the cracking of sticks as they were stepped on by the men or the chopping noises of their large bolo knives as they hacked away at the vines and bushes that impeded them.

Suddenly, they heard automatic weapon fire behind them. The helicopter was under attack. As they turned to protect their lifeline, a roar rose in the jungle before them. Three hundred armed men dashed out of the dense, green overgrowth and charged, firing automatic weapons wildly or wielding long bolo knives and spears. Kurim’s soldiers where overwhelmed. The fighting became hand to hand and the mercenaries were no match for the fervent revolutionaries. There was a bitter firefight. As one after another went down, the soldiers began to lose confidence in their ability to stem the onrushing rebels. The firing from the landing zone had stopped. The soldiers panicked. Kurim was able to pull a few men together with him into a gully where they could make a stand. The other men were hunted down, one by one and slaughtered.

Kurim had maybe twenty men with him in the gully. He pulled out his cell phone to call for reinforcements from Stoner only to see that a bullet had pierced it. He laughed and tossed it away. A moment later, a line of rebels advanced on the gully firing the weapons they had just captured. It was over in a few minutes.

* * *

The Turk awoke on the floor of the concrete building that sat about 50 yards from the mansion. His head was sore and his vision was blurred. His hands were tied behind him and his feet were tied together. Next to him was a small, naked, blond woman. She was also tied hand and foot. She was awake.

“Monsieur,” she said to him, “are you all right?”

“I don’t know,” the Turk answered.

Justine had been dumped in the concrete hut by the soldiers who Jeremiah had ordered to take her from the Discipline Room. They wanted first crack at her so, rather than taking her to the barracks, they brought her here. Her arms were tied behind her back and her ankles were crossed and bound. She was desperate to escape, even if it meant her death. Her eyes scoured the room for something to cut her bonds with. In a moment of inspiration, she had crawled into the shower and had managed to lift the drain cover out. She had been trying to cut through the leather thongs around her wrists with it when different soldiers dragged the Turk in. She hadn’t had much luck.

The Turk shook his head and everything became a little more steady and clear. He looked at the bound girl beside him. “She must be one of Stoner’s white slaves,” he thought. He spoke to her.

“Where is Cheryl,” he asked.

Justine’s eyes lit up. “You must be Turk!” she exclaimed, amazed.

“How do you know who I am?” the Turk asked her, incredulous.

“Cheryl said you would come. We didn’t believe her. But here you are!”

A surge of hope ran through the Turk. All of these months he had hoped that he had not mistaken the exchange of passion between him and Cheryl those few moments in her apartment. And now he heard that she was expecting him. He had feared that his obsession with Cheryl was just an illusion, that nothing had passed between them that night. But he had not been wrong. She had felt it too.

“Yes,” he replied to the blond girl. “Here I am. Not much good where I’m sitting now though.”

“But I have something,” Justine said. “It has an edge. We can use it to cut through the leather!”

“Turn around,” Turk ordered. Justine turned her back to him and showed him the steel plate. He looked at it. “This could work,” he thought. Since his hands were stronger, he told Justine to give the plate to him. They would get back to back and he would saw through one of the strands of leather that encircled her wrists. When their backs were touching, he felt the bindings around her wrists until he could lift one and insert a finger. With his other hand, he began to saw through it.

* * *

Denise had spent almost all of her hour of agony when Jeremiah returned to the Discipline Room. He would leave the fate of the Turk to Stoner. Stoner would probably want to make the sisters watch while he skinned him alive or something like that. It would be good to see a white man die.

Jeremiah peered inside the little eye holes to let Denise know that he was there. Her muffled cries and pleas echoed inside her torture chamber. He looked at his watch. There was three minutes to go. He could wait.

The impaled girl was almost beyond her wits. The pain had been excruciating. The shocks would not stop. Her muscles were strained from the contractions of her body from the more intense ones. Even the little ones were now agonizing as she braced herself for the strong one that was sure to follow. When she saw Jeremiah through the little window, she tried to beg and plead with him to release her. She would tell him anything, do anything. She had never imagined that it was possible to feel so desperate, so powerless.

When the full hour was up, Jeremiah turned off the electric box. He opened the cover and released Denise from her bindings. The girl was shaking from her ordeal. She looked at Jeremiah fearfully, praying that he would not torture her any more. She hoped and prayed that she could satisfy his questions. Jeremiah helped her rise off of the probes that had filled her. When she was fully out of the apparatus, she fell to the floor and, kneeling over, tried to kiss his feet. Of course she was still gagged, but it made no difference to her. She wanted to express her supplication to Jeremiah in the clearest, plainest way.

The overseer laughed. He reached down and released the gag from behind her head. When the gag was out, she resumed her worship of his feet, licking and kissing his toes and instep. “Get up on your knees, white bitch!” Jeremiah ordered. He had no sympathy for these stupid women.

“Please don’t hurt me any more, please, oh please!” Denise begged. Tears were running down her face. Then she remembered Jeremiah’s final words to her before he locked her in the devilish device. “Oh please, master, please let me suck your cock, please, I beg you,” she cried out abjectly.

Jeremiah just stood and looked at her. It was ironic that the stupid white man named Lenny had already told him everything. But this one needed to be broken anyway. Now she was. Everything usually worked out for the best.

Denise was now nuzzling his crotch, hoping to get her lips on his manhood. He grabbed her by the hair and pulled her head away. He was wearing his usual white caftan, and needed to draw it off of himself before she could do him service.

When he stood naked before her, Denise seized his cock with her lips. Jeremiah’s cock was hard with anticipation and she was able to slide her lips down the thick shaft. Her tongue worked frantically to pleasure Jeremiah’s stiff instrument. She began to bob her head back and forth rapidly in her desperate desire to bring him pleasure. But Jeremiah was having none of that. He grabbed her hair and stilled her head.

“Just keep your mouth open, white slut, I will do the work,” he said to her contemptuously. He began to slowly work Denise’s head back and forth over his cock. He pushed it down against his loins, feeding his thick piece into her throat. He then withdrew it slowly, until only the tip was between her lips.

Denise soon got the rhythm that the slave master desired. She let her tongue float over the iron rod that pierced her throat and pursed her lips around the shaft when the powerful black man drew it out again. At this moment, having Jeremiah’s cock in her mouth and pleasuring him was the greatest thing in the world, the object of her heart’s desire. She was grateful that she was permitted to show him her complete surrender. She joyfully felt the thick rod pass the entrance to her esophagus and fill it to bursting. Fire was building in her loins as she let her passion run wild. She imagined the thick meat pummeling her pussy. She wanted this terrifying black man to fill all her holes at once, to possess her absolutely.

Jeremiah slowly let his lust build. Now that his doubts had been cleared away by the capture of the Turk, this slut was proving her worth. He would be sure to express his gratitude to the foolish white man for arranging to have her sent to Katango.

Jeremiah felt his surge of lust coming on. He pushed Denise’s head fully against his stomach. Her throat bulged as his manhood filled it. His cock began to throb and then he felt the shock of his orgasm go through him. He pumped his seed down the white slut’s throat, rolling his eyes back in ecstasy. Denise was struggling for air as he jetted his last spasm of fluid into her belly. He pulled himself from her mouth and let her slump on the ground before him. Maybe tomorrow they would have the wedding and the day after he would bring her back here for more agony and pleasure. Next time he wanted to hear her scream with pain.

* * *

The Turk had just cut through the leather around Justine’s wrists when they heard heavy boots walking up the concrete path outside. They both quickly put their backs against the wall, Justine keeping her arms behind her. Two soldiers dragged a dark haired white woman into the room with them. She was limp in their arms.

Lenny walked in behind the soldiers. “Hiya, Turk,” he said. “Look who dropped in. Your old friend Nora.”

The Turk guessed that Lenny had sent Nora the landing signal. When she landed, she had been seized. It looked like she had been worked over.

Lenny had the soldiers drop Nora on the table that dominated the room, the same table on which both Cheryl and Denise had been freed from their black boxes. The men quickly began to strip the semi-conscious girl, ripping and tearing her clothes from her. The soldiers smiled and laughed as her pale white breasts were revealed and her dark thatched cunt. Nora was stirring awake now and, at Lenny’s urgings, she was stood up next to the table and her wrists affixed to rings at the corners. Her legs were then spread and tied to the legs of the table. The soldiers laughed, pinching her tits and slapping her behind. Then, there was gunfire in the distance. The soldiers’ heads snapped to alertness and they ran from the room. That left the snarling, traitorous Lenny.

“You know that I will kill you Lenny,” the Turk told him calmly.

“Oh, I doubt it Turk, my boy. You see, as soon as this Stoner guy gets back, he’s gonna arrange a little party for you.”

“No, Lenny. I’ll be holding the party, don’t you worry,” the Turk responded calmly.

“You don’t look like you’re calling the shots now Turk,” Lenny retorted. “Before they send you off, I’m going to ask them to let me fuck your little girl friends right in front of you.”

Lenny turned to the stirring Nora. “And now I’m going to fuck this dyke in the ass,” he said menacingly. “She’ll be serving the troops in the barracks before nightfall and I want to get my piece of her now before she’s all sloppy.”

Lenny opened his pants and let them fall to the floor. His cock was rampant with lust. He slapped Nora on the buttocks.

“Hey, Nora,” he taunted her, “when’s the last time you were fucked in the ass?”

The black haired naked woman was alert now. She pulled at her bindings frustratingly. “Fuck you, Lenny!” she yelled.

“No, Nora,” he returned, “fuck you!”

Lenny spit on his dick and began to press it into the puckered entrance to Nora’s bowels. She squirmed and twisted, but could not free herself to fight him off. She grunted with pain as his cock split the ring of flesh. She gripped her hands tightly and gritted her teeth, not wanting to show Lenny any sign of weakness.

It was good that she was taking up all of Lenny’s attention, because Justine was busily trying to undo the Turk’s hands. Lenny moaned with pleasure as he finally sank to the hilt into Nora’s recesses. He closed his eyes and started pumping wildly into her. Nora groaned and struggled to no avail.

Justine finally was able to loosen the thongs around the Turk’s wrists. He freed his hands and frantically attempted to free his legs. Just as he reached down, Lenny looked over. His eyes widened with shock to see the Turk’s hands free. He pulled his cock from Nora and stepped back. The Turk, seeing his only chance, pushed himself to his feet and leaped at Lenny. Lenny tried to jump back, but tripped on his pants, which were still around his ankles.

Turk landed atop Lenny. Lenny screamed for help. Turk grabbed him around the throat, cutting off his cry. He butted him in the face with his forehead. Lenny groaned and went limp. As Turk was pressing the life out of him with his bare hands, Lenny’s legs began to shiver and dance. They kicked wildly twice and then lay still. A moment later, Lenny’s throat rattled and he died.

* * *

Stoner and a few of his men had barely made it back to the helicopter. All hell had broken loose just when he thought that he had a small band of rebels trapped. Two dozen rebels had died gallantly, serving as bait to draw Stoner in. Then two hundred attacked. Stoner had no wish to die for his little piece of Africa. It was time to call it quits. He had maybe a hundred million dollars in Swiss accounts, money that he had siphoned off every aid project that had come to Katango, plus the profits from his various enterprises. He could live off of that. He would find a small island country he could buy into. Somewhere that would allow him to continue his nefarious hobbies.

Stoner had been about twenty yards from the helicopter when his advance troops had been overrun. He dashed for the copter and jumped aboard along with four or five of his more astute men. He ordered the pilot to take off. He could see the frantic faces of his abandoned troops looking skywards as the helicopter rose and removed itself from the zone of danger.

He had not been able to contact Kurim for about twenty minutes and now he knew why. While in flight he tried to reach several of the other outposts by radio. No luck. His empire was going to Hell in a hand basket.

When the copter landed back at the mansion, he ordered the pilot to gas up. It wouldn’t do to run out of fuel in the middle of his escape. The copter was his ticket out. He hopped off and dashed inside. He needed the Swiss passbooks, the bearer bonds and some cash.

Jeremiah had brought Denise back up to Stoner’s bedroom and tied her to the post opposite Cheryl’s. He taunted the sisters with the discovery of the Turk’s plot. Being gagged, they didn’t have much to say about it, but their forlorn faces told the tale.

He was surprised when Stoner burst into the bedroom. He had obeyed his lord’s request and brought the valise containing the financial documents that Stoner needed. It was the first thing that Stoner asked for.

“Where’s the fucking briefcase?” he snarled.

“Here, Master Stoner,” Jeremiah answered, pointing to the valise in the corner of the room. Jeremiah was perplexed. Surely the master had beaten the rebels back. Or had he?

Stoner saw the look of wonder on Jeremiah’s face. “It’s all over,” he yelled at him. “Get me a can of kerosene and get whatever you need. The helicopter is taking off in ten minutes.”

Jeremiah understood at once. If he were caught by the rebels, they would roast him on a fire. He took off for his chambers. He had a suitcase too.

* * *

Right at that moment, the Turk would have given his right arm for a weapon. He could hear sustained small arms fire not more than a half mile away. He needed to get to the mansion, but he could see desperate soldiers fleeing every which way, shooting randomly. And he had two naked women to think of.

Nora and Justine crouched behind the Turk as he peered out the door of the concrete hut. Nora’s ass was sore, but she was otherwise none the worse for wear. Justine was ecstatic that delivery seemed to be at hand. Turk poked his head back in.

“We’ve got about 50 yards to cross before we get to the Mansion. We’ll have to run fast. Don’t stop for anything. I don’t know what’s going on here, but it’s a very dangerous place right now.”

He turned to Justine. “Where do you think the girls are?” he asked her.

“I’m not sure,” she answered. “There’s really only two places, either upstairs in the dormitory or in Stoner’s room. That must have been him coming in on the helicopter. I think I saw him running into the house.”

“Right. Let’s hope he runs back out of the house again quick. He’s undoubtedly armed and I’m not.”

Turk took one last look around. There seemed to be a lull in the excitement. “Okay, run!” he said.

* * *

Jeremiah had grabbed a bottle of kerosene from the kitchen. He was also carrying his suitcase full of gold and cash. It was all of the money he had saved from whoring out Stoner’s wives over the years. He knew that someday it would prove providential. All he needed now was a ride out of here. He needed a place on the helicopter. He had an idea why Stoner wanted the kerosene.

Stoner had quickly disrobed and changed into civilian clothes. He reaffixed the .45 to his belt. There were some mementos and keepsakes he wanted to save, and he was shoving them into a small gym bag when he saw Jeremiah come in with the kerosene and a suitcase. He turned to the women standing bound to the four posters of his bed.

“Well, ladies,” he said. “I guess this is goodbye. It’s been a real pleasure fucking you.” He grabbed Denise’s breast and twisted it. Denise moaned in pain. “Sorry we didn’t really get to know each other,” he said to her caustically. “I bet you’re a great whore.”

He grabbed the bottle of kerosene from his factotum.

“And I have a little surprise for all of you,” he said to the women. He started pouring the combustible liquid over the mattress and sheets. “You’re all going up in flames,” he said almost gleefully. “Consider it a parting gift.” Stoner’s eyes were wide with a furious madness. “Everything must burn,” he said. He poured kerosene around the feet of all the women. They were moaning and crying, frantically pulling at their bonds. To be burned alive! It was the ultimate torture.

When Stoner had finished emptying the kerosene bottle, he turned to Jeremiah. He had seen the suitcase Jeremiah had brought with him and he had a good idea of what was in it.

“Got your treasure with you, Jeremiah?” he asked.

Jeremiah nodded. “Yes, Master Stoner. But we must leave. The rebels….”

“Yes the rebels,” Stoner replied. “But first you and I must settle a little business.” He pulled his .45 from his holster.

“How much do you think you earned from whoring out my wives, Jeremiah?” he asked.

Jeremiah was shocked. He had no idea that Stoner knew. His palms began to sweat. “I don’t know Master Stoner,” he said nervously.

“Well, since it was my wives all those men were fucking, don’t you think that that money really belongs to me?”

Jeremiah looked at Stoner with hatred. This man was going to steal his life savings. He opened his mouth to curse the white devil.

He never got a chance to say a word. Stoner fired the .45 right into his chest. It blew him back about ten feet and he crashed to the floor. Stoner smiled. “That fucking black bastard,” he thought. No one stole from him!

He turned to the doomed women. He only wished that he could stay and watch them burn. He put the pistol back in its holster, smiled, and took a book of matches from his pocket. He pulled out a match. The smell of kerosene permeated he room. He stepped back a few feet from the bed.

Just then, the door came crashing open. The Turk stood in the doorway. His chest was heaving from running. He took a quick look around the room. He smelled the kerosene. He saw Stoner standing, poised. He attacked.

Stoner reached for his .45 once he had gotten over the shock of seeing the doors to his bedroom flung open. He just got it clear of the holster when the Turk came crashing into him. It stumbled from his hand. The two giant men wrestled on the floor. Each knew that he was fighting for his life. Stoner’s big fist struck the Turk on the side of the head and he saw stars. Stoner took advantage of the Turk’s momentary distraction to push him off of his body and crawl towards the gun. The Turk recovered quickly and he grabbed Stoner’s foot and dragged him away from it.

Stoner turned his body and struck out with his other foot. He caught Turk in the groin and the man went down. Stoner tried to rise, but Turk was back on top of him. The men traded blows as they rolled about the room. Nora and Justine looked on stunned. Nora tried to make a break for the gun, but Stoner, having risen and seeing this, crashed his fist into her head, knocking her senseless. The desperate struggles of the behemoths had knocked debris all around the room. The racks of whips fell from the wall and spilled across the floor. Stoner grabbed a small stone statuette from the credenza and smashed it into the Turk’s head.

The Turk fell, stunned. Seeing his foe on the floor Stoner calmly walked over to the .45 and picked it up. He pointed it at the Turk. “I don’t know who the hell you are, but I’m going to put out your lights.”

Just as he was about to shoot, a lash struck out at his hand. The gun flew to the floor as Stoner screamed out in pain. It was Nora. She had seen the bullwhip on the floor and had seized it just in time to place its biting tip on Stoner’s hand. But Stoner rapidly recovered. Before Nora had time to wield the whip again in the close confines of the bedroom, he rolled to the floor and scooped the weapon back up. He pointed it at Nora. “Lots of new people here today,” he said menacingly.

The Turk had recovered from the blow to his head and had struggled to his feet. He saw Stoner with the pistol aimed at Nora. Out of the corner of his eye, he saw the crossed African spears that Stoner had mounted on the wall as decorations. He grabbed one and let out a mighty roar, rushing Stoner like a madman. Stoner turned to meet the challenge, swinging the .45 into play. He was too late. The Turk pierced the evil man right through the chest. The force of his blow sent Stoner reeling back and the spear pinned him against the wall. His body convulsed twice and he was gone.

Just then a commotion was heard in the hall. Shots were fired. Four gunmen, wielding automatic weapons and dressed in native garb came rushing into the room. They saw the mighty figure of the Turk, bloodied and battered staring back at them. Turk put his hands up. The nervous men approached him, their finger’s poised on the triggers of their weapons. The Turk’s eyes rolled back and he collapsed onto the floor.

PART FIFTEEN

A NEW DEAL

When The Turk awoke, he was lying in a large four poster bed. His head ached. Two black men, dressed in colorful, flowing shirts and khaki shorts, sat across from him, balancing automatic rifles on their laps. One of them saw that the Turk was awake. He nudged the other and then got up and left the room. The Turk’s head felt like he had been clobbered with a brick, which, of course it had. There was a large bump on the side. Turk touched it delicately as he tried to piece together where he was and what he was doing here. Slowly, it came back to him. The women had been strung up like sacrifices to an angry god. He had fought with a man, probably Stoner, himself. The natives had rushed in and all went black. “Cheryl!” he thought. What had happened to Cheryl? And Nora! He tried to sit up, but a wave of nausea swept over him. The man at the foot of the bed clicked the safety off of the rifle. After about a minute, the door opened and a tall, black man of regal bearing, wearing jungle fatigues and sporting a pistol on his belt appeared.

He face was narrow and he had refined features, a straight, long nose, thin lips and dark, brooding eyes. He spoke to the Turk in crisp, sophisticated tones, in English.

“I see that you have rejoined us, Mr. Temizan. It was nip and tuck. We thought that we were going to lose you.” Nora had obviously been made to talk.

“Where am I?” the Turk asked.

“You are in a guest bedroom of the Stoner Mansion,” the elegant soldier replied. “You’ve been out for three days.”

“The women, Cheryl…”

“All of the women are fine,” the soldier interrupted. “They’re down the hall in what you might call ‘protective custody’.”

The Turk made an effort to rise from the bed. The rebel at the foot of the bed stood up, his rifle aimed at the Turk’s head. He was scolded by the tall man in Kengali. He made a short bow to the tall man and left the room. The Turk, sensing that the effort of rising was too much for him, lay back.

“Now we won’t be disturbed Mr. Temizan. We need to talk. Please relax. No one is going to hurt you or the women. In fact quite the opposite is true.”

“Who are you?” the Turk asked.

“My name is Upenyu Matunde. I am the leader of the Katangonese Liberation Army in this province. Some call me General Matunde.”

“What are you going to do with me, the women? What do you want?” the Turk asked.

“Well, Mr. Temizan, you see, it is my job to help recover the millions of dollars that Mr. Stoner, may his soul burn in Hell, stole from my country. Unfortunately, the bulk of his money, several hundred million dollars, is tied up in various bank accounts from Switzerland to the Cayman Islands.”

“So?”

“Well, contrary to popular belief, these banks will not release the money except to the lawful owners.”

The Turk closed his eyes. The effort of talking and listening to this well spoken, African general was making him dizzy.

“Are you all right, Mr. Temizan?”

“Yes, I’m all right,” replied the Turk. “Cut to the chase, please.”

“Yes,” the tall man answered. “The chase. Well here it is. The legal owners of the bank accounts are Stoner’s widows, the women Cheryl, Justine and Mary. They are millionaires many times over. I have been, let us say, negotiating with them and they have agreed to cooperate. It was your Cheryl who was the hardest bargainer. It seems that she and the others are willing to return a large portion of the money in exchange for one thing.”

“And what is that?” Turk asked.

“You.”

“Me?”

“Yes, you. You see under our laws women can only hold property through men. The Uzoma government has been overthrown; his throat was slit by a recently acquired female slave. However, our tribal laws still govern. Under Western law, only the heirs of Mr. Stoner can gain access to the accounts. Under our law, only a male can own property. Therefore, our new government will not certify the women as the owners of the property until they can claim through a male.”

“And that male is me?” Turk asked incredulously.

“Ahhh, Mr. Temizan, you have guessed it. Miss Cheryl and the others have insisted on marrying you.”

“Marrying me?”

“Yes, Mr. Temizan. As soon as you are capable, you are to be married.” The tall African started to laugh. “It seems that you will have three new wives. Congratulations, Mr. Temizan!”

The Turk was speechless. He tried to rise again.

“Now, Mr. Temizan, please, do not try to get up. If something were to happen to you, you would ruin all of our best laid plans. You see, the deal is this. My government does not want to alienate Western investors by appropriating the former Mr. Stoner’s holdings. You and the women will remain the titular owner of his vast properties. But, you will remain here in Katango. The property will be administered for the benefit of the

Katangonese people. But you may live here in relative luxury, guided by my administrative authority. The alternative is, well, many people disappear during a revolution. And there is no official record of any of you ever entering the country.”

Turk looked at the sophisticated soldier. “I want to see Cheryl. I want to see the women.”

“Yes, yes, Mr. Temizan. They will be allowed to see you shortly. But first I must have your consent.”

“I want whatever Cheryl wants,” the Turk replied.

“Then it is settled.” Matunde proffered the Turk his hand. Turk shook it.

Matunde opened the door and barked out a command. A minute later, there was a commotion at the door. Five excited white women streamed into the room.

Cheryl was in the lead. She knelt by the bed and took hold of the Turk’s hand, kissing it. “Are you really all right? Oh, God, please. Tell me that you’re okay?”

The Turk pressed her hand firmly. Tears came to his eyes. “Oh, Cheryl,” he said, his voice cracking. “How can you ever forgive me?”

The other women crowded around. They were all dressed in colorful African kandas. Tears flowed from their eyes. Hands reached out and touched the prone man. Cheryl lifted her head.  “I forgive you, Tarðk,” she said, using his real name for the first

time. “I knew that you’d come. I’m so happy.” Cheryl laid her head down on the bed and sobbed. Turk rubbed his hand in her hair.

“I love you, Cheryl,” he said. He looked up at the other women. He saw Denise sitting on the bed next to him. He started to speak to her, his voice choking, “I…I…”

Denise placed her hand over his lips. Tears were running down her face. She leaned over and kissed him.

Even Nora, tough old Nora, was in tears. Her arm was around Denise. “Oh, Turk,” she said. “I’m so glad that you’re alive.”

Justine poked her head in, smiling. “Will you do it? Will you marry us?”

“But how can you want to marry me?” the Turk asked. “After what I’ve done?”

“But you freed us, you saved our lives,” Justine replied. “You risked everything to save Cheryl. I can’t go home, not after what I’ve been through. I could never live my old life again. I want to stay here with you.”

Mary had been standing next to the bed and watching. Justine took her hand and pulled her to the bed. “This is Mary,” she told the Turk. “She wants to marry you too.”

Mary smiled at the dark haired, tear-filled man. “We all want it,” she said.

Cheryl raised her head from the bed. “We‘ll be good wives to you, Tarðk. Please say yes!”

Turk looked deeply into Cheryl’s eyes. He still held her hand in his. His eyes brimming with tears, he nodded his head.

It took about a week for the Turk to recover enough so that he could get out of bed and walk on his own. The women waited on him hand and foot. He was getting to know his future wives more intimately. All of the women refused to have sex with him until the wedding, but that did not stop them from teasing his cock to hardness under the covers or promising lewd delights.

On the evening before the wedding, Turk sat on the veranda with Matunde. The sun had set about two hours ago. A bevy of giggling native women, some of Stoner’s former slaves, kept running in and out of the house. There seemed to be a celebration going on in the native quarters that lay nestled along the banks of the Kenga River. Deep, melodious male voices could be heard, chanting and singing, followed by an unmistakably female chorus.  Matunde took a sip of his drink. “They’re singing about you, you know,” he said to

the Turk.

Turk took in the dancing lights of the fires. “About me?” he asked.

“Yes,” Matunde answered. “It seems that the native woman, Dalila, the one who was tied to Stoner’s bed when you killed him, has told the tale of how you defeated the evil Stoner in personal combat. You slew him with a spear, an African symbol of manhood and virility. The people are singing of the great ‘Stone Slayer’, a mighty warrior.”

Turk laughed. He liked the affable native general. He had learned that Matunde had attended college in the States, UCLA. He had returned to help free his people. He made an excellent martini.

“The chiefs will be sending you their prettiest wives and daughters to sleep with. They will want to strengthen the blood in their lines.”

“You’re kidding,” Turk said.

“No, it’s an old African tradition. Your seed will be a valuable commodity.”

Nora came out onto the veranda. She smiled and placed her hand on Turk’s shoulder. “I hope that you’re ready for tomorrow, Turk,” she said.

“I don’t know when I’ve seen a more randy bunch of women.”

“Well, he is the ‘Mighty Warrior’,” Matunde said, jokingly.

“I thought that you and the other women have been fucking up a storm for the last couple of weeks?” Turk shot back. “I’ve been pulling my pud every night just thinking about it.”

“We have been getting to know each other,” Nora said, laughing. “But there’s nothing like a good stiff cock connected to the right kind of man.”

“I guess I’ll have to try and be that man,” the Turk answered her. “It’ll be a big shift for me.”

“You’ve always been that kind of man, Turk,” Nora said. “There was just something broken in you. In me too. But you’ve fixed it. Now we can all lead real lives.”

“But what about the past?” the Turk asked. “How do I make up for what I’ve done, all the misery I’ve caused?”

Matunde answered him. “You have a chance to do a lot of good here, Mr. Temizan. The people respect you. You will help me to manage the vast Stoner properties. It will be my job to make sure that the central government does not impose its rule on this province to the detriment of the people’s rights. I intend to keep my little army in the field. You will have to implement the program of redistribution of wealth here and make provision for education, health care, social stability and justice that these people deserve. That will make you a better man.”

“I hope that you’re right,” the Turk answered.

The following morning, Turk, bedecked in a knee length agbada, a flowing cotton robe with large, loose sleeves, awaited his brides. The garment was ivory white, with a large golden sun embroidered on its front. He wore white cotton slippers and a round, brimless, white hat with a golden stripe around its top. His trousers were baggy, and designed to match the robe and hat.

“You look like an African chief,” Matunde told him as they waited on the veranda for the women to arrive.

“I feel like I’m at a costume party,” Turk replied.

Villagers had turned out from miles around. The cotton workers had organized their native bands and were playing drums and flutes in a seeming myriad of competitions. Matunde was dressed in his finest jungle fatigues, pressed and starched. All of the white overseers had been butchered mercilessly in the days following the revolution, but the new, native foremen, elected by their coworkers, stood in a wide semi-circle dressed in colorful dashikis. The native women who had been serving as the slaves to Stoner’s soldiers were lined up and singing songs with celebratory beats. Turk thought that he caught the song from last night that he had heard, the one about the ‘Stone Slayer’.

The Imam was present, noticeably chastened by the presence of Matunde’s martial guard. His kraal had been looted by the native soldiers, but his life was spared by Matunde at the last minute. A young, black, female head peered out from around the door and laughed. She said something in Kengali to Matunde. He nodded and signaled a small phalanx of riflemen to his left. The beginning of the ceremony was announced by the firing of a volley into the air. A roar went up from the crowd and they closed in on the broad, raised veranda. Matunde waived his arms until they were silent.

When the crowd’s noise was reduced to a mere rumble, Matunde signaled the girl. The door was flung open and the bridal procession appeared. It was led by Dalila, draped in a red and gold kanga, a long, matching scarf in her hair. Her white teeth shined brightly in her smiling face. She carried a large bough of flowers. Behind her were three more native girls, similarly attired. Then the three brides emerged. The women were draped in sparkling white robes, their faces were covered, and only their bright, happy eyes appeared. The robes were  pulled tight around them and their graceful hips and slender torsos were well displayed. All the women wore white slippers similar to Turk’s. Cheryl was in the middle. She stepped up first and bowed low to the Turk. Mary and Justine followed suit. The Imam raised his hand for silence and attention.

He spoke loudly in Kengali. Matunde responded. He was giving away the brides. When the Imam spoke again, Matunde nudged the Turk who uttered the only word of Kengali he had been taught, roughly translated as “I do”. The Imam made a pronouncement and the crowd gave a large cheer. The cacophony of music and singing began anew. Turk stepped up to his new wives and, starting with Cheryl, kissed them one by one.

Not long after began what turned into a three day orgy. The first night belonged to the wives. Stoner’s bedroom had been redecorated and the walls were covered with flowers and painted with large, colorful phallic and other fertility designs. When the new family entered the room, the women were dragging Turk along with them, laughing and teasing him. When they entered the bedroom, they asked Turk to stand in the center of the room. As one, the women disrobed and knelt before him, their hands behind their backs, their heads lowered. Cheryl looked up at the Turk and spoke for them.

“Before we consummate this marriage, Tarðk, my sisters have asked me to speak to you about our feelings towards you. We are now your wives under Katangonese law. This means that we are your property, to deal with as you wish. Our bodies and our wills belong to you. You should know that all of us have entered into this marriage with full knowledge of what this means.”

Cheryl paused, a tear running down her face. “We are yours now. We offer ourselves to you completely.”

Turk was visibly moved by Cheryl’s proffer. He reached out his hand and caressed Cheryl’s face. He looked her into her eyes.

“There was never a man who deserved such love less,” he said. “I pledge to you that I will do all that I can to preserve your love and protect you from all harm. I love you, all of you. Please, come and kiss me.”

The women rose as one and kissed their new husband. Then, with expressions of merriment and glee, they pulled Turk over and onto the bed.

They had him stripped quickly and began to devour his flesh. After several weeks of abstinence, the Turk’s loins burned with desire. He felt a hand on his cock and lips on his stomach and chest. Cheryl appeared above him and merged her lips with his. All of the lust and passion that had built in him for this woman charged through him. The kiss seemed the culmination of his heart’s desire. He felt a mouth engulf his rigid pole.

Cheryl broke the kiss and placed her hand on Turk’s face, caressing it lightly. “I want to watch your face while you come,” she said. “And then I want you to make love to me, long and hard.”

Turk could not find any words to respond as Justine’s tongue and lips drew a long, low moan from his lips. Mary was kissing his nipples, her long, auburn hair flowing across his chest. His hand caressed her naked back, running down her graceful torso to her hips. His other hand circled Cheryl’s shoulders as he drew her close to him. When he came, his eyes clouded over and a loud groan came from his throat. Spurt after spurt of creamy fluid pumped into Justine’s hungry mouth. Each throb of his prick sent a wave of pleasure through him.

When his ejaculations had ceased, Justine released his cock from her mouth and crawled up his body. She laid her body on his and placed her lips on his mouth. She kissed him deeply. When she came up for air, she was crying. “Thank you, Tarðk Tamizan, my husband,” she said. “Now it’s my turn,” Cheryl said. Justine slid off of the Turk’s body and the three women pulled him up. Cheryl maneuvered herself under him. He knelt between her knees. Her hands grabbed his turgid meat and began to caress it. The Turk sighed with pleasure as he felt the delicate touch of her fingers. Soon he was erect again and he lowered himself onto Cheryl’s expectant body. She directed his hard cock to her soft folds. Her lower lips were engorged and distended in anticipation of his penetration.

When he entered her, Cheryl moaned.

It was all that the Turk had dreamt about. His mouth found hers and he began to gently rock his hips, relishing every moment of sensation, as his manhood was caressed by Cheryl’s inner flesh. Mary and Justine lay on either side of the feverish pair, pressing their bodies against them. Their hands extended over Turk’s back and joined. As the Turk seemingly probed deeper and deeper inside her, Cheryl’s lust rose higher and higher. Her hands circled the Turk’s neck as she pulled his lips firmly onto hers. Their tongues wrestled madly together.

Cheryl held herself back from completion as long as she could. She was waiting for the Turk’s eruption before she would permit her passion to overwhelm her. Finally, she could hold off no more. Wave after wave of ecstasy flowed through her as her pussy throbbed and contracted around the Turk’s thick, stiff manhood.

Cheryl’s orgasm triggered Turk’s moment of crisis. “Ohhhhh,” he groaned, as his cock released his sperm deep within her womb. Cheryl felt the throbbing cock inside her as her pleasurable contractions continued unabated. She gripped Turk fiercely as she thrust her hips against his. She was laughing and crying at the same time. Turk’s discharge inside her seemed to cleanse her, to wash away the traces of the spunk that had been pumped inside her by cruel and callous men for the last seven months. She felt renewed, born again. As the pulses in her hot sheath subsided, she kissed the Turk once more and thanked him, as Justine had, her voice soft, her eyes brimming with tears. Thank you, Tarðk Tamizan, my husband,” she said.

The lovers lay listlessly in each other’s arms. They were sandwiched by Cheryl’s sisters and co-wives. After a few moments of blissful rest, Mary spoke up. “Hey,” she said. “It’s my turn.”

All through the night, the quartet of lovers joined together and broke apart again. Turk watched, while his reserves of passion were recharging, as his wives kissed and caressed each other. He ploughed the orifices proffered to him, rejoicing in their warmth. He used his hot tongue to caress breasts and cunts to the excruciating delight of their owners.

When morning came, the four were sleeping, still intertwined, the sheets long ago discarded. As the sun was breaching the eastern mountaintop, the door to the bedroom creaked open. Three naked women, carrying trays filled with coffee and piled over with colorful fruit, crept into the room. They placed the trays on the floor and joined the lovers on the bed. It was Cheryl who stirred first. As she lazily raised her head, she saw Denise’s expectant face above hers. Nora had crept into the bed on the other side along with the beautiful black girl, Dalila. Cheryl smiled at her sister. “Welcome,” she said.

Denise, a tear in her eye lowered her lips to Cheryl’s. Cheryl’s lips parted and accepted Denise’s tongue. They embraced each other firmly, their breasts pressed together, their hips meeting. Denise’s moan woke the Turk. When he stirred, Justine and Mary awoke. Mary put her arms around Dalila and hugged her. Justine reached for Nora’s hand. Cheryl and Denise broke their kiss. The Turk placed his hand on Denise’s head and caressed it slowly. His eyes were soft, his expression sad.

“How can I please you, Denise? What can I do so that you will forgive me?”

A gleam sparkled in Denise’s eye. She reached for the Turk’s rising cock. She looked into his eyes and smiled. “This mouth is made for fucking,” she said. She lowered her head and engulfed the Turk’s thick, hot manhood with her lips.
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