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SLAVERY!


CHAPTER
ONE

 


Elizabeth
Berisford woke slowly. She was stiff in every limb. Her breasts,
back and buttocks were aching abominably. So disorientated was she
that it took a moment or two to recollect the gang abuse and severe
beating she had suffered so recently.

She could hear
the buzz of agitated female voices about her. It was hot. Damned
hot! The very air that she was breathing seemed heated and she
experienced the uncomfortable, sultry wetness of humidity.
Cautiously she raised herself and looked around, pulling the skimpy
nylon wrap closer to her body. She and the other women were in what
appeared to be a large oblong box, which was lined with some sort
of vinyl padding. There were no obvious doors or windows but
Elizabeth noticed small holes in the roof that served to let in
sufficient air and some small degree of light. Nor was the general
smell enticing, being composed of stale air, unwashed bodies, hot
vinyl and a mix of disintegrating perfumes. It was clear from their
uncertain movements and jaded expressions that most of the other
women were as disorientated as Elizabeth herself.

Shoes and
handbags were strewn around the floor of the box. Some of these
were being retrieved by their owners but most of the women stood
around or sat on the floor looking dazed and dejected.

Memory flooded
back to her. The white overalled men accompanied by the young thugs
moving down the line of cells, entering each one in turn and
injecting the occupant with syringes. Elizabeth recalled the panic
as the women realised what was happening. There had been screams,
defiance and cries for mercy. The black girl in the white dress had
fought like a tigress when they entered her cell and her kicking
feet had left one of the men writhing on the floor. However, she
had no real chance; any more than did Elizabeth herself, who had
also put up a stiff resistance in spite of the beating and
violation she had suffered so recently.

God, it was hot
and the box stank to high heaven! She looked around the dimly lit
space again and recognised the pretty black girl standing against
the wall of the box; her once elegant white cocktail dress already
stained with perspiration. The lawyer, Sally Stone, grim faced, was
standing close by, equally sweaty, her sensible clothes rumpled and
her previously impeccable hair disordered.

With a loud
clang, one end of the box swung open, flooding it with daylight.
The contrast with the previous gloom made the women clutch at their
eyes and there were several cries of alarm.

A figure
appeared in the doorway. It was a Negro, shaven headed, ugly as sin
and clad only in red pantaloons and leather sandals. He sported a
heavy gold medallion at his throat and clutched a long, thin cane.
He swished it menacingly.

“Out,
sluts! Welcome to Khastan. Out into the fresh air. I am Baka, Head
of the Palace Guards and I have delicate nostrils. It stinks in
here like a Persian brothel. Get your shoes on or you’ll scorch
your smelly feet.”

The words were
spoken in guttural but clearly recognisable English.

The women
needed little invitation. All wanted to be out of this stifling
prison. They grabbed up their shoes and handbags, a procedure that
caused some delay and confusion, then stumbled out into the hot but
hazy sunlight. It was immediately obvious that they were no longer
in England. The landscape was stark combination of sand and shale
with a few scrubby bits of vegetation scattered around. It was a
desert scene with desert heat to match.

Elizabeth
grunted as the painful welts on her body began to sting again but
she kept moving. She felt the heat drive up through the soles of
her thin, slip on sandals.

There were
thirteen women and they looked a sorry lot. They ranged in age from
late teens to mid thirties, dressed in anything from casual jeans
and sweatshirts through dresses to a couple, including Sally, who
wore tailored suits. Hair was dishevelled; garments were creased
and rumpled, with sweat stains quickly drenching through their
clothing. None of them had make-up designed for this climate, what
they were using was fast disintegrating in the heat.

Outside the box
were some twenty blacks, dressed much the same as the first man but
without the medallion. Their canes lashed out casually at the women
nearest them, their eyes lecherously seeking out the prettier ones.
There were some pained yelps and sharp requests that the men desist
— which merely brought broad grins and harder blows.

The sun was not
much more than a golden orb in the hazy sky but it generated
considerable heat. The humidity was the worst thing; each breath
taken was like sucking in steam. The whole atmosphere was
unpleasant for women who were dressed for and acclimatised to, the
far more temperate London weather.

Elizabeth
peered at the captors. She was the most striking of the women and
made the more so by the skimpy garb she was wearing. A flimsy,
white nylon wrap and a pair of mercifully thick and sensible cotton
panties was not the most suitable apparel for the circumstances.
She thanked providence for the panties, loaned to her by Sally
Stone, which gave her a modicum of decency. She was already the
centre of interest of the leering men and she pulled the wrap
closer around her; an unfortunate move since it served to press her
nipples even more visibly against the sweat soaked material.

Elizabeth had
never been prudish and on vacation, she had often sunbathed
topless. . Then, she had always ensured that she was at the peak of
physical condition and she had had no compunction about flaunting
her perfect body on expensive and exclusive beaches. The men on
those beaches could look and lust but that was as far as it would
go. It had been she who had been in control.

However, this
was different — frightening. These men could take their will of her
as easily as those who had gang fucked her in London. The beauty,
which had previously been an asset, had become a dangerous
liability.

The watching
blacks looked horrifying. Their flat, ugly faces and thick lips
were animalistic and their pleasure in the pain that they were
already causing a few of the women was unmistakable. Their bodies
were squat but muscular and blue-black in colour. The first man,
the one who had called himself Baka, was giving the orders.

“Line
up!” he growled. “Line up you ugly bitches Let’s have a look at
you. God! What a collection of dirty cows. I can smell your asses
from here.”

Sally Stone,
the barrister, walked up to him. Elizabeth, realising the danger,
put out a hand to stop her but was brushed aside. Sally’s face was
set but purposeful. There was no doubting Sally’s guts but
Elizabeth knew that she was courting trouble. These men looked even
nastier than the thugs back in London.

“You are
going to be in the biggest trouble you have ever experienced!” the
barrister announced in a clear, confident voice which carried to
all those standing around. “Believe me, the British Government
-”

Baka backhanded
her across the face and Sally went down like a ninepin. She rolled
over in the dust, clearly dazed, lip bleeding and mouth open with
shock. Both Elizabeth and the black girl went to her assistance
under the grinning eyes of the watching Negroes.

“Bugger
them!” said the black girl quietly to Elizabeth, trying not to be
overheard. “Don’t anger them, though. We’re in a very nasty spot, I
think.”

Elizabeth had
no intention of angering them. She was still suffering a sore
bottom and sorer breasts and had no intention of inviting more
beatings.

Sally shuffled
her body upwards, clasping a hand to her bleeding lip and looking
dazed. The black girl supported her with an arm around her
shoulders.

Elizabeth
glanced around. It was a depressing landscape. She looked at the
box in which they had arrived and guessed that it was an air
transport container. Clearly, they had been brought here while
rendered unconscious from the injections they had been given in
London. It occurred to her that there was no landing strip in sight
so they must have been flown to some other point then transported
to this spot by other means.

Far away in the
distance, she could see what looked like some sort of city. It was
too far away to discern much detail but there seemed to be a wall
and there was a glint of something gold coloured, possibly a domed
building. The only other notable thing to be seen was a white Range
Rover parked some hundred and fifty yards away. It had dark windows
rendering any sight of the occupants impossible.

Sally was
rubbing her face as if to rub away the pain and there was still a
dazed expression in her eyes. Baka stirred her with his foot then
moved away, allowing Elizabeth and Sally to carry on with their
ministrations. The black girl drew a tissue from her bag and dabbed
Sally’s bleeding lip.

“Don’t
anger them,” Elizabeth hissed at Sally. “There’s no Law Court
here.” Then she looked at the black girl. “What’s your
name?”

A slight smile
appeared on the black girl’s face. “Venus,” she said. “Venus Watts.
I’m twenty three years old and a whore by trade.”

Elizabeth
raised her eyebrows, uncertain as to whether the other was joking
or not.

Baka’s
attention was called to another of the women.

“Please -
please can I - I need the Ladies room.” It was one of the younger
girls, a tall, slim blonde wearing jeans, tee shirt and trainers.
She was fairly hopping from one foot to the other. It was hardly
surprising that she was desperate since they must have been in
transit for hours. Quite a few of the other women were also looking
uncomfortable.

“All
right,” Baka grated. “Get on with it then.”

The blonde girl
walked towards the container. One of the guards moved forward and
kicked her legs from under her. She landed in a sprawled heap in
the dust.

“I said
‘get on with it’!” Baka snarled. “I didn’t say go for a
walk.”

The strained
look on several of the women’s faces changed to horror as they
realised the implications. They were expected to squat and relieve
themselves in front of the grinning blacks.

It was Venus
who took the lead. She left the slowly reviving Sally to Elizabeth,
walked a couple of paces to the left, squatted and pulled up the
hem of her dress and downed a pair of minuscule thong panties. She
urinated, apparently quite unconcernedly, making no attempt to hide
the flash of glossy black pubic hair. She fixed her eyes on those
of Baka, not challengingly or defiantly, but silently indicating
that this was a natural and necessary function that she was not
ashamed to perform in public if that was what was necessary.

Her courage did
not prevent the blacks sniggering and pointing as she relieved
herself. Driven by desperation, several of the other women followed
suit though none with the aplomb shown by Venus who having
finished, adjusted her clothes and stood, apparently unconcernedly,
awaiting further developments. It was noticeable to Elizabeth that
the younger women were less inhibited than the older ones. Several
of the latter had clearly decided to try to hold their needs in the
hope of a more dignified opportunity. Elizabeth doubted if such an
opportunity would occur and was grateful that her own bladder was
behaving itself. If she had been compelled to down her knickers
there would be little left to hide.

Baka was
walking over to the side of the container. He kicked a shallow hole
in the sand.

“Put your
handbags here,” he ordered. “And take nothing from
them.”

The women
looked at each other in concern. Many would rather have lost their
valuables than their handbags. Again, it was Venus who led the way.
She picked up Sally’s bag, walked over to the container and dropped
it and her own beaded white evening bag at Baka’s feet. The other
women slowly and reluctantly followed suit.

As Venus
returned to stand by Elizabeth, she spoke out of the corner of her
mouth. “My bloody fags are in that bag. God, I could do with one
now.”

Baka looked at
the line of women. So far, they had given little trouble. His rapid
and vicious treatment of Sally had cowed the rest but that
initiative must be maintained. This was a pleasurable and
oft-rehearsed routine to him and his guards He looked hungrily at
the tall, stunning redhead with the marvellous tits showing through
her skimpy, near transparent robe. She would have been his first
choice but apparently, she had already been roughly handled in
London. It was better to select a new subject.

The pretty
Negress was a temptation but the majority of this cuntmeat was
white so the victim had to be white. He looked at the still dazed
Sally. Not the most attractive of them but the most likely one to
emerge as a leader if not thoroughly cut down to size. He indicated
her to his guards.

“That
slag had a lot to say. Now we’ll make her talk louder
eh!”

“No!”
Elizabeth shouted. “No - please leave her - “

The blacks
shoved Venus and Elizabeth out of the way and dragged Sally towards
Baka. She shrieked with a combination of fear and rage but she was
helpless in their grasp. Both Venus and Elizabeth tried to
intervene but they had their legs kicked from under them by the
guards. As they crashed to the ground, they were rolled on their
bellies and their hands manacled behind their backs. One of the
guards sauntered up, bent and flicked the hem of Elizabeth’s short
robe up over her buttocks. Casually he yanked down the cotton
knickers, showing the red, welted bottom. He rubbed it almost
affectionately.

“Fine
ass.” he murmured then turned to his fellows, raising his voice.
“Hey, come and look at this bitch’s ass.”

Elizabeth
ground her teeth in suppressed anger. Again, as it had been back in
London, it was she who was being picked out to be publicly
humiliated. She could see the lust on the faces of the watching
men—the same expression that she had seen on the faces of her
ravagers in London.

Several blacks
had came over and were staring down at the shapely buttocks. For
the moment, all attention focussed on the redhead.

Elizabeth’s
bottom was indeed splendid; rounded, firm and creamy skinned with
the red welts from her previous thrashing lending it a heightened
degree of sensuality. She had widespread nates and an unusually
shallow, buttock cleavage. The anus tended to be convex rather than
concave e.g. it protruded slightly. Her sex lips were also fairly
protuberant and were clearly exhibited in her current posture. But
the main feature was that the skin within the buttock cleavage was
very dark, contrasting erotically with the creamy perfection of
rest of her body.

Baka intervened
to stop what would inevitably have become a gangbang.


“Concentrate on the other woman,” he growled. “Leave that
bitch alone for the moment. There’ll be plenty of time for her
later.”

Obediently the
blacks turned to Sally who, realising that something nasty was
about to happen, struggled madly.

The men pulled
off the jacket of her tailored suit and a black hand hooked into
the neck of her blouse and ripped it down the front.

“You
pigs!” she screamed. “You dirty, sadistic swine!” She glanced at
the line of women, most watching dumbly, some with mouths open in
horror, a few crying. “Help me!”

The appeal was
both piteous and hopeless. The only two women who had shown any
sign of trying to help her were in no position to intervene and the
rest were clearly overwhelmed with the awfulness of the
situation.

Elizabeth had
tears of humiliation pouring down her face as the man standing over
her stroked her bared bottom and then searched roughly between her
legs, locating then gripping the bud of her clitoris. She wriggled
as best she could but it was useless. Venus, suffering a similar
groping, accepted it stoically, lying completely still; eyes fixed
on what was happening to Sally Stone.

The women
looked at the tableaux unfolding before their eyes. Transfixed by
the horror of what was being done to Sally they hardly noticed the
simultaneous degrading of Venus and Elizabeth.

“Help
me!” Sally screamed as a leering guard ripped off her skirt. “For
God’s sake, help me!”

With her skirt
and blouse pulled off, she was clad in only a bra, self- supporting
stockings and shoes. She had given her sensible cotton knickers to
Elizabeth back in London in order to grant the redhead a modicum of
concealment. At that point Elizabeth had just been beaten and
violated and had worn only the skimpy robe as an inadequate
covering. Now Sally paid the price for that act of decency. Her
thickly haired pubis was on general show. To heighten her distress
one of her captors gripped a handful of pubic hair and ripped it
from her body. She screamed with pain. She was a pathetic sight,
far removed from the confident, even domineering, image she had
previously presented. Her bra was ripped off and she was pulled to
the ground in a cloud of dust. Her full, dangly breasts flopped
into view and she tried vainly to hide her body with her
forearms.

“Dirty
slut. No knickers.” Baka grated though his face was twisted in
amusement. “Must have been going to meet someone for a fuck. We
want you disappointed.”

“Do
something! Do something!” Sally was screaming hysterically and Baka
obliged. With a quick movement he dropped the red pantaloons. He
wore nothing underneath and his big, erect penis waved proudly in
the air. Some of his men cheered. Most of the women shrank back at
the sight.

The men had
flung Sally down on her back on the hot ground and pinioned her
arms and legs, stretching them wide. She was in a pitiable
condition. A man grabbed some of her discarded clothing and shoved
them under her buttocks, lifting them invitingly towards her
ravager. The dark-haired mound, with its thick, pouting lips, was
raised like an altar to an offering.

There was no
attempt to stimulate her to wetness. Baka leapt upon her and his
gleaming black buttocks first convulsed, then straightened in one
mighty thrust and Sally screamed as he tore into her, though
whether in agony or horror nobody could know. What was certainly
true was that Sally Stone, thirty three-year-old barrister-at-law
and erstwhile pillar of society, was being brutally violated.



 



CHAPTER
TWO

 


Seated
comfortably in the thickly upholstered back seats of the white
Range Rover, parked close enough to watch all that was going on,
Lala, Princess of Khastan and the Contessa Maria di Lothero gazed
at the unfolding drama. A pair of powerful binoculars lay on the
seat between them in case they required an even better view. The
light, lingering Dior scent of the Contessa mingled with the
heavier perfume of the Princess. Both watched raptly as Baka
brutally abused the distraught woman.

Princess Lala
was the de facto ruler of Khastan. Her husband, the once feared
Prince of Khastan, was now helpless and gaga. Many years before the
Prince had subdued this tiny state and, in partnership with the
British entrepreneur Sir James de Barrie, had made it a rich
principality. The two men had discovered that the oil of Dubai was
to some extent extracted from under the adjoining deserts of
Khastan. With the financial help, of Sir James a case had been
launched at the International Court, which had resulted in Khastan
being awarded a huge lump sum based on past extractions. In
addition, Dubai had agreed to pay regular royalty payments in the
future. Khastan had instantly become rich.

The Prince had
ruled his people intelligently but with a firm hand. The largest
part of the population consisted of Nubians, the commercial classes
were Indian and the accepted aristocracy was Arab. He had
instituted English as the State language, thus getting rid of the
previous variety of tongues. He had given effective military power
and relatively high pay to the Nubians who were fanatically loyal
to him and allowed the Indians to expand their commercial interests
by the exploitation of slavery. The Arabs remained the aristocracy
and the most prominent Arab families were given generous stipends
from the State. The poor had not gained much from the Prince’s rule
but those who had wealth or power were wholly content under his
regime.

The invaluable
help of Sir James de Barrie had been recognised by granting him
ownership of the mineral rights and marble quarries of Khastan and
a percentage of the oil royalties. Sir James had made the
previously loss making quarries hugely profitable by using slave
labour instead of paid labour. It was widely recognised that Sir
James had gained most from the regime of the Prince—other than the
Prince himself, of course.

Until a few
years earlier, the Prince had reigned supreme. Then, suddenly his
health had begun to deteriorate. The progression of his illness had
been rapid until now he became. His wife, whom he had once
ill-treated and humiliated, was now the effective ruler of
Khastan.

It was the
Princess who had developed Khastan as a special haven for sex
slavery. Lala was driven by her sexual nature. Having been badly
treated and ruthlessly subordinated in the past, she yearned to
create a place where she was utterly dominant and where she could
play out her fantasies in the company of those with similar tastes.
With the physical collapse of her husband she had the power and the
financial resources to attain her dream.

She had built
the famous ‘Pleasurepalace’ of Khastan. It was a concept which was
wholly her own creation and had quickly become a remarkable
success. The rich and the powerful from all around the world came
here to indulge their most extreme fantasies in an atmosphere of
discretion and conviviality. Lala charged huge fees to ensure that
only the cream of the cream could afford to visit. Here there were
no sexual limits. Slaves of both sexes were available for whatever
use was required.

It was either
Heaven or Hell depending upon whether one was a Guest or a
Slave.

Now she lounged
in a back seat of the white Range Rover, watching the new arrivals,
enjoying the bafflement of the women whose slavery was already fact
but whose knowledge of it was only just beginning.

The beautiful
Contessa was wearing a short sleeved, white cotton dress which was
exquisitely cut and shaped to emphasise the lovely body it covered;
though in a ladylike manner. Everything about her was clean, crisp
and stylish. In contrast the big, raw-boned Princess wore a black
jewelled Caftan, which was flattering to her increasingly bulky
figure but could hardly be called chic.

The
air-conditioning whirred and the ubiquitous Haroun, Head of the
Personal Guard of the Princess, sat in the driving seat watching
the white woman being brutally fucked by Baka. He was a big man
with be-ribboned dreadlocked hair. He was not envious of Baka; his
personal preferences ran to the black girl and the redhead. For his
taste the woman being fucked was too plump, too old and her slack
tits flopped about too much.

“Why do
you bring them so far? The airstrip is adjacent to the Palace,” the
beautifully modulated, attractively accented, voice of the Contessa
showed puzzlement.

“Because
they must learn immediately that they are slaves. We drive the
container out here and they must walk three miles to the Palace.
They arrive exhausted, sweaty and frightened. It is the correct
sort of initiation for them.”

“And the
woman being abused?” The Contessa was unable to keep her eyes away
from the scene. Baka was pumping away with what seemed like
inexhaustible energy and the woman was still screaming and trying
to free her pinioned limbs. To the immaculate Contessa she looked
like an impaled fish.

“Merely
an example. They must understand their position from the first.
Baka has picked her because she is probably something of a trouble
maker.” The Princess strained her eyes, trying to discern the
features of the victim though it was difficult given her erratic
movements. “He is very experienced in these things.”

Her hand
strayed towards the binoculars but she decided that it was not
really important and desisted.

“Ah.” the
Contessa watched as Baka began to slap the Sally’s face. He hit her
with the flat of his hand, backwards and forwards, several times,
never stopped his pumping rhythm, the big penis sliding in and out
of the now well lubricated, thick lipped labia. “He is very
brutal.”

“Some
women like that,” the Princess smiled. “But we don’t really care
whether that one does or not. “ She hesitated a moment and then
took the offensive. “What are your preferences,
Contessa?”

The Contessa
was caught off guard. The scene she was witnessing excited her. She
had heard that the Princess was driving out to view the new
consignment and had asked if she could join her. The Princess had
assented. She was puzzled about Maria. The Contessa, twenty- four
years old, was an aristocrat from an old and hugely wealthy,
Italian family. She had visited Khastan on several occasions. The
first time she had accompanied a male but since then she had been
alone. Maria seemed to enjoy the evening sex shows though, apart
from heavy breathing, she showed little emotion when watching them.
She also read considerable amounts of pornography and watched many
porn videos from the extensive library of the ‘Pleasurepalace’. But
the Contessa paid huge amounts of money to come here. It was the
physical practise of perversions that made Khastan so desirable and
the Contessa had never indulged in those. The Princess knew that
she was missing something about the personality of Maria. It
intrigued and annoyed her.

Maria put a
hand to her neck. It was a delicate, feminine movement, typical of
her. She was an extraordinarily graceful woman, small but perfect.
A pocket Venus. Everything about her was exquisite from the heart
shaped face and glistening dark hair to the body so discreetly
revealed by her ever-perfect clothing. Her voice carried a slightly
husky intonation which always fascinated her listeners.

‘I wonder
how her farts smell?’ Lala wondered crudely. She was acutely
conscious of her own bigness when she was in the company of the
Contessa. She felt large and clumsy and even loud. It annoyed her.
The Princess of Khastan liked to feel superior even to her Guests.
She resented the effortless superiority that Maria presented to the
world.

“Perhaps
I seek some—different— type of release. Perhaps, dear Highness, I
am confused.”

There was
breathlessness about the reply that made Lala prick up her ears.
And even in the air-conditioned perfection of the Land Rover, her
sensitive nostrils caught the faint scent of female sexual
excitement from Maria.

 


 



CHAPTER
THREE

 


By the
container, Baka had finally finished with Sally. He had taken his
time over her and now she lay, breasts heaving, spunk drooling from
her vagina, sobbing gently in the dust. The guards still held her
spread-eagled though she was no longer struggling. There was no
longer any point.

“She
liked it.” Baka grinned and signalled to another man. “Give her
more pleasure.”

The man laughed
and slid off his red pantaloons revealing himself perfectly ready
for the encounter. He flung himself down on the crying woman who
was beyond resistance and entered her easily. He fucked her hard,
the meaty slap of his thighs against her belly reverberating in the
heavy air.

Baka looked at
Venus who lay on the ground held down by a dusty, black foot on her
thinly covered buttocks. He walked over and stood above her, his
cock drooling wetly.

“It needs
cleaning,” he said softly. “The white bitch has soiled me with her
cunt juice. Clean me!” He nodded to the guard to remove his foot
from Venus’s buttocks and she struggled to her knees. It was not
easy with her hands still manacled behind her back

“I don’t
intend to wait all day,” Baka said.

Elizabeth, also
held flat on the ground by a guard’s foot, her clit being casually
massaged by him, watched in disgust.

Venus was dust
stained and dishevelled but there was a steely quality about her.
Her face was expressionless but she did not hesitate. She leaned
forward and took the dripping, dust marked, black penis in her
mouth and sucked at it.

Baka was
grinning but after a few moments his eyes began to roll and he put
a hand on the top of her head as if to steady himself. His prick
moved gently backwards and forwards and her head moved in time with
him. He came quickly, suprisingly quickly given that he had just
given the other woman a thorough fucking but he was young and very
proud of his virility and the woman knew her job. Venus made no
attempt to avoid the surge of thick, warm spunk into her mouth. All
the watchers could see her throat muscles working as she swallowed.
At the end, only a small trickle ran down the side of her
mouth.

Baka stepped
back and looked at her thoughtfully. His cock was clean but
glistening and there was a small emission of spunk at its end.
Without encouragement, Venus leaned forward and licked it away.

“You know
your business, whore.”

“I like
to please!” she replied evenly.

The second
guard had just finished fucking Sally and was climbing to his feet.
Baka waved an arm.

“Let’s
get these sluts moving.” He looked again at Venus and then
Elizabeth. “Get their manacles off.”

That at least
was welcome, Elizabeth thought. Walking manacled would have been
bloody hard. The man who had been fingering her clit released it.
The touching of that most sensitive part of her body had not
aroused her. She had been too scared.

When they had
been freed both women went to the aid of Sally who was still
sobbing in the dirt. Gently they comforted her and Elizabeth
recovered the tattered clothing. The blouse and bra were ruined and
the jacket was torn. The skirt was OK apart from a slightly damaged
zip, which they were able to fix. One of the other women produced a
couple of safety pins and they were able to return Sally to a
modicum of decency. Suprisingly, Baka was patient as they
ministered to the stricken woman.

“You must
have pleased him,” Elizabeth hissed to Venus.

“Darlin’,
I know men,” Venus drawled, equally quietly. “Even the best stud is
satiated after he comes twice in quick succession. That big, black
bastard ain’t goin’ to be interested in fucking for another hour or
so and since he’s boss man the others will have to wait too. How
many times d’y’ think Sally would have been fucked if he was still
feeling randy? And who else would have been raked in?”

Elizabeth
looked at the black girl with respect. She certainly had her wits
about her even if her morals were not exactly sublime.

“Hey,
don’t look at me like that,” Venus smiled. “Sally deserved saving.
Hell, she gave you her knickers! What greater sacrifice can a girl
make? And another mouthful of cum more or less don’t make a huge
difference.”

Baka was
becoming impatient.

“OK,
bitches. Walk!”

The women began
their trudge towards the distant buildings.

 


***

 


The Range Rover
engine roared into life as the Princess and the Contessa watched
the straggling line of women make their way towards Khastan City.
The guards formed up on each side, occasionally slashing their
canes across the backside of any woman judged to be dawdling.

The Contessa
suddenly clapped a hand over her mouth and emitted a muffled
exclamation.

The Princess
frowned. “What?”

“The red
haired girl! I know her. She is very well known — but what is she
doing here?”

The Princess
shrugged. “You know that our slaves come from all places and all
classes. You mean Elizabeth Berisford?”


“Yes—Elizabeth Berisford. I know her. It could be
embarrassing to meet her here.”

Lala sniggered.
“For her maybe. Not for you.”

The Contessa
looked far from certain. “It is not so!” she exclaimed. “What would
I say—how would I act?”

“You
treat her like any other slave. Mind you, I hear that you’re
tolerant with slaves. I don’t approve. They need treating as filth
at all times.”

The Contessa
reddened and turned her face away. She knew that there was no point
in arguing with Lala on this point. In truth her feelings were
mixed and she was ashamed of them. She enjoyed the sight of women
performing obscenities for the pleasure of Guests but she was also
sorry for them.

“For your
information,” Lala continued. “ Elizabeth Berisford is here because
she is a nymphomaniac. She paid to become a brothel whore so that
the itch in her cunt could be assuaged. She didn’t plan on coming
here but now she’ll get all the cock she could ever
want.”

The Princess
did not usually express herself to guests so crudely but she could
literally smell the excitement of the Contessa and wanted to
capitalise on it.

“Surely
not! Not Elizabeth! She is so beautiful! She could have any
man—”

“She
doesn’t want to choose. She wants to be taken and humiliated! When
you meet her, treat her with contempt. I swear that she will kiss
your feet—or any other parts of your body— with gratitude. Her cunt
rules her. Nothing else matters.”

The Contessa
put her hand to her throat obviously excited at the words. “I
cannot believe it. Not Elizabeth—”

The Princess
pounced.

“Oh. Have
you never felt the need of rough, animalistic sex? Have you never
wanted to grovel at the feet of a master? Eh? We are women
together. Don’t worry about Haroun—he is the soul of discretion.
Tell me, Maria, have you never longed to play the
slave?”

The Contessa
gasped and looked briefly towards Haroun then averted her gaze as
if trying to expunge his presence. “No. Not at all!”

The Princess
was inexorable. “It could be arranged. A game! Say a contract for a
month. You would not be the first and you will certainly not be the
last to desire submission. Unusual desires are why people come to
Khastan!” She gurgled with laughter. “Here we make all your secret
dreams come true.”

Maria was
running a high colour. “But I am known here—”

“But we
can be very discreet. People come here to live out their fantasies
and we can structure things to your needs.” Triumph was sweeping
through the Princess. She had solved the conundrum. Maria was
indeed a secret masochist.

Maria bit her
lip but opened up a little more. “Perhaps. But it must be
controlled. Not Felix—I hate him. He’s a pig!”

“We can
agree exactly what you desire. But you must be very
frank.”

“I will
talk to you alone about this. Not here.” She shot another
embarrassed look at Haroun, then averted her gaze. “ With you. Not
to the Ranee or the other dreadful woman.”

“To me
alone. It will be a privilege. You shall experience exactly what
you want and nothing other than you desire. It will be tailored for
you alone. “

Maria again
glanced briefly at Haroun and blushed at some thought that must be
running through her near distraught mind. Now her sexual smell was
palpable. Lala saw Haroun’s nostrils twitch though he merely looked
out of the windscreen as if he knew nothing of what was being
discussed.

“And what
- we agree - it must all be in private. Perhaps in a secluded part
of the Palace with - with - some of the guards? “ She clapped a
delicate hand to her glossy hair. “Oh, God! I have never spoken to
another person about this. There is much to be thought about. It is
secret between us. You promise?”

She put her
hands to her lovely face as if ashamed but Lala saw her glance
furtively at Haroun.

‘You have
no idea,’ the Princess thought to herself and resisted glancing at
the big, ugly, dreadlocked Haroun. So the beauteous, unbelievably
clean Maria wanted his cock up her? She could have laughed out loud
at the simplicity of the matter. As Zia had once commented. ‘Behind
every apparently complicated problem there is either a stiff cock
or a wet cunt.’

How true!

 


 



CHAPTER
FOUR

 


The women had
to walk for only three miles but it took them over two hours. The
going was hard because of the gravely sand which was frequently
quite deep underfoot. There was no defined path but they could see
the outlines of the city ahead and staggered towards it. The guards
escorting them loped along easily enough, lashing out at their
victims when they flagged. The women were of uneven age and fitness
and differently affected by the heat and humidity. Many were
wearing unsuitable shoes and would love to have kicked them off but
were prevented from doing so by the heat scorching up from the
ground. All were thirsty, sweat soaked and exhausted by the time
they reached the gates of Khastan City. Some of those who had not
relieved themselves by the container had been forced to do so on
the journey. They had not been allowed to stop for the guards had
lashed out indiscriminately at stragglers. Thus those who found it
necessary had been forced to urinate while walking and had suffered
the insulting remarks of their captors as they did so.

Occasionally a
woman fell to the ground. When that happened she was first beaten
and then groped by the guards. Several suffered the first without
much effect but having their bodies sexually mauled always resulted
in the victim struggling to her feet and staggering onwards. Most
still had some illusions about their bodily privacy.

Outside the
open city gates they were halted for the first time. The exhausted
women threw themselves down on the ground. They were consumed by
thirst and weariness and appalled by their situation.

Elizabeth and
Venus, both tired but retaining their curiosity, looked anxiously
through the open gates at the city beyond. It was a true
middle-eastern scene. The gates opened onto a Souk where traders
bellowed about their wares and men and women surged around seeking
shopping, interest or entertainment. The men were dressed in a
multitude of clothes ranging from flowing, desert garb to western
style shirts and trousers. They varied from the shabby to the very
elegant. Most of the women were wearing colourful saris or head to
foot, loose black clothing but a few wore western dress. The heavy
smells of spices, animals and packed humanity wafted unenticingly
through the open gates.

Venus and
Elizabeth had supported Sally during the early part of the journey
but she had shrugged them off at about the half way mark. It was
clear that her ordeal had badly affected her. She had walked
silently with shoulders and head bowed forward, face streaming with
tears. Given the absence of a blouse, her large breasts were in
constant danger of falling out of the precariously pinned jacket.
Only surreptitious adjustments by her two companions had maintained
their approximate confinement.

“Where
are we?” She spoke for the first time.

“It must
be Khastan. That’s what that black pig said. Wherever that is, of
course. But it certainly looks like the sort of place that deals in
slaves.” Elizabeth said.

“I could
do with a bloody fag,” Venus moaned. “I don’t mind losing my
decency but cigarettes are something else.”

Sally glared at
her with some of her old authority. “You really are a shameless,
bloody bitch.”

“And
proud of it.” Venus murmured shooting a triumphant look at
Elizabeth who grinned back. It was reassuring to see some of
Sally’s feistiness return.

A crowd of
people had come out of the gates obviously intent on viewing the
bedraggled newcomers. To the women’s surprise they spoke in English
rather than the expected Arabic but the tenor of their remarks was
not very welcoming.

“More
cows for the herd!”

“Too many
clothes. Strip them now!”

“Dirty,
smelly bitches! They need a bath before I’ll touch
them.”

“Come on,
guards. Let’s see their ugly, hairy pussies. “

“Ugh!
Keep their pussies covered. I couldn’t bear the stink.”

It was the men
who were shouting. The women stood in clutches talking in lower
tones amongst themselves but grinning and giggling at the more
raucous comments.

Sally was
muttering angrily. “The swine. The utter, bloody swine.”

“And
more.” Elizabeth said. “But let’s keep a low profile.”

She made a
quick head count of the prisoners. “Thirteen of us altogether. All
of us fairly young. Natural slave fodder, I suppose”

It was true.
Even Sally, in her early thirties and, despite her originally
somewhat forbidding exterior, was not unattractive. The stripping
and abuse had showed that she possessed a reasonable if slack
muscled figure and shapely legs. Her face radiated intelligence and
she was handsome rather than pretty but a man would hardly throw
her out of bed. Elizabeth thrust from her mind the uncharitable
thought that the lawyer seemed a more sympathetic figure since her
violation.

“God. I
need a drink. I’m so thirsty.” Venus said. “I’ve sweated all the
moisture out of me.”

At that moment
a camel strode out of the gate. The driver was another of the red
pantalooned guards. Slung over the back of the camel was a bevy of
water bottles. He dropped them to the ground beside Baka. The other
guards crowded round, picked up the bottles and began to drink.
Baka, having drunk his fill upturned the bottle over his head so
that the water ran coolingly down his sweating body.

The women
watched, desperately thirsty. Instinctively they drew closer to the
guards.

Baka laughed.
He held up his water bottle invitingly and addressed a young blonde
wearing jeans and a tee shirt.

“You want
water?”

“Yes.
Please.”

“You give
me a fuck for it?”

The girl looked
confused and tearful. She shook her head.

“How
about a suck then?”

She turned away
tears streaming down her face.

Baka bawled
with laughter. “Who’s going to give me a fuck for a drink?” he
bellowed.

“Honey,
this is getting’ silly,” Venus drawled out in her exaggerated
southern American accent. “With a cock like yours, you don’t need
to bargain. Hell, I’d be first in line for nuttin’.”

He laughed
again, then suddenly threw the water bottle to her. “I’ll take the
forfeit when I want it. With you I want time.”

“With me,
you’ll need time!” she smiled back wantonly.

“What is
she doing?” Sally muttered angrily to Elizabeth. “She really is a
slut.”

“Yes—and
she’s a very bright slut.” Elizabeth said tartly. “They’re handing
out the water”.

It was true.
The other guards were tossing the water bottles to the women who
were drinking greedily. Venus drank and threw her bottle to
Elizabeth who took a quick swig and handed it to Sally.

Baka gave them
little time to enjoy their drink. His thick, bawling voice was soon
once again in evidence.

“OK, you
bitches! Now we’re collecting for the poor of Khastan. All your
jewellery, watches rings, etc here. If any mean bitch tries to keep
anything we’ll stuff it up her asshole! You’ve had it good all your
lives. Now contribute to the poor.”

One of the
guards tossed a blanket on the ground and the weary, dishevelled
women lined up and threw their valuables upon it. It was a tidy
hoard. There was no resistance. Watches, bracelets, rings, earrings
and necklaces glittered in the sunlight. Occasionally a woman
overlooked an item—usually a ring or ear rings— either accidentally
or deliberately and the guards slashed viciously at such offenders
until the object was surrendered.

“Now, you
lazy bitches! Time for the last lap. Get your lazy asss up and into
the City. You’ve been travelling for nearly a day but the
journey’ll soon be over.”

It was the
first indication of how long they had been in transit.

The women
dragged themselves wearily into movement and straggled through the
gates into the city, intimidated by the hostile crowds who jostled,
jeered and spat at them.

“Smelly
cows!”

“Slave
shit!”


“Sluts!”

Not knowing
what they had done to deserve such hostility yet too frightened to
enquire of their captors the women lowered their heads as they
walked.

The worst
humiliation was the coolly contemptuous interest shown by a few
well-dressed people who hung around on the outer fringes of the
crowd. They were mostly white and dressed in expensive European
clothes though there were also a few Arab men in magnificent robes.
Their rich clothing distinguished them from the rest of the mob.
They conversed easily amongst themselves, occasionally indicating a
particular woman. Elizabeth, striking even in her sweat drenched
and skimpy garb, was a major source of attention. They had all the
confidence of the rich and were of both sexes and all ages. In the
babble of voices, what they were saying was not audible but from
the gestures and laughter much of it was clearly lewd.

The women were
hustled through the town with the canes still falling relentlessly
on their tired bodies. Sally Stone was utterly exhausted and had to
be supported by Elizabeth and Venus. Perhaps more than any of the
women, her world had recoiled into the far distance.

The abuse
intensified and the guards, egged on by the crowd, began to further
humiliate their victims. It was a nightmare. Most of the captives
were terrified for their safety and complied with the degrading
demands forced upon them. The young blonde who had been baited by
Baka at the water stop was forced by the guards to take off her tee
shirt, revealing small high breasts with little pink nipples. She
attracted a lot of attention and several of the jeering crowd got
close enough for their spittle to land on her body. With
tearstained face she stumbled on, trying to ignore the ugly blobs
of saliva, which channelled her dusty body. Another girl, dark
haired and in her late twenties, was forced to lift her skirt and
tuck the hem into the waistband, showing her thin nylon, panties
which were urine soaked and thus virtually transparent.

So intent were
the captives on the dangers surrounding them from that they took
little notice of the shoddy buildings though they were painfully
aware of the ill repaired and pitted state of the path along which
they were driven.

Eventually they
came to a walled complex with magnificent, wrought iron gates that
opened to admit them. Red pantalooned guards carrying automatic
rifles stood watchfully as the captives were hustled though into a
huge courtyard that seemed almost empty compared with what had gone
before. Most of the jeering crowd was finally left behind but
Elizabeth noticed that a few of the well-dressed people strolled
through the gates without any hindrance from the guards.

The vista
within the gates was very different from that outside. The
buildings were splendid and immaculate. Arab in design, they shone
and glittered with elaborate gilding and magnificent stonework. The
walls enclosed a large, open area of breathtaking magnificence. It
was paved with individual patterns of multicoloured stone, marble
of many hues, small cobbled areas and immaculately trimmed squares
of grass. Beautifully carved and tiled fountains tinkled, reminding
the women of their re-occurring thirst and, for some, the need to
urinate. Trees and ornamental shrubs, pots of flowers and islands
of planted flowers of brilliant hue made the area striking and
impressive. It was a place of calm after the bedlam which, they had
left behind them.

Directly in
front of the captives, some five hundred yards away, stood an
impressive, three story Palace. It had three golden domes, which
glittered in the sun, and the huge stained glass windows were
elaborately shaped. Mosaics of extraordinary grandeur rippled on
the great walls. Watchful Nubian guards, these wearing white
pantaloons, guarded the huge, shaded portico of the entrance.

The captives
staggered on under the constant urging of the guards. There was
some relief that the hostile crowd no longer threatened them but
none of them doubted that they were merely at the beginning of
their ordeal.

Outside the
entrance to the Palace stood two shining black carriages. It was
the method of locomotion which both fascinated and terrified the
new arrivals. The first carriage had leather traces in which
crouched four young men, naked apart from heavy shoes and black
plumes on their heads. The second carriage was crewed by four
similarly garbed women. Although protected by the overhang of the
portico, the oppressive heat meant that all were perspiring freely
and their stale body odours were unpleasantly obvious as the
captives drew closer.

Two of the men
had erections and Elizabeth, near the front of the captives,
thought she heard a giggle behind her. It passed her comprehension
as to how any woman could react to sexual stimulation in the
current circumstances.

Suddenly a
guard stepped from the shadowed portico at the Palace entrance,
hefting a large hose towards the slaves tethered to the carriages.
He directed a flood of water at them. Securely manacled to the
traces they were unable to avoid the violent jet and fell on to the
ground, which was changed from dust to mud in a matter of seconds.
They made no protest but their odour was no longer apparent.

The scared and
exhausted captives were urged on, past the Palace, towards a very
large, single story building situated several hundred yards beyond.
This was far less ornate though the entrance was again porticoed
and decorated with elaborate mosaics. Had the women known that such
a place existed they might have guessed that this was the famous
‘Pleasurepalace’ of Khastan!

 


 



CHAPTER
FIVE

 


Guards in red
pantaloons, armed only with the ubiquitous canes stood under the
shade of the porticos, their glossy black bodies looking as if they
were oiled. They laughed amongst themselves as they watched the
approaching women who were harried past the entrance and down the
side of the ‘Pleasurepalace.’ The flurry of blows increased. Many
women were limping, some from sheer tiredness, others from having
received painful blows to the legs and buttocks. The guards aimed
the canes with extreme accuracy causing painful, livid weals
whether or not covered by the sweat soaked clothing. The captives
looked a sorry mess; hair plastered to their skulls, perspiration
pouring from them, make-up ruined and staining their faces
grotesquely, most walking or stumbling like zombies. One young
woman fell in exhaustion. She was kicked and fondled ruthlessly by
the guards until she rose and staggered on, tears pouring down a
ravaged face that was usually considered pretty.

In the last
throes of exhaustion they reached their destination at the back of
the building. They were herded through a nondescript entrance into
a huge area that contained a throng of people. There they were
finally allowed to sink, exhausted, onto the floor.

As they entered
there was a buzz of excitement but few of the prisoners were in any
condition to notice. The room was some one hundred yards square and
the dirt flooring was covered with straw. Dotted around were
several wooden platforms with shallow steps leading up to them.
Several of the platforms had rectangular steel structures on them.
The room was not air-conditioned but it was noticeably cooler than
outside. The roof was lofty and beamed with wood. Cheap fluorescent
lights were used for illumination and the only windows, little more
than slits, were set high into the concrete walls.

The crowd
around the captive women was a motley array of various
nationalities, mostly male. The majority were Arabs, some dressed
in grimy, traditional robes, others in cheap European garb. There
were plenty of guards, some wearing white pantaloons, others red
ones. Standing nearby were a group of men wearing only loincloths
and sandals. These varied in race; some obviously Middle Eastern,
others black and a few who were oriental. They were brutal looking
men and there was a certain hungry anticipation in the way that
they were regarding the newcomers.

Standing to the
left of the line of prisoners were two women. The nearest wore an
elegant sari of many hues. She was tall and slender with a dark
brown face and a red spot painted on her forehead. Her face was
quite attractive though her expression was stern. She had a large,
hooked nose, her brown eyes glittered and her dark hair was jewel
studded and pulled back from her face. The other woman was white; a
brightly bleached, shorthaired, female with a flat, peasant face
that was clearly eastern European. She was of medium height with a
squarish figure; big busted, wide hipped, broad waisted, heavy
thighed. She looked powerful and sullen and wore a red leather mini
dress that did nothing for her figure and even less to keep her
cool. She also wore knee length red leather boots. Everyone in the
crowded room was sweating to some degree but the perspiration was
literally pouring off her, though she seemed not to notice.

Both women
appeared to be in their late thirties or early forties.

There were a
few other females in the room, mostly the same sort of well-dressed
women who had been ubiquitous from the moment the captives had
entered the city, standing with equally prosperous looking males.
All stood several paces away from the prisoners, delicate lace
handkerchiefs held to their nostrils presumably to subdue the
unpleasant odours which permeated the room, eyes sparkling with
what looked like excitement. Occasionally they exchanged words with
their male escorts. A couple of them were quite young but most were
middle-aged or older. They would not have looked out of place at
one of the better London soirees; yet they stood in this grim dirty
and evil smelling room, obviously excited at the degradation of the
prisoners. They showed no hint of pity for the victimised
women.

It was the
sari-clad woman who spoke first. Her voice had the sing song stanza
of the Indian sub continent. She addressed the newcomers.

“You are
now slaves of the Princess of Khastan! She owns you completely!
Whatever you were before is finished! There is no question of
escape. Khastan is small but it is a forbidding place outside of
the City. There are few roads; many snakes and vicious insects,
little water and no one who will help escaped slaves. It takes many
hours to get either to our single port or our borders even in
four-wheeled drive vehicles. To walk would take days. Most of those
who have tried have died. The others were less fortunate—they fell
into the hands of the nomads who do not use women as kindly as we
ourselves.”

A collective
shudder ran through the prisoners. The Indian woman continued:

“You are
useless at present. Merely mouths to feed and stinking bodies to
house. It will be necessary to train you to instantaneous obedience
to your betters. Those of you who have any sexual reticence can
forget it and prepare to learn new ways. Your bodies are fully
available to your betters from now on.”

There was a
concerted gasp from the women and some giggles and guffaws from the
spectators but the speaker ignored them. Her lips curled with
contempt.

“Most of
you are in poor physical condition; thus you will be rigorously
exercised to get rid of fat and to strengthen your muscles. You
will be instructed in proper deportment. You will also carry out
domestic duties as required. The whip or cane will punish
resistance or failure to behave properly and it will be applied
with a heavy hand. You have already met our guards who are
prominent amongst those whom you must serve sexually-”

The women
glanced at each other in horror.

“-As
required. Also you should note the gentlemen in loincloths who are
your overseers. They are the people who will be in charge of you on
a day to day basis. You will refer to all men as ‘Master’ and most
women as ‘Mistress’. This lady,” She indicated the white woman in
red leather. “Is called Madame Yona and I am the Ranee. You will
call both of us Madame. We are the Slave Mistresses and our
jurisdiction over you is total.”

Elizabeth held
up a hand and the Ranee nodded.

“Please,
Madame Ranee,” She had decided that showing respect was absolutely
necessary. “Slaves can usually be bought. Can we buy our
freedom?”

She was aware
that Venus had shot her a suspicious look but her eyes remained
fixed on the Ranee.

“You have
nothing!” the Ranee replied contemptuously. “Anything you owned has
become the property of your Supreme Mistress, the Princess Lala.
Shortly you will all be presented with a legal form, which you will
sign, giving all of your possessions to her Highness.”

Elizabeth did
not argue. Her own fortune was tied up in a series of family
Trusts. It mattered not what she was forced to sign; her Trustees
would not part with a penny. Nevertheless the answer sent a chill
down her spine. It was obvious that bargaining was out of the
question.


“Disappointed?” Venus hissed hostility in her
voice.

“I’d have
bought us all freedom,” Elizabeth whispered back. “We’re all in
this together. Remember that.”

Venus did not
look wholly convinced. “I’ll remember. We’re all in it together! I
hope you’ll remember as well.”

It was the
first discordant note between the two women.

“Now I
hand you over to Madame Yona”. The Ranee announced.

The woman in
the red leather dress stepped forward.

“You have
been told that you own nothing. Nothing! Now take off those
disgusting clothes—which will be given to the poor of Khastan.
Everything. I want you all bare assed! Immediately!”

This time there
was resistance. The idea of stripping naked in front of the throng
of people in this crowded hall was received with horror.

“No! Damn
you! No!”

It was a dark
haired girl in her early thirties.

“Stupid
bitch.” Venus whispered.

There was a
roar of anticipation from the watching crowd then several overseers
grabbed the woman and hustled her towards one of the platform that
had a rectangular steel structure on it. The men tore at her
clothing as they progressed and by the time she was hustled up the
steps to the platform she wore only a pair of panties. She was
screaming, struggling and trying to cover her breasts as they
dragged her the last few paces.

They fastened
her to the steel structure using locking steel bracelets on wrists
and ankles to spread-eagle her into an X position, hands above her
head and legs wide. One of the overseers gripped the waist of her
panties and pulled them down her body until they were caught at her
splayed lower thighs. She howled out protests. She was of medium
height with a fleshy bottom and small breasts. Her thighs were on
the skinny side and she had a slender waist. There was nothing
exceptional about her except that she was being flaunted naked in
front of a crowd of strangers, her most intimate parts revealed not
only to the watching eyes but also to searching hands. The
overseers were groping her mercilessly, fingers thrusting into her
sexual orifices and hands cupping and mauling her small breasts.
Her screams intensified, then muffled as one man, an Arab by the
look of him, pushed his mouth down onto hers in an obscene
kiss.

Elizabeth
turned her eyes away from the scene. Oddly, it was the forced kiss
that disturbed her most. She believed that sex reflected lust but
kissing was a sign of love—or ought to be. She remembered reading
that even whores who would perform virtually any act would often
refuse to kiss.

Then it
occurred to her that to these people; these ‘Masters’ and
‘Mistresses’ and ‘Madame’s’; she and her fellow prisoners were less
than whores!

“Undress.
Quickly.” It was Venus, unzipping the soiled cocktail dress as she
spoke. “We’ve nothing they haven’t seen before and I don’t propose
being beaten into showing it.”

But Elizabeth
still hesitated, as did most of the other captives.

Thwack!

The sound
echoed like a gunshot across the room and the distraught woman on
the platform screamed in a way that was hardly human. Two overseers
stood at either side of her and thrashed at her body with cruel
looking leather whips which looked considerably more vicious than
the stinging canes of the guards.

Thwack -
thwack!

The reaction of
the captives was rapid, as the wails from the platform became
horrendous. The women began throwing off their clothes.

Elizabeth cast
off the sodden, nylon wrap and even Sally Stone slid off her jacket
and unfastened the zip of her skirt. Then Sally hesitated. Bare
breasted and with only the skirt between herself and what she would
regard as utter disgrace she looked around uncertainly at the other
women. She saw nothing that encouraged resistance.

Venus was
already naked. She made no attempt to either hide or flaunt her
body but merely stood, shoulders slightly hunched and arms dangling
by her sides. Her bearing was impressive in the circumstances. She
stood nonchalantly; as if being naked in front of a large crowd of
potential rapists was the most natural thing in the world.

Elizabeth threw
off her sandals and wriggled out of the cotton panties but put a
hand over her crotch and held a forearm over her breasts in the
classic stance of a naked woman trying to maintain some decency.
Her face reddened with embarrassment as she heard giggles and
laughter from the well-dressed people standing not far away.

“Lovely
tits that redhead’s got!”

“Prefer
her gash,” Another man chortled and the elegantly dressed woman
standing by him covered her mouth with her hand as if embarrassed
by the comment though she was obviously grinning appreciatively.
“But, in general they’re a scrubby looking lot.”

“Oh! I
don’t know,” A languid looking man standing behind them brayed. “If
they were washed, some of them wouldn’t be that bad. The black
girl, the red head and some of those young ‘un’s would be OK.
Smells the worst! They make this place stink like an Egyptian
whorehouse”

“Well,
you’d know, darling, wouldn’t you?” trilled a brash female
voice.

All the new
slaves were now naked. They were of various ages and builds from
the slender to the voluptuous. Their sexual characteristics were
the subject of contemptuous comment by the heartless observers.
Breasts were anything from firm to dangly, big to small. The size
and colour of their nipples and aureoles differed markedly, from
the strawberry coloured, wide aureoled nipples of Elizabeth,
through the deep purple, narrower aureoled nipples of Venus down to
the tiny pink buds of two of the young women who had scarcely any
aureole. Their vulvas varied from the narrow, horizontal slash of
the younger girls to the meatier, thick lipped gashes of the more
experienced. They stood waiting, yet terrified, for the next move
in this passage of their degradation. In this obscene tableau even
the loveliest of them looked crude and sluttish.

It was exactly
as their captors intended.

Sally Stone was
older than the rest. Her smart clothes and neatly, albeit
expensively, styled hair had originally seemed to subtract years
from her. Now, naked, make up destroyed and hair a sweat plastered
mess she looked her full thirty-four years. She had never taken a
great deal of exercise and her waist and bottom showed it. She had
large, big nippled breasts which dipped and swayed alarmingly as
they moved and clearly needed the support of a bra. She had good
legs, shapely thighs and slim ankles. There was a thin straggle of
hair at her pubis and it was untrimmed showing that she did not
wear modern, high cut bathing suits. Her vulva was wrinkled and
gaped slightly, still showing the affects of her recent abuse.

Facially she
was not bad looking in an intellectual sort of way. High forehead,
rather prominent nose, clear blue eyes which were usually
searching, but were now dulled and frightened, a thinnish mouth and
firm, rounded chin.

For all the
women being so comprehensively humiliated, it was an unnerving
experience. Nothing in their previous experience had prepared them
for what was happening. Worst of all was the obvious scorn of the
spectators. More of the well-dressed people had entered the room.
The arrival of new slaves was always an amusing occasion for the
Guests and many had dragged themselves away from other
pleasures.

The thrashing
on the platform was continuing but the victim’s shrieks were no
longer quite as loud. Elizabeth prayed that the tortured girl would
soon lose consciousness.

“God,
they do whiff.” remarked a cultured female voice. “I must go or I
shall be quite sick.”The overseers and some of the guards showed no
sign of being affected by the odours. They pressed close, feeling
the women up, running their hands over the naked bodies, roughly
pushing away the concealing hands. There was minimal resistance.
The two slave mistresses paced up and down hitting out at any
captive who seemed to be trying to avoid the attentions of the
men.

A little, bald
headed man with close set eyes and a dirty loincloth stood before
Elizabeth. Grinning he put an arm around her neck and pulled her
mouth down to his. His rank smell filled her nostrils.

A female voice
hissed in her ear. “When a man wants to kiss you, you open your
mouth and your legs wide, slut!”

Elizabeth felt
sick but she opened her mouth to his searching tongue and
obediently spread her legs, feeling a questing hand move between
them. It took a moment before she realised that the hand was that
of a different person to the man kissing her so obscenely. The
female voice tinkled again in her ear.

“You’re
soaking wet, bitch. AC/DC are you? You and me’ll be having a
session soon.”

Elizabeth,
revolted by the thick, wet tongue stuck in her mouth and the
thought of being groped by a woman, shuddered. It was Yona’s
voice.

“All
right. Enough for now!” Once again it was Yona but now she was
shouting so that everyone could hear.

The men moved
away reluctantly and the women stood, shamefaced, many flushed, a
few crying. Some shot quick glances at the other captives, trying
to reassure themselves that all were in the same boat. Tears were
rolling down Sally’s face and her fingers were clenched. There was
a bite mark on her left breast though she had not cried out when it
had been inflicted. Only Venus, a sardonic look on her face seemed
unperturbed

The naked women
were a mixed bunch.

By any
standards Elizabeth had a superb body. Even dirty, the flaming hair
wet and disordered, with a slight surplus of weight and some lack
of muscle tone, she was still a fine looking woman. Her
sophistication had been stripped from her as it had been with the
others. She recognised the lust on the faces of the men looking at
her from the well dressed to the most primitive. Like most
beautiful women she normally liked to be admired but in these
circumstances the looks frightened her.

Venus was also
lovely. She had a long waisted, slender body with conical breasts
and endless, shapely legs. The thick tuft of black hair at her
crotch gave her a touch of animality. She was in physically perfect
condition. She sported the slightly sagging, purple lipped, gash of
a girl who had frequent sex.

The others were
less exceptional but would normally have been regarded as
reasonably attractive. There was a troop of dancers - six in all -
with lissom figures and hair colouring that ranged from dark to
blonde. Two of them, both blondes, had shaved crotches; the others
had dark pubic hair. They ranged in age from eighteen to twenty
three. Two of the remaining women were teachers, aged in their late
twenties, one of whom was the unfortunate woman being thrashed.
Both had dark hair. Two others were unmarried women, one, a dyed
blonde in her mid twenties, the other in her early thirties and
dark haired.

Lastly there
was Sally Stone, the well-known lawyer who had specialised in
defending women’s rights.

What glamour
they had once possessed had been stripped from them together with
their dignity. Sweaty, dirty hair disordered, and matted runnels of
destroyed make-up disfiguring their features, they faced their
captors with the lowered eyes of the inferior.

Yona scowled at
them. “Now you are to be shorn and tabbed!” she shouted.

Elizabeth, even
in the extremity of apprehension, looked up at the video
surveillance cameras dotted about the ceiling. Momentarily she
wondered at the contrast of technology and barbarism and could not
restrain a curiosity as to who else was watching this dreadful
scene. Such considerations were brief. The humiliations of the
captives were so great that they could hardly be added to.

In that
thought, she would soon find that she was misguided.

 


 



CHAPTER
SIX

 


The overseers
produced scissors, sheers and combs and began to hack at the hair
of the prisoners. This sparked off a few tantrums and a host of
tears but the slashing canes soon quelled the rebels and the hair
was lopped off. It would be wrong to say that the overseers were
expert hair cutters but they were clearly experienced at what they
did. The hair was rough cut to a depth of about an inch from the
root. For most of the women their hair was a prized possession, an
important part of their looks and personality. Dust and sweat had
already destroyed their hairstyles—but dust and sweat could be
removed by washing and hairstyles could be restored. The ruthless
cropping of their ‘crowning glory’ was a major deprivation.

Involuntary
tears rose to Elizabeth’s eyes as the overseer who had fondled her
now hacked away at her hair, the red locks dropping to litter the
floor. She made no protest but she caught sight of both Sally and
Venus and was shocked at what the cropping had done to them.

When the women
had first been placed in their London cells there had been obvious
differences of wealth, breeding and class indicated by the quality
of clothes, perfumes, jewellery, grooming and even bearing. Now all
of those differences had been eliminated. Only their dirty,
odorous, whip-marked, naked bodies remained on show. Given the fact
that they were still suffering from the effects of the sleeping
drugs which had been visited on them in London, the ghastly journey
from the container with its accompanying brutality and their
drastic humiliation here, even the fittest among them was in poor
shape.

The tears of
the weaker brethren began to flow again but the guards and
overseers flapped their hands and parodied their grief.

And even now
there was to be no end to their ordeal.

The Ranee
stepped forwards again. Her singsong voice rang out.

“Now you
will be examined and those who are anal virgins will be given a
gilt chain to fasten about your waist. This means that the anal
hole must not be used by the men without the permission of Madame
Yona or myself. “ She smiled. “They will have to make do with the
other bits of you. All of the rest of your bodies are freely
available to your betters.”

The women’s
eyes reflected their anguish.

“You will
sleep in a dormitory which has mattress beds. Those unable to find
a mattress will sleep on the floor. Most of you are in poor
physical condition. This must be quickly rectified so a regime of
vigorous exercise will be introduced. You will be allocated work
duties suitable to your low standing. Any equivocation in obeying
orders; any sullenness, any hesitation in giving your bodies for
use to whoever wants them will be punished by severe thrashings. Do
not expect mercy or pity. You are here only to serve and your own
feelings are unimportant. Please take over, Madam Yona.”

The thickset
woman in the red dress stepped forward.

“The
overseers will now examine your assholes to determine who are anal
virgins. You will all kneel and raise your bums in the
air.”

At that moment
the still weeping woman who had been thrashed on the platform was
pushed back into line. The scarlet whip marks on her body were
clearly visible and she was obviously in considerable pain. Her
hair had been cropped like that of the others.

“God help
us!” Sally breathed. She held her hands over her crotch in an
ineffective attempt at concealment.

“I doubt
He will.” Elizabeth whispered. “We’ll have to conform until we get
a chance-”

“You,
bitch! You dare to talk.”

Yona whirled on
Elizabeth. Her cane lashed across the splendid, ivory buttocks and
the redhead howled with anguish. Then she dropped to her knees.
Yona stood over her and shoved out a scarlet boot.

“I’ll
keep your tongue busy. Lick it. And get your ass in the
air.”

Elizabeth
gulped and hesitated. Her thrashing in London the day before was
vivid in her memory. Nevertheless she balked at what was being
demanded. Each new degradation seemed to be followed by an even
greater one as if the victims were being deliberately urged to new
depths of depravity by each surrender.

The cane
slashed again with all the force in Yona’s arm and the redhead
screamed and lowered her head; lips and tongue touching the glossy
red boots. Her left buttock blistered up and stung as if it had
been branded.

One of the
overseers chuckled, then bent behind her and stuffed two fingers
roughly up her anus. She howled in a combination of shock and
pain.

Appalled and
cowed, the other women, including Sally Stone, also dropped to
their knees and elevated their bottoms into the air in the position
which is as humiliating as any a woman can be forced to assume. The
line of naked women with their rounded bottoms thrust well up into
the air occasioned more mockery from the spectators.

 


***

 


Seated
comfortably in the Royal suite, Princess Lala and her favourite
Guest, Felix Fenton, watched the television screen. He was a short,
tubby, middle aged man, balding and flabby featured. Son of the
Chairman and largest shareholder of the diversified industrial
giant, Universal International Inc, Felix was a vice President
though without specific responsibilities and knew that his father
despised him as a layabout. Felix was a frequent visitor to Khastan
and was talented in dreaming up unpleasant acts for the slaves to
perform.

He sniggered.
“Cowardly sluts. They’re tamed already.”

Lala shook her
head. “They’re frightened to death. Yesterday they all had lives
with varying degrees of comfort and control. Since then they have
been drugged - and some of that drug is still in their system - and
forced into a totally different world. They have seen been
brutalised and abused. They’ve been trailed to exhaustion through a
desert and finally reduced to public nakedness. Now men whom they
would never have allowed anywhere near them in the past are
humiliating them. Very shortly their bowels will begin to give them
problems; imagine how they’ll react to that! By the end of today
they will have been completely disorientated, but given a little
respite some will still rebel. Most of those will be broken within
the week. But even then there will be a few who maintain a spark of
resistance within them.”

Her lips drew
back from her teeth. “We will gain the most satisfaction from
breaking those.”

 


***

 


Down on the
slave-floor the initiation continued.

Elizabeth,
tears in her eyes was licking the smooth, red boots of Yona and
suffering the attentions of the overseer who was busily inserting
his fingers up her anus and making a big show of exploring her
tightness. The watching crowd loved it.

“Soon,
you’ll lick a lot more than my boots!” Yona hissed.

Elizabeth
shuddered but continued her task. A new discomfort was beginning to
afflict her. Her bending position and the assault on her anus
hardly helped. She was threatened with an unthinkable humiliation
for her bowels had begun to churn. The savagely probing fingers
were intensifying her need and occasionally she felt the man wipe
his wet fingers over her buttocks. She knew and could smell the
obscenity which he was creating on her body.

Nor was it
overlooked by the watchers who giggled and guffawed.

“I should
step back a little, Josie!” A loud voice proclaimed. “I’m afraid
this dirty bitch might well disgrace herself!”

“Do you
think so, Peter? God, how utterly disgusting!”

“White
girl become brown girl!” said a masculine voice with a strong West
Indian accent.

“Fuck!”
The word was delivered quietly by Elizabeth between licks, almost
as an expellation of air and she glanced sidewards. She could see
the red face and gritted teeth of Sally Stone, crouching beside
her, suffering the same invasion of her most intimate
orifice.

As were they
all.

Many were
sharing the mental anguish which was afflicting Elizabeth. The
drugs had frozen their bodily functions while that had been in
transit. The need to urinate had been immediate for many when they
had recovered consciousness and the circumstances of fulfilling
that need had been bad enough. But that had been a far less
degrading need than the bowel movements which many of them now
required. The last effects of the tranquillising drugs were wearing
off and the physical reaction was savage.

To make matters
worse, each woman thought that she faced her increasingly urgent
need alone.

Yona heard the
expletative but merely smiled. It was always a matter of timing.
She had seen so many new slave arrivals that she could usually
anticipate what would occur and when. Many of the women were
showing signs of their need and the odour was becoming
unmistakable. It was important, of course, to keep the matter in
bounds. The scene should be a ‘ turn on’ not a ‘turn off’ for the
Guests.

The overseers
had taken their time. In some cases guards were called over to give
their views. The more attractive women were the main recipients of
this additional ordeal, which involved further ‘examinations’.
Elizabeth and Venus were inevitably victims. By the time the
process was finished the usually neat anuses were swollen and ugly
and nearly all the women were in desperate need of a lavatory.

Yona kicked
Elizabeth away and walked further down the line.

“Get on
your feet!” she ordered. “Now, are there any virgins among this
scum?”

The grinning
men pulled away from the women, wiping soiled fingers on the
shivering, naked flesh of buttocks, breasts or bellies. Many of the
captives were sobbing and all looked utterly beaten. Even Venus,
who had given no resistance to the indignity, was reduced to a
sullen silence with eyes looking downwards, the generous lips
firmly compressed.

Three women
were designated as anal virgins though there was clearly no science
in the selection. Only Elizabeth, Sally and one of the teachers
were the ones selected. Each of them had a gilt chain linked about
her waist and secured by a small gilt padlock.

It was
certainly doubtful whether such a large proportion of the women
being deemed to have had anal relations in the past could be
justified in any objective survey. Yet it meant that those rejected
could now be used anally by the guards or overseers. There was no
question of an appeal. That reasoning had not yet dawned on all of
the victims.

The desperate
captives were finally allowed to use a lavatory. They were hustled
into a dank, screened off area where three primitive facilities
were situated. Each was nothing more than porcelain fitting with
feet placements over a hole in the ground. There was fighting for
precedence. Elizabeth, desperate, elbowed herself to the front of
the women and crouched over a hole. She found herself looking into
the grinning face of an overseer but nothing could prevent her
necessary function. Her excrement poured out of her as a steaming
liquid and her relief was palpable even though the stench was
overwhelming.

“For
Christ’s sake!” a voice screamed behind her. “You’ve finished.
Bloody move! I can’t hold it any longer.”

Elizabeth was
pushed roughly aside. She caught sight of Sally struggling
desperately with one of the dancers and violently shoving the other
away before squatting over the noisome hole. Dully she realised
that the women were rapidly losing their civilised veneer.

She looked
desperately at the overseer. “Paper?” begged. “Is there some
paper?”

“We don’t
waste paper on the dirty asses of sluts.” the man snarled. “You can
lick each other clean for all I care - or stay dirty.”

Elizabeth could
feel the wetness in the cleft of her buttocks. Venus, who was
relieving herself, called out advice to those still behind her.

“Don’t
count on getting lavatory paper. Hold your ass cheeks as far open
as is possible. It’ll cut down on the soreness.”

“You
might have said that before.” Elizabeth hissed.

“If you
hadn’t been so busy barging everyone else out of the way, you might
have saved yourself some discomfort later.” Venus’s tone was
tart.

A hot retort
rose to Elizabeth’s lips but she restrained it. Things were bad
enough without falling out amongst themselves. And there was
justice in what Venus had said. Elizabeth had pushed her way to the
front of the queue.

“Get back
to the slave hall,” the overseers shouted as the last women rose
from the stinking holes. The canes began to swing again and the
captives hurriedly retraced their steps. Only a very few of the
Guests had followed to watch the proceedings, most remaining in the
slave hall.

The crowd there
had become denser. The well-dressed people were standing on the
platforms to get a better view. Guards stood at hand to give them
protection should the rest of the throng get out of hand. Elizabeth
thought that this scene must resemble that of a public hanging in
far gone days.

The Ranee again
presided.

“Now you
will be tagged. It will be painful but you must bear your pain with
pride for now you are a possession of Her Highness. Your tag will
demonstrate your status as such.”

Four brawny
guards seized Elizabeth and bore her to the floor. She struggled
more as a reflex action than from conviction. Her shapely legs were
pulled wide and one of the men opened up the lips of her vulva.

Madame Yona
knelt over her and Elizabeth’s eyes widened with terror as she saw
what the Serbian woman was carrying. It was like a sort of small
gauge office punch. Yona put the open punch over the left-hand
inner labia. Then she closed it with a quick squeeze of her
hand.

Elizabeth’s
shriek was unearthly. Mercifully she fainted.

 


 



CHAPTER
SEVEN

 


Princess Lala
and Felix watched the television screen.

“I’ve met
Elizabeth Berisford. A nasty tempered bitch.” Felix said. “I never
thought that she’d end up here.”

“My
present to you,” Lala reminded him. “ Do you want her
now?”

Felix shrugged.
The Princess had just told him that she was confiscating the
Khastani possessions of Sir James de Barrie and giving them to a
new consortium consisting of Heinz Bock’s group and Felix’s
company. Felix had worked hard on the Princess to dispossess Sir
James but he had hoped to take over the entire concessions for his
own company. The inclusion of the frightening ex SS man, Heinz
Bock, worried him but he knew the share that he was being offered
would be immensely profitable. It would certainly please his father
who was an ardent churchgoer but was not type to jib at using slave
labour if it resulted in big profits.

“Let her
stew for a bit. I’ll think up something special for
her.”

Lala’s eyes
sparkled with anticipation. Felix had a brilliant imagination when
it came to humiliating arrogant women.

Felix was her
favourite guest. She would happily have given him the full
concessions but she expected that Sir James de Barrie would react
violently to retain his interests. Shrewdly she guessed that Felix
would be less than a tower of strength if things got nasty. But the
German, Heinz Bock, who was also in Khastan at this time, was as
ruthless and powerful as Sir James himself. She considered that the
decision to include Bock was as much in the interests of Felix as
of anyone else.

Felix assumed a
smarmy smile. “I’m really grateful, honey Highness. You really
spoil me. Do you think the cow looks overweight?”

“Perhaps
a bit. Nothing serious.”

Felix glanced
at the screen. “That black girl has something.”

“You want
her?”

“Later.
When I’ve finished with the haughty Elizabeth - and that will take
time. I tried to date the bitch several times and she was bloody
insulting. Can I have a cage put in my suite?”

“Of
course. A big cage or a small one, Felix?”

He giggled. “
Very small. Let’s cramp her style. Oh - and can I have an electric
prod as well?”

Felix leaned
closer to the screen. He did not wish to miss any of the
action.

A stainless
steel ring had been inserted in the newly punched hole in
Elizabeth’s labia and deftly closed by an overseer wielding pliers.
Then she had been revived by having a bucket of water thrown over
her. She was squirming about in obvious pain, her hands pressed
between her legs, tears still streaming down her face. The other
slaves were receiving similar treatment and their screams echoed
around the Slave Hall.

But as the
tagging came to an end the crowds began to drift away. The fun was
over until the next batch of slaves arrived.

Felix’s face
wore a look of concentration then; suddenly he slammed a fist into
the palm of the other hand.

“Why not
let the Mangi deflower her asshole?” he suggested.

Lala frowned.
“Usually a special slave is given to a particularly honoured guest
before general use.”

Felix grinned.
“ There’s nothing ‘general’ about the Mangi. And I prefer a
stretched hole; a virgin bumhole can be too tight. And Elizabeth’ll
hate the Mangi. We could make a Gala evening of it!”

Lala was
thoughtful.

Felix warmed to
his idea. “ The Guests will love it. They’ll never have seen
anything like it. They’ll drool.”

The Princess
was thinking along similar lines. Beauty and the Beasts! It would
certainly make a splendid show.

She nodded her
agreement.



***

 


Their immediate
ordeal finished, the pain-racked slaves had been taken to a barren
dormitory. It was just a few steps away from the crude latrines
that they had recently used and adjacent to a dark and dank
smelling, mass shower room consisting of a long shed with three
large, perforated pipes crossing the length of the ceiling and
duck-boards covering the waterlogged floor.

The dormitory
was windowless, hot, cramped and contained only ten stained and
torn mattresses. The captives rushed to grab a mattress and
squabbles broke out with several women actually fighting among
themselves. Once again Elizabeth recognised the signs of
deteriorating behaviour, though that did not stop her elbowing one
of the teachers out of her way. The three women who lost out, one
of who was Sally Stone, had to make do with a space on the dirt
floor.

All of the
women were physically and mentally exhausted and in considerable
pain. The agony of the vicious tagging would take time to wear off
and the small but weighty rings chafed at their tenderest flesh. To
Elizabeth it was hard to believe that only yesterday she had gone
freely to the first stage of this nightmare.

“You!
Here!” One of the guards was pointing at Elizabeth and indicating
the door. For a moment she gazed at him without comprehension, then
he swished his cane and moved purposefully towards her. She climbed
wearily to her feet, feeling the ring in her labia pulling down
uncomfortably and Sally Stone lost no time in grabbing the vacated
mattress.

Outside the
squalid dormitory Elizabeth swayed on her feet. The brutal
treatment had drained much of her vitality and she was ravenously
hungry, having not eaten since a light breakfast the previous
day.

“Stand up
straight, cow. Stick out your tits.” the guard rapped. “Go with
this slave.”

He indicated a
stunning blonde girl who stood deferentially close by. Early
twenties, around 5 feet 4 inches in height with a beautiful figure
and immaculately clean she wore nothing but high heeled gold shoes
plus a narrow flap of gold fabric suspended from a thin gold waist
braid covering her genitals. She had a lovely, if somewhat vacuous,
face with wide spaced, bright blue eyes, an elfin chin, high
forehead and full, sensual lips. She was perfumed and perfectly
made up with scarlet lipstick that matched her coloured nipples and
cleverly applied eyeliner and body make up.

Elizabeth
gaped, open mouthed at the lovely apparition.

“I am
Lisa. I am a body slave of Her Highness, Princess Lala. You will
come with me.” Her voice was husky with a slight continental
accent

She turned and
walked down a passageway clearly certain that Elizabeth would
follow her. In fact it took a vicious cut from the cane of the
guard to hurry the bewildered redhead on her way.

The fulsome
swing and roll of the slave’s naked haunches had a titillating
affect on Elizabeth as she followed behind. Lisa was a perfect
sexual animal and she caused a sudden and confusing sense of desire
to sweep through the previously, staunchly heterosexual Elizabeth
Berisford. The redhead felt a rush of wetness between her thighs
and she flushed even though there was no one watching her
reaction.

She forced her
mind to ignore the sensuously swaying buttocks and to concentrate
on which of the many questions assailing her was the most
important. It was difficult. Tired and confused as she was,
Elizabeth found it difficult to ask questions in order but they
flooded out nevertheless.

“What is
this place? Why are we here? Who is this ‘Princess’? Why are we
being treated so badly? Who are the people who look civilised but
seem to enjoy what’s being done to us?”

The words
gabbled out and Elizabeth caught the note of hysteria in her own
voice.

The other girl
continued her gliding progress. Her full, perfect hips swung with
the precision of a piece of Swiss clockwork. She spoke over her
shoulder in a soft voice.

“This is
the ‘Pleasurepalace’ of Khastan. Here, rich people come to indulge
their wildest sexual fantasies. Those are the people you speak of.
Guests are free to do what they want here - particularly with the
slaves. You and I are slaves and exist for the comfort and pleasure
of our betters. Whatever you were before, you are a slave now. It
is sensible for you to conform since otherwise you will only
suffer.”

She expressed
herself as if what she said was a matter of undeniable fact. She
continued:

“Her
Highness, Princess Lala, is the absolute ruler of Khastan. She
built and developed the ‘Pleasurepalace’. She is our mistress and
our owner. She is a Goddess!”

“How do I
escape?” It was a careless question from a tired woman but it had
an extraordinary effect.

Lisa’s steps
faltered. She turned and her beautiful face was suddenly flushed
and unhappy. For the first time her voice was uncertain.

“You must
never think or talk like that.” she scolded. “It is
forbidden.”

Elizabeth was
momentarily nonplussed by the other’s full, swaying breasts and the
startlingly perfect diaphragm so seductively thrust into her
vision. Moreover Lisa’s heavy, sensual perfume filled her nostrils.
For the first time in her life Elizabeth understood how a man must
view a sexy woman and she experienced the sort of lust which could
result. She could almost forgive the degrading looks to which males
had subjected her in the past and she resisted, with difficulty,
the urge to cup those fantastic breasts in her hands.

Elizabeth
thrust off the persistent weariness. If she was to survive and
escape she must exploit her opportunities. This girl was a beauty
but obviously not very bright.

“There
must be a way to get out of here!”

The girl shook
her head violently. Her wonderful breasts bobbed and swung
enchantingly. “No. We are in the Middle East. The cruellest desert
surrounds us and the nearest Port is over a hundred miles away.
There is an airport by the city walls but the planes are guarded -
even if you could fly a plane. Escape is impossible!”

Elizabeth could
fly a small plane - even an executive jet. It was something she had
learned several years ago. She did not let her face betray her
satisfaction.

“There
must be a way to escape from the Palace.”

Lisa shook her
head. “The Palace is in the centre of the City. It is impossible.
No slave has ever escaped from Khastan.”

‘So far!’
Elizabeth thought. She asked: “And where are you taking me
now?”

Lisa looked
relieved that the subject had changed. “To a Slave Mistress who
will instruct you further. I know nothing else. But please, mention
nothing more about escaping. Please - I am just a slave also. Why
do you want to hurt me?”

‘I don’t
want to hurt you, you stupid cow.’ Elizabeth thought, though she
was disconcerted by the other’s obvious fear. Out loud she said. “
I won’t hurt you but I might want to know more from you - later.
Just remember.”

Lisa looked
appalled but then she turned and resumed her progress.

A degree of
satisfaction was surging through Elizabeth. She had lost some of
her tiredness and the pain in her labia was fading into a dull
ache. For the first time since she had arrived in Khastan she
experienced a tiny degree of hope.

They came to a
door and Lisa knocked on it timidly. A female voice bade them
enter.

The room was a
contrast from the drabness of the outside corridors. It was
furnished elaborately with heavy, overstuffed couches; gilt
encrusted tables of various sizes, inlaid oriental furniture and
crystal chandeliers. Thick Persian carpets covered part of the rose
marble flooring.

As she entered,
Lisa dropped gracefully to her knees. She bent forward and placed
her forehead on the ground, raising her exquisitely naked bottom
high in the air and opening her thighs. All her sexual secrets were
fully displayed. Even after her recent experiences that public act
of submission surprised Elizabeth.

There were four
people in the room. One was the huge black who had been in charge
of harassing the new slaves into Khastan. Baka, his shaved head
shining in the light of the chandeliers, stood by an intricately
carved table. He wore the usual red baggy pantaloons, gold
medallion and leather sandals but he had also donned a beautifully
cut, sleeveless waistcoat heavily decorated with semi-precious
stones. He was still quite the ugliest man that Elizabeth had ever
seen yet she admitted to herself that he had an animal magnetism.
Her eyes lingered on the heavy bulge at the front of his pantaloons
and she met his eyes briefly before looking away and flushing. What
he was thinking was all too clear. He carried one of the thin,
whippy canes, which she had learned to fear.

The second
person was also familiar. The Ranee. She wore a rainbow hued sari
with chunky gold jewellery at wrists and neck. She sat upright on
one of the couches.

The other two
present were virtually naked female slaves wearing silver genital
flaps. Both were pretty brunettes who looked as if they were in
their late teens. Their demeanour was as placid as that of Lisa
though they were standing, eyes looking demurely down at the
floor.

“You
remember me, slut?” The sing song voice was low.

Elizabeth had
instinctively covered her sex with one hand and held an arm across
her breasts. It was difficult to understand why after her recent
experiences, but she still felt embarrassed standing naked in the
presence of clothed people. It was incredible to think how far she
had fallen. Yesterday (God! It was only yesterday morning!)
Elizabeth had been a rich, sophisticated woman in total control of
her life. Since then she had been publicly stripped, beaten and
fucked several times. In addition she had voided her bladder and
bowels in front of strangers and been disgustingly molested. A
stainless steel ring had been sadistically inserted into her labia
and she could feel its weight pulling down the soft flesh. And now
she had to stand naked, showing respect to this dreadful woman and
her muscular, black henchman.

She nodded.

“You can
drop your hands. Both Baka and I are quite conversant with the
bodies of naked women. I am, of course, the Ranee and you will
refer to me as Madame. Do you understand?”

Elizabeth
nodded but did not change her stance. She heard the whistle of the
cane and gasped as it slashed across her buttocks. Her hands
dropped quickly.

“You can
forget your drawing room impertinences.” The Ranee said. “I require
a proper answer, not a nod when I ask a question. Here, you are a
slave however elitist you fancied yourself before. Do you
understand?”

Elizabeth
gritted her teeth. Then she said in a strangulated voice.

“Yes,
Madame.”

“Good. We
begin to understand each other. Now, turn your back to me, bend
forward and pull the cheeks of your buttocks apart. There has been
much comment about your ass. I wish it view it more
closely.”

Elizabeth
literally cringed. She saw the big Negro taking position for a
better view. The worst thing was her own shame in her backside. If
only it could have been flawless like that of Lisa she could have
accepted this humiliation with the certainty that least she was
exhibiting something of which she could be proud. But, as it was,
she would be showing this sexually grotesque part of her body; made
worse by its recent soiling due to the lack of lavatory paper.

But resistance
was useless. Slowly she turned, leaned forward and pulled her
buttocks apart.

The sing song
voice behind her was impatient. “You can do better than that. I
want to see everything you’ve got. Wider - and bend further
forward.”

She opened
herself to the maximum possible and stood there, cheeks flaming as
she heard Baka chuckle.

“Now
that’s what I call an ass. Hey, that’s sexy. And great tits as
well!”

“Don’t
encourage her vanity, Baka. She obviously needs some training in
personal cleanliness. I’ve seen cleaner market whores. But you men
are less particular. All right slut, you can turn
around.”

Elizabeth
obeyed.

“You seem
to be embarrassed by your bottom,” the Ranee said coldly. “But many
men will be aroused by it. It is sexy in a perverse sort of way. I
also see that you’re very passionate; you’re ashamed of showing
yourself off but it excites you as well. Dew on your cunt, I
notice.”

Once again
Elizabeth felt shame. She was standing naked in a room only inches
from a man with a huge hard on. Of course she was wet!

The Ranee
smiled. “Well, you’ll get plenty of use. Yes, -I think you’ll be a
success here.”

Elizabeth could
guess what ‘success’ meant in this place and she wilted.

“Now.
There is a bathroom through that door.” The Ranee pointed toward a
doorway at the far end of the room. “ You will go in and scrub
yourself clean - spotlessly clean. Wash your hair. Lisa and these
other girls can help you. If you’re not perfectly clean when you
come back, Baka will teach you the meaning of total
compliance.”

 


***

 


To the luxury
starved Elizabeth, the bathroom was a delight. It was sparkling
clean with a gleaming shower. It even had a bidet which she used
immediately, completely ignoring the three slave girls who stood
around her.

Afterwards she
stepped into the hot running water of the shower but was surprised
when Lisa threw off the tiny gold fragment of cloth she wore,
revealing a totally depilated pubis, and stepped in with her. She
was even more taken aback when Lisa smiled at her and lewdly
stroked her nipples.

To make it
worse the other two girls stood watching avidly.

“Get away
from me,” Elizabeth snapped and tried to push the blonde girl away
but Lisa was persistent.

“I must
help you. You must be clean or we will both be punished. Do you
want a severe whipping?”

Elizabeth did
not want any sort of whipping. She reluctantly ceased resisting
although the closeness of the other girl was off putting. She did
however hiss a warning.

“I’m not
a bloody dyke!”

Lisa smiled and
soaped Elizabeth thoroughly, her hands lingering on the voluptuous
body. The redhead tried to ignore her own sensuous reactions and
concentrated on the sheer extravagance of the water flow. She
watched delightedly as the water sluiced down her body washing away
the filth. Her cropped hair was shampooed and rinsed several times.
The feel of the water on her skin and the smell of the scented soap
and shampoos were incredibly welcome to a woman who had felt that
such luxuries were irredeemably consigned to her past. She was
embarrassed by the way that Lisa tried to press closer to her but
it was an embarrassment that was as largely based on her own
equivocal feelings as by the others persistence.

The worst part
was when Lisa gently bent her forward and with a cloth on her
finger, inserted it into Elizabeth’s anus and scoured it around
inside as if cleaning some dirty pot. It reminded her of the time
that Marcus’s secretary had carried out a humiliating examination
of her anal passage in London the day before She protested loudly
but Lisa insisted, showing her the soiled cloth. Elizabeth
succumbed with ill grace and crouched obediently.

When that
embarrassing function was finished she soaked again under the
shower. The clean, warm water falling on her body was
wonderful.

At length Lisa
deemed her clean and they stepped out of the shower. The other
girls patted both women dry with thickly piled, white towels then
propelled Elizabeth back to the Ranee for inspection. Elizabeth
noted that Baka was no longer there but that two other guards had
taken his place.

“Do you
wish her cunt hair trimmed, Madame?” asked one of the dark haired
girls.

“No. Nor
her underarms. Her ass still looks dirty.”

“The skin
in her buttock crease is very dark, Madame. It is clean,
however.”

“Have you
been playing with her? Enjoying yourselves? Her asshole looks
swollen!”

The eyes of the
brunette girls turned towards Lisa who flushed.

A note of
concern entered the breathy voice of the slave. “No, Madame. Her
ass cleft is both more widespread than usual and is also slightly
shallower. It makes her cunt and asshole more prominent than normal
when viewed from the rear. And I had to insert a flanneled finger
into her anus to ensure its cleanliness. Her hole was very
dirty.”

Two days
previously such a discussion regarding her once private parts would
have made Elizabeth either sag with embarrassment or erupt with
fury. She had always been aware of her ‘flaw’ but in these last few
days it had been the subject of much comment and ribaldry. Every
obscene and filthy comment possible had been made about it. She was
becoming inured and now she merely bit her lip.

“There is
hair around her asshole. Shave it.”

Once again she
was bent over as if she were some inanimate object. The area was
soaped and shaved and then, once again, inspected by the Ranee.

“Very
well! Trim her hair and make her up.”

It was done
carefully and well. The red hair was carefully trimmed and
balanced. It was brushed exhaustively. Her pubic hair was left
untrimmed but brushed with similar zeal.

Glancing in a
full-length mirror, Elizabeth was suprised at the image of herself
that was reflected. In spite of her travails she looked quite good.
Her height camouflaged the slight excess of weight and her body
looked well toned, giving emphasis to the slender neck, the
magnificent green, doe eyes and the full, sensuous lips. The
bruises on her breasts had faded and although there were still red
cane marks on her buttocks and back they were not overly obtrusive.
The steel ring glittered obscenely from her labia and the soapy
water had stung the wound but much of the original pain had worn
off. Her hair looked quite good though much shorter than she had
ever worn it before.

But the Ranee
and her attendants were far from finished. A bag packed with body
cosmetics was produced and applied with skill and care. Elizabeth
stood passive. Her eyes never met those of the Ranee because she
feared a hostile reaction. She did however look curiously at the
slaves. Any one of these girls could have walked into a restaurant
in London and been an immediate centre of interest and admiration.
Lisa in particular was a stunner. Yet here they were all merely
chattels and obviously accepted that role. Elizabeth wondered
whether she could be reduced to their state, and then realised that
it was not just possible but even likely. The choice in Khastan was
obvious: pain or submission.

Her body was
thoroughly creamed and she could not resist delighted shivers
running through her as the soft hands rubbed over every inch of her
body massaging the cream into her pores. Then she was powdered with
the same thoroughness. The whipmarks on her body were skilfully
concealed under the coating of cream and powder. Lisa reddened her
lips and her nipples with a cosmetic pencil. Her nipples hardened
under the practised fingers and the blonde girl smiled triumphantly
into her face, forcing Elizabeth to bite her lip and look away.
That gave her no succour since, having finished with the elongated
nipples, Lisa dropped to her knees and painted the lips of
Elizabeth’s dampened labia, managing some intimate caresses at the
same time. Then her fingernails and toenails were painted red and
one of the dark haired girls expertly plucked her eyebrows. Finally
she was doused with a heavy oriental perfume that was far more
pervasive than the gentle fragrance she usually wore.

Very
high-heeled red shoes were placed on her feet and the gold chain
indicating her anal virginity once again encircled her waist.

At length the
Ranee was satisfied. Elizabeth was ready for her performance.

 


 



CHAPTER
EIGHT

 


Lady Helena de
Barrie had changed immeasurably during the past six months. Prior
to that she had lived a wholly sheltered life and had enjoyed great
luxury and pampering.

She had always
been overawed - even frightened - of her husband. Now she knew the
full measure of his evil. If she had tried to forget her recent
experiences they would return to her whenever she studied herself,
naked, in the mirror. The letters branded on her left buttock were
fading but would never disappear. C-u-n-t! She remembered the
contemptuous words of her husband as they had been branded on her,
letter by agonising letter.

“Now
you’ll never forget what you are!”

Sir James de
Barrie had married her because he was a closet homosexual but
needed to portray a stable married life for the sake of his tycoon
image. In fairness, he had been frank about the deal he had offered
before the marriage. Helena could expect an incredible lifestyle
but no sex. Most particularly there must be no ‘affairs’.

To the lovely,
young model who was not highly sexed it had seemed a good deal. But
easy luxury had induced boredom and that boredom had, at length,
led to affairs.

And the affairs
had led her to disaster.

All too late
she learned that she was living in a gilded prison, surrounded by
spies in the guise of servants and friends. She had been trapped
and punished in a manner that was sadistic and inhuman. The once
cosseted Society Lady had spent six months as the sexual plaything
of a variety of thugs and perverts in the bowels of a London
whorehouse. Sir James had taken an active part in the punishment of
his wife and had shown every sign of enjoyment in doing so. Helena
had thought that she would perish in that cellar.

Then, suddenly
and magically, just yesterday, Zia had arrived and whisked Helena
to a form of safety.

Helena had been
through a kind of Hell and she was intensely grateful to her
rescuer. But as her wits returned she knew that her status was
still precarious and that the present might be merely a prelude
towards another storm. Zia had told her that she was now the slave
of the Princess of Khastan. And Helena had no idea what that might
entail.

She knew little
about Zia except that she was Egyptian, had possessed enough power
to gain Helena’s freedom and had influence with the Princess of
Khastan. Zia was a tall, dark haired, slender woman in her mid
forties who affected a conservative style of clothing but oozed
dominant sexuality.

Having
disembarked from the private plane that had brought Zia and herself
to Khastan, they had been whisked to the Palace by luxury car. The
road from the airport was short and the stark desert scenery
unappealing. Nor was she impressed with the thronged Khastan City.
Butt Helena had gazed with amazement at the magnificent Royal
Palace and had been impressed at the luxury of the single bedroomed
suite to which a deferential male servant dressed in purple
pantaloons and waistcoat had shown them.

The previous
night Helena had been in no condition to query the sleeping
arrangements and exhausted as she had been was largely unconscious
of Zia’s body beside her in the bed. She had slept as if dead. But
today, as she looked at the large double bed in the splendid
bedroom, she shot a quick look at the Egyptian woman

Zia smiled
wickedly. “Yes, we sleep together.” she murmured. “And, yes, it
will be a sexual relationship. It will be a way for you to thank
me. Do you object?”

Helena’s eyes
had dropped and she had hesitated.

“You have
performed as a lesbian before.” It was a statement not a question.
“I gather that Miss Mary was quite demanding.”

Helena did
something that she thought was now beyond her. She flushed.

She could
remember only too well how she had been forced to sexually serve
the fat slut who had been perhaps the worst of those who had abused
her in London. The filthy and disgusting acts that had been forced
on her. Helena had never really been a sexual animal; in freedom
she had usually found the act boring, embarrassing and
disappointing. Her time in bondage had added ‘painful, humiliating
and sickening’ to that view.

She had been
used daily as much less than a common whore. If she climaxed it was
simply because of the number of times she had been fucked. She
suffered constant abuse and humiliation. Often men literally queued
up to take their turn with her body. Other times she had been
forced to masturbate and perform obscenities in front of her
tormentors. Some of those who had previously been her servants had
the use of her.

She shuddered
at the memory. But nothing had been worse than her lesbian
experience with Miss Mary. Nothing!

“It can
actually be very pleasurable,” Zia said as if reading her thoughts.
“A woman knows how to please another woman much more than most men.
And there are substitutes for a big cock.”

She enunciated
‘big cock’ as if it should be should be a turn on. To Helena it was
far from that.

Helena dropped
her head. “Whatever you want,” she whispered. There was no point in
arguing. She was in Zia’s hands and needed her goodwill. If Zia
wanted sex then Helena would do her best. It would be much less
unpleasant than some of the things she had done in the recent
past.

“Well -
that’s settled then.” Zia said briskly. “Now I have some things to
do but I want you to relax here. There are Caftans in the wardrobe
and I suggest you change into one. Sleep if you wish. You will
certainly be tired and I want you fresh for this evening. I’ll
bring you some suitable clothes for the occasion.”

Helena looked
at her questioningly. What was to happen this evening?

Zia smiled.
“Nothing to worry about.” she parried. “There are continuous films
on the television and books in the bookcase. They may not be to
your present tastes but those will just have to alter. I have every
intention of inspiring you to new interests.”

When she had
gone Helena turned on the television set. She sat back, eyes
flaring in astonishment. The film was pornographic. She switched
channels and found that all were pornographic. She stood up and
walked to the bookcase. It was as she expected.

All the books
were pornographic.

 


***

 


Sally Stone
hated them. She stood naked amid half a dozen overseers and a
couple of guards but the main object of her anger was the white
slave mistress, Yona. Sally had been summoned here not long after
Elizabeth had been taken from the dormitory.

It was a drab,
bare, room mirrored on three sides, with nothing but a table and a
few chairs to furnish it. She had recovered a little from the
horror of her abuse and the subsequent ill treatment but she was
far more frightened than she would ever have believed possible. For
all of her adult life, Sally Stone had been in full control of her
life. There had been no fear in that life and she had been treated
with respect at all times.

But here all
was very different.

“So you
were a lawyer?” the harsh, hard voice of the Serbian woman spat
out.

“I-I am a
lawyer.” It was a hint of the old defiance and she regretted the
words even as they were uttered. The overseers and guards
laughed.

“Yes,”
Yona’s voice was mocking. “Give her her wig!”

Something was
thrust onto Sally’s head and she knew immediately what it was. In
the mirror she caught sight of herself. A naked woman, with a very
ordinary body marked with bruises and red cane marks, a heavy ring
inserted in her sex lips. And now she had a lawyer’s wig covering
her roughly cropped hair.

“Damn
you,” she said tonelessly. “Damn you.”

It was
inevitable that she would be punished for insolence. They laid her,
belly down, across the small but sturdy table and tied her hands to
the front legs and her ankles to the back ones. The wood of the
table felt cool against her belly.

“This
first pleasure will be mine,” Yona said. “But don’t worry, boys.
You can have fun afterwards.”

Sally watched
out of the corner of her eye as the Serbian woman swished a whip
viciously through the air. It was different from the usual cane. It
was made of leather and was plaited. Sally knew that her invitingly
presented bottom must be a marvellous target for the sadistic
bitch. To make it worse, the mirrored walls allowed her see all
that was happening. A man stepped behind her buttocks. Something
long and thin was being shoved into her anus. She let out a
startled squeak of protest.

“Just a
pencil — for now. You’ve had more than that up your shit hole
haven’t you?”

Sally clenched
her teeth but did not reply. The whip lashed across her buttocks.
The pain was far worse than she had expected, forcing a demented
scream from her lips.

“No
manners yet, lawyer bitch? Still think you’re superior?”

“No - no,
please - don’t hit me again. Please, have mercy. I’m a woman - like
you.”

“You’re
not the least like me, cunt. And mercy is not a failing of mine.
Now, answer the question!”

The words were
accompanied by another vicious stroke, which brought both another
shriek of pain and a flood of tears to Sally’s eyes.

“No - no
- I’m not superior. Really.”


“And?”

Sally searched
her mind for what else they wanted her to say. The third stroke
cracked across herbottom and her whole body vibrated as she tried
to turn it away from the lash.

“Well?
Use the proper words you foul mouthed piece of cunt.”

“I’ve had
other things - up my - up my - shit hole.”

“What
other things?” the sneering female voice demanded

A fourth blow
seared her bottom and she howled with anguish, tears deluging her
face. Shame was no longer important. Only stopping the pain was
important.

“What
else have you had up your shithole, slut?”

“Men’s
cocks - several men’s cocks. Dildos. Please don’t hurt me. Tell me
what you want me say. Anything, anything…”

She had to end
the pain even if it meant lies and obscenities.

The whip
cracked across the back of her thighs and her howl was less than
human. Liquid squirted as she lost control of her bladder. The
pencil slipped from her anus and clattered on the floor.

“So you
want the men to fuck you?”

“Yes -
yes,” she panted, prepared to agree to anything.

“Say it.
Ask the men. Tell them what you want? If it’s not dirty enough
you’ll get more of this!”

The whip
slashed down again.

She shrieked
once then moaned in a combination of humiliation and
desperation.

“Please -
please fuck me.” She searched desperately for more obscenities with
which to amuse them. “Use my pussy hole and my asshole - please, I
beg you-”

Yona snickered
with pleasure. “OK boys, you’ve been invited. Make her keep her wig
on though; it’ll remind her who she was. Ahmed, I know you like
your whores hot but you’d better cool her down first.”

A grinning Arab
walked in front of her. Like the others he had already removed his
loincloth. He caressed his erect cock and slapped her face with it.
Then he pissed on her. The hot urine dripped over the silly wig,
running down her face, soaking her jolting breasts. He jerked his
prick so that the flow sloshed over her face and body.

Sally, sick
with disgust, closed her mouth tight but felt a second flow behind
her, jetting into her anus and sex slit, hitting with a force that
seemed powerful enough to burst into her body. Another man was
pissing on her from behind

The flows
stopped eventually but there was no respite to her degradation. She
felt the hard end of a penis pushing against her dampened anus and
she gurgled with pain and horror. She visualised the horrible pain
when her violator thrust into the tight passage, forcing its way
through the delicate membranes. The reality was even worse and her
body convulsed in agony. It was as if a red-hot poker had been
shoved into her.

There was a
sudden buzzing sound and then something hard and cold was massaging
between her legs, seeking the clitoris. A vibrator. They were not
only raping her ass - buggering her - they were forcing her to
orgasm so that her shame would be complete. The penis of one of the
men who had pissed on her was shoved into her face and shaken, so
that spots of urine spattered against her nose and lips.

“Open
your mouth, cunt!” Yona’s voice rang out. “Clean him off and give
him pleasure.”

The whip
cracked again on her buttocks, cutting into her flesh and bringing
blood. Her scream was unearthly. As her mouth opened she felt the
cock shoved into it and she tasted the urine. She gurgled in
horror.

“Work on
it, bitch. You used your mouth to make a living before. Now we’ll
teach you how to use it properly!”

 


 



CHAPTER
NINE

 


Venus was
apprehensive though no one would have deduced that from her
expression which appeared cheerful and relaxed. She had been
summoned to the present of Baka just after first Elizabeth and then
Sally had been taken from the stinking dormitory.

From the first
she had seen Baka as a man who might help her. She was well aware
of the effect she had on men and doubted whether Baka would react
any differently than most of the others

Venus had few
illusions about life. Despite the southern American accent that she
usually assumed she had, in fact, been born in Liverpool. Her
mother had been a low-grade whore and she had never known her
father. She had grown up poor and neglected but she possessed an
inner toughness and a determination to improve her lot. Fortune had
granted her an unusual degree of physical attractiveness and she
possessed the flair and ruthlessness to use it to the full. She had
left an unpleasant home life early and even at an early age, had no
hesitation about whoring in order to earn a living. At first she
worked the streets for small sums but soon recognised that that led
nowhere. Not for her - at least for long - the cheap, back street
fucks or railway station mouth jobs. The under-age Venus, whose
figure blossomed early, bought a second hand cocktail dress from a
market stall and haunted the hotel bars -giving freebies to the
bartenders and management in order to remain undisturbed. Hotel
guests were prepared to pay a lot more but they also demanded a lot
more. Venus had soon learned what ‘perversion’ meant but it was,
she reflected, just a word. Where a man wanted to place his cock,
whether in her various bodily orifices, between her breasts,
enveloped in her thighs or the cleft of her buttocks or any other
part chosen by him was quite immaterial to her. She saw little
difference between cock sucking to ejaculation and French
kissing.

If, like most
sexual activists, professional or amateur, one was prepared to kiss
and lick the most odiferous and less than hygienic parts of a human
body she saw little to be criticised in developing a technique
which, when required, concentrated on those areas. For a higher
monetary consideration, of course.

As she grew a
little older she developed a good, if flashy dress sense and
jettisoned her Liverpudlian accent for a more enticing southern
American drawl.

Before
achieving the legal age of consent she was a competent and
successful whore. To her few friends she pointed out that whoring
was the only occupation where starting at the bottom actually made
some sense. Also she enjoyed sex.

Although Venus
was extremely good - even dedicated - at what she did, a streak of
dishonesty ran through her. Provided that the price was right she
had no objection to being used by men in any way they chose but she
had little respect for the gender. If they were drunk she saw
nothing wrong in extracting a few more notes from their wallets. On
a few occasions she had used blackmail to increase her fee though
she was normally careful not to overdo it. She was certainly amoral
though, in her opinion, not excessively so. Most men received what
they paid for and perhaps rather more than they expected. But men
took advantage of her at their peril. She would certainly fleece
the unwary but she was very careful about who and how she
fleeced.

She had got it
spectacularly wrong on the occasion that had resulted in her
highjacking to Khastan. The man had been a local councillor who had
booked her several times. His tastes had been extreme but Venus had
satisfied him and been pleasant about it, in keeping with her usual
philosophy that if one agreed to do something it should be done
properly and cheerfully. On their fourth session he told her that
he wanted a discount. Venus did not give discounts and said so. He
then informed her that he was a member of the local Watch Committee
and threatened to have her blacklisted on police files. Temporarily
balked she accepted the situation but inwardly promised herself
revenge. She ascertained that he was married and after three more
sessions she told him that if he did not revert to the original
payment - plus - then she would make certain that the wife would
know what had been going on. Ostensibly he had capitulated but ten
days later he had arranged a dinner date with her which ended by
her being seized by Marcus and his thugs. The rest, as they say, is
history.

She was still
cursing herself for her stupidity.

Of all the
women who had been enslaved to Khastan she believed that she was
the best equipped to survive. She knew that she was far more
capable of using her body as a weapon than her fellow prisoners.
She recognised that the beauty of Elizabeth Berisford was
exceptional and soon discerned that the redhead was over-sexed—a
formidable combination. But Venus had always held that experience
and expertise was better than enthusiasm and natural assets — which
in any case she did not lack.

Venus had aimed
at enticing Baka almost as soon as she had stepped out of the
container on arrival in Khastan. He was clearly a power here. And
since the horror of having her labia so brutally pierced and ringed
the matter had achieved a high degree of urgency. She shuffled
slightly, reminded of the dull ache between her silken thighs.

She smiled at
Baka who was looking at her with amusement written all over his
face. He was sprawled in a big, easy chair in the comfortable
Palace suite, which he occupied as Head of the Palace Guard. Beside
him was an attractive, dark haired girl with milky white skin
wearing a black tassel around her slender waist from which dangled
the seemingly obligatory genital cover; this time in a shining
black material.

His invitation
had been direct and uncomplicated.

“I want a
personal whore. Someone who will please me herself and make certain
that I am kept satisfied by others - whom she will select and
instruct. You could fill the role. For how long will depend upon
you.”

Venus knew well
enough that a girl should never appear to jump at that sort of
crude invitation. Her quick mind decided that a show of common
decency and compassion might not go amiss even with a pig like
Baka.

“What
about my friends? Can you make things easier for them? Perhaps help
them?” She meant ‘escape’ but understood that was not the word to
use. In any case she knew what the answer would be and did not
really care. The important thing was to appear caring. Men liked
that!

He smiled. “You
must know as well as I do that those two will never get away from
here. Whatever they promised - and they’d probably promise anything
at the moment - they’d cause problems if they got out of
Khastan.”

Baka fondled
the breasts of the dark haired girl and she looked adoringly into
his face. His black hands slid down over her body and pushed aside
the black flap, revealing a thick mat of hair. She opened her legs
and her mouth as if imploring his continuing attention. Venus
recognised that she was being warned that Baka had alternatives if
she declined his offer.

“And me?
If no one leaves Khastan then that includes me? What happens when
you tire of me?” Venus demanded. She knew the answer to her
question however he chose to answer. If he lost interest in her she
would just be slung back to slavery.

He laughed, his
ugly face creasing. “If you’re sensible you’ll work it so that I
won’t get tired of you.”

“All men
get tired of one woman sooner or later!” For once Venus was being
brutally honest.

“I shan’t
have only one woman. I fuck whom I like when I like. You certainly
won’t be enough on your own, however perverted you are - I hope!”
He laughed again. “ You’ll arrange that I am kept pleased and
happy. Look out for talent that will amuse and excite me - and
train it to be really good. You can work out a scene for the
redhead for example. She’s shaggable. You won’t get bored if you’re
as interested in sex as you make out.”

“So I am
to be both pimp and whore?” Venus did not conceal her sarcasm. This
man was as cynical as she was and would not be easy to
manipulate.

He laughed and
inserted a finger in the white girl’s anus. She squealed, wriggled
and giggled inanely.

Venus raised
her eyebrows. The white girl was willing enough but a rank amateur.
Certainly no competition! “And how long do I have to decide?”

“About a
minute. Refuse me and you go straight to a slave-block.” His voice
changed to a wheedle. “See, Venus. I have the power here. Help me
enjoy it.”

He held up
three stubby fingers, then, with brutal rapidity he drove them into
the white girl’s vagina. Her face convulsed and she whimpered with
pain. Then, with obvious difficulty, she regained her composure and
the smile, albeit strained, returned to her pretty face. But Baka
had made his point. He was the master here.

Venus played
for a little more time though she had already made up her mind.

“My
friends -”

“They’re
not your friends. If you returned to the old society they’d drop
you immediately. And, for what it’s worth, the famous Elizabeth
Berisford will soon be entertaining her betters by being fucked on
stage. After that she’ll be put in a cage and she’ll stay there for
as long as she amuses whoever has use of her. The lawyer is being
fucked stupid as we speak and will be an on stage exhibit tomorrow
night. And after that -”

He put his wet
fingers in front of the white girl’s face and she licked at them
avidly.

“Do you
really want to join them?” he finished.

It was a
forgone decision. Venus had made a rule of always backing winners
when possible -and there was no way that Elizabeth and Sally were
going to be winners. Venus had no wish to take her chance on a
slave block.

Baka saw her
decision in her eyes. His mouth curved mockingly. He trusted her as
much as she trusted him but she was a wonderful looking woman. He
raised his bottom from the chair and pulled down the red
pantaloons, revealing his big, hard penis. Her breath hissed out
and her almond shaped, eyes flared - though her reaction was the
calculated, professional response that she had cultivated to the
baring of a man’s cock - any man’s cock. He was quite big but she
had seen bigger. Baka responded in the way she anticipated - with
conceit.

“Don’t
worry, little black girl. It’ll just about go up you and you’ll
enjoy the squeeze. Now -I’ve explained my part of the bargain. It’s
time for you to demonstrate yours. And remember. I can still change
my mind.”

The white girl
beside him wriggled slightly and unfastened the braided belt so
that it fell away from her and left her completely naked. She had
two gold rings embedded in each lip of her vulva. She was very
pretty, not yet twenty, Venus hazarded.

Venus slid to
her knees and crawled towards him, knowing that he would enjoy her
submission. Never do things by half! She writhed her body slightly
so that her purple tipped tits wobbled and swung sexily. Her mouth
opened and her lascivious tongue wetted her lips so that they
gleamed. She deliberately drooled slightly, giving the impression
of sperm leaking from her mouth. She stopped a foot or so from his
thighs, knowing that he could smell her, as she could smell
herself. Lust and sweat. The most telling of aphrodisiacs.

She turned her
body away from him, put her nose to the ground and raised her
beautifully rounded ass for his inspection. Her hands reached
behind her and pulled open the cheeks of her buttocks, showing off
her most intimate parts. It was a position of complete subjection.
She stayed in that position, waiting expectantly.

He studied her
at length, one hand reinserted into the wet, cavernous sex of the
white girl beside him but this time he was reasonably gentle.

Venus had a
beautiful body, as good in its way as that of Elizabeth Berisford
and in better physical condition. Her face was not quite as
striking but it was lovely by any normal measure. Her vulva and
anus told its own story to the experienced eyes of Baka. The lips
of the vulva were a little slack, showing the purple, wet, inner
lining. The ring glinted against the redness like a jewel on a
velvet cushion. The puckered anus had a slight gape in it that
demonstrated its experienced usability. Baka preferred that in his
women. He had no time for bleeding virgins although he had had his
share of them over the years.

The white girl
lowered her head to his crotch and with consummate skill began to
suck his cock. She worked slowly but steadily and all the time Baka
studied his new possession.

Still facing in
the opposite direction she could hear the steady slurping noises
and knew exactly what was happening.

A moment later
he came, his spunk spurting into the white girl’s eager mouth. But
she did not swallow. She raised her lovely face with cheeks
slightly distended.

“Lay on
your back.” Baka ordered and Venus obeyed instantly. She looked at
the white girl’s cheeks and knew immediately what was wanted. The
white girl left Baka and lay full length on the black girl’s body,
nipple to nipple, pubis to pubis - mouth near to mouth.

Venus smiled up
into the face of the white girl and opened her mouth wide. With
exquisite slowness the girl drooled Baka’s spunk into it. When she
had finished Venus looked at Baka, smiled and opened her mouth so
that he could see the thick froth then slowly allowed it to drain
down her throat.

She hoped that
he might reward her with a cigarette.

 


***

 


Helena de
Barrie entered the Guest banqueting room with Zia. On the threshold
she hesitated, surprised at the number of people and the
magnificence around them. It was the first time that she had seen
the expensively furnished, if somewhat garish, banqueting room.

The Guests had
made an extra effort for the occasion. It had been announced as
being a Gala night and everybody had worked hard on their finery.
The men wore immaculate evening dress, some in black; others with
white tuxedos and a few with jackets of midnight blue or burgundy.
There were several colourfully dressed Africans and equally
immaculate, white and gold robed Arabs who carried jewelled
daggers. The women wore stunning clothes and were lavishly
bejewelled. Backless, and often almost frontless, evening gowns for
the younger women were plentiful. Older women wore less revealing,
intricately cut eveningwear of every material and hue. More than a
few wore the heavily jewelled Caftans, which were so practical and
popular in Khastan. The Arab and African women wore clothes of
their region though none affected the yasmak. There were also a
number of Indians present, the women wearing superb saris and the
men in bejewelled tunics and turbans encrusted with precious
stones.

Helena’s eyes
flashed over the scene. While much was similar to past functions
that she had attended, there were significant differences. The pens
of totally naked male and female slaves for example. Her widened
eyes also took in the well-groomed slave-girls serving drinks,
naked except for high heeled shoes and a piece of silver cloth
covering the pubis.

She noticed the
large, raised stage guarded by the red pantalooned Palace Guard
plus a few of the white pantalooned Personal Guards of the
Princess, all naked to the waist apart from heavily embroidered,
sleeveless waistcoats, worn open at the front.

Around the
perimeter of the dining area were placed ultra large television
screens. This was a recent innovation suggested by Zia who had
pointed out that the activity on the stage could not be clearly
seen by all the diners. The larger than life screens could pick up
and magnify every detail of what was going on. Helena who had no
idea of the type of show that took place in this room could not
guess at their significance.

Helena was
wearing a short, low cut, gold cocktail dress provided for her by
Zia. She thought that it was a little too short but she had not
complained; she had good legs set off by gold stiletto heeled
shoes. A glittering, fake diamond necklace plus equally ersatz
earrings and bracelets of similar material visually replicated her
appearance when she had worn priceless jewellery as a matter of
course. She was immaculately made up and her short hair was
perfectly coiffered. A delicate scent accompanied her passage. It
was a very long time since she had felt so near to her best. Yet in
spite of all she felt a tinge of apprehension and uncertainty,
sensing that there was danger here.

She hovered at
the doorway, intimidated by the number of people who looked towards
her. A certain panic seized her as she realised that she knew
several of the Guests.

Zia, who was
wearing a simple but expensive black, ankle length cocktail dress,
put a steadying hand on her arm. “You’ve been to parties before,”
she whispered. “This is just another. But, remember. You do exactly
as I tell you.”

They advanced
into the room and Helena tried to relax. A middle aged woman swept
up to her.

“Dear
Helena! How nice to see you. I hear that you have parted from your
husband - so sorry! But what a surprise to see you
here.”

She mumbled
some rejoinder to the woman, whom she had certainly met but could
not recollect either occasion or name. Zia propelled her forwards
towards a large table just in front of the stage. When she saw the
people who stood or sat around the table her wonderful aquamarine
eyes flickered with apprehension. The question swept through her
mind. ‘What were these people doing in Khastan - this place of
slavery?’

Facing her,
ponderous and arrogant was her husband’s old enemy, Heinz Bock. He
was a big man in his eighties, granite faced but sharp eyed. She
had met him on several occasions at functions and he frightened her
almost as much as did her husband. She saw his wife, pretty but
brittle and they exchanged a guarded nod of mistrust. She
recognised the thickset, black man and his unprepossessing wife;
General Henri Birro and Mila. He was the Dictator President of the
Black African State of Mafri with a long record of human rights
abuse. The plump little man was Felix Fenton. She knew him as a
lightweight carouser, completely dependent on his father’s favour
for his considerable income. Beside him was a tall, blond girl aged
in her early twenties but she was not at all familiar to Helena.
She had a splendid figure but her pretty, if slightly hard face was
sour and unwelcoming. Dame Edith Jones was a familiar face though
Helena had never particularly liked her. Rumour had it that the
great actress could not control her sexual drive and it was
certainly true that she always had a younger man on hand. Helena
guessed that the somewhat weedy young man, looking shy and
self-effacing, was her latest companion.

She did not
recognise a small, bearded man wearing an ill-fitting dinner jacket
but she nodded to him nevertheless and he nodded back.

But she was
delighted to recognise the last person at the table. The Contessa
Maria di Lothero. The two women smiled at each other with obvious
pleasure. Helena knew Maria as a thoroughly decent person. She was
astonished to meet her in this place.

Helena, from
her previous experience as a leading Society Hostess, knew that the
courtesies and precedence had to be observed. She curtsied
gracefully despite the tight skirt, to the Dictator of Mafri and
his wife.

“Your
Excellency. How delighted to see you again. And your lovely First
Lady.”

The Dictator
nodded curtly but did not reply and he did not smile His wife
peered hard at Helena but also did not speak. That was a little
unnerving. The last time they had met the Birro’s had been
positively effusive. Helena guessed that having lost her
influential husband she was no longer of interest to them. That was
just the way of the world within the Society in which she had
previously lived.

Dame Edith
declaimed rather than spoke and seemed to be taking an opposite
view. “Delighted to see you, my dear. Sorry to hear about your
marriage break up but I never liked that sod you were married to.
Cold fish!”

Marti, the
previously sour faced girl sitting next to Felix, thawed. She
reached out a welcoming hand. “If you’ve got rid of a man then
you’re my friend. Honey, we’re best on our own.”

Helena smiled
back, instinctively liking the directness of the American girl. It
seemed that she might have at least two friends here. She paid far
less attention to the words of Dame Edith. Actors were notoriously
two faced.

“I think
we should sit down,” Zia said quietly. Most of those at the table
had eyed her guardedly. Most of them were old hands at the
‘Pleasurepalace’ and knew her reputation. Zia had been born in the
slums of Cairo; had survived from an early age by prostitution,
progressed to become a famous Madam and had finally set up a chain
of brothels which she had sold for a fortune six years before.
Retirement in her mid forties had bored her and after a couple of
years she had re-entered the sex arena as a consultant. Her most
lucrative client was Princess Lala.

Helena, of
course, knew none of that.

What no one
present knew was that, until very recently, Zia had also worked for
Sir James de Barrie but had decided to throw in her lot completely
with Khastan. Her first coup had been to remove Helena from her
husband’s clutches, a feat she had accomplished by the use of a
clever deceit. Zia was being paid a great deal of money for her
services though she was far more interested in the intrigue than
the money and found the idea of kicking the bottom of the Sir James
- a man she had met only once and disliked immensely -
irresistible. Money no longer played much part in the motivation of
the sufficiently wealthy Egyptian

Krug Imperial
Champagne was opened. Helena, never a great drinker, only imbibed
in moderation, but Felix, Bock, Dame Edith, and her friend, the
small bearded man and the two Africans drank heavily. Bock’s wife
called for mineral water, which was shared by Marti. The Contessa,
like Helena, merely sipped at the champagne.

It was
inevitable that Maria and Helena were quickly engaged in
conversation. They had known each other for a long time; both
tended to be aloof and somewhat introverted (while at the same time
being extraordinarily attractive women). Both hid their innermost
feelings from other people. Instinctively they had always liked
each other. Nevertheless each was guarded because neither knew the
reason for the presence of the other in Khastan. Their conversation
was voluble but not informative. The main question that each wanted
to ask the other: ‘what are you doing here?’ was not asked.

In spite of her
outward show of calm, Helena was repelled by this function. It had
the obvious overtones of many similar gathering that she had
attended in the past. The food was splendid; the wine and
champagne, the best. She knew or recognised many of the Guests. Yet
she looked with shock at the virtually naked serving girls and
gaped as she saw them openly fondled by both men and women Guests.
She also glanced with puzzlement at the pens of naked young men and
women at the back of the room. Resolutely she tried to put the
unusual circumstances at the back of her mind and continued a
guarded conversation with Maria.

Maria had heard
that Sir James and his wife had broken up but she knew nothing
else. Woman like, she wanted to know more but preferred not to ask
directly. Helena welcomed not having to take direct questions but
her suffering over the past months had marked her indelibly, and
she was constrained by the presence of Zia. Certainly she could not
explain what had happened to her these last six months. She did not
know how to behave in these circumstances but she put on a credible
front. Helena, in her previous life had become very experienced in
saying little with many words She deflected Maria’s queries about
her failed marriage by being non-committal and indicating that it
was not a matter she wished to discuss. The Contessa, ever a model
of courtesy, did not pursue the point.

Zia’s
conspiratorial mind enjoyed the struggling conversation where
Helena fended off Maria’s generalised questions without giving
intelligible answers. She noted the growing puzzlement in the
Contessa’s expression. Zia also noted the growing lust on the faces
of the hard drinking men at the table, for Helena was a natural
dick hardener. Most had no idea why Helena was here but her
presence was an additional stimulation in what promised to be an
exciting evening.

There was a
certain surprise that the Princess had not joined the party but Zia
explained that she had been held up on business and hoped to join
them later. Felix smirked knowingly but made no comment.

The female
slaves served the meal with studied perfection. Zia leaned over to
the Contessa and whispered a few words, explaining that Helena’s
divorce was having a depressing affect on her. The Contessa, with
her usual consideration, immediately switched her conversation to
lighter topics. Helena chatted back with notable restraint and the
talk went around the table as the excellent food was eaten and the
marvellous wines drunk.

Slavegirls,
wearing only their brief, silver pubic covering and high-heeled
shoes plus somewhat fixed smiles, moved gracefully between the
tables. Should a Guest move to grope them they stayed until he or
she was satisfied. Often there were cheers and claps from the
individual tables as slave-girls were fondled. Somewhat shocked,
Helena noticed that in such circumstances the slaves smiled even
more broadly, though she discerned that some such smiles were
forced: But some of the girls seemed genuinely to enjoy it,
wiggling their hips or shaking their tits and occasionally even
bending to kiss their molesters.

The meal lasted
about an hour after which coffee and liquors were served. Heaped
dishes of caviar and several silver trays of chocolates were placed
on the tables. Inhibitions had long since departed. Without the
slightest inhibition, both Bock and Felix groped the slavegirls who
were serving them. The girls stood, smiles on their faces, until a
hearty slap on their rounded buttocks dismissed them. Helena tried
to ignore the by-play and regarded her plate with apparent
interest.

A few moments
later three pairs of naked girls appeared on the stage and, to the
accompaniment of the throbbing drums, gave a slow and sensuous
lesbian performance, periodically swapping partners. The lights
dimmed to about half normal intensity.

Helena gaped as
the large TV screens reflected the actions on the stage. She caught
Maria’s questioning eye but realised that it would not be politic
to comment. She looked away from both the TV screens and the stage
performance itself.

Zia raised her
champagne glass and scooped a couple of spoonfuls of caviar on to
her plate from the heaped dish which a slave-girl had placed on the
table. Another slave-girl swept over and refilled her glass, only
to find Felix’s hand between her legs. She stood docilely, grinning
inanely at him.

But Felix was
staring at Helena as he groped the girl. He removed his hand and
sniffed at his fingers. Helena blushed crimson.

“Do you
really need to do that?” asked Marti acidly.

“She’s
more agreeable than you.” Felix snapped. “I told you to wear
something revealing -like these girls. That’s what you’ve got a
body for! You show off your tits and your twat in ‘Vegas. Why’s it
so different here?”

“In
‘Vegas I work! Showing tits and pussy is what I do! Here I’m
‘sposed to be a Guest. You want me to strip off and fuck on stage
then you pay me. Make me an offer, buddy!”

The men around
the table applauded but Felix snarled back.

“You’ll
soon get an offer you can’t refuse. You may be a tough bitch but
there are plenty of tougher ones here.”

He slapped the
slave-girl’s backside and she trotted off.

“Please.”
the Contessa, said, frowning. “We do not need this
coassness.”

Zia wiped her
lips. “No,” she said calmly. “But I need a pee - which means that I
need your tongue, Helena. I get sore if I’m not licked properly
clean.”

There was a
sudden tension around the table. The Contessa gasped. Marti gaped.
A grin began to dawn on the faces of both Felix and Heinz Bock. The
Birros’ showed puzzlement.

“I don’t
understand.” Henri Birro said.

“You will
be surprised that Her Highness has not yet joined us,” Zia said.
“That is because she is at this moment signing the documents
re-allocating Khastan’s mining and oil concessions to a consortium
consisting of Universal International and Bock Industries - our
good friends Heinz and Felix here.”

There was a
cruel smile on Zia’s face as she continued.

“All Sir
James’ possessions in Khastan are forfeit to the State - and that
includes his wife. Lady Helena is now a slave of the Princess and
will serve her in any capacity required. At this time, Her Highness
has delegated her use to me and I choose to use her as my sex slave
and my toilet slave. And please understand that I do not merely
pee. As it happens she has already served me in her new capacity,
was co-operative and fully understands her role.”

“No!” The
Contessa’s voice was strangulated.

“Indeed.
Yes.” Zia contradicted. “Look at her face. Ask her if what I am
saying is wrong.”

Helena’s face
was scarlet. Her previous humiliations had been undertaken mostly
with and in front of strangers. Here she was being humiliated
before people whom she knew well. She had been apprehensive as to
what to expect on this occasion but had never bargained for this.
And she had been thrown off guard by Zia’s previous apparent
kindliness. What Zia was insinuating was not even true. Helena had
had no sort of relationship with Zia apart from sleeping, soundly,
in the same bed during the previous night. But she said nothing and
dropped her eyes, too ashamed to meet the gaze of anyone at the
table and too frightened to deny the allegation.

Marti stood up,
her face like thunder. “Well, fuck you all!” She looked at Felix.
“You dirty little turd. I suppose you thought this up. Well fuck
off, you inadequate little bastard!”

She walked
towards the door of the great room and after a moment, with an
anguished look at the downcast Helena, the Contessa followed. After
a few moments of indecision the Dictator and his wife also left,
though they offered a hurried explanation about being tired. Zia
knew that the Dictator of Mafri was very friendly with Sir James de
Barrie.

“Marti
will be staying in Khastan,” Felix said conversationally to Zia.
“I’m sure that you can teach the bitch manners. But as for looking
in Helena’s face - there’s a part of her I’d rather look
at.”

“Then
help yourself, “ Zia smiled and then addressed Helena in a sharp
voice. “Get up and stand on the table. My bladder can wait for a
few moments.”

There was a
momentary hesitation then, slowly, red faced, Helena rose and
stepped first onto the chair in which she had been sitting and then
on to the table. Felix beckoned and gingerly she stepped over the
glasses and cutlery and stood before him. People in surrounding
tables noted what was going on and some started cheering and
clapping. She became the centre of interest within the great room.
The action on stage was largely forgotten.

Felix leaned
forward, took the hem of her skirt, pushed it up to her thighs then
shoved his face under it and raised his head between her legs.
Everyone around the table could hear him sniffing.

At length his
head reappeared. “Hey. She may look like an angel but her pussy
smells like any other slut’s.”

Zia looked up
at the flushed and degraded blonde and spoke softly but firmly.

“Stay
there. Let the audience look at you. And look at them, damn
you!”

Desperately
Helena looked about her at the sea of excited faces peering in her
direction. She heard her name rustling through the crowd. Many must
have seen Felix thrust his head up between her legs and sniff at
her sex. Tears rose to her eyes as she realised the degree to which
Zia had betrayed her.

The grinning
Felix put his hand up between Helena’s legs, fondling her through
the flimsy material of her panties. Her shame increased as she felt
the flow of moisture between her thighs.

“I’ve
wanted to do this for a lot of years,” he said loudly.

The hubbub
around the room began to grow and the hurtful comments assailed her
ears.

“Lady
Helena de Barrie - who would have thought it?”

“Let’s
see it stripped!”

“Can I
have a whiff?”

“What’s
the price for half an hour?”

“Get her
on stage and let’s see the blacks shag her.“

At that moment
there was a blare of trumpets. The lights in the room dimmed to a
faint glow and two powerful spotlights focussed on the servery
entrance. For a moment there was silence, then every eye focussed
as a triumphant Baka led in a naked, red headed beauty.

 


 



CHAPTER
TEN

 


Elizabeth had
been taken to the servery entrance of the Banqueting room several
hours earlier, passing through the kitchens on her way. The busy
cooks and their supporting staff had barely glanced at her, so
intense had been their concentration on their work. In any case
virtually naked slave-girls were circulating the area all the time.
During the last hour or so she had stood at the far side of the
servery door, watching the slave-girls as they entered or exited
the room carrying full or empty dishes and drinking vessels. She
noticed that their fixed smiles disappeared as they re-entered the
kitchens and hurried on to their next task.

Apart from the
cooking smells - which were irresistibly tempting to a woman who
had received no food since she had arrived in Khastan - Elizabeth
savoured the odours of expensive perfumes and colognes wafting in
from the banqueting room. But apprehension was growing within her.
She dreaded what was to come. The sounds and noises - yes, and the
smells - were those she had experienced many times in the past. She
guessed that there was a large function going on. Men and women
were eating a meal and being entertained. Elizabeth guessed that
she, naked as she was, was destined to be part of that
entertainment.

She had plenty
to worry about even though she was scrupulously clean for the first
time since she had arrived in Khastan. She felt like a sacrifice
from some primitive society to a monstrous Deity.

She wore
nothing but a slender gold chain around her waist and red, very
high heeled stiletto shoes. Her wrists and ankles were chained.
There was something odd about the feel of the shoes apart from the
height of the heels. The fact was that one heel was slightly
shorter than the other. It served the purpose of making her bottom
wobble and her hips swing erotically when she walked

Once satisfied
with her appearance, the Ranee had handed her over to the guards.
The Nubians had chained her hands behind her back and manacled her
ankles so that she had to develop a mincing gait. Then, accompanied
by Lisa, they had taken her through the kitchens to the servery
entrance of the Banqueting Hall where she had been compelled to
kneel in silence and await her fate. Lisa’s function soon became
obvious. The guards took turns in fucking her. Lisa seemed a
willing participant, eyes shining, white teeth sparkling and
clearly an accomplished sexual performer. Occasionally her eyes met
those of Elizabeth and her smile broadened as if seeking approval.
Elizabeth noticed that although the kitchen workers were within
sight and the naked girl waitresses were passing constantly, nobody
took much notice of the sexual activity.

Elizabeth was
grateful that the guards had someone else on whom to vent their
boredom but her relief had been short lived. Baka had re-appeared
carrying a boxlike object with wires sprouting from it. Elizabeth
had quailed as he approached her but the guards had restrained her
hopeless struggles and Baka had attached a series of electric leads
to her body. The serrated edged clips hurt abominably and tortured
her nipples and the already sore lips of her vulva. Tears of
anguish rose to her eyes and she promised to remain passive if they
would just remove the clips. Baka however had brandished the small
box to which the electric leads were attached. On the box was a
small wheel and the terrified Elizabeth guessed what would happen
if that wheel were turned. The box clearly contained a powerful
cellular battery capable of given a painful shock.

Guessing,
however, was not sufficient for Baka. He beckoned Lisa, who now
stank of sex, and she went to him with apparent willingness. But
her sloe eyes flashed with alarm and she winced as the leads were
attached to her body. Nevertheless, she did not protest.

Baka then
turned the wheel sharply. Lisa screamed, writhed, losing control of
her bladder and bowels. Within a fraction of a second the
beautiful, previously graceful, body became a stinking,
uncoordinated mad woman.

Aghast,
Elizabeth realised that the blonde slave had been used purely for
demonstrative purposes. It was an act of outrageous cruelty - but
it was also a salutary warning.

Baka then
unclipped the leads from Elizabeth’s body. The pain of the
returning circulation had made her double up and squeal with
pain.

“We’ll
let you rest a while,” he said without the slightest sympathy “Make
the most of it.”

The soiled Lisa
was hustled away. Slavegirls had been summoned to clean up the
mess.

Elizabeth had
knelt without complaint, despite the pain still striking through
her body. She tried to ignore her fear, the throbbing ache in her
pierced vulva and her growing hunger.

Once she had
begged for food and Baka had sent for sandwiches. When they had
arrived, thick and delicious, she had salivated and looked at him
imploringly.

Grinning, he
had eaten one with every indication of enjoyment. Then, he had
picked up another, pushed down his pantaloons and rubbed the
sandwich over his body. He had wiped it between his buttocks, over
his large cock and under his arms. Finally he threw it down in
front of her.

Gritting her
teeth in anger but trying not to show it she had ignored it.

He had pushed
his face close to hers. “Not hungry enough yet? You will be soon.
Before you’re finished you’ll lick every inch of my body - the
dirtiest bits over and over again!”

She had flushed
but turned her face away, not daring to provoke him.

And they had
waited in silence, the sandwich lying unheeded on the floor between
them.

 


***

 


Suddenly there
was a rise in the sound and activity beyond the door. A hostile,
baying, animalistic sound. People were shouting but Elizabeth could
not quite make out the words.

Baka reattached
the leads and Elizabeth winced as the cruel metal teeth once again
bit into her flesh

“Come,
slut!” He jerked sharply and she squealed in anguish, shambling
behind him and trying to keep the leads as loose as
possible.

He led her into
the great Banqueting room.

At first few
people noticed their entrance. Most interest was focussed on a
tall, beautiful blonde woman in a gold dress standing on a table
and being intimately pawed by a short, balding man in a tuxedo. Nor
did Elizabeth recognise Lady Helena. The redhead was awed by the
throng of immaculately dressed people and the noise that they
engendered. She was horribly aware of her own nakedness and horror
and disgust at being paraded in this way struck through her.

Her state of
mind was not improved by the audience’s sudden, frenzied, notice of
her appearance. Then howls, wolf whistles, jeers, the stamping of
feet, the banging of hands on the tables and bawled obscenities
welcomed her. So hostile was the noise that she instinctively
shrank back towards the door, causing the grinning Baka to jerk
hard on the leads. She screeched with agony and prayed that he
would not activate the current.

Then the lights
dimmed leaving only the dull glow of the emergency illumination.
Two spotlights shot out from above. One focussed on the stumbling
figure of Elizabeth; the other was directed to the circular
platform on the great stage to which she was being led. The
previous lesbian performers had now fled the stage.

Elizabeth was
dragged forward, horribly aware that every eye in the room must be
on her naked body. She would like to have walked straight and
proud, showing courage in adversity. That might have given her a
modicum of dignity. But the four leads gave Baka the chance to
further degrade her and always there was the fear that he might
activate the electric current. He jerked at the leads skilfully so
that she stumbled and staggered forward, breasts swinging
obscenely. She shuffled forward like a drunk. The lips of her labia
were pulled out like elastic and she suffered the contemptuous
laughter directed at her by the crowd.

The torturing
leashes on her labia and tits, the chains on her ankles and the
uneven height of the heels, constrained her movements so that she
minced and tottered rather than strode. The slightly shorter heel
of one shoe caused her hips to swing in an exaggerated way. Her
full breasts bobbed and shuddered as she moved into the room. She
was an object of scorn and the coarse comments assailed her.

“It’s
that bloody bitch, Elizabeth Berisford,” said a loud male
voice.

“And buck
naked - best way for her to be. Hey, Ranee - have you got a whip
handy? I’ve always wanted to beat that bitch’s ass.”

“Let’s
raffle her. Every ticket a winner. Just to decide the order. Boy—am
I going to shag that.”

“Look at
her sodding expression. Bloody sour faced bitch!”

Then a female
voice. “She looks as if she’s constipated. But she always did.”

Another man:
“Hey. Look at that ass on her. She’s got a pussy like a tunnel.
Don’t worry honey - I’ve got an express for you!”

The colour rose
to her face but it was little noticed in the harsh glare of the
spotlight. Tears trickled down her cheeks but she fought to
restrain them and to compose herself as much as possible. She had
to survive this. It could not go on forever. But she guessed that
there was worse to come.

 


***

 


Helena de
Barrie remained standing on the table. There were tears in her
eyes. She was grateful that the lights had dimmed and that
attention had switched away from her. Felix, mercifully, had ceased
to grope her. Another hand touched her legs and she tensed. Zia’s
voice hissed up at her.

“Sit
down. I’ve poured you another drink.”

Helena dropped
down, gratefully realising that her part in this exhibition was
temporarily over. She had recognised Elizabeth in spite of the
cropped hair, though she was stunned at the other’s presence. They
were friends, moving in the same high circles of Society and united
by a common love of shopping. They had sat together on several
charity committees. Helena asked herself the question. What was
Elizabeth Berisford doing here and what were they going to do to
her?

Just before the
lights had gone down Felix had been groping her publicly. He had
pushed her dress up around her hips and his hands had poked inside
her panties. She had guessed that at any moment the brief garment
would be pulled down around her ankles and her full disgrace would
be exhibited to all these people. The branded bottom, the harlot’s
pussy, the open anus - all the signs that she had been well used.
The dimming lights had been a signal for Felix to slip away. Helena
had stayed, terrified, standing upon the table until Zia had spoken
to her. Now she sat, relieved at the cloak of darkness but
terrified of what the future held for her.

 


***

 


Elizabeth was
led to the stage. The only person in the darkened room whom she
could see clearly was Baka though she was horribly aware of the
hubbub around her. She tried to shut her mind to the vicious
obscenities aimed at her. Climbing the few stairs to the stage was
an agony as Baka jerked the leads with deliberate cruelty.

Two figures
stepped into the glare of the second spotlight as it converged with
the first. The Ranee and Felix. They stood in front of a
microphone, brightly illuminated, with the circular platform in the
gloom behind. Dim figures could be seen assembling something on top
of the platform but most eyes were focussed on the main
participants; Felix in his smart tuxedo, the Ranee in a glittering
sari, the huge, cropped headed Baka and the naked and clearly
distressed Elizabeth Berisford.

The Ranee spoke
into the microphone, her amplified words ringing around the great
room. She took the control box from Baka and jerked viciously.
Elizabeth staggered and squealed out, her voluptuous flesh wobbling
erotically as the cruel metal teeth bit even harder into her
tenderest flesh.

There was an
ironic cheer from the audience.

“This
whore is for your use,” she told Felix. “Her Highness’s gift to
you.”

Felix’s face
was ecstatic. He signalled the people controlling the lights and
the second one changed its focus until it illuminated the circular
platform. A structure similar to a vaulting horse, though somewhat
lower in height, had been erected the platform. Four guards stepped
out of the gloom into the light.

“You know
what to do,” Felix murmured conversationally and his voice echoed
through the gathering, magnified by the sensitive
speakers.

The men removed
the hand and ankle cuffs from Elizabeth and the terminal leads to
her intimate parts were roughly jerked off. She gasped in pain then
shrieked with agony as the circulation began to return to the
lacerated flesh of nipples and sex lips. She rubbed at the painful
areas and was barracked by the watchers.

“Dirty
bitch is playing with herself.”

“Wanking
Lizzie.”

“Can I
rub it for you, dearie?”

The pain was so
great that Elizabeth fell to her knees, closing her legs as if to
shut out the pain and placing her palms over her smarting
nipples.

Ignoring her
distress, the guards dragged her upright then thrust her roughly
over the vaulting horse. Her torso ran lengthways over the padded
leather covering and her arms were pulled downwards and manacled to
the front legs of the horse. Her ankles were similarly manacled to
the back leg. The chains securing the manacles to her wrists and
ankles were adjustable and they were tightened until she was firmly
secured, able to move her head, which hung over the front of the
horse, but allowing little other movement. She could writhe and
move a to a small degree but that was all. When she was fully
secured, helpless and mewing softly with panic, the giant
television screens around the room suddenly flashed on. Both
spotlights focussed on her body and larger than life pictures of
the stricken woman were shown around the room.

Felix, carrying
a hand microphone, and the tightly secured redhead were now in the
full glare of the spotlights. The other people had stepped into the
gloom. All eyes were on the vaulting horse with its slightly
wriggling, naked female figure.

Felix spoke
into the microphone. “Our visitor and main event of the evening is
the Honourable Elizabeth Berisford, daughter of a Peer of the
Realm, wealthy, an occasional mistress of the Prince of you know
what and considered a great beauty. Tonight, however, this spoiled
and previously haughty lady is here purely for your enjoyment -” He
grinned at the audience. “-And mine!”

There was a
burst of laughter around the room and some clapping.

“But -
definitely not hers.” Felix remarked.

More laughter
and clapping.

“Dear
Elizabeth has never been very pleasant to her suitors. She’s a
famously bad tempered bitch who likes her own way. Not tonight,
Lizzie dear!”

There were a
few giggles and guffaws.

“Not a
very nice girl, you understand. Can be bloody offensive, in fact.
But she’s something of a nymphomaniac. Wants sex all the time. But
she wants all the fun - she doesn’t care about the men and she can
be bloody insulting if she doesn’t feel satisfied. But tonight,”
his tone dropped significantly. “We don’t care a bugger whether she
enjoys it or not.”

“Shame!”
shouted an ironic female voice.

“Someone
will get round to you, darling,” Felix leered and was rewarded with
a burst of cheers. “In the meantime let’s have a good look at what
we’ve got here.”

The unseen
video camera changed direction and zoomed in. On the screens around
the room a close up view of Elizabeth’s widely spread buttocks
appeared. One screen had been deliberately placed so that she could
watch her own humiliation. She closed her eyes tight in utter
embarrassment and made a hopeless attempt to close her legs from
the prying lens.

Every fold and
crease of her damp labia was fully exhibited. The convex anus
seemed to push out into the room and the contrast of the dark skin
of within her buttock crease contrasted sharply with the creamy
skin of the rest of her body. Magnified by the zoom lens,
Elizabeth’s sexual secrets were fully revealed.

“She’s
shit herself already!” someone yelled.

“Not
yet,” Felix smiled. “Later, probably, but not yet.”

He moved around
the horse, a spotlight following him, and stood behind the splayed
legs. He poked an exploring finger into the soft wetness. The
screen showed every movement as his finger plunged into the
helpless sex.

Elizabeth
moaned and tried to wriggle her body. That made the scene even more
erotic. He suddenly shoved in three fingers so roughly that she
screamed.

“It’s a
bloody cavern,” he told the crowd.

“Don’t we
get a go? You’re having all the fun,” cried a voice.

“Only so
far - only so far.” Felix chided. “Everyone will get their turn.
Eventually.”

Now his finger
probed Elizabeth’s anus but she still retained some muscular
control and tightened against his pressure. He laughed. “She
doesn’t want it up her ass. She’s fucked plenty but never up her
ass. Do you know, she’s an anal virgin?”

“Don’t
believe it,” shouted a wag.

“Ah! But
it’s true,” Felix said seriously. “This hoity toity lady thinks
that ass fucking is dirty.”

The image on
the screen switched to the face of the victim and showed every
nuance of Elizabeth’s expression. The wonderful, green eyes were
horror struck at what she was experiencing.

“The lady
rather likes fucking nobility. Yes, I know that you out there are
all noble so you’ll have your turn in good time. But the yerks are
going to get first treat tonight. Her Highness was good enough to
allocate the first fucking of her shithole to me - and I’m going to
make certain that it’s something the bitch will always remember. So
I am re-allocating the pleasure to a very select group of
people.”

He took a deep
breath.

The TV images
divided showing both the most intimate parts of Elizabeth and her
stricken face.

“As you
know our gracious and lovely hostess, the adorable Princess Lala
-”

There was a
burst of enthusiastic cheering and clapping.


“-Authorises our traders to deal with communities all over
the world. One such community is situated on the lower Amazon. They
are an unbelievably primitive community but they have access to
industrial diamonds.

“ Khastan
sells them what they want in exchange. The Mangi like white women
best because their own women are bloody ugly.

“The
Mangi, who are the people we are talking about, live in a hot,
humid, unhealthy climate with vicious insects and what we would
regard as filthy food. They eat grubs and berries and rotting goat
meat. They don’t speak any language but their own so traders have
to communicate by sign language. To protect themselves from the
insects they never wash and they rub themselves every day with
rancid goat grease. Their women are used communally and using the
female asshole is a form of contraception. Their whole lives are
communal. Nothing is hidden. They live, eat, fuck, piss and shit in
the open. In front of their peers.

“By
chance, and for the first time, we have a few Mangi here. Six in
all. And I hereby donate first use of the asshole of Elizabeth
Berisford to their pleasure.”

There was some
uncertain clapping as the audience tried to understand exactly what
he intended. Then the lights lifted a little and there was a
collective gasp around the great room.

On the stage,
as if materialising from nowhere, appeared six small figures. They
were barely above four feet in height and were yellow skinned,
without hair on head or body and they were naked. They were skinny
apart from potbellies but their most immediately noticeable feature
was their genitals, which seemed huge because they were normal
human sized, contrasting with the short, scrawny bodies. They stank
to high heaven and many in the audience quickly placed
handkerchiefs over their noses. A few people - mostly women - rose
and hurriedly either left the room or moved to a furthermost
vantagepoint.

Such a reaction
was not unanticipated. Felix had considered the effect of the
stench and had thought of using a glass screen. He had desisted
solely because he had realised that the real degradation of
Elizabeth Berisford could only be fully savoured if the audience
realised exactly what she was being subjected to.


“Pygmies!” someone in the audience breathed out the
word.

The yellow
figures glided forward out of the gloom and into the spotlights,
regarding the writhing but helpless figure of the naked white girl
with passive faces. To Helena de Barrie, shrinking back in horror
in her chair and appalled by the disgusting stink, they seemed like
giant insects rather then human beings.

One of the
yellow figures stepped behind Elizabeth and the thick stalk of his
penis slid between the wide buttocks. The TV screen reflected the
moment in close up. Then his body jerked forward and Elizabeth
Berisford emitted a wailing cry as the organ drove up her asshole,
through the soft membranes, up towards her spincter. The pain was
horrific.

The
agony-racked face was shown clearly on the great TV screens.

A cheer went up
as the audience saw the once arrogant beauty so roughly and quickly
deflowered.

Helena de
Barrie cowered further back in her chair but Zia, who could see her
even in the dull light, snapped out a command.

“Look.
And keep looking!”

On the stage
the yellow figure was pushing its penis in and out of the slowly
expanding anus of the stricken woman.

The giant
screens showed the slacked faced Elizabeth in a state of near
faint. The pain was intense and she cried out at each thrust into
her violated body. Her violator’s body felt like slime, the grease
encrusted stinking body sliding, slug like over hers. When the
spunk finally surged into her she actually felt a sense of
relief.

Until he was
replaced by the next one.

But the first
pygmy was not completely finished. He walked around in front of her
and shook his wet cock, which seemed enormous on the skinny body,
against her face.


“Cocksucking is a new experience for the Mangi. I suggested
they should try it.” Felix remarked. He was seemingly oblivious to
the disgusting odours. It was noticeable that even the Ranee, Baka
and the guards had backed away as far away as was possible. “See
how we bring civilisation to the primitive peoples of the
world.”

For once there
was no reply from an audience watching the desecration of a western
woman by ultimate savages.

Elizabeth
Berisford was crying out for mercy and as she did so several of the
screens showed silent images of her as she had once been. Sweeping
majestically into a cinema for a film premier: chatting animatedly
with the Prince: casually elegant at a Polo match: always
impeccably dressed, radiantly beautiful ever poised and
confident.

Now, the same
woman howled like an ill-treated animal as the huge prick of a
pygmy ground into her anus and the filthy, stinking penis of
another was thrust into her mouth.

 


 



CHAPTER
ELEVEN

 


Marti had had a
bellyful. Few women could have been less narrow minded than she but
she had one invariable rule. She did not care what consenting
adults did with each other but she drew a line at any form of
coercion.

Her background
was not dissimilar from that of Venus. Born in the USA in poor
circumstances and raised by brutal and uncaring parents, she had
fled from home in her early teens. Begging and stealing had been
the early methods of sustaining herself but as she grew older other
opportunities had presented themselves. She was reasonably pretty
and possessed a magnificently statuesque figure, which she kept in
top class physical trim. She had drifted through the States doing
anything from waitressing to prostitution in order to live. In time
she had arrived at Las Vegas where she had soon found gainful
employment. Like many Americans she had two jobs. She was a
showgirl at one of the larger hotels and a strip dancer at one of
the local night-clubs. Both jobs involved a degree of high class
whoring. Like Venus she was wholly commercial and had little
reluctance about what she was asked to do as long as it paid
well.

Some would have
regarded it as odd but she believed in Women’s Rights as
passionately as did Sally Stone. Showing off her body or opening
her legs for a price was just a job that she chose to do. But she
was utterly opposed to women being forced into unwilling
submission.

Thus the whole
‘raison’ of Khastan was impossible for her to accept.

Hardly
suprisingly, Felix had not explained the true nature of Khastan to
Marti; he had not regarded it as important. To Felix, Marti was a
splendid whore who, for prices that were easy for him to pay, was
an agile, inventive and compliant sexual performer.

But from the
first hours of her visit, Marti had shown anger. She regarded the
whole system as being unutterably disgusting and had made her
disapproval abundantly clear to Felix. Slavery in her eyes was a
monstrous thing. Felix found that his expensive sex machine had
become a nag. Moreover she had iced up sexually.

Since, in
Khastan, Felix had other avenues in which to slake his lust; the
sexual attitude of Marti had been of only minor inconvenience. But
driven by her anger she had taken to making cutting and sarcastic
comments in front of other Guests. Felix suspected that the
Contessa and Heinz Bock’s wife were substantially in agreement with
much that Marti said even though sympathetic looks were their only
response. He had put up with it temporarily because he had an ace
in his sleeve. He intended to leave Marti in Khastan as a
slave.

Marti hated
this place and wanted to be out of it as quickly as possible. Her
outbursts relieved her feelings and she was ambivalent about her
fellow Guests. She quite liked Bock’s wife and the black wife of
the Dictator was amusing even if amazingly kinky. Heinz Bock, in
her eyes, was a pig as was the Dictator himself. The ageing actress
was a bit pitiful and her young male companion, pathetic. To Marti,
the Contessa was a sham. Clean to the point of obsession,
impeccably dressed, perfect little figure and facially lovely the
Contessa exuded both perfection and frustration. A dozen hard cocks
in a muddy field would do wonders for her, Marti believed. Marti
had also enjoyed her brief acquaintance with Helena de Barrie.

The subsequent
humiliation of the blonde aristocrat and the degradation of
Elizabeth Berisford had made Marti’s temper finally blow.

Having left the
Banqueting Room she had marched to Reception and demanded another
room. There was no problem with that. Reception understood that
Guests would often require alternative accommodation. Not every
woman wanted to share a bed with a slavegirl servicing her husband
(or whatever combination was involved). Marti was given a key to
one of the secondary rooms.

Once in the
room - which was still opulent even if less grandiose than the
Suite, which she had shared with Felix- she poured herself bourbon
from the tray of complimentary liquors. It was at that point that
her sharp mind resumed its mastery over her hot temper. She
wondered if she had been wise to make such a public display of
disapproval.

After a
moment’s consideration she went to the door and tried to open it.
It was locked. She knew that panic was not something which ever
helped when one was in a tight corner. She took a deep breath then
walked over to the telephone and pressed the ‘Guest Help’ button.
There was no reply. Service in Khastan was uniformly immaculate so
she guessed that her extension had been deliberately turned
off.

Thoughtfully
she replenished her drink and sat in one of the easy chairs facing
the door.

When she had
met Felix in Las Vegas he had seemed a sleazy little man with a lot
of money. Marti was never interested in the appearance of her
escorts and he was a free spender. He had shown a somewhat warped
sense of humour but it had not manifested itself seriously at that
time.

The Felix she
had seen in Khastan was completely different. She recognised him as
a very nasty little sadist and one who was embittered by
opposition. She realised, too late, that she would have better
advised to curb her tongue.

She took
another sip of her drink. ‘Well, fuck Felix’, she said to
herself.

But the unease
in her mind was becoming stronger by the minute.

 


***

 


The Contessa
Maria di Letharo entered her room, closed the door behind her with
a bang and lay back against it, breathing heavily. She stared
across the dimly lit room at the mirrored wall at the far side,
seeing herself reflected in it.

With a sudden
gesture she clutched her hands around the low neckline of the
expensive black cocktail dress that she was wearing and pulled
downwards. The material ripped easily and the sound excited her.
Almost angrily she ripped away the bra and then slumped back
against the door peering at herself in the mirror. She clutched her
perfect breasts; nipples like bullets, digging her nails in so hard
that red streaks appeared upon them. She sank down on her knees and
thought she heard a squelching sound from her silken panties.

Although she
had shown her public disapproval of the obscene scene being enacted
in the Banqueting Room it had, in fact, excited her almost to the
point of hysteria.

She ripped at
the hem of her dress, uncaring that she was destroying a $5000
creation. Her fingers reached to her crotch, slipping under the
silk to the hairy mound underneath and searching out the stiff bud
of her clit.

If a man - any
man - could have appeared at that moment he could have done
anything he wanted to the Contessa. And if the man had been
Haroun-?

Maria moaned as
if in physical pain.

 


***

 


For some time
Elizabeth had been only dimly aware of what was being done to her,
though her whole being was aching from the ruthless use of her
orifices. There was an indescribably filthy taste in her mouth and
the Mangi had thrust their pricks so deep that, on occasion, she
thought she would choke. Her throat was nearly as painful as her
viciously used anal passage. Her breasts, badly beaten the previous
day and constantly squeezed during her ordeal, felt like lumps of
tenderised meat. Her vagina was red raw with usage.

The evil smell
of the Mangi was still on her, blending unpleasantly with the faint
remains of the oriental scent with which she had been doused prior
to the commencement of her ordeal plus her own sweat and sexual
odours. Her pussy and asshole leaked a steady flow of Magni
semen.

Sometime during
her extended fucking she had lost consciousness. That had been
merciful. She had vague memories of being unfastened from the horse
and dragged to the back of the stage but then all had dissolved
into darkness once again.

Now she awoke
and found herself in a cage. It was a small cage. Not long enough
to lie and not high enough to sit. It would have been inadequate
for a small girl and Elizabeth was not small. The splendidly long
legs, full bust and bottom and exquisite torso were cramped to the
point of cruelty. She had to contort her body to find a vaguely
comfortable position and that would only last for a short time
until the cramps began to set in again.

The cage had a
shallow trough at the bottom and the bars rose around and above
her. The trough served an obvious purpose of yet further
humiliation. If she needed to relieve herself then she would have
to subsequently squat in her own mess. And the urge to pee, an
invariable reaction after fucking, was beginning to make itself
obvious.

She was hungry
and thirsty. The taste in her mouth was foul. Her last drink had
been outside the walls of Khastan at what seemed aeons ago, if one
excluded the mouthfuls of spunk she had ingested of course. The
need for food was also urgent. Her last meal had been taken in her
flat in London just before she had started on this voyage to
disaster. For a moment she remembered Baka wiping the sandwich over
his body and between his legs and then offering it to her. She had
refused then. She knew that she would not refuse it now.

The room was
empty of occupants. A couple of occasional lights cast some
illumination and as her consciousness returned she began to look
around her.

It was a
comfortable room; a suite actually, furnished with gaudy but
expensive eastern furniture. Pile rugs. Mosaic decorated walls. An
open door showed parts of a western furnished bedroom and she
guessed that two other doors led to bathrooms or dressing
rooms.

Suddenly there
was a clatter outside and the door opened. Felix staggered in,
accompanied by a cloud of brandy fumes and a hard faced, middle
aged, blonde women who looked to be in her forties. Felix had lost
his jacket somewhere and his bow tie dangled down the front of his
fully unbuttoned, dress shirt. He was clearly drunk.

The woman too
was well on her way to drunkenness although her eyes were still
sharp and she giggled at the sight of the cage.

“Oh,
feely Felix. They’ve left you a present.”

He stared at
the cage then staggered over to a small bar a few paces away. He
poured himself a huge brandy and Elizabeth found that she had
recovered sufficiently to hope that he would kill himself from
alcoholic poisoning.

“Come on,
Felix. Let’s fuck! I promise I’ll do better than that American
slut.”

“If you
don’t you’ll end up same as her,” he growled morosely.

The woman
laughed. “Do I look frightened?” She walked over to the cage with
the hint of a stagger, bent down and looked into the frightened
eyes of Elizabeth. “Hello, pet. World all gone topsy, turvey has
it?”

Fumes of
alcohol blew into Elizabeth’s face and she flinched back with
distaste. The woman showed anger.

“My name,
lady high and mighty, is Corah. Miss Corah to you! If I say the
word they’ll drag you out of that cage and give you another mass
shagging. So you be bloody respectful when you speak to me. We
ain’t in London now.”

“I’m
sorry,” Elizabeth whispered. She did not need telling that she was
wholly exposed to whatever these people wanted to do with her. That
had been amply proven during the course of the day.

“Then
bring your face back here. Are you trying to say I’ve got bad
breath?”

“No.”
Elizabeth was terrified. God only knew what two drunks might do to
her if they last their temper. She shoved her face tentatively
forward, trying to ignore the fumes of stale alcohol.

Corah spat
straight into the frightened face then roared with laughter. “Silly
cow,” she yelled as the disgusted redhead recoiled.

Felix drank a
good quarter of his brandy then staggered over to the cage. He
fumbled with the flies of his trousers and pulled out his penis. It
was flaccid as was inevitable after drinking to the extent that he
had obviously done. He urinated into the cage, aiming unsteadily at
the redhead’s face. The aim was bad but the pee soaked over her
body and hair, dripping down into the tray at the bottom of the
cage. She wriggled her body but in the close confines of the cage
there was no escape. His bladder was obviously very full and he
peed for a long time.

Elizabeth was
trying to wipe the spittle away from her face and avoid the worst
of the filthy liquid flowing down on her. She was unsuccessful at
both.

“Your
turn, sexy!” Felix yelled, lurching away from the cage and
Elizabeth tried to shuffle into a corner as the blonde woman
straddled it and pulled down her panties. Elizabeth found herself
soaked by another flow and kneeling in a good half inch of urine.
Nor was that the end of the matter. When she stopped peeing Corah
raised one leg into the air and farted into the cage.

Felix howled
with laughter. Then he put an arm around Corah’s shoulders and they
staggered towards the bedroom, she trying to pull up her knickers
and he trying to push them down.

They did not
close the bedroom door and fell on the bed in a deep embrace
fuelled by a flood of obscene language.

But Elizabeth
Berisford was beyond interest in them. Her whole body shook with
emotional shame and tears poured down her urine stained face.

 


***

 


Zia and Helena
had slipped away well before the end of the ordeal suffered by
Elizabeth Berisford.

Back in Zia’s
suite the Egyptian women poured two glasses of champagne and handed
one to Helena who shook her head. She was a minimal drinker at the
best of times and she had drunk more than usual in the Banqueting
Room. Moreover her mind was in turmoil because of the unexpected
humiliation visited on her and the horrible degradation of
Elizabeth.

“Take it
and drink it!” Zia ordered and Helena obeyed.

“You
wanted to know your role here. Now I will tell you.”

Zia considered
her words for a few moments. It was time to give the blonde girl
some understanding of her future role. Zia deemed her a natural
submissive. Helena had lived a lie for most of her life. She had
suppressed her sexual needs; lived a life, which many would envy
but which was wholly empty of real emotion. She had been little
more than a pretty doll decorating her husband’s persona. Then she
had been flung into a hell where the very luxury of her past had
infinitely compounded her sufferings. The lowest classes of men and
women had abused and humiliated her until she had been on the verge
of insanity. Then, apparently miraculously, Zia had appeared and
had plucked her from the clutches of her oppressors. Zia had
studied her carefully and was certain that with the right control
and motivation, Lady Helena de Barrie could be made to trawl the
utmost depths of depravity -willingly! It was a challenge that the
infinitely perverted Egyptian was minded to push to the limit

“You can
provide considerable leverage against your husband. Sir James went
to dangerous lengths to have you punished for your unfaithfulness
but he never fully considered how the matter should end. Logically
he should have had you killed.”

Helena paled
but said nothing.

“However,
I managed to persuade him that having you sent here to Khastan
would provide you with a living death. Sir James, you see, has
always been very influential in Khastan and understands very well
that slaves do not leave here. What he didn’t realise was that the
Princess of Khastan is sick of his influence in her
land.”

Zia lit a long
black cigarette with a single gold band about its base. The tobacco
was pungently Turkish.

“As you
know, I took a number of nude photographs of you in London and they
show how seriously you were mistreated. Moreover, Sir James has
played into our hands by giving out that you are divorcing on terms
of mutual agreement and that currently you are staying incognito at
one of his many properties. He wanted everything to be handled
discreetly.”

She sipped at
her glass. “Well, he can have it that way - for a price. We have
told him that if he surrenders his interests in Khastan without
making difficulties then we will not publicise the truth. Sir
James, of course, is outraged.”

“He will
be,” Helena whispered.

“But he
is in a very difficult position. Sir James likes being a leading
member of Society every bit as much as he enjoys power. He would
like to become Lord de Barrie. He has no chance of that if
photographs of your branded ass become widely available. When in
London I had photographs of your ill-treated body, dated and
notarised. They are incontrovertible evidence.”

Zia paused. “He
cannot strike back at Khastan while you are alive. For the time
being therefore he will do nothing, but he will certainly not give
up. He has contacts here, particularly in the Indian community. But
we shall keep the pressure on too. We don’t want you to be
forgotten. Indeed we want you to be notorious. We want Sir James to
be certain that if necessary, you will publish an expose that will
deeply embarrassing to him.

“At the
table you might have noticed a small, bearded man. His name is Max
Bloom and he is a producer of films. Indeed you can see some of his
productions here in Khastan. He makes pornographic films. Now he is
going to make some specials. He is going to make films with Lady
Helena de Barrie as his star.”

Helena’s eyes
flared with horror. God! Was there no end to the awfulness of what
they intended to inflict upon her?

“Maxie
will make three films. Softcore film, hardcore film and a
‘collectors’ film. The first will get arts theatre circulation
under the title ‘Lady Helena de Barrie f***’s’—we obviously cannot
spell out the asterixs. The second will be circulated to the
general porno market - and the third—oh, my, that will be very
special. It will show every perversion known to man - and woman-at
length and in great detail. Special circulation, of course! Sir
James will certainly see it and be furious that his name is being
dragged in the shit.

“You on
the other hand will become notorious. The Hostess who became a
Hooker. Believe me, he will not wish to invite further details of
what drove you to such depravities.”

Helena
swallowed. It was to be even worse than the prostitution, which she
had suffered and that had been bad enough.

Miss Mary had
decreed that fate for her. The once supremely confident English
Lady had been beyond resistance by that time. Abuse, beatings,
whips and electric prods had broken her completely. Helena had been
dressed in a micro skirt, low cut blouse, laddered stockings and
ultra high heels and made to solicit outside a local pub in north
London during the late evening. The pimp who had controlled her was
a squat West Indian who had fucked her immediately and demanded a
high turnover of customers. He had pointed out a shadowy doorway
opening into the urine stinking passage of a disused house. There
for a few pounds each she had serviced drunken or near drunken men
for several days, offering whatever body aperture was demanded.
Even now her flesh crawled at the memory. Nothing could be worse
than that she thought She was to be disabused of such naïve
assumptions but that lay in the future—albeit the near future.

“I
suppose I have the usual degree of choice?” she said with a
calmness that she did not feel.

“You have
it right,” Zia smiled. “You will do what we want - anything we
want.” She put down the champagne glass. “Now we’ll go to bed and
I’ll show you a few tricks which will go over marvellously in your
films!”

 


And thus we
pause as the Women of Khastan, some slaves, some Guests, await a
new day.

But it is not
quite over yet.

 


 



CHAPTER
TWELVE

 


Princess Lala
had thoroughly enjoyed her evening. So much so that she had decided
that the Elizabeth Berisford scene would be repeated live in the
royal apartments. Dear Felix would arrange it and she had no doubt
that the Mangi would be happy to enjoy the statuesque redhead for a
second time. It was, of course, a pity that the Mangi would not
fully comprehend how lucky they were to have the use of a woman who
usually only opened her legs and mouth to the upper classes and
would never have offered her shithole.

But more
importantly than that, she had, with the stroke of a pen, cast off
the shadow of Sir James de Barrie and consigned him to the
past.

There was one
other thing to be done and it would be done this night. Those long
past years of humiliation must finally be redressed. Curtly she
dismissed her slave-girls.

An hour before
she had sent for the husk of her husband and he had been wheeled
into her apartment. Now only he remained, apart from Haroun.

She stared at
her husband. He slumped, glassy eyed and dribbling in his
wheelchair. Richly garbed and helpless. A nothing!

With a further
stroke of the pen she had deposed him. He who had been so powerful
and who had flaunted his women in front of her. Well, now she would
repay him in his own coin. And afterwards Haroun would strip the
old fool naked and thrash him with a steel tipped whip.

Calmly, she
fixed her eyes on Haroun and then she began to unbutton her
jewelled Caftan.

She saw
apprehension dawn in his eyes and he looked at the Prince. He had
many times been summoned to fuck the Princess but always in
private. Certainly never remotely within sight of the Prince.

It was
abundantly obvious that he was still in awe of the former
ruler.

She shrugged
off the robe and stood naked. She was a big woman, fleshy and
darker skinned than most Arabs; attractive in an animalistic sort
of way. Big buttocks, big, fleshy breasts with huge, purplish
aureoles and long, jutting nipples. It was a slack, unexercised
body but it exuded an erotic appeal. There were thick growths of
hair at underarms, pubis and between her buttocks.

Haroun’s eyes
flickered from her to the Prince and she could see that he was
scared. It made her impatient. How could anyone be scared of that
dribbling husk?

“That old
bastard is finished,” she said thickly. “ Now you are going to fuck
me in front of him. You’re going to show him how much you enjoy his
woman.”

Haroun was
still hesitant. He knew what she wanted; he had serviced her many
times. It was the secret of his success. Haroun was happy to serve
her. He treated her in public with the most exaggerated respect but
in private he serviced her darker needs. But the Princess had
previously been discreet. People might surmise but that was all.
Her body slaves knew but they would never dare talk.

It was sex that
Lala frequently wanted - vicious, perverted, violent sex. But only
when she demanded it. Haroun had been glad to oblige and he knew
the rules. She was to be treated with total respect until she
signalled her need.

She trusted no
one else and, in return, he could do as he wished outside of his
normal duties. He was allowed to use her beautiful slaves at his
own whim. Guests who wished his services had to make their own
arrangements with him.

His reputation
as the best stud in Khastan was well known and fully justified.
That reputation alone made some female Guests plead with the
Princess for his services. But such requests were either rejected
or accepted entirely on his terms. And Haroun made those whom he
accepted crawl. However high born, rich, beautiful or proud they
were he treated them like gutter women, enjoying their humiliation.
He left them slavering and satiated and rarely gave them a second
ride. But those lucky ones were left in no doubt of what a
masterful cock could do for a lusting woman.

He was
comfortable, privileged and happy in his lifestyle. All the
Princess really asked was his loyalty and whatever sexual
perversions occurred to her from time to time. That and
confidentiality.

But to fuck her
in front of her terrible husband - however incapacitated he
appeared to be - scared Haroun as he had never been scared
before.

He glanced
nervously at the still figure, the slight drool running down from
the slack mouth, the dead eyes, and the sack like slump of the
figure.

“Come!”
Her voice was imperious. There was a note in it which told him that
she knew why he hesitated and was not amused.

With a gulp he
pulled of his beaded waistcoat and slid down the baggy white
pantaloons.

And he did not
have an erection!

His cock was
still a formidable sight. Pink tipped circumcised, long and thick.
Heavy balls in a thick sac. Huge; even amazing. But not erect.

Useless!

He saw the
anger in her eyes and he played with himself frantically until the
usual hardness began to reassert itself.

The anger began
to fade from her eyes and he was on her, massaging the slack
breasts and sliding his fingers into the wet, fuck slit. His body
at last responded in all its usual glory and his mouth came down on
hers, his tongue forcing its way into her mouth.

His eyes slid
sidewards towards the old man and, suddenly, he was paralysed with
fear.

The rheumy old
eyes stared back into his, fierce and hatred filled.

The gnarled
fingers with their claw like nails lifted and pointed towards the
naked couple.

And Haroun
screamed with terror.

 


 


THE END

cover.jpg
“ 5 "
04 : ’“ i ,“‘mm“‘\ “\Ri
B gt e





