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CHAPTER
1

 


"Look at these
my friend! They are good specimens I assure you, especially the two
females!" boomed the now horribly familiar rich deep voice from
behind Clarisse, making her shudder in dread, her flesh shrinking,
twitching, her face growing hot with shame. She briefly closed her
eyes, hoping against hope that this was an awful nightmare from
which she would awake - but of course it wasn’t.

That voice -
and others – had, for Clarisse, come to represent humiliation, pain
and suffering such as she could never have previously envisaged. It
belonged to the person who now owned and controlled her and her
family. In this strange and horrifying new existence in which they
found themselves, she was no longer a free woman, simply a cowed
slave. That person whom she had to obey totally could inflict
previously unimagined suffering at a whim. It made her obedient,
too frightened of the consequences not to be.

It felt
terrible for her to be so utterly helpless in the hands of such a
person. Although approaching her mid-thirties, she was, she knew
from the compliments she often received, a vibrant and beautiful
woman, a free spirit, independent, self-willed. Now she, her
daughter, son and husband stood naked awaiting the pawing of yet
another brute; someone who could literally buy and own them.

"Hmm, I don't
know if we really need any new slaves right now," came another
voice with a South African twang.

"They are
whites," the first voice elaborated, "and I know your preferences
there."

"Well, yes,
I'm naturally happy to take a look then," the second voice replied
and two sets of footsteps echoed across the marble hall towards
them. Clarisse’s belly and bowels tightened with fear.

She couldn't
help but glance at her husband, Mike, and son, Adam, to one side
and her daughter, Laura, to the other. She knew it was forbidden to
move, but she got away with it by sliding her eyes sideways. It
brought fresh tears. Her children were twins of eighteen, both
extremely good looking and confident, with the world and suitors at
their feet. Her daughter had dark, shoulder length hair, the same
colour as Mike’s, whilst Adam had her blonde locks, which were
almost as long as hers. Now they stood stiffly tense, like her,
chewing their lips, faces hot with shame at what was to come. She
knew that her children already had … experience; neither were
virgins, but to be forced to stand on view to horrible strangers…
She looked at her husband, seeing on his face the same look of
despair as her own. Maybe it was even worse for him, she
speculated. He, their provider and protector, had to stand by
whilst his wife and children were made to suffer and humiliated in
every way alongside him.

When the
footsteps approached, Clarisse lowered her eyes to the floor as was
required; slaves were forbidden to make eye contact without
permission or unless speaking to their Master. How easily, she
thought, did the previously unthinkable terms 'slave' and 'master'
come to her mind. She knew that they had to; she had to accept them
as realities now. How desperately she wanted to run away, hide, or
even fight back. But her bondage and, of course, her constant fear
of the consequences to her and her family made either course
impossible.

"Look up, open
your eyes wide, roll them around show them off for my friend. He is
your possible new owner, Mr Voorcan," came the order.

Cringing,
Clarisse gingerly lifted her head with her Master's large, podgy
black hand cupping her chin. Somehow she contained her gasp of
revulsion at the sight not only of her obese Negro Master, Mr
Katan, staring at her but also the other man who might buy
them.

He was even
less of an oil painting than the Negro if that were possible. The
newcomer, Mr Voorcan, seemed to exceed her Master for rolls of
podgy fat and his ugly tanned face was also greasy and badly
pockmarked around a pencil thin moustache to lend him a sinister,
piratical appearance. He looked and sounded like a white South
African - with maybe traces of Negro in his ancestry. And of
course, he was totally at ease with examining a terrified nude
English woman. However she had to forget her feelings; they would
be irrelevant now to anything. Instead, she obeyed the order to
roll her eyes around up and down, from side to side, feeling as if
she was auditioning for the part of a mad-woman as he peered at her
pupils and the whites of her eyes, pulling them around.

"Hmm, the
blonde bitch seems basically healthy," he conceded, smacking her
bare bottom with a hard hand to make it sting painfully – yet she
knew that would be the least of her worries. And to think that she
used to object to Mike ‘demeaning’ her when he used to occasionally
give her pert backside a light pat in public when she wore a
figure-hugging outfit, she thought.

"They've all
past the initial medical - you know my high standards," her Master
continued as if she was a used car.

"Open!"
Voorcan commanded, touching her quivering, full red lips.

Shivering in
shame, Clarisse obeyed, allowing his thick fingers to examine her
teeth as if she were a horse. He pulled back her lips to peer at
her gums, his sharp and dirty nails fingers tapping each of her
teeth. His probing deep into her mouth nearly made her sick. She
gasped as her nostrils were pulled up and examined. Then,
inevitably, came worse as the hands slid down to her breasts, which
were already heaving with anguish. The hands cupped, fondled and
poked, her nipples treacherously rising to two pink cones under his
disgusting touch. She had never felt so demeaned. Now he was behind
her.

“Look at
those lovely English buttocks, two perfect hemispheres.” She
cringed in shame at her Master’s pronouncement and then again as
the hands began touching her flinching bottom cheeks. “You see how
lovely and smooth it is, firm too,” the voice she hated continued.
“Imagine, if you will, gripping such wonderful globes, succulent
meat as she rides you to heaven. What a fuck she will make. And
between them too, you’ll find the little jewel of her little
rosebud - a virgin there to all intents, tight and hot, waiting for
you.”

“Haah,”
she winced as the hands stroked between her cheeks, which pinched
up in a useless defence against the ghastly assault, to penetrate
the tight bud of her anus, filling her so unnaturally, so
horribly.

“Stop
wriggling, girl!” Voorcan slapped her bottom again, even harder. It
made it sting intolerably, tears pricking her large eyes. But worse
was the sheer humiliation of being treated so, fingers sticking
inside her, probing her intimately and publicly.

"Ughh," she
was unable to contain her gasping grunt as, without ceremony he
thrust a stiff finger straight up into her dry vagina, making her
wriggle in discomfort and pain as he filled her, her eyes screwing
shut. However, it was as if he was merely examining a piece of
poultry in a butcher’s shop. The act of handling a beautiful
English blonde had seemingly no effect on him whatsoever.

“I
always say you can judge a slave woman by her kiss,” the awful man
next announced, as he peered into her shining face. “Respond to me
with your mouth, tongue and body, girl if you know what’s good for
you and your family,” he hissed in a threatening whisper as he
kissed the nape of her soft neck. “Understand?”

“Y-Yes
Sir,” she managed through a dry mouth, her eyes wide and bleak but
remembering the respect required from a slave.

“So come
on to me, girl, and make it fucking good so I can judge you. Make
me feel that I am the man you have been waiting for all of your
life and that you want to fuck me. If you are not sufficiently
convincing, you’ll suffer the pain of the damned.” he threatened in
a menacing tone.

An outsider
would have seen the nude woman, although with her arms confined
above her by her bondage, respond to the fat, ugly brute before
her. As his arms went around her in what could almost have been a
tender embrace, she turned to him, straining up onto tiptoe,
pressing her breasts against him. His arms engulfed her, drawing
their bodies together as she raised her open mouth up to his to be
kissed.

With one arm
around the smoothness of her shoulders, his other paw casually slid
down the enticing arch of her spine to rest on her bottom as she
moved her tongue with his, pushing herself closer to his grossness
in seeming abandon.

Only Clarisse
knew her mental and physical torment as the creep’s awful, thick
tongue invaded her mouth and she had to pretend that she enjoyed
it. With her eyes closed she tried, with little success, to pretend
that it was Mike. She tried to pretend that his hands were moving
obscenely on her trembling body to grip her flexing bottom, that
the brute mauling her breasts was the most wonderful
experience.

She felt sick
at the touch and at what her husband and children would think of
her reaction as she ground her hips against him. Yet she knew she
had to play their hideous games. She had to be a sufficiently good
actress to convince him that she wanted him or suffer the torment
of the damned and inflict the same on her family.

“Ok. I
suppose. I’ve had better. She’s a bit of a slut maybe; I don’t want
too much of her.” He mentally slapped her down with his crushing
and humiliating asides, deliberately wiping his mouth. Then,
without further comment, he walked over to her daughter, the lovely
Laura, whose face soon crumpled whilst she had to meekly let the
brute grope her.

It was worse
seeing her daughter and then her son being handled like lumps of
meat. Filthy hands weighed Laura's small breasts, making the
youngster unable to suppress tears. Clarisse felt physically sick
as she watched from the corner of her eyes while the hands mauled
her daughter’s small bottom, disgusting fingers probing into the
cleft to make the teenager squirm and gasp.

“Nice
tight cunt, not a virgin, though. Aah, but she is
here...”

“Uughh!”
Clarisse bit her lip as she heard the vile words and her daughter’s
pitiful grunt, imagining, knowing, what indignities they were
inflicting on her.

Then she had
to shut her ears and mind to the comments as they handled the
fear-shrunken penis of first her husband and then her son.

"Hey, these
aren't too big down below!" exclaimed the buyer, holding first Mike
and then Adam's manhood, each resting in the palm of his brown
podgy hand like two small, pale sausages protruding from dark
pastry, their faces tense with strain.

"Oh I think I
know a way," the Negro smirked, his fingers delving into the cleft
of each pair of shrinking buttocks, probing, sparking their
enthusiasm, no matter how reluctant.

"They like
men, maybe?" Voorcan raised his eyebrows at the erections now
displayed for him.

"Who knows?"
Katan smiled an array of half golden gleaming teeth. "But more
likely it’s their instinctive reaction to touching a nerve down
there." He smiled proudly at the two jutting erections he had
produced. "They will be OK for breeding. Let's put them through
their paces for you," he smiled to the buyer. “They are chained up
ready as you can see.”

It was
terrible bondage to which Clarisse and her family had each been
subjected for this examination, designed to constrain them yet
allow a prospective purchaser freedom to assess them and their
stamina.

Their arms
were stretched apart and secured above their heads with their
wrists being fastened to cuffs. These in turn were attached to a
heavy solid metal sphere suspended above each of them from the
ceiling by chains. When those chains were slackened the sphere
would lower slightly so that the slave below had to hold its
substantial weight on straining arms above their heads. This
enabled buyers to assess their strength and quivering muscles. And
even if the sphere wasn’t fully lowered, with their wrists still
cuffed to it, their arms were still effectively fastened above
their heads within an arc of only a few inches. This prevented them
defending themselves against probing hands – assuming they had even
dared to do so.

They each
stood with legs apart in the obligatory fashion in this hell-place
on wide, but short, treadmills with their ankles chained to its
side-rails at shin height. This would allow them to move their feet
apart sufficient for them to run pounding along on the rubber belt
but not enough to allow them to escape or kick out at any
antagonists – again, assuming they dared. A large card slotted into
the front of each treadmill provided their personal details,
including various intimate coloured photographs of them to support
the similar shots already sent out to potentially interested
buyers.

Now the belt
began to move and consequently Clarisse had to start jogging on the
spot, hair, breasts and bottom bouncing before the appreciative
audience.

"Lower," their
Master nodded to an assistant, a Negress who controlled their
constraints from a remote console across the room.

"Hah,"
Clarisse gasped as she took the whole weight of the ball above her
head. It was heavy, but she knew that if her arms lowered more than
a couple of inches, a circuit in the sphere would activate to give
her a painful electric shock through the cuffs. Those spheres were
fiendish and capable of other 'tricks' and they all had a healthy
respect for them. The treadmills were connected to them so if they
failed to keep pace with it, they wouldn't just stumble, the
circuits in the sphere would again activate more electric
shocks.

"Open!"

Panting for
breath, struggling to hold the ball aloft and also trot, Clarisse
opened her mouth. This allowed the smiling creep to listen to her
gasping breathing. Again he obscenely held and weighed her bouncing
breasts, his fat, sweating pockmarked face inches from her own
distraught features.

To take her
mind off this present hell she tried to blank her mind, to let it
rove back, travelling over the chain of events, which had put them
all here.


CHAPTER
2

 


Clarisse's was
a normal, if upper class and comfortably off, family. But despite
the absence of any real money worries, there was always a
reluctance to turn away the prospect of more cash.

The holiday in
Africa was a ‘once-in-a-lifetime’ opportunity. Clarisse had been
instrumental in foiling a robbery outside an African bank in
London. It had occurred by virtue of her quick thinking in seeing
what was happening as she drove by and following the getaway car.
As result, the bank had given them a free holiday in their
country.

It had been
somewhat unfortunate that speeding to escape her, the robbers'
getaway car had skidded on the wet road and ploughed through
railings on the Thames Embankment. Tears misted her eyes as she
realised now just how unfortunate that had been, for all concerned.
The robbers’ car had sunk into the river, scattering what was later
estimated as several million pounds in African bank notes into the
river.

However,
the real dilemma, in fact the only one she had been aware of at the
time, had been in deciding whether to return to the bank a sack of
stray notes. The sack had been impaled on the railings where the
car had plunged into the river. It had happened late at night as
Clarisse was returning from a business appointment at the charity
commission where she was a patron. The money was just hanging there
by itself and no one was around to see - and her family could
always do with extra rooms, adding to their already smart, large
detached house. No one would miss it; that
sack could so easily have gone into the river too with the car,
couldn't it? She thought.

These
deliberations took place after she had phoned the emergency
services from her mobile and was gazing into the dark swirling
water of the Thames, looking for signs of life from where the car
had almost immediately sunk under the swift, gurgling current. It
had left a soggy, churning carpet of bank notes and now only the
top of the car's rear window was visible. She vaguely thought about
jumping into the river but what good would that do, she wondered.
It could do nothing besides drowning herself in the strong
currents. She was sure there was no sign of life, maybe just the
flicker of a shadow within the dark water-filled car - or of what
little remained of it in sight above the water. But again there
was, she decided, nothing to be done; they were after all
crooks. No-one would miss
them, she thought.

The impaled
bag, leaking notes, was right next to her. She looked round and
still nobody was in sight. It had been too easy to stuff a huge wad
of money into her handbag and throw the money sack into the river
with a few remaining notes fluttering out.

The police had
been overwhelming in their praise for her actions in foiling the
getaway.

Mike was into
finance and she had discussed her 'find' with him when she had
finally got home. Their feelings swung between handing the money in
and keeping it, but eventually decided on the latter course. They
were an open family and it was a unanimous decision taken by their
children too. All of them agreed it would do absolutely no good to
hand the money back, would it? None would miss it, it would all be
claimed under the bank's insurance and Mike reckoned, to be on the
safe side, he could gently 'launder it back into the financial
system without anyone becoming suspicious.

There had been
no comeback at all. Clarisse was something of a news celebrity for
a few days. The bodies of all the bank robbers had been found
trapped in the car. Mike had safely changed their windfall into
sterling in their bank account. As a bonus, she and her family
accepted the bank's offer of the holiday by way of thanks and
compensation for her trouble.

Yet, in some
ways, Africa, at this particular period of the 21st Century, unlike
now, was not an ideal choice for a holiday. Many parts of the
country had almost returned to pre-Victorian tribal slavery ways to
leave small, rich, white and black enclaves. The country was
largely hated but just about ignored by the rest of the world - who
had too many other countries to worry about, invade or police to
intervene.

Clarisse’s
family all agreed, though, that a freebee was a freebee and too
good to turn down. Thus, all four of them had found themselves on
safari after an early morning start at the beginning of their
holiday.

Unfortunately,
they had become separated from the other tourists and most of their
guards. Their particular vehicle had broken down but the driver and
guard assured them it could be fixed within minutes; if not, it was
agreed that someone would return shortly to tow them. With cheery
waves to the others who continued the tour, they were temporarily
abandoned in the wilderness. That had been the precise moment when
half a dozen armed Negroes had driven up and hijacked the
vehicle.

"Out, out! Get
out the car!" the wild-eyed men had shrieked, brandishing their
guns.

Desperately,
Clarisse looked around for help that wasn’t there as she and her
family were herded out of the four-wheel drive before the baying
men. Laura clung to her desperately, both of them regretting their
decision to wear short white skirts and tight tee-shirts for the
safari. The hostile yet mocking eyes roved over their long toned
white legs and obvious curves.

She had
quaked, fearing robbery and death, probably preceded by rape, the
thought turning her bowels to jelly. Africa was a dangerous place
outside of the heavily guarded enclaves for the rich. Tribal
warfare was rife and there were persistent rumours of slavery,
especially when the occasional impoverished whites or blacks
escaped the clutches of the rich, claiming they had been used as
slaves. But the real power-bases, influence and wealth in Africa,
both black and white, had withdrawn into the richer areas to leave
the poorer ones to fight amongst themselves in poverty. So nobody
paid too much attention to the plight of those who had escaped or
of any thoughts of slavery. There were black despots and white
fanatics all seemingly allowed to prosper.

"Clothes off!
Take all clothes off!" yelled a taller Negro who seemed to be in
charge.

"What! There
are our safari guards over there," Mike had pointed in the
direction where the other vehicles had gone, then looking with
exasperation at their own driver and guard - who strangely seemed
quite relaxed at their situation, mixing with the hijackers. "You
bastards needn't think we’re going to … hughhh," Mike gasped as a
rifle butt doubled him up in a white-faced agony.

“The
others in your party will not return yet and they will first radio
our friend here so we have warning.” He pointed to their guard, who
smiled at them with a sinister air. “But I think you will undress
yourselves - or we will take your things off for you." The leader
was quite calm, his voice firm. "You don't get hurt if you do as
told. We want your clothes - not you – yet - but otherwise …" He
made a gesture of drawing a knife across his throat. "Maybe this
will convince you," he nodded to their guard who, almost quicker
than the eye, produced a long, wicked-looking knife, which he
expertly threw several feet into their driver's broad
chest.

"That will
save paying him the promised bribe to drive you away from the
others!" He looked almost bored at the blood of the twitching, but
soon still, driver staining the grass around him. "Now, hurry, what
is to be? Take clothes off, or we do!" he snapped as Mike was
pulled upright again, her husband's anguished eyes meeting
hers.

"It-it's OK,
they said they'd not hurt us," Clarisse had said to Mike, more as
an attempt to confirm the robbers' undertaking and to convince
herself than to answer him. "It's OK, Laura, it's OK, honey. Just
do as they say. They only want our clothes – they are poor people."
She smiled weakly at her daughter as she turned her back to the men
and tugged off her tee-shirt, setting a reluctant precedent for the
rest of her family to follow.

"The rest!"
the leader had calmly ordered when she had dropped her skirt and
tee-shirt to the dust and stood, shivering despite the heat,
covering herself with arms crossed over her skimpy bra. She wished
that she were wearing more than a thong below, which was intended
to excite Mike, rather than be publicly revealed.

“But,
why? Please you don’t need the rest, those are expensive!” She
pointed to their designer tops lying in the dirt. “They worth much
money,” she spoke slowly as if to a child.

“How
dare you white shits patronise me!” The leader strode up to her,
spitting into her twitching face, then slapping it hard.

“Ooow,
please!” She staggered back gasping, clutching her stinging red
cheek and now feeling real stomach wrenching fear.

“You
bastards, leave …aaaah!” Mike doubled up again from a rifle jabbing
his kidneys.

"Yes
everything off, buck naked please, or we do it for you – the rough
way." He calmed down, casually lighting a cigarette, watching her,
waiting.

Her shoulders
sagged as, with burning cheeks, she removed her trainers,
reluctantly unclipped her bra and slid her tiny panties off. It
felt so incredibly unreal to be undressing in the middle of the
African grassland surrounded by hostile men. Poor Laura beside her
looked so vulnerable trying, like her, to cover her exposed charms
from the now hot, eager eyes.

"Watches,
jewellery, everything," the leader demanded, blowing a thin plume
of smoke towards them as his eyes flicked over their trembling
flesh.

It now
scarcely seemed to matter to Clarisse to remove her expensive
watch, bracelet and even her rings as demanded. Her initial silent
thanks that their credit cards, passports and most of their money
were still safely locked up in their hotel safe soon cooled into a
harsh reality as she recognised the insignificance of such material
things compared to their safety. They were things representing her
wealth which, until a few minutes ago, were personal and precious
to her. Now they were nothing in comparison to her having to stand
vulnerably naked before armed men who had already proved they could
kill at a whim.

She and her
family stood protectively together, covering themselves as, to
their bemusement, their captors pulled four headless corpses from
the back of their pick-up truck, two women and two men, and began
to dress them in their discarded clothes and jewellery.

Slowly the
leader walked around them where they stood huddled together in
their pink nudity. As he circled them Clarisse and Laura didn't
know which bits of their bodies to cover with trembling hands but
finally settled for an arm across their boobs and a hand across
their bottoms. But thankfully he made no move to touch them.

"You see, you
are not the only ones who think you can make things disappear." The
face of the leader had broken into a smile as he watched the
dressing of the corpses. "I afraid none will ever know that you
were not all tragically killed, executed, beheaded as is the custom
around here, in an ambush that went badly wrong." He smiled again.
"You see, my brother was in that car you helped to make crash in
London after they had liberated our rightful money from that
bank.”

“Oh,
heavens no … I didn’t...” Clarisse felt even sicker with fear as
everything seemed to catch up with her. She didn’t know what to
say. It felt like an iron fist had gripped her bowels.

“Yes but
before he died, before he drowned like a rat,” the leader continued
in a harsher voice, “He saw you steal some of our money - he was
speaking to me on his mobile, using the camera on it, as you
watched from the riverbank, letting him drown after making him
crash. You will suffer for that, all of you will for profiting from
his misfortune. You picked the wrong time to drive past that bank,
then were stupid enough to interfere and finally greedy enough to
steal what he had given his life for."

Clarisse
covered her mouth with her hand, forgetting to cover her jutting
boobs and stifling her sob as she realised the full implications of
their predicament.

When the four
white corpses had been roughly dressed in their discarded clothes
and, with their belongings, placed in the car and set fire,
Clarisse knew that she and her family had effectively ceased to
exist. They were being punished for their simple act of greed.

"The other
safari guards we have bribed will testify how they chased off the
robbers, but not before the car containing the unfortunate executed
white family has been found burnt out with charred corpses. Does
something of that scenario, dying in a car, ring a bell?" he
grinned cruelly.

"Ow, oh
please, no," Clarisse shrieked ineffectually as the men, having
completed their first task, now advanced on her and her family with
ropes, grabbing her lush softness with harsh hands.

Desperately
she and Laura clung to each other, fearing rape until rough hands
forced them apart. She gasped as she was spun round and her wrists
tightly bound behind her. In the background, she saw all of her
family being similarly tied up. When her wrists were painfully
secured behind her back, the coarse rope chafing them was passed
down to also tie her ankles together. She teetered on the rough
ground, totally naked and helpless before the brutes.

"Noooo,
please," she wailed when a couple of the men grabbed her boobs and
Laura's, bouncing and them obscenely and there was nothing she
could do.

"You shits!
You bastards! You..." Mike shouted in rage as he looked on,
impotent, helpless. He struggled in his bindings as one of the men
tweaked his nose with his powerful hands and when his mouth opened
in a bellow of pain the robber shoved a rag in, securing the gag
with a loose end of the rope which bound his wrists and ankles.
Then the Negro simply picked him up and carried him off over his
shoulder like a sack of potatoes, crudely patting his buttocks,
winking at Clarisse.

"Come … we
go!" shouted the leader.

The man who
had bound her brutally tweaked her nipples and as her mouth gaped
in burning, outrageous pain, he pushed an unwholesome rag, which
smelt of sweat and maybe other bodily fluids, into her soft pink
mouth. A short length of flex tied it securely into her distended
cheeks. Her eyes bulged in mute fear as he scooped her up too,
picking her up like a helpless baby in his strong arms. She
wriggled, fear-wide eyes expanding further with loathing and
disgust as a hand slid down the curve of her bottom, crudely poking
the soft, ripe furry nest between her bound thighs.

She was stood
back on the ground beside a battered van containing what looked
like writhing white sacks. Then a similar large sack was swiftly
pulled over her head, immediately making her silently retch from
the aromas, which matched those of the gag bulging her mouth. She
was dumped beside her family and the neck of the sack tied to leave
her in hot, dark and smelly darkness. The coarse material rubbed
the softness of her bare flesh, now covered in sweat from fear and
the stifling heat. Never had she felt so helpless or frightened in
her entire life as the van took them away to an unknown fate on a
journey lasting over an hour until she felt herself carried into
the coolness of a building.

 


 


"So let me
have a look at my new acquisitions." The deep, cultured voice
boomed when they had been released from the sacks and their tight
bindings cut away to leave them standing anxiously in their nudity
before their clothed kidnappers, a cool marble floor beneath their
bare feet. They were in a large marbled room with several alcoves.
In each, there was a treadmill with a sphere hanging over it, with
which they were later to become so familiar. Some were in use. The
shining bodies of two Negresses and a Negro as naked as themselves
ran, gasping, on the belts. Holding the heavy spheres above them,
they looked tired and only had the energy to briefly glance at the
newcomers before concentrating again on their pounding rhythm.
Clarisse and her family, all feeling vulnerable and terrified,
looked aghast at the toiling figures and then around at the majesty
of their palatial surroundings.

"Some of us
live well outside of the white community," the deep voice
continued. "We enjoy wealth too. We leave each other alone and let
the poor whites and the poor blacks fight for the pickings. We just
use them all as slave labour to help things along." His smile
glinted cruelly.

The voice
belonged to a fat Negro, probably in his sixties, wearing an
expensive white suit with bulges of flesh at his neck overhanging a
collar, which was optimistically tight. His attire and size
contrasted with the fatigues of the leader of the gang who had
kidnapped them and his muscled frame - but there was a similarity
between the two men. Both stood side by side surveying their four
white victims standing, awkwardly, tensely before them covering
themselves with their hands as best they could. Two young muscled
men, one black and one white, together with a Negress, stood on
guard in a semicircle behind the captives, thin crops hanging from
loops around their folded arms.

"This is my
son," the old Negro continued, pointing to the gang leader, who was
helping himself to a whiskey from a decanter. "You will understand
my pleasure in having before me the family who were instrumental in
profiting from the death of my other son in London," he roared,
frightening them.

"But we didn't
... we had no …I didn’t man to … aaaghhh!" Clarisse began
falteringly until the Negress rushed over and angrily slapped her
face left and right.

"You swine!
you… haggghhhh!" When Mike tried to intervene to protect his wife,
the muscled white youth standing behind him kicked him to the
floor.

"You learn
here that you do not speak, only answer questions and then do so
respectfully!" the Negress snapped totally ignoring Mike, spraying
spittle of rage onto the red handprints she had raised on her
beautiful victim’s anguished face.

Clarisse
peeked in shock at the aggressive young Negress through the span of
her protective fingers pressed to her stinging cheeks. Whilst doing
so she still tried to modestly cover her bare breasts with her
arms.

Her emotions
were in turmoil. There was the sheer terror of the unknown, death
or rape, she assumed? She guessed that these awful people were
bound to want some terrible revenge for her part in the deaths in
their bank raid. Then came the shame of being vulnerably naked
before strangers who only wanted revenge and cared nothing for her.
Additionally, she was also acutely conscious of her exposure before
her children. Whilst her daughter and herself had occasional brief
flashes of each other changing or bathing, her son hadn't seen her
in the nude for many years, nor her him. It was terrible. There was
also the humiliation of having her face slapped in such a manner,
it equalled the pain, but she had felt too frightened and
intimidated to strike back as she would normally have done at home
where normal values applied.

The black girl
was probably somewhere in her twenties, fit, aggressive and eager
whilst she and her family were stark naked, cowed and terrified.
The girl rolled up the sleeves of her red tracksuit to display
strong forearms as she glared at all four victims.

"My name is
Nuria, but you will all call me 'Madam' at all times and refer to
the other guards as 'Sir' or 'Miss.' I am the chief trainer of Mr
Katan's slaves. He is the gentleman over there," she nodded towards
the large Negro in the suit. "And you address him - only if he
speaks to you - as 'Master'

"Slaves…! You
must be..."

Swack!
Swack!

"Yaghhh," Mike
yelped and cried in pain as the white youth interrupted his
outburst, slashing a cane across Mike’s thighs until he gasped into
silence, removing his hands from their protective clutch over his
genitals to press the thin lines of torment.

"I think I
leave you in Miss Nuria's capable hands for training." Katan also
helped himself to a whiskey. The old man was chuckling, maybe at
the thought of anyone being in the sadistic hands of the spiteful
Negress. "You will pay dearly with your liberty and your pain for
helping to take my son’s life, or at least doing nothing to help
him.”

“But…
yoooww,” she yelped as the crop of the Negress lashed across her
thigh, interrupting her plea to leave the pain biting into her
tender flesh.

“Silence
whilst Master talking, you ignorant white cow!” screamed the
girl.

“I’m
simply not interested in anything you have to say on the matter,”
the old man resumed, ignoring Clarisse’s wincing pain as she
pressed her hands to her burning flesh. “But I hope to make enough
money from you to compensate for that which you deprived us of. I
look forward to seeing you again later when you have been trained
as slaves for my keeping or sale." His voice boomed at
them.

“Slavery
is quite a flourishing trade these days to offset the lack of
technical aid from the rest of the world - and it provides night
solace." He stroked down the delightful curve of both Clarisse's
and Laura's spines to pat their smooth bottoms with total
possession until they jerked away.

“You do
not pull away when you are honoured by your Master’s touch!”
shouted Nuria.

"Jaahhhh,"
Clarisse gasped in pain as a cane lashed her nether regions,
forcing her instinctively to press her hands to her burning flesh;
which felt as if she had sat on a hot wire. It was as unexpected as
it was unbelievable, forcing tears to her eyes as she tried to
absorb it.

She heard and
saw poor Laura sobbing beside her and realised that her daughter's
bottom had also been lashed. The youngster too eased her hands
against her pert curves, and through her shock and pain, Clarisse
saw how her daughter's small breasts thrust straight at her
grinning tormentors. Quickly she ignored the throbbing pain below
to cover her jutting breasts from the eyes of the mocking beasts,
seeing Laura instinctively do the same, revealing two thin lines of
torment across her young curves. Clarisse's poor fuddled brain had
continued to wonder how this could be happening to them; a
respectable Western family suddenly plunged into such a nightmare
of pain, shame and terror. If only she thought, yet again, they had
not been so greedy in taking that money or accepting the free
holiday.

"Yes, we go
now and leave you to training and I trust I get the correct respect
when we next meet." Katan glared at them before strolling out with
his drink and his son.

"Stand in
straight line! Hands on head! Legs wide, looking straight ahead! No
moving, no talking!" snapped Nuria, dragging the attention of her
charges firmly back to her and away from the departing figures. "I
make damn fucking sure you obey and take you to hell and back with
pain if you don't, you cunts!" She glowered at the trembling
figures.

"Please...
haaaghhh," Clarisse yelped as the Negress lashed her thigh
again.

"Look, you
cow!" She gripped the blonde's quivering chin. "This is last time I
tell you. No talking and you address your superiors as 'Madam' or
'Sir', got it?"

"Y-yes
M-Madam," Clarisse managed softly, biting her lip, controlling her
fear, pain and anger.

"I warn you,
there no way out of here for you," Nuria explained. "You see here
just some of the trainer guards," she pointed to the two muscled
men in tracksuits. "There’s plenty more, armed too, and this
complex is under CCTV surveillance in case there is any trouble.
And if there is … culprits are executed. Don't ever forget that!"
She spoke into each twitching face. "The Dobermans outside take
care of the slave who thinks they can make it past guards - they
find they can't - just before they were eaten alive," she lied
outrageously but effectively to her terrified victims.

"You don't
know where you are, no one cares, they think you dead, so you now
forgotten and live only to please those who invest time and money
in training you. If you fail to satisfy you are no good and will be
disposed of." She again smiled at each tense face. "Your only way
out is to be compliant; obey and hope that a good master or
mistress buys you when you trained. Sometimes masters eventually
release slaves if their behaviour warrants it and they have served
their purpose."

She clapped
her hands, which was the signal for one of the guards to produce a
camera. Methodically he took photographs of each of them, missing
nothing of their nudity, capturing every facet, close up and full
length.

It was so
degrading. When Mike had once suggested him taking some nude photos
of her she had strenuously objected, fearing them shamefully
falling into the hands of strangers. Now she had no choice other
than to meekly allow strangers, worse strangers than she could have
possibly imagined, to capture every facet of her body for anyone to
see.

Meanwhile
Nuria pulled on skin-tight transparent plastic gloves.

"Those photos
will form portfolio on each of you. We already know sufficient
details of you to e-mail the shots to prospective clients." She
smiled into their shocked faces. "But for now, all stand as
directed please. I no need tell you what happen if you move whilst
I examine you," she emphasised. "I qualified as doctor and my first
task is to ensure you are 'clean’ … as it were."

Clarisse found
it terrible to watch as the black bitch first examined her husband
and son. Their straining faces were crimson as the dark hands
explored them intimately, making them gasp and squirm. She stood
deliberately close, peering into their eyes and mouths, her hands
sliding down over the hard buds of their nipples to cup the
testicles shrinking in fear under her touch. Between the hard
mounds of their buttocks she probed until the quivering tips of
their erections jutted to touch her belly.

“Showing
off, are we, boys!” She spat the word. “Trouble is, you nothing
down there to show off with!” She oozed derision, slapping them
down to make them gasp in pain - and the male guards
snigger.

Clarisse felt
so sorry and protective towards her son Adam. He was a handsome
teenager with longish fair hair, quite a sophisticated wow with the
girls, she understood. Now he had to stand before the cruel cow who
could do anything she wanted with him, making him feel just an inch
tall with barbed and cruel comments as she manipulated him,
taunting him in a low hissing voice. She had to close her ears and
resist the temptation to swivel her eyes around, it was too painful
to watch her son and her husband’s similar shame at the hands of
the cow.

"Come along,
boys, I thought you might like me holding you as you pee into the
bottles." The girl's mocking voice preceded the eventual tinkling
sound as they managed to perform.

Then
Clarisse’s face burnt with shame as she was examined next. When the
girl's hands began to paw her, it was almost like a doctor but
infinitely and publicly worse. She had always hated the touch of
another woman, let alone in public. The bitch painfully pulled her
breasts up by her nipples and weighed them. Making her open her
mouth gaping wide, the girl explored her teeth and ordering her to
poke her tongue right out.

Inevitably the
dusky hands slid over her fluttering belly to the curly thatch
below, playfully ruffling it before delving over the lips of her
sex, making her wriggle uncomfortably.

“Ow,
please!”

“Keep
still, girl! You like it, eh?” she mocked as she probed, "Now bend
over."

She had to
adopt a pose similar to that which Mike and Adam had just
endured.

“Hooww,
please…” she squirmed at the first shameful touch of the girl’s
finger on her tight muscled ring.

“Stop
snivelling and squirming, girl, and it’s ‘Ow Madam!’ to you –got
it?” the dark face snarled.

Slap!


“Haaaah,” she gasped in sudden and unexpected intimate pain
after the bitch slapped one of her hanging boobs. “Madam,” she
added hastily as the cow made to slap her other boob, swinging from
her bent over position. How could this be
happening to her? she moaned softly to
herself.

The rectal
examination, as the finger curled into her back passage, intruding
horribly, was awful. She had always detested such a touch, as Mike
well knew. It was painful, disgusting and in full view of her
husband and children. Yet she had to endure it, try to ignore the
many mocking eyes and those of her own family, as she was
shamed.

If anything,
it was worse when she had to squat over a small bowl to perform
whilst the sadistic cow pawed her daughter. It must have been bad
enough for the youngster to stand naked in a roomful of men, let
alone have the woman explore her every orifice so thoroughly.

Finally their
tormentor pulled off her thin gloves and Clarisse heaved a small
sigh of relief that the worst might be over for the moment. She was
wrong.

“Shake
those tits for me, both of you,” the Negress smiled at her and
Laura.


“Please…” Clarisse wailed.

“Do it,
and keep your hands on your heads!” The voice dripped
venom.

Clarisse
cringed with shame as she and Laura painfully bounced their
precious orbs before the woman’s gleaming eyes. It was so utterly
degrading and painful to be forced to bounce lush breast fruit
purely for the smiling amusement of the vicious cow.

Yet their
shaming was still not over. Like two deadly snakes, the cow’s hands
darted out to accurately furrow their pubic bushes and pinch the
tender flesh of their sex lips between long fingers.

"Graghhhh,
nooooo, getofff, doooon't!" Clarisse screamed and yelped in
startled shock and pain, which was blinding, excruciating.
Instinctively, following such an outrageous and vicious attack on
their most intimate folds of flesh, Clarisse and Laura jerked their
hands from their heads to tear frantically at the dark fingers
which literally had them both in the palm of her hand.

"Ah, ah, ah!
Oh no, no, you given no order to move or speak, ladies!" Nuria
spoke calmly as if she hadn’t just cruelly trapped her victims'
most intimate and sensitive feminine flesh between her finger
nails, pinching brutally. "Hands back on heads, please! A slave
learn never move or speak before a master or mistress unless
ordered to. I should do it, sluts … now!" she snarled, pinching
their captive flesh even harder, enjoying the squirming screams of
her victims as they each pushed their pubis against her hands in a
futile attempt to relive the pain. She also relished the look of
helpless anger on the faces of the men behind them, only just
managing to hold their positions under threat from the crops of the
guards.

"Hah, hah
huh,” Clarisse and Laura panted almost in unison, tears burning
their eyes as they reluctantly eased their sweating hands from the
dark fingers controlling them, holding their very femininity
unnaturally. As if pushing against the resistance of treacle,
Clarisse, against every instinct, managed to replace her hands on
her head. Her pitiful, wide, tear-brimmed eyes met those of the
girl in whose power she was, entrusting the safety of her sex to
the monster who gripped it, imploring the hateful Negress not to
hurt her any more.

"There, good
girls," she smiled when they had obeyed. "Now backs straight, stick
those nice tits out at me. That it, right out, " she insisted,
smiling as they complied, obviously wincing with pain as the two
pairs of delightful breasts practically touched her face, heaving
with anguish, nipples tight with pain and fear. "Now while I have
your attention," her fingers still pinched their labia, forcing
gasps from their clenched teeth," I tell you that it necessary I
punish you for delaying shaking tits for me and trying to prevent
me doing this." She smiled into the looks of disbelief on each
distraught face.

"A slave
does as told immediately and without question - accepting anything
the mistress decrees. And it take a woman to know how to hurt, how
to really hurt another woman
– I do things to you, you could only dream of in nightmares.” She
smiled cruelly into their shocked faces. “So …unless you want me to
pull you cunts off, both, touch your toes for the cane, please.
When you tell me that you accept your punishment I let you go,
well?"

"Y-yes Madam."
It was a soft, joint sob of affirmation and pain, as they sniffed
back tears like little girls, both knowing they had no choice.
"Haaaghhh," they screwed their eyes up with the harsh pain of
returning circulation as their soft sex lips were finally released,
yet this time somehow managing to keep their hands on their
heads.

"So, I think
the men can watch while the ladies get to know the cane." Nuria
smiled cruelly as the guards led Mike and Adam to two of the
treadmills and fastened their wrists to the large sphere hanging
above each. They adjusted the spheres' height until their bodies
were at full stretch on tip-toe, leaving them both looking
apprehensively at the other toiling, shining black figures pounding
away on other treadmills. Then she turned her attention back to the
two women.

In addition to
the undoubted pain to come, Clarisse was disturbed by the unnatural
gleam in her tormentor's eyes as she again peered closely at their
bodies. She jumped, gasping, as a hand slid down her spine and
stroked the cheeks of her bottom. Despite always having loathed any
suggestion of lesbianism, she was seemingly now under the control
of such a person and had to accept her unwelcome attentions. It was
worse that her family and the guards were there too. She ground her
teeth in frustration when the girl stroked, cupped and weighed
Laura’s small bosoms, seeing the similar look of helpless revulsion
and panic in her daughter’s eyes as the girl thumbed her nipples to
pink cones.

“Very
pretty,” Nuria breathed, stroking the girl’s twitching face and
hair. “I like all new ‘entrants’ to receive or witness my little
welcome. You’ll have it now as a lesson to your men-folk. Both
touch your toes and meet my cane.” She winked at the guards, then
smiled at Clarisse and Laura.

“Please
... I'm sorry … I'll-we'll do what you say … you don't need
to ”

“What!
How dare you question what I do or don't need to do!” spat Nuria,
eyes now blazing as she grabbed a hank of Clarisse and Laura's
hair. She shook their heads back and forth, making both gasp with
shock clutching the small dark hands embedded in their hair to
alleviate some of the pain. “You both have just one more chance to
obey; or you both dead meat!"

Slowly the
girl unclenched her fingers from their tangled hair and for once
Clarisse was pleased to obey her order to again clasp her hands to
her head, using the opportunity to press her scalp to ease the
eye-watering burning there.

"Now you
stupid fucking tarts, touch toes, legs apart, grip ankles and don't
let go; you both getting six of the best and don't think about
moving from position. I do hope you don't think I enjoy making you
touch your toes to be punished like a naughty girl in front of
family, but it necessary to emphasise your new status.” The girl's
voice dripped irony, her amused eyes holding Clarisse's.

Biting her lip
in anxiety, Clarisse bent over to assume the position. She flushed
crimson at the indignity, controlling her feelings of anger and
frustration as her daughter assumed a similar seductive curve. Two
beautiful Western women posed so blatantly, shamefully before the
hateful and mocking eyes of their vicious tormentors.

“Legs
wide, spread them wider! I sure you both know how,” the dusky bitch
smiled as the shamed mother and daughter side by side shuffled
their feet apart, her cane menacingly tapping their
flanks.

Clarisse’s
fingers tightened in anger on her slim ankles, yet she suppressed
it. She somehow had to accept that this girl, these people, now had
total control over her and her family. They could do anything they
wanted with them. How she bitterly regretted taking that robber's
money, being anywhere near that car crash and even more so coming
to this country. Desperately she tried to ignore the gloating
guards who positioned themselves with a good view between her
blatantly splayed thighs, wishing they and her family weren't also
a witness to her shame.

Nuria produced
a long whippy cane, the sight of which, flexing in the slim dark
hands made Clarisse lick her lips in anxiety, rage boiling her
heart. It was a refined cruelty. First had come the ritual of
having to strip, and now having to touch their toes as if they were
naughty schoolboys rather than sophisticated women. This bore no
resemblance to the occasional, giggling, spanking she had
previously enjoyed with Mike in the privacy of their bedroom. This
was a public humiliation and the fear washed through her as the
girl walked slowly around, compounding her dread anticipation.

“Oh!”
She jumped as she endured the indignity and shock of the cane
touching the taut cheeks of her rear.

“Silly
girl, I no even start yet,” Nuria mocked as the lovely bottom
twitched under her rod.

Swack!


“Yaaghhh,” Clarisse screeched as the cane cracked down,
making unbelievable pain bite cruelly into the soft skin. Her hands
jerked from her ankles, reaching halfway up her thigh before the
cane slashed across her knuckles to make her gasp again.

“Get it
back, cow! If that hand moves from your foot again you’ll be very
sorry!” hissed the girl with venom.


“Please,” sobbing, she bent back over, gripping her ankles,
longing to press cool hands to her bottom, which felt as if it was
now bound by a hot wire. How could she face more? Yet she knew she
must.

Whack!


“Haaaghhh!” Pain and breath hissed past her achingly clenched
teeth as a second stroke consumed her. “Hmff, hmff.” She tried to
sniff back the tears which began to flow as she forced her hands to
remain in place, nails like talons painfully indenting her feet. A
day ago, she would have yelped and slapped away any stranger’s hand
which playfully pinched her bottom. Now, such feelings bore no
comparison to the awful agony and shame she felt as she, a grown
woman, bent over naked, being caned whilst not being allowed to
even soothe her own bottom – just endure.

Thwack!


“Yaaaagggghh, oh please.” The caning continued to blast pain
across her throbbing flesh, made far worse by knowing that she was
sobbing like a baby rather than a setting a brave example before
her distraught daughter.

“Half
way, remain in position while lovely Laura takes hers.” Nuria
slapped the heated flesh, making her gasp before the bitch moved
behind Laura's taut roundness. Clarisse saw the small shapely
cheeks fluttering in anticipatory dread. The beauty of the
youngster’s face was, however, if anything enhanced by her
wide-eyed tenseness.

 


 



“Haaaaahhhh,” Laura screamed as her flesh was next to be
consumed by fire. It was bad enough having to strip for these
terrible, terribly vicious people and before her whole family, but
then to have to touch her toes and wait while her poor Mother was
caned … Her elegant face twitched, that alone was beyond her
previous comprehension. But now the pain itself Laura now
experienced was awful, swamping the humiliation; it ate into her
bowels. How, she wondered could this be happening to
her!


“Swish!


“Aaaarghhh,” she screamed as pain consumed her young bottom.
Trying to take her mind off the pain and shame, she recalled
fighting at a nightclub a few months ago. Laura could be quite a
hothead, able to take care of herself and full of self-confidence
and she had taught another girl a lesson. She had slapped and
punched the other girl’s lights out. Now she couldn’t even think of
fighting back, just meekly remain bent over to be caned. Her life
had changed beyond any meaningful comprehension.

Crack!


“Graaaghhh.”

Five minutes
later, during which the elegant hall echoed to the sound of
swishing wood and screams, Laura had received the last of her
second set of three lashes and, like her Mother, had to stand
upright, hands clasped to her head. Somehow she had managed to keep
her hands in place on her ankles during the caning.

Laura’s vision
was blurred with tears of pain. Such was her torment that she
hardly saw her Mother, at Nuria’s command, kiss the rod which had
caused such agony. Then that hateful cane was under her nose, her
tears staining it and she too had to press quivering lips to its
slim, cool length – when all she wanted to do was press a cold
compress to the hot ravaged skin of her bottom which she was not
even allowed to touch.

She recalled
the last time she had kissed anything. Her ripe lips had opened
over her boyfriend’s mouth, darting with his tongue as his lovely
hardness pummelled her aching sex in the front seat of his car. She
recalled his strong hands gripping the cheeks of her bottom as he
rode her, the same cheeks which now throbbed in torment simply
because a coloured girl, little older than herself, decided it. She
tried but failed to imagine what that lad would have made of her
standing subserviently nude alongside her Mother whilst the
dark-skinned girl berated them both.

She also
wondered what her brother was thinking. They hadn't seen each other
undressed since they were really young. Now he was chained in an
alcove, his nude body taut with tension whilst she stood exposed at
the behest of the sadistic cow. Beside Adam stood the Negro guard,
his hand gently stroking her helpless brother's body, bringing him
to an unwanted stiffness as he forced Adam to watch her punishment.
The smiling face of the Negress who had so tortured her was inches
from her own pained features.

“Open
your mouth wide, wider little girl and keep it open, I’m sure
you’ve done it before,” sneered the Negress standing hands on hips
with intimidation directly before her, “And keep your hands on your
head,” she instructed as she leaned closer.

“Ughh,”
Laura practically choked as the black girl’s tongue invaded her
mouth. It was so sickening as she was made to endure the obscene
lesbian kiss, the girl’s tongue possessing her mouth, exploring,
probing whilst she stood there, unable to stop herself trembling.
The dark hands pressed against her small breasts, kneading as they
kissed, squeezing as if they were lovers in a shop doorway having a
quick grope. Then they slid down her spine to cup each cheek of her
small bottom, cruelly pinching her globes as their lips
parted.

“Hmm, a
nice sweet arse. Remember, you sow, I can do that and so much more
– to any of you – whenever I want,” her grinning ebony tormentor
purred sweetly.

How Laura
would have loved to leap at the girl. Yet she guessed that her
tormentor was stronger than her and could probably beat her in a
fight. Plus, she was naked, helpless and the bitch Negress had all
the guards to assist her. She just had to endure that evil face
smiling at her, knowing she held all the aces, that she had been
conquered.

 


 


The Negress
stood between Clarisse and Laura, her eyes glinting currants of
excitement.

“Now you
know what the cane like, eh,” Nuria lightly squeezed the slim
waists of mother and daughter, delighting in the feel of their
supple bodies next to hers, also in the control both were forced to
exercise at her command. Such power was wonderful. Women who would
previously have ground her into the dirt if she had stepped in
their way were now hers. ”You like more, maybe?”

“Oh, no
please no Madam, no.
”

Nuria smiled,
the hot wine of pleasure pulsing through her veins as both mouths
gaped in shock at the thought of further pain, their pleas echoing
each other other’s. Two sets of wide, misty eyes searched hers,
hoping it was just a threat. She guessed that they would both
probably sell their souls rather than endure more. Her fingers
delved slightly between the firmness of their ravaged cheeks into
the tight, gripping heat of their bottoms, feeling the beauties
wriggle and gasp but not daring to tear her hand away or object as
they undoubtedly longed.

“Well, I
warn you that you will receive more and maybe whip too across
pretty backsides.” She again patted their curves, feeling the heat
flow into her hands as the tortured flesh twitched, the fresh gasps
of pain sheer music to her ears. “You will if you ever pull away
again from your Master or fail to obey him or me instantly or offer
the proper respect. Understand?” she asked sweetly.

“Yes
Madam,” the humbled choking reply from the two beauties now broken
to be her playthings was all the reward she sought.

“Now you
warmed up you can exercise too – you become very familiar with it,”
Nuria smirked as the weeping beauties obediently allowed the Negro
and white guards to affix their wrists and ankles to similar
treadmills to the men. Clarisse and Laura found themselves joining
the rest of her family and the black slaves still straining away,
with her wrists chained to the hanging sphere above her head on
which lights glowed and flashed ominously.

 


 


"Hah, please …
Sir," Clarisse hastily added as a young Negro guard glared when she
wriggled and gasped under his obscene touch. She was as yet unused
to brutal young men, or indeed anyone, casually handling her
precious breasts as if they were not her own, as if he owned them -
which she suddenly realised with a jolt that he probably did!

Slap!

“Aahh,
no, please … Sir,” her right breast bounced softly with the
stinging imprint of a hand now shamefully and painfully imprinted
on it. She regarded her tortured flesh, inches from her wide
bulging eyes. It made her realise that he, or any of these sadists,
could continue to slap or punch her at will at there was absolutely
nothing she could do about it.

It was a
horrific and demeaning thought. Her boobs were now smarting from
his casual slap, her eyes wide with fear as he pulled down a clip
on a wire from the sphere above her head to which her wrists were
cuffed.


“Pleease, oh no … Sir,” she gasped helplessly when she saw
his intentions.

With a lustful
wink he proceeded to shamelessly fondle her nipples into two hard
pink cones. She was vaguely aware of her husband's enraged,
watching face looking from his own treadmill. Oh how she hated the
bastard.

"Ooooow, no
please …" she gasped as he pinched each of her sensitive buds with
a cruel clamp. The wires flexed and jangled with her breathing just
inches before her eyes, but she was quite unable to remove them to
alleviate the burning pain. Laura was in the cubicle next to her,
similarly festooned, almost like a caricature of a hospital patient
wired to a monitor - rather than whatever sinister purpose these
wires were intended. Mike and Adam each had a wire running to their
penises.

"We eat now
whilst you have a little jog, no want slaves getting fat, do we?"
smirked Nuria, punching buttons on the console across the room. "I
suggest you each hold tight to your sphere handles to which wrists
cuffed because ceiling chain supporting it now be slackened so you
take its weight."

"Ah." Clarisse
and the others gasped as the treadmill sprang to life beneath their
feet. It wasn't too fast, maybe five miles an hour but every step
painfully flexed the flesh of her backside still throbbing
painfully from the cane. Suddenly she felt a movement in the sphere
above her head realising that it had dropped a few inches towards
her and she had to tense her muscles to hold it aloft.

Bzzzzz!

"Aaaaghhhh!"
Her screech was echoed by her family as their buzzers went off too,
followed by a blast of agonising pain drilling through the cuffs
into her hands and through the clips attached to her nipples. It
was as if a demented dentist was drilling into her boobs. She felt
sick, fearing that her nipples would explode, jolting her nearly
off the treadmill, making her knees wobble dangerously, the pain
still throbbing through her. "Please ... Madam," she whispered
through a pain-dry mouth when the burning stopped after a few
seconds of muscle-cramping torment.

"Oh yes,"
Nuria added over her shoulder, "that happen if you either lower
sphere by more than a few inches or fail to keep speed I set you on
treadmill. First electric jolt five seconds but that increase by a
second every time it happen," she explained to their shining,
stricken faces. "Now I think these are nicely done." She nodded to
the staggering black figures on the three other treadmills who were
now frequently receiving electric shocks and who practically
collapsed as the guards released them. Then she left Clarisse and
her family alone to jog into further misery.

 


 


Time passed,
maybe ten minutes? Somehow Clarisse managed to keep the pace, bare
feet pounding over the rubber treadmill, breasts bouncing wildly
but it became increasingly difficult to hold the weight of the
sphere above her on straight arms; it seemed to almost grow in
weight commensurate with her tiredness. She panted, she gasped, her
body bouncing with the enforced rhythm

Bzzzzz!


"Yaaaarghhhhh," she screamed just a few seconds after Laura's
buzzer had also punished her for lowering her arms. She was
staggering along the treadmill, being half dragged by her cuffs
until the relentless pain stopped drilling into her precious,
sensitive breasts and she could hastily heft the sphere higher
above her head and resume running.

Her hair now
plastered her hot shining face as she continued run and stumble
like an automaton, hearing the occasional gasps of agony from her
family to complement her own whenever one of them slackened.

"Good to see
you pigs building up your strength!" Clarisse blinked the pooled
sweat from her eyes as Nuria and the two guards returned to regard
the four gasping, running figures. "Five more minutes and I may let
you stop." She held the promise dangling above them, almost as the
spheres did, making them stagger on, enduring more jolting pain
until she finally deemed they had enough.

Clarisse stood
head down, weak with effort, sweat dripping from her shining curves
after the treadmill finally slowed to a stop and the sphere was
again fully supported by its chains. She saw and heard the similar
exhausted figures of her family gasping for breath as they
practically swung from their cuffs. Her arm and leg muscles felt as
if they were on fire.

"And just when
you thought it was over..." Clarisse wearily raised her head,
flicking damp hair from her eyes to see, to her despair, the
Negress again at the console. "Move yoh fat white arses, hold those
balls," she joked.

"No, please,
no Madam, no Pleeeease, haaarghhh, " Clarisse's pleading shrieks
joined the others as, unbelievably the treadmills started again and
she had to again somehow take the weight of the spheres on arms
already quivering with effort.

"You see,"
Nuria pontificated, "just when a slave think it can no longer go
on, that is when it must find the strength to do so- until owner
decree otherwise. It strengthen soul and muscles," she oozed
cruelty to her exhausted victims.

“Hah,
hah, hah,” Clarisse panted, her body shining and steaming as she
pounded along, her arm muscles quivering with the superhuman effort
required to hold the heavy sphere aloft. It seemed to get heavier
with her every pounding step. Her breath burnt in her rasping
throat. Nothing mattered any more, apart from the need to keep
running, to hold that weight above her head and to avoid the pain
always ready to corkscrew into her nipples if she slackened in any
way.

“Fuck …
fuck … fuck,” she gasped with every painful step the words normally
so alien to her. Her sheer determination to keep going, her fear
and hate of these sadistic demons who controlled her, who watched
her with such amusement, was her driving force now.

Blindly,
Clarisse and the others staggered on, holding their burdens for
another five minutes of jolting pain until the Negress decided that
enough was enough.

 


 


"Now I hope
you learn ways of obedience." Nuria studied her panting victims
still chained to the treadmills. Although their eyes were dulled
slightly with pain and fatigue, they looked at her attentively,
knowing that she had the ability to inflict or prevent their
suffering - at a whim. At that moment, she was the most important
person in their lives, and they were thankful that for now she had
eased heir torment.

As she stood
before mother and daughter, her long, red fingernails suddenly flew
downwards again, furrowing through their delicate wispy triangles
to cruelly pinch the soft flesh of their love lips. Immediately
Clarisse's world exploded once again into that intense, intimate
pain, blinding and excruciating. She tugged uselessly at the chains
confining her wrists to the sphere above her head, crying pitifully
through her clenched teeth, quite unable to prevent the bitch doing
whatever she wanted to them.

"Uh, uh, silly
girls,” Nuria spoke into both sets of pain filled eyes as she
gripped them in her obscene and cruel grasp. "You no try to pull
away, you endure and accept until I decree otherwise. Right?"

"Grhh, y-yes
Madam," they managed, blinking tears from their wide, pain-filled
eyes.

"Good, good.
Well, I release you soon and see if you better behave when you next
see Master, you no pull away, you display if he touch his property,
eh?"

"Yaahhhh,"
they both screamed as the Negress jerked their captive flesh.
"Y-yes Madam, yeees, we'll-we'll be good," Clarisse panted in pain
as the vixen finally released her iron grip to leave her and Laura
sagging until their chains were unlocked.

"Now you go
shower!" Nuria lightly tapped Clarisse and Laura's pert bottoms
with her cane when they stood before her hands on head, silent and
still. Clarisse looked fearfully over her shoulder to where Mike
and Adam were still fastened to their treadmills.

"Yaaah," the
blonde screamed as the Negress flashed her cane across the globes
of her bottom to produce a fresh red line of throbbing pain - but
she managed to keep her white-knuckled hands in place on her neck,
blinking back tears.

"You no look
around - only straight ahead like good slave. Certainly not look at
husband, he no longer yours. And you may not see him much more,
maybe one sold and not other - who knows? But you only meet again
if your tasks bring you together. Now go - lead off ahead of me!"
She again smacked both pairs of delicious bottoms, the sound like
two pistol shots of a hard hand on soft, firm flesh echoing sharply
in the hall. “And no looking round, no goodbyes, but remember any
disobedience go bad on all others in family so be good at all
times."

Clarisse wept
silent tears, not daring another glance at her husband or son. She
left them behind, wishing that their last sight of her for the
present wasn’t the black hand curling so possessively around her
waist and stroking her gracefully undulating bottom. No words were
allowed or possible to exchange as she and Laura walked ahead of
the slave mistress under the girl's guiding hands.

 


 


The lovely
warm soapy water cascading over her curves washing away the sheen
of fear and effort was perhaps one of the best things to happen to
Clarisse that day. On the down side, however, her shower was in
public and she couldn't forget the faces of the guards peering in
as she and her daughter stood under separate nozzles in the large
tiled shower block. And similarly, their normally so intimate and
private bodily acts had also had to be conducted shamefully in
public, sitting on open lavatories, forcing their bodies to respond
under Nuria's threat of punishment if they didn't perform to
order.

Able to slake
their thirsts under the shower, mother and daughter at least felt a
little more human in the frightening environment into which they
had been pitched. Their stomachs rumbled in hunger, reminding them
that their breakfast so many hours earlier at the beginning of this
terrible day had consisted only of coffee and fruit juice.

Clarisse
naturally wrapped the large towel around her after drying, as did
Laura, again such a natural and womanly action, but Nuria was
having none of it.

"Give!" she
barked, snapping her fingers for the towels to be dropped. "Slaves
no cover themselves here they on view at all times. Just as your
body remain naked before me so should your mind, no secrets, eh?
Hands back on heads! You now again meet your Master and I hope for
your sakes that you make better impression, remember all your lives
depend on it. Keep looking down, slaves no look up unless being
spoken to and only then do you speak yourselves - respectfully,"
she emphasised with her now customary smack on their bare
backsides, making Clarisse's cheeks flinch under the unnatural
touch.

Mother and
daughter followed the muscled figure of the white guard along
numerous corridors, their supple nudity flexing with natural grace
as they walked subserviently, eyes lowered. The lithe Negress
completed the little convoy, occasionally tapping either cheek of
the swaying bottoms indicating they should follow the guard left or
right.

When they
reached a sumptuous dining area, the aroma of rich food again
reminded them of their lack of sustenance. However, thoughts of
food were driven from Clarisse's mind at the prospect of walking
naked between the numerous diners who were looking at them with
appreciative eyes from several well-laden tables. Yet she and Laura
had no choice but pad softly, vulnerably amongst the men and women,
black and white, guards and workers, eyes downcast, trying to
ignore the crude words and comments that no woman should be
subjected to.

How she longed
to tear away the hands groping her boobs and bottom, longed to
wrench her hands from her head and slap the grinning, sweating
faces, wine dribbling from their fleshy lips. Seeing the hands
cupping her daughter's jiggling breasts, fingers thrusting
obscenely between her legs, nearly made her lose control. Only the
thought of her husband and son and what might happen to them and
her daughter if she lashed out kept her hands obediently in
place.

"On your knees
girl, kiss the carpet, fat arses sticking up!" Nuria's voice hissed
when they passed through a curtain to where Mr Katan, his son and
two teenage Negresses sat in grand style at a large table.

Miserably,
Clarisse knelt by the table, nose to the carpet, bottom shamefully
thrust upwards, Laura alongside her, again having to ignore the
comments from those around them.

"These are the
two slave girls, Master, who shamed you with their behaviour
earlier, they now wish to show they learn obedience," Nuria
bowed.

"Oh very
well," boomed the deep voice from above. “I'll take another look at
them."

"Up, you
miserable cows! Keep hands on head, legs apart, this time don't
move your fat arses," Nuria snarled.

Their huge
black Master rose from the table and waddled up as Clarisse and
Laura stood like two golden statues, looking down at their bare
feet. He smiled broadly through white and golden teeth. A few hours
ago they would have run away, covered their bodies, but now they
knew the painful folly of such previously natural female
reactions.

"Hah!"
Clarisse simply couldn't prevent her gasp as a huge hand gripped
her chin, forcing open her mouth, peering within then idly flicking
her breasts, making them bounce shamefully much to the amusement of
the two giggling young Negresses at the table. Now the gross brute
was behind her. "Ugh!" Again, her grunt was totally normal for a
woman who felt an obscene male hardness pressing against the cheeks
of her bottom.

Casually, he
reached round to fondle her breasts, gripping the cones of her
nipples between his fingers to lift and stretch then, testing their
elasticity.

"Jee, look at
the f'ing udders on that!" Again came the crude comments and
shrieks of derision from the two girls who watched. Oh how Clarisse
wished she had the courage to leap at the stupid jeering cows who
relished her shame.

Horribly her
Master pulled her closer to him, now painfully mauling and mashing
her breasts under huge hands; she felt him grow against her,
pushing against the cleft of her bottom. Now his fingers slid over
the down below her flat belly and into the ripeness of her sex
lips, making her wriggle involuntarily against him when he curled a
finger into her.

"Kiss me, turn
round on my finger," he demanded.

"She could
take the whole fucking room up there and turn on it!" The teenage
girls collapsed in fits of laughter at Clarisse’s expense.

Awkwardly she
turned around on the spot, keeping his obscenely placed digit
embedded in the softness of her vagina until his thick lips forced
hers open and his tongue invaded her mouth intimately,
disgustingly.

"Squeeze my
finger." Now she had to grip his invading appendage whilst he
gauged the strength of her internal muscles and she tried to ignore
the continued barbed comments from the girls. “Now up here.”

“Haaah,
please,” she squirmed as the thick finger now slid between the
cheeks of her bottom to embed itself deeply into the tightness of
her anus. It was awful, painful, obscene. The shrieking comments
from the onlookers made it so much worse.

“Oh
yeah, she looks real good with your fingers stuck up her arse –
like a chocolate finger in two fucking halves of ice-cream shells!”
They screamed their derision and Clarisse was probed without mercy
in public. Her face felt hot and sticky with shame.

“I
suppose she’s OK up there, many clients like a tight white arse,
but she's nothing special." He dismissed her to turn to Laura,
shading Clarisse's face a deeper hue of colour at her apparent
rejection by such a brute.

Again were the
shrieks of derision at her and Laura's treatment. Her daughter was
pulled this way and that under the black hands. Hearing the slap of
moist flesh on flesh was almost as bad for Clarisse as she kept her
head obediently lowered. Again, the comments from the girls were
merciless.

 


 


It took much
of his acquired self-control to prevent Katan having either of the
beauties there and then, fucking their sweet arses off. They were
excellent, well worth the trouble of following their movements
since they came to his attention following the news reports of the
death of his son. It hadn't been too difficult to bribe the right
people to invite the family to his country. After all he was a
major shareholder in the bank which he had arranged for his son to
rob and even easier to fix the right people in the safari.

He did regret
to reluctantly agreeing with his hothead son’s scheme to rob the
London bank – somehow sensing it would end in disaster. Deep down,
he knew the woman was not directly to blame for his son’s death,
although she could have at least tried to help him and certainly
not help herself to some stray money. But he had a reputation to
keep up and retribution was necessary to avoid giving the
impression that he was going soft.

Now he took
his exquisite reward in exploring the hot liquid depths of each
girl, fondling their smooth flesh, seeing the looks of disgust on
their pretty faces, especially with his fingers up their bottoms.
He knew he was repulsive to all women, unless they were well paid,
like the two high-class call girls at his table, or under coercion,
like his slaves. In addition to shaming them and thereby gaining
some recompense for any part they may have had in his son's death,
he knew he would make a handsome profit for the group of whites,
either to blacks or other whites in the crumbling Africa.

He tasted the
wine-sweetness of the dark-haired teenager's mouth open under his,
playing with her tongue as it reluctantly moved with his, just like
her gorgeous Mother's. Her breasts were smaller than the 36Bs of
her mother but just as pliable and her sex gripped him with nearly
similar strength to her mother's, telling him that they would both
be good in bed. But he saw no need to tell them that, preferring to
add to their shame – and his immediate pleasure and standing
amongst his staff.

"Just two
white slags fit for nothing really." His wink was visible only to
Nuria. "They're nothing much, just common whores. See if more
training will improve them. If not ensure their men-folk are
punished." He casually pushed the soft bodies, absorbing their
shame of utter rejection as they stumbled away behind the guard and
the smirking Negress, all thoughts of their hunger now
forgotten.

“Yeah
get the fucking smelly killer whores away from here, nobody wants
them,” chorused the giggling black girls at the table.

 


 


Home for the
weeping mother and daughter was a small room containing several
bunk-beds and the luxury of a dressing table containing some of the
cosmetics from her handbag, as well as a shower and toilet. As the
lovelies stumbled to a halt, they saw that one of the bunk beds was
already occupied by another white girl with long brown hair who
immediately jumped from the bed to kneel with her thighs obscenely
wide apart, back straight and hands clasped to her head.

"You learn
from Ann here, proper routine; learn it for morning … or I’ll warm
up your cute white arses." Nuria patted their bottoms almost
maternally whilst glaring at all three women before locking the
door behind her.

Sleep was an
impossible commodity that night as Ann took the rare opportunity of
permitted speech between slaves to pass on not only the rules they
must learn but also something about herself.

Ann was an
American investigative reporter, who Clarisse now vaguely recalled
from news reports had gone missing, presumed killed in a bomb
explosion whilst investigating the slavery epidemic in Africa. She
had a pretty face and lush body. Clarisse recalled her bubbling
personality on her news broadcasts. Now she was just a slave girl -
like them.

Under
her experience and guidance, they had used the toilet and shower by
6am. Clarisse realised she was starving, but the
unlocking of their door drove that thought away again and gave the
opportunity for her and Laura to put their newly acquired knowledge
of what was expected of a slave into effect.

"Copy me," Ann
hissed as she immediately knelt upright on the floor in front of
her bed, legs parted and her hands clasped on the back of her head.
Clarisse and Laura scrambled to copy, perfectly silent and still in
obscene, blatant offering, their breasts thrusting at their
tormentors.

"This American
slut awaits your command Sir," Ann spoke in a low, smooth New York
voice as two muscled Negroes in tracksuits entered their room. Ann
nodded to Clarisse.

"This English
sl-slut awaits your command, S-sir," Clarisse stuttered, blushing
furiously at her provocative pose before the men and her demeaning
words, wishing she could cover herself.

“Well?
What you got to fucking say?” boomed one of the giants when Laura
hesitated.

“Yaaah,”
she hissed through clenched teeth, writing on the floor after the
cane had whistled down across her small boobs.

“Up and
give me the greeting,” the Negro insisted as Laura wearily knelt up
and clasped her hands to her head, parting her thighs wide to
shamefully expose her sex lips.

“Please,
ugh … please … Sir, this English slut awaits your command,” she
whispered breathlessly, her fear-filled eyes on the brute’s
cane.

“Fucking
louder, white trash!”

"Hmmm, now
three pets to be trained for the Master, yes?" the guard's voice
intoned after Laura had repeated her obedience to his satisfaction.
They looked down at the three nude kneeling white women, their eyes
wide and apprehensive. The soft curves of each body rose and fell
with rapid anguished breathing, nipples hard buttons of fear.

“Hah,”
Clarisse gasped, swaying, as an enormous hand cuffed her head, then
Laura's.

"When I ask
questions I want answers!" a guard snarled. ”Back in position!”

"Yes Sir,"
they hurriedly answered in unison, ears ringing as they resumed
their posture.

"Time to
inspect room," he advised loftily.

Like a
sergeant major he went to each bed, looking, touching, measuring
the neatness of the folded covers with a ruler, stepping around the
kneeling women who were waiting with trepidation. After running a
finger over the dressing table checking for dust, he strolled out
of sight into the toilet and shower room. A minute passed as
Clarisse apprehensively licked her lips, immobile like marble
statue under the stern gaze of the other Negro.

Finally he
returned.

"Beds
borderline but powder on the dressing table and some hair in the
shower." Clarisse heard Ann sigh softly; she guessed rightly that
something would always be found to impress discipline on newcomers.
"I don't know who responsible but being fair I give you two strokes
each. Assume the position!" he ordered briskly, removing his
leather belt. "Legs and arms spread apart, straight and still!"

Immediately
Ann went down onto all fours then leaning forward, pushed herself
up into a 'bridge' position, her body a lovely arc of anticipation.
Clarisse and Laura scrabbled to copy so the guards viewed the
cheeks of three tightly rounded white bottoms thrust up towards
them. Between the inviting dark clefts were a few wisps of hair in
the apex of their spread thighs over the line of their love lips.
The curved backs of the women led upwards to their hair, hanging
down over their faces, legs and arms straight and still. The only
movement was the anguished heaving of the three pairs of breasts
pointing downwards.

Clarisse heard
a whistling crack and a gasp from Ann, then a second one. She
tensed herself resisting the temptation to lower her vulnerable
up-thrust bottom away from the black arm poised above her.

Crack!

The belt
scorched a broad band of red smarting pain across her right cheek,
making breath hiss between clenched teeth and bottom involuntarily
contract, trying to control the pain.

"Push it up,
girl or you'll get another."

How could this be happening to her? she thought
despairingly. An English woman and
daughter having their bottoms tanned by a Negro brute simply
because they had not quite tidied their room correctly.
It would have been unthinkable to her a day earlier. It took
a great deal of willpower to put her bare, smarting flesh back up
for further punishment, but no real choice existed. She wanted to
cringe back down, pull away from it but knew she
daren’t.

"Garghhh!" she
gasped as the belt whistled across her left cheek. She would dearly
love to lay on the floor, pushing cool hands against the stinging
torment of her throbbing globes, but again knew she must remain
immobile, in offering. Her bottom throbbed, feeling as if it was
expanding and contracting rapidly as she heard the treatment now
being meted out to Laura, wishing desperately she could prevent it.
She saw her daughter’s pretty face contorted with pain, dearly
wanting to ease it, take her in her arms and console her – but
equally knowing that those tender days had gone for them.

"Make sure you
lazy cows get it right tomorrow. Now I’ll see you bounce a bit," he
smiled down at the thrusting, curved figures before him. "Squat!"
he boomed.

Immediately
Ann moved from her bridge position to squat on the balls of her
feet, hands on her head, legs splayed wide. "You two as well!"
Hurriedly, Clarisse and Laura assumed similar, unsteadily swaying
positions aware of their mauve feminine secrets on total pouting
display.

"Bunny-hop,"
he then ordered. Placing her hands between her splayed legs, Ann
had to jump around the room, her hair and breasts bouncing, until
the Negro told tell her laughingly to stop. Clarisse had difficulty
reconciling the sight of the ridiculously jumping girl with her
recollections of the straight talking reporter from the
television.

"You two
now."

Clarisse and
Laura felt so shamed and angry hopping round the large black feet
before them simply for the amusement of their tormentors. Up and
down, side-to-side their orbs swayed and bounced so painfully and
degradingly for the pleasure of the smirking beasts standing over
them.

"Look at them
udders and arses move," one guard smirked to the other, pointing at
the soft white flesh bouncing wildly. "The blonde has got big ones
I reckon." He pointed to Clarisse as her orbs bounced even more
wildly with her jerking movements.

The strain on
her calves was considerable and also on her tender bosoms swinging
this way and that as she hopped. Hair flying, breath gasping, she
continued until at last the Negro clapped his hands and ordered the
jiggling women to resume squatting with their hands on their
heads.

"That should
have warmed you cunts up for breakfast," he announced to Laura,
gazing appreciatively between the teenager’s deliciously splayed
thighs. The women squatted wobbling, panting, at his feet, as he
openly eyed the exposed velvet flesh. Clarisse could have clawed
his eyes out.

Then they were
taken out, marching obediently, hands on head, following the guards
to a large, tiled kitchen annex. There must have been around thirty
naked slaves hurriedly and silently eating at long wooden trestles.
Mostly, they were females and pretty, black but with a scattering
of white and Oriental. To her disappointment Clarisse couldn't see
either Mike or Adam. Her heart quaked in fear.

"Sorry there
no waiter service, get your snouts in a bowl and don't leave any;
you've five minutes!" snapped a guard as Clarisse and Laura copied
Ann in scurrying back to a bench with a bowl of lukewarm porridge,
cold toast and orange juice.

Clarisse found
it so strange to be sitting, bare bottom on a hard wooden bench,
eating a frugal breakfast, stark naked, in the company of the
others. The food was horrible, but it was manna to a starving
belly, so she practically licked her bowl clean. She was almost
wondering whether, Oliver Twist-like, she could dare ask for more
when the decision was made for her by Nuria appearing, shouting for
her and Laura to follow her immediately.

"Mr Voorcan
unexpectedly turn up on brief visit whilst in area," Nuria
explained to the guard leading the way, "So Mr Katan want to show
him whites, even though they not yet fully trained." She tapped
Clarisse's swaying bottom with her cane. "Mr Voorcan is one of your
Master's regular customers. He a gentleman who like white slave
trash so you better make damn fucking sure you do all told!
Remember you on sale, it go bad for you – all of you - if he say
no."

Clarisse's
belly quaked; she wouldn't have believed anyone who told her 24
hours ago as they left the safari hotel that the following day she
would be sold as a slave! Would she ever see Mike and Adam again?
She felt sick with fear. Her bemused and terrified thoughts were
only alleviated somewhat when she found Mike and Adam already
affixed to treadmills in the marble hall. The family all exchanged
relieved, if brief, smiles as she and Laura were similarly bound to
the hated contraptions.


CHAPTER
3

 


Running in her
bindings before the South African brute, his foul breath inches
from her face, making her gasp and choke as she panted, Clarisse's
recollections had come full circle. She was back to the present
reality of the prospective buyer’s hot hands holding her bouncing
breasts.

"I'll take a
closer look at the mother and daughter in private if I may?" his
voice trickled from thick lips like leaking tar. It made her feel
sick with disgust.

"Of course my
friend," chuckled Katan, setting his belly wobbling, pointing to a
side room.

"I'll be
outside with a guard," hissed Nuria, as she sat down beside one of
the white overseers. "Step out of line - either of you - and you'll
both regret being born," she added venomously to the shining faces
of the apprehensive women.

Her bonds
released, Clarisse cast a brief, apprehensive look at Mike and
Adam, still pounding furiously on their belts as she stepped down,
hands on her head as she now knew from Ann was the default pose for
all slaves. Voorcan's greasy hands casually and possessively
encircling her and Laura's supple waists made her shudder in
distaste as he led them to a small panelled door.

"Take my shirt
and trousers off," the South African ordered Laura when the door
had closed on the three of them.

 


 


The prospect
of what would inevitably come next was way out of Laura's normal
field of thinking. Being a beautiful and vivacious girl, she had
several boyfriends, one of whom had been a young South African.
However, any comparison between his lean hard body and the
repellent flab which her trembling young fingers were now
displaying was impossible. She felt sick, nostrils flaring and
twitching as her fingers, fluttering like startled birds, revealed
a slimy unwashed body as pockmarked as his grinning face whilst his
hands casually fondled her ripe boobs.

"You, on your
back, hold your legs high and wide. I'll see what you offer while
the kid here sucks me," Voorcan ordained and programmed their
horrific fate.

Laura could
sense her mother's reluctance; it was also painted on her
anguished, chiselled face, but she dutifully obeyed to expose
herself in the most provocative and vulnerable way a woman can -
and before such an obnoxious beast. His eyes narrowed as they
travelled over the mauve pouting lips of her fur-fringed sex with
its tiny puckered ring below, his excitement obvious as Laura
unzipped his baggy trousers and knelt to slide them off.

"While you’re
down there..." his voice was treacly when she had finished her task
and his obscene and smelly bulge strained through his pants. With
one hand gripping the back of her head, the other eased them
aside.

Once, she had
kissed a boy 'down there' after insisting he wash and then only for
a few moments and he had been sweet and handsome. Above her was a
repugnant toad and her mother was watching as she knelt, with his
thick snake-like rod unfolding by her quivering face and bulging
eyes.


“Pl-please Sir, I’ve never …Ughhh,.” She choked as his large
hands encircled her slim throat, squeezing till her eyes bulged,
her small hands scrabbling desperately at his hairy
paws.

“Please
Sir, no!” wailed Clarisse desperately from the floor.

“Shut
it, bitch! This is between me and the kid. If you move from your
spread-arse position I’ll have you whipped – and your little cunt
daughter here,” he snarled. He turned back to Laura. “Do you want
me to give a bad report to your Master, say you were disobedient
you little fool? It could be a very painful finish for you all…
Well?”

“Nug,
n-no, please Sir,” she managed to croak when he had released her
and she could again breathe properly.

“Well,
make it good!” he demanded.

"Ughh," Laura
grunted as he rammed himself between her lips, filling her mouth
horribly, obscenely, tasting vile, making her want to be sick. Then
the hand on her head turned to a talon as the other began fondling
her small boobs.

It was just
too much; she couldn't do it, her soft mouth dissolved into sobbing
tears, wrenching herself away from the gross intrusion.

Almost
simultaneously three things happened. Voorcan gave a roar of
frustrated displeasure as the hot sweet mouth and delicate tongue
tore itself away from his manhood, Clarisse struggled up to somehow
comfort her daughter and the door burst open to Nuria's enraged
face.

 


 


Katan knew
that the four newcomers had not yet been properly broken or trained
as slaves but Mr Voorcan, who was always interested in whites, had
dropped in unexpectedly and the opportunity for a sale was not to
be missed. Albeit he would have preferred the chance to train and
discipline them himself awhile longer; but this was business.
However, it wasn't plain sailing; the teenage girl's natural
aversion had broken through. He could almost understand that.
Voorcan was no match for any woman of sensibilities, and Katan had
half expected such a reaction from either of the women. He wasn't
thus too surprised or annoyed; the South African had long wanted a
family group of white slaves and he would undoubtedly be back when
they had been trained further. Yet Katan also knew that discipline
was expected and must be maintained. He had to teach them a lesson
they wouldn’t forget and would learn from.

"For the
breach of rules and conduct I sentence you both to be whipped."
Katan spoke clearly and almost lovingly to the two trembling
beauties standing stiffly before him, faces ashen, mouths quivering
with shock. The husband tried to shout something from where he was
still fastened to the treadmill, but two hearty cuts from a guard's
cane soon shut him up. He totally ignored the potential
interruption.

"Whenever a
buyer requires to examine the goods, this facility shall be
willingly offered by any slave. For shaming me before Mr Voorcan
here, you shall receive six lashes each, as you both broke the
house rules." He spoke almost like a judge as one of the guards
lowered chains from the ceiling of the marble hall and the other
slaves were assembled to witness the punishment as an example to
all. "Any further disobedience will add to that sentence, which
will be also imposed on the other members of your family should you
resist. If ever you commit such a transgression again, the
punishment shall be twenty strokes - which may kill you. Do you
understand the punishment and agree?"

“Y-Yes
Master," Clarisse and Laura eventually managed in soft humble tones
through dry mouths, their knees quivering, no doubt wishing the
earth would swallow them.

 


 


It took all of
Clarisse’s willpower not to beg for mercy; she knew the futility of
that, these bastards would enjoy her grovelling and it would affect
Mike and Adam. Her husband was already hanging from his chains with
several red lines of pain across his flanks. She was at least
thankful at both her and Laura were allowed to use the toilet,
albeit in front of Katan and Voorcan, before the punishment
session. Otherwise, she was sure she would shame herself. Teeth
biting her quivering lips, she somehow managed to wrench her
terrified gaze from the terrible multi-thong black whip, which the
bastard Katanga lovingly ran through his fingers.

Clarisse
reluctantly obeyed the bastard’s order to clasp her daughter to
her. It felt unnatural to feel Laura's soft breasts against her
own, both sets of nipples hard with fear, the heat from the girl’s
belly against her own pubis. Yet the unnatural shame was the least
of her worries. She felt sick with fear, trying to imagine how it
would feel when those long fronds of vicious leather cracked across
her sensitive flesh more used to satin, soft soap, or Mike's
caresses.

Their wrists
were cuffed and tugged upward on chains high above their heads,
making them gasp as they were hauled up to support their weight on
their toes. They twisted slightly and both had to quiver up onto
tiptoe to gain a purchase and steady themselves. She bit her lips
in fear as Nuria produced a rough length of thick rope, its
coarseness chafing her tender skin as the girl used it to tightly
secure their waists and shoulders together so that the warmth of
Laura’s body now pressed even more tightly against her own as if
they were joined. When the girl advanced with two red blindfolds,
Clarisse meekly allowed one to be tied around her head. It added
the vulnerability of sightlessness to her torments, almost like a
prisoner being executed but she had no choice.

“Be
brave, sweetheart,” whispered Clarisse, feeling her daughter’s
trembling body against her own. “Haaaghh,” she gasped in pain,
hearing Laura's similar cry in her ear as their wrists were tugged
higher still straining them upwards onto the very tips of their
feet.


Occasionally they lost that precarious balance, their bodies
slowly swinging until their questing, aching toes once again
touched the floor. She jumped as someone gently patted her bottom.
How she hated them all, especially Voorcan who had caused it by
trying to make her daughter … make her … she didn’t even want to
contemplate it with such a gross beast and didn't blame Laura for
resisting. How could this be happening to
her and her daughter? They were going to be whipped because some
repulsive lecher wanted a blowjob - she managed to
formulate the thought. Whipped! It was a Victorian concept, a
Victorian punishment but now in the
21st century it was going to
happen to two helpless women tourists.

Now another
presence had joined them in the room: fear, sheer unadulterated
fear, which crept into Clarisse, forcing little trickles of sweat
onto the sheen of her taut body. She wanted to be sick, she wanted
to be in England, she wanted to be anywhere but hanging naked and
blindfolded before a brute with a whip.

“We are
ready then." Katan's voice was low and even, enveloping them with
further fear around the darkness of their blindfolds. Both bound
beauties tensed in anticipation of the pain to come as they heard
him raise the whip.

Crack!


“Ugh.”

Sadistically,
he kept them further agonies of suspense as he cracked the whip
near to their shrinking flesh, smiling as they gasped and jerked
without him even touching them, toes scrabbling for a fresh
purchase.

“The
whip will undoubtedly curl around and catch you both. So I think
that you can share your strength and pain properly, I want you to
continually kiss each other, mouths wide, kiss deeply.”


“Please ” Clarisse’s
head quested blindly in a final plea.

“This is
tiresome. You either obey or get more punishment. I double the
number of strokes if you're not kissing in five seconds.” He
insisted until, reluctantly mother and daughter obediently pressed
their trembling mouths together. It felt disgusting, horrible – and
was par for the course, she assumed, in this place of pain and
degradation.

“Let
battle commence!” He brought his arm back, seeing both magnificent
bottoms contract in dread, their shoulders tense as he swung the
lash down in an arc.

Craaaack!!


“Haaaghhh!”

Their kiss
ended in a scream echoing round the chamber, their bound bodies
exploding into frenzied action, jerking and spinning. Thin red
lines now encircled both backs just above the delicious swelling of
their hindquarters.

Clarisse had
never known such pain. She was howling like an animal and hearing
her daughter’s heart-rending scream in her ear. Nothing could have
prepared her for such blinding agony. It was as if red-hot wires
were cutting deep into her, or heated bands had been tied around
her lower back, peeling away the flesh, eating deep into her. She
swung from her aching wrists, shoulders nearly dislocating as she
forced her legs to stop their pointless kicking and her toes to
again seek a purchase on the marble floor.

“Hah,
hah, it’s all right Laura, it'll be all right, baby,” she managed
to pant in between sobs as she strove to control the burning
intensity of her suffering.

“Kiss
again, or remember you get double!” she heard the hateful
instruction from beyond the darkness of her blindfold, now wet with
tears.

Laura’s mouth
opened, trembling against her own. She could taste salty tears then
the dread sound of the whip drawing back. She tensed every muscle
and sinew in terrible anticipation, feeling Laura similarly go
rigid against her.

Crack!


“Haaaarggghhhhhh, no more, pleeeease.”

Clarisse's
mind plunged into a red sea of molten pain, all rational thought
dissolving in the explosion of fresh blast across her soft
contours. She had thought that the torment couldn’t get worse but
it could, it had doubled. Normally if hurt, pain might slowly ebb
but this was different, this was slowly getting worse. The bastards
were cranking up the pain threshold. Their lush, exposed bodies
glistened with sweat.

Clarisse
vaguely heard the inhuman scream, not knowing whether it was hers
or Laura’s, just feeling the burning agony now eating into her
shoulders, the tip of one thong having caught the softness of her
breast. As the excruciating torment burned deeply into her, she
again felt the terrible pull on her arms as they both squirmed
desperately and fought to support themselves with their toes.

She shuddered,
drowning in a sea of pain. Somehow she tried to absorb it, feeling
tears sting her eyes, rivulets of sweat trickling down. Laura was
shaking with sobs and she could do nothing. She hated them all. At
that moment she wanted to gain superhuman strength, break her bonds
and pulp her watching tormentors into the floor. But this was
reality.

“I
decide when you’ve had enough, kiss again, or double your pain!”
The voice was calm - totally in control.

Sniffing back
tears, hearing Laura do likewise, longing to scream her anger at
them, she instead kissed her daughter’s quivering mouth, tensing
again toes curling, she heard the whip draw back.

 


 


Both Katan and
Voorcan smiled with sadistic pleasure at the inhuman shrieks of
agony. Both beauties were covered in a sheen of pain as mother and
daughter jerked and writhed, spinning wildly until their toes again
found a purchase. Now fresh bands of torment crossed both delicious
bottoms, which twitched in dread. Every tendon and muscle of their
magnificent bodies seemed to stand out as they tried to absorb
their current agony and prepare themselves for more to come. Their
delicious shining torsos were dripping with the sweat of fear. It
dripped to form a wet patch by their elegant painted toes.


“Pleeeease, no more I beg you, we beg you Master!” It was a
pleading sob from both agonised and now broken women.

“ It is
so good to hear English women begging, perhaps learning their
mistakes. Only a few more to come. Now kiss, or six additional
lashes to come,” Katan smiled as the teenager shuddered yet
complied. “There's good girls,” he snarled, savagely bringing the
lash down to create more inhuman howls of pure agony as the
swinging dance of pain began again.

 


 


Laura could
simply never have envisaged such pain. She had always been a bit of
a cry-baby, running to Mum if she scratched her leg as a kid. Yet
even if she had been a hardened soldier, nothing could have
prevented the awful agony eating into her flesh and her soul. It
felt as if her skin was hanging in shreds; she'd be scarred for
life, she feared. But then again, she pondered, what life had she
left? If it was simply to do such disgusting things to the obscene
South African slob then maybe it didn’t matter.

Whoosh!

Laura
painfully tensed every sinew of her tortured shoulders and back
against the next blast of pain. It was also so unnatural to have to
keep her quivering mouth pressed against her mother’s. But she knew
that she would do anything - anything at all not to endure this
awful blasting pain again.

Crack!

"Haaahe –
yaaarghhhhh!" As the next one scorched across her bottom she had
only been able to manage a clenched teeth-hissing gasp. Her slim
white neck was thrown back on rigid sinews, then her lungs had
caught up and she howled her agony into her mother's ear just as
her mother was doing to her.

"Youargghhh,
please I'll do anything, anything, no more, I'll do it," Laura
screamed through aching jaws to the instigators of her pain
concealed outside her blindfold. She kicked in helpless
frustration, trying to make them accept her sincerity if they would
just spare her more pain.

"I know you
will, my dear, you would be silly not to." Katan's voice was quite
calm and reflective. "But you must both take the last of your
medicine like good girls."

"No please
Master no- aaaaaaaaaaaaarrggggg," she jerked again like a demented
puppet as the whip cut its discipline deep into her, making her
long limbs jerk around in a futile attempt to absorb and lessen the
pain.

 


 


Twenty four
hours later Clarisse and Laura were surprised at how little
remained of the lines of torment which had covered their backs and
bottoms. They vaguely recalled, through the delirium of pain as
guards carried their near insensible bodies past the anguished
faces of Mike and Adam to a small recovery room, saying something
about healing balm and lights.

Certainly the
two remedies seemed to work. After a further twenty four hours and
although still rather sore, the oils and creams which eager young
guards had rubbed into the dips and hollows of their curvaceous
bodies had achieved their purpose; the purpose of making them fit
to endure again.

A smiling
Nuria judged them sufficiently recovered to commence slave
training. Both women knew that there was nothing they wouldn't do
to avoid a repeat audience with that whip; they were broken
completely and utterly - just as Katan intended. They would do
anything at a snap of the fingers from those who now possessed
them.


CHAPTER
4

 


The slave
training to enhance their sales prospects began with lessons in
‘love,’ where newcomers Clarisse and Laura were given instruction
in what was required before a buyer next saw them. They stood
customarily naked not only before Nuria but also casting
apprehensive glances at two huge Negroes.

"You learn
arts of love to please most of your prospective owners. No count on
being sold together,” Nuria smiled into their crestfallen faces.
“But we want no more insults or rejections for customers. I direct
you how to please a man using two gentlemen here."

Clarisse
gulped in dread. She had a good sex life with Mike and was already
well versed in most matters of that nature; she guessed that Laura
was not far behind. Now the shame of having to be publicly ‘taught’
burned bitterly in her throat. She felt totally overawed standing
nude before the huge shining Negro who wore only a tiny pouch.

“Kiss
him, deep, press against him,” Nuria demanded.

He stood
immobile whilst, trembling, she held his broad shoulders, pressing
against him, feeling her soft breasts against his rock-hard torso.
She had to stand on tiptoe to reach his mouth, her tongue shyly
entwining with his. Nuria was inches away checking and
instructing.

"Use that
fucking tongue more, dart, curl round, rub lips over his!" The
instructions were precise and humiliating, especially with Laura
looking on as she had to continue moving down his throat with soft
nibbling movements of her lips like a fluttering butterfly. She
jumped as the Negress smacked her bottom hard.

"Use your
hands, girl, wriggle your body against him, entice him. You a tart
and he must think he most sexy man in the world. Keep telling
yourself you want fuck him." Stroking his chest and kissing his
nipples, which became little hard knobs between her lips, Clarisse
realised her womanly instincts were taking over a little. Being
with this man-mountain maybe wasn’t quite so bad. "Suck them
harder, don't you know how please a man?"

"Yes, I-I,
s-sorry, Madam." She sniffed back tears of shame and injustice.
Naturally she had done such things, but alone with a man, rather
than a public display. She pressed her trembling softness against
him, grinding her hips lewdly, parting her thighs around him
feeling a massive stirring in the pouch against her fluttering
belly.

“Hah,”
she jerked, squirming tighter against him as she also received
occasional flicks of the cane to encourage her when told to remove
his pouch and kiss the flesh. Gulping in fright at his huge
erection she sank to her knees, kissing all the way down his
rock-hard stomach to the first tangle of pubic hair.

“Now
maybe slut daughter learn from this too.” Nuria addressed Laura who
was obediently standing stiffly against a wall watching the
instruction – as she had been previously directed.

Kneeling with
the Negro’s manhood jutting directly at her, Clarisse stroked and
clasped the man-mountain’s rock hard buttocks, cupping his tight
genitals with the other. Trying to forget her watching daughter,
she ran her pink tongue lightly up and down his shaft before being
ordered to take all of the throbbing hardness into her mouth. She
sighed, feeling herself grow moist, losing track of how long she
knelt before him, running her lips along his throbbing length from
its swollen head to twitching root, his tip touching the very back
of her mouth. He was so big, he seemed to fill all her mouth at
once.

The Negro
slave was under strict instructions not to give way. Apparently
slaves did not have sex amongst themselves, and since the lesson
was intended to concentrate on foreplay, he was under orders not to
orgasm. Clarisse felt almost disappointed when it was Laura’s turn
to kneel before him.

Taking her
daughter’s place against the wall, watching the teenager in action,
she realised just how small and vulnerable she looked writhing
against the huge black, shining torso. The contrast was so evident
between Laura’s white flesh and the rich ebony of the man. She
couldn’t forget, though, that it was her daughter and she tried to
look away.

Slap! Her face
stung under Nuria’s hand.

"You pay
attention, girl! Forget previous sex, you start again, learn from
beginning, until I satisfied!"

Blinking back
tears of pain, she watched as Laura rubbed herself on the huge
black body like a sleek cat, dragging her small hard-tipped breasts
up and down his smooth skin. His huge black hands idly cupped her
flexing bottom but he otherwise showed no particular emotion.

Then she was
directed to kneel before the giant and, unlike the previous
occasion with the horrid Voorcan, her mouth immediately opened, her
long hair dancing as her head bobbed up and down.

Probably
neither mother nor daughter would admit to their arousal at the end
of that first session, maybe subscribing their rapid breathing to
fear, but more was to come. The other Negro slave had his manhood
cruelly strapped up and he wore a large black rubber phallus
fastened to his constraint.

“You
tease, you entice him, but you don’t let him fuck you, you white
whore!” came the first of the crude commands.

Again came the
shame of doing such things before an audience, including her
daughter, and under constant and detailed direction. First she was
lying on her back, legs spread blatantly wide and was told to
undulate in rhythm with the black giant and the rubber phallus
without it penetrating her, seeing the frustration in the man’s
eyes matching her own.

"Stroke his
neck, hold his buttocks, fingers in between, right in, up his arse,
twist, move with him, girl, you no going to sleep! Smile, let him
think you enjoy!” Nuria shouted like a demented film director. This
was awful; she didn’t like touching men ‘there;’ she had told that
to Mike whenever he tentatively suggested she explore him. And she
would never have dreamed of doing so with such a brute as this. Yet
she had to, feeling her finger sink unnaturally into his tight hot
sphincter.

Next she was
told to ride on top of him, sliding her suppleness to undulate like
a snake over and onto him, rocking, dangling the buds of her
nipples into his mouth, curving her spine and pert bottom over his
body. Then she had to climb astride and at last gently lower her
haunches till the lips of her wet, pouting womanhood just gripped
the tip of the phallus.

“Keep
him hovering, don’t let him fully in, keep your arse up,” snapped
Nuria, lashing her crop against the swelling of Clarisse’s
hindquarters until they were positioned to her satisfaction. “Hold
it there, hold it, wriggle a bit, good, then slowly, very slowly
down on him.”

“Hmmm.”
She couldn’t help her gasp as the cold rubber filled her
deliciously, fully. Lowering herself gently, she slowly eased it in
until at last she was completely stretched by the phallus inside
her aching sex Breathless, panting, licking her lips, she was
shamefully aroused, wanting him; yet her wants were
irrelevant.

“Off,
girl! Kneel, bottom up, legs wide!” the obscene orders continued as
the thick rubber entered her.


“Uggghhh,” At first it hadn’t been too bad as the rubber had
thrust into her sex. But now a thick black finger had been shoved
disgustingly into her anus, hotly filling and stretching her. When
Mike, or any man, had previously ever tried that, she had slapped
them away but now she knew she had to endure, even pretend she
enjoyed it as Nuria reminded her. “Aaargghhhh,” but now it was
worse, as her shuddering squeal testified, when the rubber and the
finger were reversed. Bravely, she tried to writhe her bottom,
filled painfully and unnaturally, with the Negro’s pounding rhythm.
It was awful, vile and she had great difficulty in painting a smile
onto her gasping face as Nuria required.

“Stand
facing one another, finger fuck her then with the phallus,” Nuria
at last ordered, much to Clarisse’s relief as the rubber slid from
her

“Hah,
haaah, ooooh!” She was rhythmically gasping within seconds of
standing as the black fingers expertly found her waiting bud and
her hips began to dance and wriggle around his skilled
manipulations. Her passion made standing difficult as her legs
splayed lewdly to accommodate him. She was like a doll in his arms
as she jerked her hips, kissing him deeply, forgetting her watching
daughter as finally she was impaled again. She leapt at him,
wrapping her thighs around his.

He stood like
an impassive rock and Clarisse could only imagine the state of his
constrained penis as she writhed hotly on him.

“Oooooh,
yeeees, mmmmm,” Her thighs locked and strained, bottom flexing and
shuddering as with eyes closed, neck sinews taut toes curled, her
body jerked wetly on the upright rod deep within her. Only slowly
did the realisation dawn as to how she had been made to climax
utterly on the brute, shamefully, in public, especially before her
daughter.

Afterwards she
had to stand, ashamed, against the wall on rubbery legs whilst she
watched Laura being taken down a similar road of abject pleasure
and humiliation. Her beautiful young daughter looked like a small
china doll against the large black body which pounded into her
until she too finally screamed out her own orgasm into Nuria’s
amused face.

 


 


Next was their
‘deportment’ class.

“I want
smooth action from your fat arses, right?”

“Yes
Madam.” There was no other reply possible for them.

“Good,
slave owners expect elegance and grace from white trash, also
strength and stamina for hard work.”

For half an
hour they walked, still naked, up and down a narrow path balancing
a heavy book on their heads to ensure it remained in place whilst
ensuring that their supple hips swung tantalisingly. Over and again
they did this until Clarisse’s neck ached. Nuria was quick to use a
leather switch on their undulating bottoms when she became
impatient with them.

Whack!

"Get it right,
lazy cows! Stop moving those heads, swing hips, slide feet, don't
bounce! You now act like whores you have shown you are. But you
will be graceful when I finish with you two; right?" she spat,
ignoring their obvious natural grace and beauty.

Slap!

“Ouch,”
Clarisse gasped as another burning swathe of pain from the leather
was flicked across her swaying bottom to leave one more red mark
across the white flesh. Miraculously she managed to keep the book
balanced on her head.

"Thank you,
Madam." She managed the required reply through teeth clenched with
frustration and anger.

Next she and
Laura had to crouch on the balls of their feet, arms outstretched,
balancing books on their upturned hands whilst their ‘tutor’ sat
reading a newspaper oblivious to the muscle-aching torment she was
inducing in her two 'pupils'. Any lowering of hands or swaying was
met with a bellow of disapproval and a threatening flick of the
switch.

"No moving,
you cows! You learn to remain still for hours on end at your
Master's feet if he so desires.”

She and Laura
were seemingly invisible. Anyone visiting Nuria totally ignored the
two crouching figures. Laura’s shame in particular was enhanced by
the visit of a very good-looking muscular young white guard
visiting the Negress.

 


 


Laura was
walking up and down the path, swaying her hips like a tart as
seductively as she could whilst her mother crouched, hands on head,
legs splayed wide apart for balance. The teenager flushed crimson
when the lad gave her long lingering looks, appraising her jiggling
body. Blinking the sweat of fatigue from her eyes, longing to cover
herself, she stole occasional furtive glances at him.

He was someone
she might have been attracted to in her previous life, someone who
might have fancied her, but who now simply saw her and her mother
as two attractive pets, being trained. He looked at their bodies at
will. Now her mother was parading endlessly up and down whilst she
squatted hands on head, his eyes devouring her splayed mauve
intimacies. They had no secrets – could afford none.

It seemed that
Nuria regarded their undoubted beauty as almost a threat, because
she seemed to deliberately humiliate them before the lad. One
moment she was sitting talking to him in giggles and whispers like
a lover, then she deliberately strode across to them, holding the
cheeks of their bottoms as they walked to ensure that she got the
swinging movement she wanted.

“Huh,
please – Madam,” Laura whispered in useless protest as crudely
smirking Nuria embedded a finger inside each of them for
encouragement. Her remaining dark fingers spread like a fan over
their clenching, white bottoms. Laura’s face was sticky with shame
at the lad’s mocking laugh as they had to continue marching up and
down, looking straight ahead, in any case being too ashamed to meet
his eyes whilst Nuria had her finger stuck probing their
sphincters.

Later came the
physical work-outs. After an exhausting hour on the treadmills
whilst their mentors ate lunch, they were under the orders of the
white lad and Nuria again. The pair had them marching up and down
carrying heavy rucksacks, maintaining straight backs, legs and
arms, their breasts and bottoms jiggling, bellowing her orders.

However, as
cruelty on cruelty, they had first been forced to wear spitefully
painful cinch belts. Nuria had dangled these hideous constraints
before their wide and anxious eyes as they stood side by side to
attention. Their shining bodies were still heaving from their
treadmill exertions as they tried to cope with the weight of the
rucksacks nestling high on their backs – the straps cutting into
their slender shoulders.

“This
might hurt a little.” The eyes of the Negress were bright with
gleeful sadism. “But you’ll like these little babies. Legs apart,
ladies – I’m sure you’re familiar with that.” Nuria smiled cruelly,
her white teeth flashing as she dangled the black leather
contraptions before them.

They consisted
of a belt around their waists with a thin black wire running back
to front like the crotch of a thong, fastened to the buckle at the
front of the belt. In addition to the belt itself being tightened
around their waists, the thin wire running between their legs could
be pulled as tight as necessary into their most sensitive and
intimate flesh.

Laura remained
obediently passive but her hands were fists of tension as the evil
girl efficiently and lovingly buckled the belt in place around her
slim waist, tightening it. Then she took the thin hanging wire and
savagely pulled it forwards between the girl’s legs.


“Hahsssssss!” Teeth chewing her full lips and eyes squeezed
shut, Laura gasped as the wire at first merely touched the tender
lips of her sex and nestled coldly against her velvet skin. Then
Nuria, with a wicked grin, jerked it hard upwards to fasten it so
that it bit painfully up into her sex between the lips to disappear
between the cheeks of her bottom.


“Everything OK, girl?” Nuria’s voice oozed mock concern as
she stroked Laura’s damp cheek.


“Pleeease Madam,” she hissed. It was a torment simply to wear
the thing, forcing her to gently lift each foot in turn to try and
ease the pressure, somehow to adjust to it. It felt as if
cheese-wire was being pulled up between her thighs and into her
delicate femininity. How she hated the tears she was forced to
offer the dark sadist mocking her. The bitch patted the cheeks of
her bottom between which the wire disappeared, before moving on to
her mother.

Then, more
cruelty, Nuria had them marching - and it had to be to her
style.

“Lift
those fucking legs high and straight to waist level, those little
belts won’t kill you! Keep those backs straight too, those packs
aren’t heavy, you wimps! No slouching, arms swinging!” she
screamed.


“Aaaaahhaaaaa!” They both winced as they felt as if they were
being cut in two. “Yah, yah, please, yah.” The cries were forced
from their agonized down-turned mouths with every high step as the
true sadistic cruelty of the belt made itself felt when it sliced
into their most tender flesh. More tears quickly stained their
pretty faces.

"About turn!
Attention! Quick march!" Clarisse and Laura were not soldiers;
rather they were frightened women, but they had to rapidly learn
the commands to avoid the stinging flick of the leather across
straining and already agonised flesh.

When they had
to perform toe-touching or lying on their backs making bicycle
movements, the pain from the cinch was simply excruciating. Laura
was conscious of the lad standing directly behind her, seeing all
her soft womanly charms, dissected by the thin belt, but on display
as she strove to give the perfection demanded.

"Keep those
legs straight, woman! No bending! Get your legs wider!"

Apart from the
biting pain they, as usual, could afford no thoughts of modesty
whatsoever. Still burdened by the heavy back-packs, they had to
move up and down, touching their toes, keeping their long legs
straight. They felt the hard hands of either of their mentors
tapping their taut backsides, sometimes lingering between the
cleft, checking the tension of the wire sliding up, to sample the
sweat trickling there.

The weights
they were also compelled to lift became progressively heavier.
Laura was a frightened teenage girl, but that didn’t matter to
them. Blinking through pools of sweat, salty and stinging, she
stared dead ahead at the glaring face of the white lad.

"Arms
straight, don't let the fucking weights drop!"

When Nuria
left them they thankfully removed the agonizing sweat stained belts
and packs. Both Clarisse and Laura, without thought for the shame,
pressed their hands hard up into the apex of their thighs to try
and relieve the burning pain. They sighed in relief, but their
problems were not over.

The lad stood
right behind her and she felt his hard loins pressing into the
inviting softness of her rounded bottom as she held the weights
aloft. It wasn’t totally unpleasant. Unlike Voorcan, he was quite
attractive, but she daren’t let her concentration lapse. Her arm
muscles twitched with the effort of holding the weights immobile
whilst he cupped and stroked her boobs. Her nipples hardened to
sequins as he pushed against her shiny breasts.

She dared not
be complacent by any thoughts of him being soft on them. She learnt
that lesson just as she was beginning to wonder whether she could
manipulate him in some way to gain their release. After pretending
to ‘stumble’ against him and give one of her ‘little girl lost’
looks, he smiled cruelly, seeming to see right through her, making
her feel an inch tall and longing to cover her jiggling flesh. He
then lost his temper, soon becoming exasperated when neither she
nor her mother could perform the required number of press-up
exercises.

“OK you
cunts, touch your fucking toes! You’re just not fucking good enough
and just because you’ve been shagged this morning don’t mean you’ll
get a poking from me!” he snarled, dispelling any tiny fraction of
hope of leniency Laura might have harboured. "You can and will do
it before you leave and to encourage you I'm giving you something
to warm up your lazy fucking arses; count em!"

Laura quaked
as he removed one of his trainer shoes, trying to slow her laboured
breathing from her exertions. How could things have changed so
quickly? One moment she was almost contemplating using her
seductive young ‘womanly’ wiles to try and manipulate the handsome
youth, the next she was put firmly in her place, touching her toes
to be slippered by him, quaking in fear.

Swack!

“Yaahhh,
one, Sir,” she shrieked, her bottom seeming to explode from the
impact of his slipper. Fiery pain licked her curves as her fingers
tightened on her ankles, but she had learnt to remain bent over
until told otherwise.

Swsack!

“Haaagh,
please, two, Sir,” she wailed pitifully as he again lashed her
already throbbing flesh, making her long to press her hands to the
burning.

As they
remained bent over, Nuria sat smirking, sipping an iced drink.
Laura just had to control her breathless tears as her mother was
punished, enduring their tormentor’s mocking gaze.

When the
exercises resumed, breathless, sweating and panting, she managed to
complete them to the satisfaction of their instructors. Her arms,
back and belly remained straight, no sagging, with just her chin
and the tips of her breasts touching the floor on each down stroke
before pushing up again with muscles which seemed to burn the
harder she tried. Pain, and the threat thereof, can make a tired
woman's body perform as required, to avoid earning more of the
same. She was surprised that, with hot breath rasping down her
throat and burning lungs, she could push her aching muscles over
and beyond what she thought was previously possible, although
afterwards she was shaking and feeling sick.


CHAPTER
5

 


A day later
both Clarisse and Laura were grateful to have their small portions
of unappetising dinner and contemplating crashing out in their room
to sleep and exchange whispered words with Ann about her day. The
American girl was currently on washing and cleaning duties.
Clarisse wondered whether she might have seen Mike or Adam. Yet the
luxury of such ‘girl talk’ was not be. Scarcely an hour after the
meal, Clarisse was kneeling on the floor, hands clasped to head at
Nuria’s feet, wondering in dread what the Negress wanted. But
marching down a corridor ahead of her tormentor she was not left in
doubt for long.

“I think
Mr Katan might want to see you, see if your behaviour any better
and you better fucking keep him happy if you no want your family to
get it,” she whispered ominously. Clarisse quaked at the thought of
what lay ahead with the old gross Negro, the prospects of sleep
rapidly diminishing. She was momentarily tempted to ask after Mike
and Adam but sensibly thought better of it.


“Knock!” Nuria instructed when they were outside
a large, polished oaken door. “Enter when told, bow deeply and
kneel in posture you been trained. You probably guess what happen
to you all if you insolent or disobey!" The bitch emphasised with a
swish of her cane. “And remember to ask him to fuck you, fuck the
arse off you, use those words, nothing else will do, " Nuria
reinforced her word with a sharp slap to Clarisse's
bottom.

Clarisse
timidly knocked and, being given permission to enter, dropped to
her knees, hands on head as she must and saw the podgy figure
reading papers, straining the joints of a chair.

"Well?" he
frowned.

Panicking,
Clarisse wondered if this was some joke Nuria was playing. Was
Katan expecting her?

“I, er
... Sir … Master, I thought you …” she didn’t know what to
say.

“You
thought what?” his deep voice took on an edge. “If you had a reason
for coming here, please state it, girl!” The paper he briefly
wafted in front of his face prevented the kneeling blonde seeing
the brief smile crossing his face.

“I- I
thought that that you might want to – to – that you wanted me,
Master,” she whispered.

“Wanted
you?” he feigned surprise. “What would I want with you? But before
you answer, be aware that if Miss Nuria brought you here I would
know what you must say and do to make things … less unpleasant for
those you love.” He spoke slowly like an old benefactor rather than
her tormentor.

“ I,
Master, I want-want you to fuck the a-arse off me, please, Master,”
she finally managed to whisper the words she had never felt less
like saying.

"Good. You may
remain kneeling while I finish reading. And legs wider please, show
me it all,” he demanded.

Softly
groaning, she obeyed, lewdly displaying herself as she brushed a
tear from a big green eye. She wondered how she could possibly be
kneeling naked, offering herself to someone she hated, that she
would never normally of thought of sexually in a million years and
to have him calmly reject her! She knew of a dozen men who would
have creamed themselves if they were in the position of the old
Negro - who continued to read, totally ignoring her.

“I’m not
sure I want you now,” he smiled to her a few minutes later putting
down his paper as the shock of rejection slammed into her beautiful
face. “But I think about it. Crawl to me on your knees, keep your
legs spayed like the whore you are, convince me I should fuck the
woman who murdered my son.”

“Please
… Master I...” Her plea failed her at his stony look, knowing the
futility, the danger of it. Instead she meekly complied.

Clarisse had
no pride or modesty left, they were commodities she couldn’t afford
now, here. She edged towards the hateful figure, aware of the
bounce of her boobs and the way his eyes drank in her charms.

“Now
like a worm crawl to me rest of way on your belly and kiss my feet
while I decide whether or not to fuck you.” His voice was
oily.

 


 


Katan was in
heaven as he watched the delicious woman inch her way towards him.
He knew that she hadn’t really been responsible for his son’s
death; he simply used that to justify his treatment of her. He
treated all female slaves badly, but maybe it was her sheer beauty
that made him want to debase her so. He hoped the woman’s husband
appreciated her. He thought he might show the man a clip from the
private films he always took of such sessions as this for
posterity. She practically writhed before him, debasing herself
utterly. Her bottom flexed deliciously with her movements, breasts
against the carpet until she reached him and began then she began
licking his feet. He could scarcely believe she was the same
sophisticated woman interviewed on television, the beautiful
‘heroine’ of the failed bank robbery in London.

"On all fours,
arse up high, legs wide. I'll be taking you doggy fashion like
animal you now are," he added to her shame. "Nose to carpet, press
it right down, legs real wide, hold those cheeks wide apart so I
can see properly, choose which entrance."

"Oh, please,”
she whimpered, imploring him as she knelt before the beast.

"If there’s a
problem I’ll send for Nuria and she’ll show you how to do it!" his
words and smile dripped cruelty.

"Please –
please – no, Master."

 


 


Clarisse knew
she was beaten; she had to give the bastard everything he wanted,
had to let him extract every drop of shame from her until she was
an empty shell, a body devoid of all emotion. But that was not
true, she realised, her emotions boiled at what she was doing, she
just had to control them. Fighting down the bitterness threatening
to engulf her, she pressed her nose to the carpet. Taking a deep
breath, she raised her bottom and shifted her legs apart.

"Wider, girl,"
came the hateful voice from behind.

Like a deer
trapped in a blaze of headlights, Clarisse knew there were no
shadows of escape, nothing less was required than her total
humiliation before the animal who owned her. She splayed her legs
wide and, stifling a sob, slid her fingers into her cleft to pull
her cheeks apart. She was utterly and totally exposed, degraded as
a woman.

 


 


Katan felt the
sweet wine of pleasure circuiting his generous body. The
sophisticated woman now displayed herself provocatively and totally
before him at his whim, her lovely bottom thrust shamelessly at him
and between each globe was displayed the oyster-like lips of her
pouting, inviting sex, and the dark puckering of her anus. He knew
that she had no secrets or pride left.

"Bring it
closer, crawl backwards to me, just as you are." He took a sip of
whiskey as she awkwardly struggled to comply.

He stroked the
smooth flesh, feeling it ripple under his sweating hand casually
draped across one firm cheek.

"Remind me
again what you want me to do to you."

"F-fuck my
arse off please, Master." She shuddered as she had to repeat the
words whilst so blatantly exposed, the tracks of tears visible on
her quivering, chiselled cheeks to stain the carpet.

"Oh yes, that
right, I remember now, just keep repeating it for me please whilst
I decide where to fuck you."

He reminded
himself that this was the same woman who flippantly stated in the
news interview that she had no problem with the robbers drowning
whilst she posed provocatively for the cameras in low cut, short
tight dresses emphasising her curves. Now she was kneeling naked
before him and he had one finger stuck up her cunt, the other up
her arse, while her soft voice continually asked him to fuck
her.

He pushed a
thumb deeper into the gripping heat of her sphincter, seeing his
knuckle slide past the elasticised ring, which tried to reject him.
Another finger was sliding in and out of the hot moistness of her
vagina and yet another curling to flick the bud of her clitoris,
capturing and stimulating it.

He decided to
make her come before having her and indeed within a few minutes her
raised hips were involuntarily thrusting and jerking around the
fingers which now controlled them. She was becoming more hot and
sticky.

"Juicy eh,
ready to fuck soon," he told her.

"Huh, huh,
huh." As the gasping grunts escaped her, the tight tips of her
breasts bounced deliciously on the carpet with her jerking. He knew
that he had her in retreat.

"Come, my
beauty, come now," he breathed as her internal muscles gripped his
fingers, squeezing them as she shuddered and gasped to a climax,
head thrown back, breath hissing through clenched teeth. She was
hot liquid excitement, panting and jerking until she subsided in
red-faced shame. "That wasn't too bad, was it?" He patted her
bottom. "Now you’ll feel the real thing." His own excitement was
building as his erection tore free from his trousers. "And you give
me everything - or your daughter will do so instead," he breathed
the threat against the soft hairs at the nape of her neck as he
gathered her swinging boobs in his hands, the tip of his erection
brushing the heat in her cleft.

"Haahh," she
gasped again like an animal, mouth gaping as he drove brutally into
her.

His fat black
belly slapped against the smooth curving whiteness of her bottom as
he began to thrust. Cruelly, he squeezed her breasts in his huge
hands, crushing and rolling, feeling her impaled body squirm around
him in pain as she strove to work her hips in unison with his,
giving him her all, no matter how involuntarily.

"Kiss me
properly!" he demanded, tugging her head round with a hand in her
silken hair.

Despite the
pain and outrage painted on her face, her mouth opened under his,
her tongue darting seemingly enthusiastically with his as he
ravished her completely. He continued to hold her mouth hostage as
he exploded within her, invading her every orifice as his lust
pumped into her captive heat which encased him.

"Not perfect …
but not too bad for a new slave," he lied later, knowing she was
exquisite, but deciding to extract more shame as she knelt before
him hands on her head whilst he rang for Nuria.

 


 


Clarisse
managed to contain her tears until Katan’s door closed behind her
and the Negress and then they welled up to trickle down her cheeks
in company with her heaving sobs. Even then, she managed to
remember to keep her hands clasped to her head.

“Oh,”
she jumped in shock as unexpectedly the black girl’s arms were
around her shaking shoulders, comforting like a mother.

“It OK,
I know how it feel.” There was a hint of sympathy in her voice.
“You wash up in my room before go back.” She led the weeping blonde
by the hand.

Clarisse’s
emotions were in turmoil as she was guided like a child along
corridors. She hated the bitch and yet at the same time needed
another woman’s comfort after being hideously taken by the old fat
slob.

In the girl's
bedroom, horribly dotted with framed picture of slaves in torment,
she saw herself reflected in a mirror. Her boobs shivered with her
sobs and her long shapely legs quivered with the strain of just
standing there. She needed a hug. Feeling awkward being like this
alone with the girl in her bedroom, she covered her jutting boobs,
her other hand brushing back tousled hair from her damp face. The
girl closed the door, again putting an arm gently around her
shoulders.

“There
baby, it could be worse.” The girl stroked her blonde
hair.

“Oh …
Madam.” Clarisse clasped Nuria’s muscled body, her sobs shaking
them both.

“Let it
out,” Nuria whispered, “you did it for your family, I know. And I
do what I do to help my own family. Mr Katan pay well for me to do
job kicking the arses of those who would oppress our
country.”

“My-my
family, Madam, I don’t even know, I might not see … are they all
right, my husband and son?” She hardly dared ask.

“Slaves
no ask such questions, you know, girl,” Nuria spoke harshly at
first but then her voice softened. “But they OK for now, working
hard on estate. Your boy, he make a good fuck.” Nuria winked at
her.

“You…?
He…?”

“I gave
him a little reward, yeah, for good behaviour, he got a long prick.
Gonna make anything of that?” Nuria’s voice was harsh
again.

“No-no,
Madam,” she whispered, hastily slipping back from prospective
‘mother-in-law’ mode to a woman who had to accept whatever this
frightful bitch did to her son.

“I tell
you if I hear he going, sold eh, maybe even be able to prevent it;
you all sold together maybe?” Nuria cupped the weeping blonde’s
chin.

"Madam,
could - would you?" She looked into the girl's steady eyes, a
sudden ray of impossible hope lighting her bleakness. “I feel- feel
so  lost.”

"l consider
helping you, child." She addressed the older woman in a reversal of
their ages. "Now lie down a moment, dry your tears, you cannot go
back to your room like this." She eased Clarisse back onto the bed.
Gently, Nuria took off her tracksuit.

“Oh,”
Clarisse gasped at the feel of the girl’s rippling muscled nudity
alongside hers. It felt so wrong, so unexpected; almost improper.
Normally she would be utterly disgusted but now she needed
comforting as the girl wiped her eyes, her other arm around her
shoulders. She laid stiffly, hands by her sides on the soft bed,
nervous at being in such a situation with the girl. She was the
person who virtually represented for her life or death, pain or the
lack of it; she didn’t know what to do. Then the hands were
stroking her hair, making her instinctively stiffen in dread,
hating any such touch from another woman.

"Relax…" The
voice was low and soft in her ear, the lips lightly pressing her
cheek. The girl was soft, smelling of talc, invoking strangely
comforting childhood memories. "Just lay there a moment, collect
yourself, you are too lovely to be so troubled on a night like
this. I am here and will try help you," she whispered, cradling
her.

"Oh Madam,"
Clarisse sobbed, turning to the girl, burying her damp face against
the girl's neck. It felt at once so strange but somehow natural to
do so. This young Negress, no matter how hateful she had been, was
showing her the first inkling of anything like kindness - no matter
that it might be tinged with lust - for some time. "Thank you," she
whispered, it seemed to be for ever since she had lain in bed with
Mike, felt his strong arms around her, poured out her heart to him.
It was so nice to unburden herself, and the girl was so
understanding. The hands stroking down her spine were soft and
sensual, making her shudder and then relax. However, she tensed
again, her bottom flexing as the girl stroked and softly patted it,
then she relaxed a little as the hands left her down there to
gently lift her own hands from her sides to rest against the brown
shoulders, the girl similarly clasping her.

 


 


Nuria’s breath
quickened at the warm nearness of the delicious creature, feeling
the tips of her breasts brushing her own. She knew that she had to
have her.

Gently she
raised Clarisse to a sitting position. She sighed as the perfect
breasts bounced into full view, with the downy triangle snuggling
below her flat belly. The sculptured thighs were modestly pressed
together. Although she had seen the woman and her equally delicious
daughter naked many times before, the circumstances now were
intimate. Whether she was aware of it or not, sensuality
practically oozed from every curve and hollow of the gorgeous white
woman. Slowly, she eased the beauty back onto the bed.

"Madam,
please, I’m not "

“This
will be our little secret; you will enjoy it, it will wash your
tension away and if you give me what I know you can give, I will be
able to take your worries away. Now relax and enjoy it, follow my
lead, please don’t subject yourself or your daughter to the
alternative consequences.”

Nuria smiled,
realising that the woman was ashamed at the intimacy and lost for
words, enjoying the fact that this might be her first time. Slowly
she lowered her dark head, the tip of her tongue tracing circles
around one of the blonde’s erect red cones, then alternately
sucking and nibbling first one nipple then the other until both
rubbery tips were rock hard. Meanwhile her fingers were stroking
back and forth over the soft, ripe lips of the woman’s sex, feeling
her shudder, the heat and moisture building up as she wriggled
delightfully.

She heard
Clarisse’s first soft moan, feeling the woman’s hands tentatively
hold her head, maintaining the contact with her suckling mouth.
Gently she disengaged, propping herself on one elbow, hearing a
quiet sob of frustration.

"There no
hurry. Relax. Let me slowly drain the worry from you and take care
of you tonight," Nuria's voice was low as she kissed Clarisse full
on the lips, her hand moulding the stiff, wet peak of a breast.
Bringing a leg forward, she eased it between the toned thighs,
feeling the soft damp heat at the apex. Moving forward, her own
haunches trapped one of Clarisse’s thighs between them, one dark
arm encircling the white shoulders, the other slid down to cup the
perfect smooth swelling of her buttocks.

Her white
captive was breathless, panting below the dark body, responding to
her insistent hands her body soft and liquid under her fingers.

“Hmm.”
Clarisse sighed, her back arching slightly as a dark finger circled
and then stroked the throbbing bud of her clitoris, another finger
sliding deep into the depths of her body. “Huh, huh, huh,” she
gasped and shuddered, mouth wide, teeth bared as she approached her
orgasm. Her hips began to pump around the fingers embedded in her,
three in the wet heat of her vagina and one finger gripped in the
dark rosebud below.

Expertly, as
the sensuous lips and slim hands urgently sought hers, the Negress
slipped on the strap-on dildo. It was long and black, with rubber
protrusions to rub and stimulate the clitoris of giver and
receiver.

“Oh,
aghh, ooh, oooooh, mmmm,” Clarisse’s eyes had initially widened at
the shock of the cold rubber standing out accusing from Nuria’s
loins and nudging against her sex. Then her dark lover lowered
herself onto the prone white woman, covering her with kisses,
flicking her swollen bud as she penetrated her, as would a man,
with the rubber dildo.

Then girl
began to ride her conquest, her loins pumping as she gripped the
flexing bottom beneath her, a finger deep in the tight heat of the
woman’s anus. She felt the wild abandon beneath her, Clarisse’s
hands turning to talons on her own bottom, her toned thighs rising
to squeeze her waist, pulling the rubber in deeper.

“Hah,
hah, yes, yees, oh yeeesss!” The sweet gasp in her ear before the
lips again kissed her was sufficient to fire up the dark girl’s own
pleasure as the white limbs entwined with hers and they gasped out
a mutual orgasm.

A few minutes
later they lay in each other’s arms, with Clarisse wriggling
slightly in satisfaction around the rubber still embedded within
her. Nuria stroked down every notch of the woman’s spine to the
swelling of her hindquarters below, patting the perfect bottom. It
was a delight to break down the woman's outer coating of glass,
encouraging her sexuality to emerge as her last inhibitions
dissolved like sweet sugar under feminine fingers and mouth.
Nuria’s tongue circled and tickled the red cone of a nipple,
feeling it stiffen and Clarisse’s body press closer to her own. As
she stroked the woman’s damp, tousled hair she wondered how she
would react if she’d known that her daughter had been here just a
day before! She wondered what the mother would have said had she
seen her daughter standing in the same room…

 


 


“I
expect you miss your boyfriend,” Nuria had whispered to Laura when
she taken the young girl to her room ostensibly for punishment,
knowing that Clarisse was slaving on domestic duties.

“Yes
Madam.”

“Well,
under the circumstances, maybe therapy is better than punishment
for not kneeling quickly enough when I entered your room just now,”
Nuria announced, producing her dildo.

Nuria wondered
what would Clarisse have done had she seen her and Laura standing
facing each other, the black rubber lancing up between their nude
bodies? Her dark fingers had stroked over the tense anxiety of her
daughter’s sensuous face, reassuring her in whispers as they
kissed.

Laura had, at
the same time, been both hot and yet fragile as she responded to
her expert tuition. Nuria had clasped the youngster’s body to her,
holding each tight cheek of her bottom as her loins thrust the
rubber dildo deeper into her. The teenager’s kisses were warm and
sweet, her tongue enthusiastic, the nipples hard buttons against
her own as they kissed. Sliding into the cool cleft, she found the
sheath of her small bottom was so tight. Initially trying to reject
the intruder down there, she then accepted it, allowing her body to
be washed by the sea of pleasure which engulfed them both.

 


 


Katan looked
at the four captives standing naked before him, hands obediently
clasped to their necks. He was basically a gangster, as his late
son had been in London, and he had taken great pleasure in
controlling and breaking this particular family. They were, in his
view, upper class snobs who were probably quite happy to see his
son die no matter how dubious his activities. Katan himself made
most of his money from selling slaves, both black and white, to
black and white communities in Africa; it was very lucrative. So
when the white woman had come to his attention as being the last
one to see his son alive and stealing the money he in turn had
stolen, he was determined to combine revenge with profit from them
as slaves. A family such as this, white, very good looking, if
maybe sold as job lot would bring him in a fortune. He felt
satisfied that he had personally taken his revenge, reduced them
from snobs to slaves and now he looked for that financial
return.

It was time to
try and sell them to his friend Voorcan again, who was here on
another of his ‘shopping’ visits.

 


 


“Please
Master, your slut-slave begs to suck your cock,” Laura whispered
the shameful words she had been taught by Nuria as she dropped to
her knees before Voorcan. Her hands were clasped to her neck, legs
wide, thrusting herself at the creature as was required. The
gesture was intended to offset her rejection of him a week
previously. Looking at his pockmarked face and obese body contained
in the stained suit, only she knew the effort those words cost her
– although the others could guess. Yet her young body still
recalled the horrendous pain of the whip and the need to avoid it
at all costs. She saw the South African beast lick his fleshy lips,
steeling herself to undo his trousers but then an equally large
Arabic woman entered the chamber and coughed politely in the
background.


“Remember we have a fairly tight schedule, dear.” Her voice
had a subtle hint of ‘you just dare - you
bastard; ‘about it.

“Of course, my
dear wife.” Voorcan seemed to reach a reluctant decision. “She
seems better behaved now so I’ll not need a 'personal'
demonstration. Let's see the mother and father together
briefly."

Mike and Adam
had their hair shaved entirely off to leave their scalps shining.
It changed them, made them both look older and stark. Mike had seen
the tear in his wife's big green eyes when she had seen his
transformation for the first time. Separated from the women, they
had been worked hard around Katan’s estate, doing manual duties and
there was now not an ounce of fat on either of their shining
bodies. He had also had to perform for the young black girl over
the last week. It was shaming and she was demanding – but it wasn’t
all bad, he had to admit, albeit he could only guess his punishment
if he had stepped out of line in any way with her.

"Let the
blonde kiss and suck him," Voorcan suggested.

Mike tensed as
his beautiful wife obeyed the subsequent shouted instructions from
the spiteful Negress to kiss him whilst he had to remain immobile,
hands on head. How he hated the mirth in Nuria's eyes, the girl who
had taunted him so much this last week. He hated them all, having
to watch in helpless frustration as Clarisse and his daughter were
shamelessly displayed, fondled and beaten. Hands, male and female,
had touched him and his son before the others. Brute hands had
pawed his wife and daughter and he had been unable to ease the
distress etched into Clarisse's lovely face.

Now she was
right before him, gently kissing him, her mouth soft and wine
sweet, the cherries tipping her breasts rubbing against him. He
sighed, feeling himself stir against her flat belly as her tongue
entwined with his in a familiar way. Her eyes tried to speak
volumes, to swallow the week of enforced silence between them. He
longed to clasp her bottom, pull her to him but knew the danger of
even twitching without permission.

He was unable
to look at his daughter as his wife had to obey the command of the
Negress to kneel. He gasped, springing fully erect as Clarisse's
distended mouth began doing unbelievable things around his erection
whilst her finger delved between his rock-hard buttocks into the
heat. He tried to ignore the amused eyes of the Negress who, when
he began gasping, toes curling, ordered Clarisse to cease her
ministrations.

They both had
to stand facing each other, just their heaving nipples touching,
hands on head, his erection stabbing her belly as Nuria handed the
situation back to Voorcan. He had enjoyed and endured those
wonderful, familiar feelings but wished they were not played out in
a nightmare public scenario.

“I’d
like them to break wind for me please,” Voorcan then asked. “Just a
final little test of their obedience and self-control.”

“ Well
of course … I see no problem with that, if it is your wish. I’m
sure they can mage that,” Katan confirmed for them. “You first,” he
pointed to Clarisse.

 


 


She wanted to
die at the thought of having to do such a rude thing in public.
Desperately she looked at the grinning Negro.

“I-I’m
not sure that I c-can….”

“Well
you sure had better come up with something, girl, all of you,” the
Negress snapped on Katan’s behalf. “If I don’t hear a botty burp
from this sweet arse,” she shamefully patted Clarisse’s bottom,
“I’m gonna have to tan your arses. If any of you doesn’t come up
with one – you all get it.”

“Please
… I’m trying,” Clarisse gasped, her face crimson, tensing her
stomach and bowels. It felt so unnatural so horrible.

“Come
on, the gentleman is waiting,” the Negress insisted.

Clarisse would
have laughed if she wasn’t so ashamed and frightened. Her senses
just couldn’t reconcile the word ‘gentleman ’ with someone who
demanded that they fart in public – just for his amusement. She
tensed her stomach and squeezed her bottom again, feeling a slight
bubble within her, desperate that she do no more that break
wind.

Pharrrp.

“Oh well
done, my pretty lady!” Voorcan actually clapped at her shameful
display as she hid her red face in her hands. “Or maybe not so much
a lady after a ripper like that,” he laughed to add to her shame.
“And now the turn of your lovely daughter.” He turned to
Laura.

Voorcan and
his laughing companions drank in every drop of humiliation on offer
and display as the beautiful teenager somehow managed the shameful
act, her face as red as her mother’s.

Seemingly Mike
and Adam had less difficulty in complying with the disgusting
request but then they all had to bend over for an inspection.

“Just
want to ensure there’s been no er ... follow-through, no
sloppiness,” Voorcan smiled as her probed between the cheeks of
each bottom. “No, they all had sufficient self-control to match
their obedience,” he finally pronounced himself satisfied after the
shameful examination. "Right, they seem OK, let's talk money – for
all five.” Voorcan ended the impromptu and shaming demonstration.
"Yes, this time I'll consider buying them and the American reporter
girl you've got," the pock-marked brute spoke ponderously. "As a
group of five all at once, I reckon you can manage a discount, my
friend. Say, one and a half million the lot?"

"But my slaves
never sell less than half a million each," Katan gave a theatrical
choke of horror, "and whites often three quarters. These are all
beautiful specimens, lovely and fit. I could only let you have two
of them for that price."

The bartering
continued whilst the five shamed 'specimens' stood obediently
silent and still as they were haggled over, tears of shame running
down the lovely features of Clarisse and Laura as the brutes
touched and prodded their bodies to demonstrate or confirm their
attributes.

 


 


“You
want them packaged for the journey?” Nuria enquired a full hour
later as the buyers and sellers relaxed with drink whilst the
slaves still stood immobile.

“No
need, my dear,” Voorcan beamed “We’ll take them to our South
African residence initially, it’s not far away, as you know, and
then some of the female slaves will come with us when we spend the
other half of the year in my wife’s Lebanese home. So I think
sacked in a truck will do.” He spoke as if discussing the routine
transit options for parcels as Clarisse had to again face the
prospect of separation from her family.


CHAPTER
6

 


“Fucking
stand to attention! No moving no speaking!” They heard a young
lad’s voice shouting at them as they were being tipped
unceremoniously from hot smelly sacks a few hours later and their
bonds removed to allow them to rub circulation back into their
painfully constrained limbs.

More than
anything, Clarisse needed a drink to slake her thirst; she also
needed to empty her bladder. But immediately, such was their fear
and training that she, her family and the American girl, obeyed the
order without question. Only then, when they had hopefully done
sufficient to avoid the ever-present prospect of pain, did they try
to take in their new surroundings. Their heads were throbbing with
the tension of yet another change in their dire circumstances. They
had no control whatsoever over their fate now. Yet if she had
possessed any kind of free choice, Clarisse knew she would dearly
wish to avoid being where she now was and at least have the dignity
and security of wearing clothing.

They stood in
the centre of a large, hot, dusty compound surrounded by high
barbed wire fences, just like a prison camp. Within the wire
several muscled, dusky guards stood threateningly holding steel
prods, glaring at several toiling women, both black and white,
tending crops – all wearing ridiculously short white pleated
dresses. Their new owners, Clarisse knew she had to accept the new
word in her vocabulary, sat to one side, chatting with long drinks
with one or two guards.

But of more
immediate concern to her was the young Negro standing right before
them.

“Keep it
straight and still if yoh don’t want sore arse-meat,” he shouted
mockingly to the five stiff white figures before him.

Clarisse had
to fight the urge to cover her shivering body from his cruel black
eyes as he regarded them. He was barely five feet tall, skinny and
wiry and could have been little beyond eighteen, yet his thin face
dripped cruelty. She felt the same as if being confronted by a
vicious mugger. However, this was a ‘mugger’ from whom she couldn’t
run, fight or hide, one who didn’t need a mask to hide his
identity. He was a youth whom they couldn’t report to anyone and
before whom she and the others had to stand naked and rigid, at his
mercy. He was a ‘mugger’ with a cane and a steel prod.

“My name
Amos. I one of Mr & Mrs Voorcan’s supervising slave guards, but
you call me Mr Amos, Sir. Repeat.”

“Look
please… Sir, we need a drink … yaaarggghhhhh,” Mike’s husky request
was channelled into a scream as the young lad jabbed his thigh with
his steel prod to make a sizzling crack. As Mike collapsed on the
ground, clutching his quivering leg, he knew that he now had no
influence whatsoever over his or his family's needs or wants. It
was terrifying to know that they were all in the hands of such a
boy.

“No
please, haaah,” Clarisse’s instinctive plea as her husband writhed
in agony was truncated by the boy jabbing the prod against one of
her breasts. She clasped her hands to the burning pain, feeling as
if her sensitive orb had been branded with fire; indignant that the
boy could hurt her so - there.

“Yoh
lucky lady, it take a few seconds for prod to recharge fully,” the
boy shouted. ” Now you all learn obedience, yoh never speak or ask
only obey! Now all back in line and repeat my name - or you all
taste it.”

“Mr
Amos, Sir,” Clarisse and the others dutifully whispered a few
seconds later when they were back to attention in the hot sun. She
hated having to give such servility to a young lad but they all now
knew there was absolutely no alternative.

“That
sure good.” He walked slowly before his line of charges.

Clarisse
tensed as his prod touched her boobs, making them bounce a little
before his amused eyes but thankfully not surging pain into her. He
did the same to Laura as the youngster had to bleakly allow someone
maybe even younger than her to poke her around. He walked back
behind them, making them all tense and flinch as he slapped each of
their bottoms before standing before them again. She could sense
the helpless frustration in Mike's eyes as the little black boy
mauled them.

“First,
before we worry about what you cunts want, I give new slaves who
already forget correct manners a taste of what to expect if they
step out of fucking line again. This time just three strokes of
cane.” He looked at Mr Voorcan for approval and received a nod of
affirmation. He unhooked from his belt and flexed a long thin cane
before the five new white slaves. “Yoh all bend over touching toes
and you hold these in your mouths.” He produced eggs which had been
handed to him by a beautiful black woman slave in a short white
dress. She had come running up to him when he snapped his fingers,
subserviently bowing then scurrying away. “They raw and will crack
if you bite down, taste nasty and you get another stroke if you do.
Just a little exercise in self-control,” he smiled sadistically, a
child with adults at his mercy. “Well, jump to it,
cunts!”

Clarisse
groaned inwardly as she carefully opened her mouth wide and pushed
the egg in. It was a slightly bigger than a chicken’s egg and
bulged her cheeks. She saw poor Laura’s eyes wide with trepidation
above the swelling of her mouth as she too bent over to present her
curves to the black youngster. With a jolt, she realised that if
just a week or so ago anyone had told her that she and her family
would be touching their toes nude before a kid with a cane, whilst
they held eggs in their mouths and that canings were commonplace,
she would have regarded it as a work of erotic fiction. Yet the
reality was that it was happening, it was almost a part of their
life now except that she could never get used to the nudity or pain
–but had to.

Swack!


“Gaaaaaghhhh,” Clarisse hissed around her egg as a thin wedge
of raw pain sliced into her bottom. It was bad and she had to fight
to restrain the urge to clamp her teeth down on the egg, a cruelty
on a cruelty. Pain bit deep into her softness to mix with the
bitter shame of what she was forced to endure by just a vicious
kid.

Then the lad
walked slowly up to Laura’s curved, quivering body.

Blinking tears
from her own eyes, Clarisse mentally urged her daughter to hold
out. She hated the smirk on the boy’s face as he flexed the rod
into the cleft of her daughter’s bottom. The beauty’s eyes squeezed
shut as she heard the cane draw back.

Thwaack!


“Huuuugh. Although her head flew back on the columns of
tension in her neck, eyes staring wildly, she managed to keep her
mouth almost obscenely bulging around the egg.

They each had
acquired sufficient experience and control to keep their eggs
intact for the first round of lashes. Then, although Clarisse’s
taut bottom throbbed with pain, she somehow took pride that she had
just held out for the second stroke biting into her softness like a
knife, congratulating herself that she had made some kind of stand.
However, she hadn’t counted on the lad’s trickery in swiftly
delivering the third stroke right after the second; it cleaved
right up into the sensitive underside of her bottom, forcing her to
grind her teeth into the egg.

“Ugghh,”
she choked through the scorching pain. The taste was terrible and
the yolk dripped down her chin onto her feet.

“Oops!
Yoh not as tough as we think eh?” her tormentor’s voice mocked from
above. ”Just hold it right there, lady. I be right back to give you
another one in a minute,” he laughed, swanking to a weeping Laura,
raising his cane.

Five minutes
later, wincing as they flexed their throbbing weals, it transpired
that only Mike had withstood his three strokes without breaking the
egg whilst the others all had to endure additional punishment.

 


 


“Please
Madam, may I … may I use a toilet, please, haaah!” Clarisse
whispered shamefully when Mrs Voorcan had joined them, but her
request was lost as the boy's crop lashed her sore bottom again,
nearly making her wet herself before him.

“You’d
better ask your young overseer, girl,” Mrs Voorcan smiled
indulgently at her. “He is still in immediate charge of you on
arrival here.”


“P-please Mr Amos Sir, may I g-go toilet?” Clarisse gritted
her teeth, whispering to the grinning boy wishing the world would
open and swallow her from such shame.

“Oh no
lady, yoh learn from older slaves, like Lynne here.” He pointed to
a pretty woman in her forties with glasses and her brown hair up a
bun who was digging crops nearby. “You only get to use the lavatory
in the special potty room under supervision.” Clarisse’s belly
crawled at the positive delight the Mrs Voorcan and the boy were
taking in all this.

“You
see, I require to see my little girls performing - my whim eh,” the
Arabic woman, her Mistress – she corrected herself, smiled at the
look of horror on all their faces. “However, as you are new maybe
Mr Amos will let you use the facilities now, but bear in mind you
don’t use them again till tomorrow morning.”

“OK yoh
may piss or shit for me,” Mr Amos finally majestically allowed as
if he was giving them a small fortune rather than allowing them a
basic and private necessity. “Get your fat arse here, Lynne, and
show your new friends.” Amos snapped his fingers until the toiling
woman dropped her spade to scurry over, her boobs bouncing freely
under the tiny low-cut dress.

Clarisse
gasped in dread as she saw the ‘toilet room.’ It consisted of
several

toilets set in
two rows, each porcelain bowl set into a slightly raised mirrored
plinth in turn set on a mirrored table.

“Lynne
will show you. Perform, woman!” the boy demanded.

Clarisse’s
heart went out to the poor woman who blushed crimson but
immediately obeyed. She pulled off her apology for a dress to
reveal a beautiful body with large breasts. Unable to meet the eyes
of the newcomers she climbed up onto a table, lowered her curving
hindquarters and squatted over a porcelain bowl. She had absolutely
no privacy, the mirrors surrounding the loo reflected every
intimate aspect of the dark hairy slash between her splayed
thighs.

“Yellow
river, yellow river,” she began to sing in a weak voice, looking up
the grinning Amos and Mrs Voorcan the whole time as she sang and
with a slight strain and shudder her voice continued as she
performed into the bowl with a small jet. When she’d finished she
wiped herself, stopped singing, climbed down and washed her hands,
unable to meet the eyes of the Negro lad or the newcomers,
especially Mike and Adam. Clarisse could only try to imagine her
shame.


“Everyone sing as they go, you heard the song for pissing,
the other song for shit is 'Brown Girl in the Ring.' That my idea,”
Amos grinned. 'Brings slaves down to size. Words are printed on
wall of your stable stall. Yoh learn by tomorrow if yoh want any
more piss or shit.” He smiled again into shocked looks on the faces
of the newcomers. “You have a piss or a shit now but from tomorrow
you learn you only piss in the mornings but can shit with your
evening piss. No other times allowed and if anyone caught messing
themselves they suffer.” His eyes, glaring at each shivering slave,
reflected his seriousness and lack of mercy.

Despite her
need, Clarisse hesitated, never having imagined she would have to
perform such a basic function in public, including a grinning black
boy who now controlled her.

“Oh it’s
OK,” Mrs Voorcan assured them. “Mr Amos is just eighteen and above
the age of consent so you’ll not corrupt him and we’ll forgive you
this once if you don’t know all the words of his song... oh excuse
me," she spoke regally, breaking off to ignore their shame whilst
she re-entered the real world by answering her mobile phone, which
demanded attention from her handbag.

Almost sobbing
with her need and humiliation, Clarisse was soon squatting in that
elevated row of shame alongside her husband, daughter, son and the
American reporter, each of them pathetically trying to sing.

“Look at
me and your Mistress all time as you go and sing, I insist,” the
boy demanded.

Clarisse could
sense the absolute power and delight experienced by the grinning
boy and the Arabic woman still chatting happily, normally into her
phone as the five Westerners obeyed - because they had to. It was
so awful especially when the boy strolled along their line,
encouraging, patting Clarisse’s belly as she strained.

To use the
attached shower block, albeit publicly before Mrs Voorcan, the lad
and another two guards who stood arms folded watching was almost a
minor blip in comparison to Clarisse’s previous shame. It also
allowed them to greedily slake their thirsts before again standing
in a line to attention before the Negro boy after drying off a
little.

“I hope
for your sake yoh behave yourselves here because if you don’t yoh
cunts get thrown to guardroom. They like white meat as well as dark
meat.” He looked into each apprehensive face. “Then when their
arses fucked off, men and women,” he patted the muscled buttocks of
Mike and Adam with impunity, “they pleased to crawl to gallows to
be hung,” he lied brazenly but effectively.

Amos had just
been given the job of a junior overseer and wanted to keep it - and
the money - and knew from Mrs Voorcan’s expression that she was
suitably pleased with his handling of the charges.

“Yoh
understand that I got all slaves here by the balls?” He spoke
softly to Mike, his thin black fingers curling around his victim’s
white testicles, making him wince in anticipation of
pain.

“Y-yes
Mr Amos, Sir,” he gasped pitifully, remaining to attention, sweat
popping on his brow, longing to beat the boy to pulp but knowing
that was just a dream. In this reality, he had to grovel and endure
as they did as they wished with him - and watch it happening to his
wife and family.

“And
I've got you ladies by the cunts?” Amos continued.

“Ughh,”
Clarisse grunted as a thin, stiff black finger from the boy’s other
hand pushed up into her dry sex. “Yes Mr Amos, Sir,” she
managed.

“Yoh all
work hard here, either domestic duties in mansion, planting crops,
or working in Mr Voorcan’s factory here in the grounds. He grow and
refine very interesting crops here which make nights pass quickly,”
he winked. “It useful work, but now both of you work with me, you
back and forward, you up and down,” he demanded.

Clarisse’s
face was crimson as she splayed her legs to lower her haunches,
feeling the youth’s fingers slide deeper into her then jerking up
and down in a crude simulation of sex whilst Mike beside her did
the same, his penis growing in the slim black fingers. Her
husband's expression gave vent to his obvious feelings.

“That
good,” Amos nodded, “but don’t ever forget the rules, cos one
fucking step wrong and me or another guard will have these!” The
fingers of one hand tightened on the captive penis whilst the other
curled painfully within her sex.

At last they
were allowed to cover themselves. All Voorcan’s female slaves wore
the pleated miniscule gowns, which being so short and having a
plunging cleavage and no underwear allowed beneath, barely covered
their modesty. In fact, even bending slightly, or a breath of wind
fully exposed them. The male slaves wore simple white shorts also
with an ancient Rome flavour, both styles being designed to
titillate rather than cover.

 


 


A small
evening meal of fruit and water at similar tables to those at
Katan's and off the main kitchen left them feeling their now
accustomed hunger. Then they were taken to their sleeping quarters.
These were less sophisticated than Katan's, being simply locked
stalls in a locked stable block, designed for horses. Each stall
consisted of two or three beds instead of hay and for the women a
table and mirror along with their makeup taken from their
belongings. Whilst the ability to keep themselves looking good made
Clarisse feel slightly better, she knew it was more for the benefit
of their owners than themselves.

“There’s
no talking, no sound from you, cunts,” Mr Amos shouted to all of
the twenty or so slaves now bedding down. “Yoh know the cameras
will pick it up if you do." He pointed to the routinely swivelling
lens above them. "Yoh know yoh get fed to the guards and then
chopped!” He made a gesture across his throat as he and the other
guards left.


CHAPTER
7

 


Clarisse
cringed and then stiffened. Mrs Voorcan stood behind her, chatting
as usual on her mobile, as she stood to attention with her family
and Ann after breakfast. She wondered if today they were to be
spared the arduous physical exertions expected of them. Yet maybe
this was worse, she thought, as the large Arabic woman’s warm hand
patted with horrible familiarity the cheeks of her bottom under the
short pleated white toga dress she Laura and Ann now wore.

It was their
third day in this new hell. The nights were bad, lying silently in
the stables in the stall she shared with Laura and Ann, unable to
see her or the rest of her family or speak to them over the high
walls of the stalls. Whenever anyone came to the stall door they
had to strip and kneel upright, hands on head, thighs splayed in
blatant offering as had been required in Katan's regime. She had
only seen Mike and Adam to sing their shameful toilet songs, shower
and then eat.

The days were
scarcely better, leaving her aching and sore from scrubbing floors
and polishing in the morning, with the guards encouraging them to
ever greater efforts. The shame of having to touch her toes before
the boy Amos, or one of the other guards, at their whim, dress
riding up to receive the cane cracking across her curved flesh,
burned deep into her, making her slog until her body shone with
effort.

In the
afternoons she had to tend the crops, back breaking work, followed
by a stint in the small site factory producing dubious cigarettes
from the refined crops. The fact that she was now slave labour,
doing illegal things mattered to her now not a jot. All that
mattered was to work hard, do whatever they said and avoid the cane
or being thrown to the guards.

“Tighten
up your butt, honey, tighten, and hold it in,” Mrs Voorcan snapped,
with a South African twang to her Arabic accent, breaking away from
her phone conversation for a moment until she was satisfied that
Clarisse had clenched up her cheeks sufficiently. “Hmm, a nice
tight little arse you’ve got.” She patted the smooth spheres
trembling under her touch. “I always think good muscle control is
so important eh; and I bet you’ve a sweet little thing hiding in
there, eh?”

“Ugh,”
Clarisse gasped, flinching, blushing in pretty shame as a finger
curled horribly into the tight ring of her anus, stretching her
disgustingly.

She hated such
a touch but was powerless to prevent it; the woman owned her and
her family. She felt for them, standing to attention beside her as
the woman explored them all intimately. Now the bitch’s hands were
fanned over the hard muscled buttocks of her husband and son, her
dark fingers delving between their clenching cheeks as she made
them tense up for her perverse games. Clarisse longed to tear those
intruding digits from the bodies of the two men she loved, but knew
better than to even consider it.

It was perhaps
even worse when the fingers crawled obscenely over her daughter.
Laura’s pretty face crumpled into tears and Clarisse knew she was
powerless to prevent it. The hands closed like an obscene brown
spider’s legs over the girl’s small thrusting breasts, easily
scooping them from her dress. Then they were delving between the
pert cheeks of her bottom.

“You
know, honey, I think we might sometime later fit you and you pretty
mother with butt plugs so I can ensure I have even more control
over you, over your every function,” she purred as Clarisse’s face
flushed deeper in shame.

“And you
girl,” she patted the curve of Ann’s bottom, “you think you’ll
enjoy your new job here cleaning toilets and scrubbing your arse
off instead of reporting news round the world?”

“Yes,
surely, Madam,” the American beauty whispered through gritted
teeth.

“So now
you pretty people all belong to us and there’s plenty of work for
you to do around here. And the ones that we like will return with
us to the Middle East, the others… well, we’ll have to see what my
husband and I decide,” she said ominously. “Let’s walk, I’m
expecting a friend.” Mrs Voorcan patted her bottom.

Clarisse
gritted her teeth in helpless rage as the Arab cow strolled along
beside her with her hand resting with utter possession on the
flexing globes of her bottom, a finger curled between them to just
touch the dark heat of her anal bud, as seemed to be her
predilection. In the normal world outside she would have slapped
away anyone who pinched or patted let alone her touch her there,
actually on her bud. She would have shouted at her husband to stop,
wriggling away angrily. Now she had no such choices and could only
endure.

 


 


"Hi, thanks
for ringing. Settling in with your new slaves then?" a cheery
Negress enquired as she was checked through the high, locked gates
and strolled into the compound. Her large proportions, as she
rolled along, dwarfed the bag she carried. Her size practically
equalled that of the Voorcans and she was probably nearly three
times the weight of young Mr Amos who, with several other guards,
kept respectfully in the background.

"Hi Julie,"
Mrs Voorcan replied. "Yes, I'm thinking about breeding them maybe."
She slapped Clarisse's bottom in her horribly demeaning manner.
However, Clarisse could for once almost ignore the hateful touch,
her mind was now in a further turmoil at the casual throwaway
remark by the woman who owned her. 'Breed' her! Her flesh
crawled.

"What … breed
them together? Aren’t they a family already?" her friend wandered
around the rigid figures, confirming for herself their similarity
in looks.

“Four
are a family who crossed old Katan the slaver, killed his son or
something. And the other is a nosy stray who is also being taught a
lesson,” Mrs Voorcan laughed. “Here, let them undress and you might
see who’s who.” She snapped her fingers at them. “Strip, my
beauties, show the lady; lands on head legs nice and wide
apart.”

The tiny
percentage of humanity returned to them with their miniscule
clothing was rudely ripped away again when they stood obediently
naked under the appraising stare of the large Negress. She strolled
slowly up and down, occasionally touching, prodding horribly,
making Clarisse want to push away the invasive hands.

“These
are mother and daughter.” The woman gripped Clarisse and Laura’s
twitching faces in her huge hands, lightly patting their bottoms
when Mrs Voorcan nodded. “And these are father and son,” she
exclaimed as her fingers slid over the faces and then to the
flaccid penises of Mike and Adam, enjoying the blushes of all four.
“So this is the stray!” She slapped Ann’s bottom with gusto, making
the American gasp and wince.

"Well maybe I
might do a bit of interbreeding, you know," joked their Mistress,
now patting the flanks of the Adam and Laura, her light-hearted
manner in total contrast to the sick looks on the strained faces of
the youngsters. "But no, more likely with a young black buck in
stud. He'd like playing with these," she smiled at her friend as
she made Laura's small boobs bounce. "Or maybe even put this one to
stud," she slapped Adam's hard rump with a loud smack, totally
ignoring the look of sick disgust on the faces of her slaves.

“This
one’s already proved herself at child-bearing. She’s maybe good to
carry a few half-breed studs.” The hateful woman mauled Clarisse’s
breasts and belly, making her squirm with apprehension as she tried
to absorb the horrible fate which she might have to
endure.

“I
thought perhaps we could take some photos, you know,” the Negress
sniggered, “I keep the originals but as usual we share the profits
when we sell them on the Internet.”

“My dear
Julie, so predictable, why do you think I kept them back from this
morning’s duties eh?” she laughed, stroking her friend’s back
before strolling arm in arm to the house. The five nude slaves
walked respectfully behind at the command of Mr Amos.

“Now
you’ll smile at all times, show that you're enjoying it, unless you
would prefer the cane more,” Mrs Voorcan demanded.

Clarisse tried to
oblige as she and the others followed the demeaning instructions
from the Negress photographer. "Legs wide, wider, show me
everything," Julie purred behind her camera, aiming it directly at
Clarisse's shamefully pouting mauve sex.

Sitting on a
stool, her legs blatantly wide, Clarisse kept the fixed smile
painted on her pretty face as she seductively slid a huge banana in
and out of her fur-fringed sex. Her other hand caressed her breasts
as the camcorder spun in movie and still-shot mode.

Tears sprang
to her eyes as she was reminded of a saucy Sunday afternoon she and
Mike had enjoyed several years ago when he had eaten a banana from
her sex lips; his lips and tongue then burrowing into her moist
heat as her thighs clamped around his head. Briefly, Mike was
allowed to kneel between her spread legs, nibbling the yellow
protrusion but then Julie decided that Ann should fill that role
and Clarisse had to proffer herself to the American girl’s mouth
whilst Mike looked on, sporting a huge erection, much to Clarisse's
disgust.

“I think
we need more variety, a black couple, black on white and that older
white bitch you have,” the Negress suggested as she considered
poses. Within a minute one of the guards had produced a lovely
young Negress, a Negro buck and bespectacled Lynne who all
dutifully, if shamefaced, stripped off on demand.

The camera
whirred as the dark slave girl stood behind Clarisse and Laura,
cupping the jutting breasts of mother and daughter as they stood,
hands on head, turning, smiling into the camera. Mike and Adam
knelt before the imposing figure of the Negro, in turn sucking him,
barely able to disguise their distaste.

Then the women
had to strap on black runner dildos. It felt so strange to push and
thrust back and forth into Lynne from behind, running her jutting
dildo along the apex of her spread thighs and cupping the older
woman’s large breasts, pulling their bodies closer together.
Behind, the Negress slave ran her dildo between Clarisse’s own
splayed thighs, the dark female hands gripping her boobs
unnaturally. All eight of them were in the snake line of jerking
hips, trying to smile and look enthusiastic, despite the disgusting
nature of their activities.

“That’s
good! Keep it close, hold tight together! Caress, keep smiling and
jerking!” their photographer demanded. It may have been simulated,
but Clarisse and her companions had to strive to prevent the shame
and disgust of their actions show in their shining
faces.

When Mrs
Voorcan's mobile phone rang from her handbag, which she always
carried, she chatted away merrily, again reminding Clarisse of a
world to which she now no longer belonged. Caring for her family,
socialising with friends, doing as she pleased, such things were
denied her, replaced with humiliation and pain if she didn't do the
horrid demeaning things demanded of her. Lynne's tongue touched
hers, extended from her mouth, nipples brushing as they stroked
each other’s bottoms. Their fingers deep in each other’s clefts
between the cheeks nearly made her sick, reminding her of her
duties now. Yet she persevered even when she had to kneel before
the Negro, sucking his erection, cheeks distended in shame as Mike
looked impotently on, bent over, allowing a Negro to use him from
behind.

The helpless
shame in her husband's eyes was intensified when he and Clarisse
had to kneel facing each other, close up, legs apart, hands clasped
to their heads. The dusky slave girl was ordered to hold his
erection and, after rubbing it over Clarisse's belly, to slide it
up and down her parted sex lips. Clarisse could see and feel his
frustrated desire for her as they were allowed to kiss tenderly,
her tight boobs touching his chest whilst the slave girl stroked
both of their shivering bodies to peaks of desire, the camera
clicking, until the photographer ordered them to break away,
unfulfilled.

For two hours
they all had to cavort shamefully for the camera whilst Clarisse
cringed at whom eventually around the world might see and enjoy
such pictures, whilst she had to give every indication of
enjoyment.

 


 


That evening
Mrs Voorcan smiled as Laura entered her bedroom like a frightened
rabbit. The beautiful teenager stumbled to a halt after the guard
pushed her in and shut the door behind her. Her big eyes grew even
wider and her hand flew involuntarily to her mouth as she saw the
large black dildo strapped to the Arab woman. It looked like a
thick periscope rising from a submarine.

“Come,
my dear! Your performance at the photo-shoot made me want to … see
what you can do for a lady whose husband is always off with …
others,” she smiled, licking her lips as she drank in the young
girl’s trembling body. "Yes, yes my little girl, I'm going to fuck
you like a man would and remember, you must make me think that you
love me. I'll be hurt otherwise and then you'll be hurt, literally.
Come to me," Mrs Voorcan crooned, crooking a brown finger, pushing
her handbag out of the girl's way.

Laura gulped.
Besides her brief encounter with Nuria and a few schoolgirl
experiments between friends, she only liked boys. The thought of
being with another woman was totally repellent, as indeed was the
sight of the Arab woman without clothes, her rolls of fat
quivering. At least Nuria had a lean hard body, almost like a
man’s.

“Please
Mistress I –I don’t…”

“Don’t
worry my little baby,” her tormentor crooned, ”I will show you, I
can accept lack of experience but not lack of enthusiasm – if you
know what’s good for you.” Her face flashed harshness before she
licked her lips in an expectant manner. “Now come,” she
demanded.

Following her
Mistress’s instructions she spread-eagled herself like a starfish
on the large voluptuous bed, legs and arms wide, closing her eyes
to await the onslaught. The woman leaned over her, the jutting
protrusion of the black dildo like a shadow across the smooth white
belly, rising and falling rapidly with anxious breathing. She
patted it.

"Now I'm going
to explore you, every nook and cranny. Remain perfectly still, my
little one."

Hands
ran through her dark hair, large soft lips brushed and nibbled her
ears and neck, leaving little electric tingles in their
wake. She was at least being
gentle, thought Laura. The hands and lips could so
easily have been those of her boyfriend, albeit with considerable
more experience she realised - apart from the pressing of her large
breasts so unnaturally against her own. Her insistent lips nibbled
the side of hers, almost absorbing her lips into the woman’s greedy
mouth. A long tongue darted over her teeth, pushing past them into
the sweet warmth of her mouth, running up and down and entwining
with her shy static tongue.

Now the lips
moved, kissing, nibbling, taking her bright red ear lobes into her
mouth, then moving down over the rapid fluttering pulse on Laura’s
slim throat. Instinctively, without her realising, her arms
hesitatingly left the bed to rest on the fat back leaning over
her.

"Arms back on
the bed, no moving until I say!" she demanded. Almost reluctantly
Laura slid her arms back whilst the brown fingers sought her out
her very being.

She sighed,
wriggling slightly as the broad lips moved onto the peak of a
breast, sucking, taking the firm nipple into her mouth, teeth
gently nibbling round it, releasing. Large hands tousled her hair,
stroking, her ears, sliding down, the heel of her palm pressing
down hard onto each pert breast, moulding to them, rotating over
the erect nipples. Then they traced over the velvet pubic mound to
tantalisingly tickle the now moist love lips.

"Ahh," she
moaned very softly, her hips rising and wriggling as fingers
entered just within the portals of the warm nest between her
thighs. They withdrew, then pushed in again, a little further into
the moistness. Her hips jerked as, in addition, her Mistress used
her thumb to touch and flick her growing bud.

It was
becoming a little easier for her to lay there, eyes closed,
imagining it was her boyfriend’s hands upon her, in her, rather
than those of another woman, her maid. Her fists were clenched,
arms rigid with knotted muscle, obeying the order for her to remain
spread-eagled without moving. Now the fingers had found her desire,
sought it out, identified it, catalogued it and began teasing it.
Those thick wicked digits knew now just where to go, how to play
tunes with her pleasure portals and buttons.

The woman
eased down and separated slightly from Laura, whose breath was now
coming rather rapidly. A sheen of moisture had appeared on her lip.
A tiny crease appeared in her brow as the originally unwanted but
now rather pleasant fingers were withdrawn. She whispered in the
teenager’s ear.

"OK baby, you
can move now. I want you to love me like you would a boy. I want it
real good. Play act if you want, but make it like you want me more
than anything in the world. Then I'll give you a good fucking."

The large
hands had played softly over Laura’s flushed pink, sensual face,
fingers brushing hair from her face over her shell-like ears.
Gently holding, framing her face, moving her mouth to cover hers,
her tongue darted within the girl’s soft, waiting lips.

“Oooh,
mmm, Mistress…”

It was a
combination, Laura tried to reason with herself afterwards, of the
threat hanging over her and the need to obey her Mistress but also
the undeniable ripple of desire caused by those all-knowing
fingers. Whatever, the next half an hour was one that she would
never forget. She always looked back on it with a mixture of shame
and lust.

“Huh,
huh, huh,” the youngster panted. She gripped the large shoulders
above her, responding to the probing, demanding tongue. They broke
apart gasping, her Mistress gently positioning her till they were
both kneeling on the bed, facing each other. The palm of the
woman’s hand pressed upwards onto her pubic bone, deliciously firm
against her sex. Thrusting up, moving backwards and forwards like a
slow piston, Laura threw her head back, sinews straining, panting.
Uncontrollably she lunged urgently forward to suck one of the
prominent pink nipples before her, feeling the Arab woman sigh in
her arms.

"Oh yes, baby,
yes! Let it go! Give me everything!"

 


 


Mrs Voorcan
felt the succulent heat of the youngster’s loins thrusting,
grinding against her hand. She positioned the dildo like a black
spear stabbing between the lovely parted thighs, running backward
and forwards along the soft lips. The young brunette clamped her
eager thighs around it, capturing it, moving in rhythm as the rigid
black surface rubbed to and fro against her hidden lips. She could
sense and hear the growing excitement of the beautiful doll in her
arms. She took the cheeks of Laura’s firm ripe young bottom in her
hands, gripping the smooth white flesh, pushing their loins
together. One of her fingers strayed into the cleft, delving into
the girl’s tight dark sphincter ring feeling the rubbery muscle
enclose and grip her finger.

Laura gasped
in shock, eyes widening at the intrusion into her that way, but
strong arms enfolded her, brooking no dissent. She wriggled
deliciously as the finger pushed deeper between her bottom cheeks
into her secret entrance, guessing that the girl hated that touch.
However, the rhythmic phallus was rubbing over her now inflamed
clitoris, making her arch her hips, matching the girl’s movements
to hers.

The teenager
felt gorgeous, writhing naked and warm in her arms. The soft, yet
hard-tipped breasts pressed tight against her large wobbly brown
ones. The movement of the girl's tight bottom grew with her
excitement and between the cheeks was the liquid heat from her
small anus, still tightly gripping her finger. Laura’s lips now
eagerly sought hers, feeling the soft fluttering breath on her
face. Her ‘lover’ eased back on the bed.

"Use the
dildo, little one, fuck yourself on it," she breathed.

 


 


Laura almost
needed no second bidding now. She straddled the woman’s hips,
poised over the jutting black mast. It was so big, dwarfing her
small hand guiding it gently to its warm, moist destination. Laura
shut her eyes, initially jumping and flinching at her first contact
with the cold black rubber. Then she threw her head back, slowly
impaling herself on the black spear of lust within her velvet
depths, sliding down onto her Mistress’s lap with a liquid
squish.

"Oh, argghhhh,
yeesss," Laura’s mouth gaped, her succulent young womanhood
completely filled and stretched. Now she began pumping her pert
bottom up and down aware of brown hands moulding, crushing,
completely covering, one of her breasts. The other hand was between
her spread thighs flicking her engorged clitoris. In turn she
gripped the large shoulders, no longer caring.

Leaning
forward, increasing the pressure and pleasure of her vagina, Laura
kissed the woman long and deep. A large hand ran up and down her
undulating spine as she writhed and rippled on top of her. Her
young sensuous face was slack with desire, dark hair cascading eyes
half shut, near her climax now. Then Laura’s back arched, her mouth
opened soundlessly, teeth clenched, hands bunching on the large
brown breasts, toes curled.

"Oh, oh yeah,
yeah, yyeess, oh yes, hmmmm, hmmmm." Her head dropped, eyes closed,
her perspiration-shiny body shuddering.

The woman
stroked down the curves as Laura's eyes half opened, regarding her
sheepishly.

"Not much of a
lady, are you? Come down here for a snuggle, baby."

The shamed
teenager eased herself up onto her haunches and carefully slid off
the moist dildo, then settling down beside the woman whose powerful
arms enfolded her, pulling her hot body against hers.

 


 


Mrs Voorcan
felt the soft breasts pressing against hers, the down on the girl’s
groin tickling her belly. Sliding her knee between Laura’s thighs,
feeling the warmth, she entwined their bare limbs, kissing the
teenager’s ripe lips, squeezing one of her still heaving breasts.
The girl’s arms lay loosely around her, maintaining minimum
contact. She began moving her knee up and down, till it nestled and
pushed against the moist warmth between the youngster’s legs, up
into her liquid heat. After a few minutes, she felt the girl’s
breath quickening, the heat growing against her moving knee.

Her firm hands
gripped the girl’s small shoulders turned and laid her flat on her
back on the bed, she lay alongside her, cupping and stroking a soft
breast with its hard tip of desire.

"Spread 'em,
girl!" she demanded curtly. "Legs up, let the dog see the
rabbit!"

 


 


Laura flushed
at the manner of the instructions but complied, delicately
revealing her dark moist womanhood to her seducer.

"Arghhh, huh,
huh, huh," she gasped as, without any finesse, the woman thrust
forward and rammed the dildo into her vagina, pumping in and out
like a piston. The strong hands gripped and squeezed her bottom,
whilst she lay flat on the bed, bunching the sheets into sticky
balls within her damp fists.

Mrs Voorcan
lifted her bottom as it flexed rhythmically her fingers pinching
cruelly into the flesh, pushing and pulling her rapidly to assist
her pumping loins. Then she rubbed a hand against her ‘lover’s’
pubic bone, feeling the warm wet bud beginning to grow in unwanted
passion against her palm. Laura tossed her head from side to side,
chest heaving as she slowly boiled to a second climax, teeth bared,
eyes shut, toes curled as she writhed and bounced.

Pharrrp!

“Better
out than in, eh?” the woman giggled after breaking wind. “That’s
how men usually finish, isn’t it?” she laughed. “And I know from
your performance at Mr Katan’s that you can let rip
too.”

Poor Laura
felt totally used and abused as her Mistress withdrew the sticky
dildo from the clinging velvet sheath of her body, giving her a
casual pat on the bottom.

Her wide
despairing eyes staring at the ceiling, Laura lay on the bed, a
sheen of passion on her body, wondering what on earth had befallen
her. What had she become? How could she ever begin to explain this
to her mother or father? Then she wondered, tears welling in her
eyes, whether in fact any of that mattered any more. She had to
forget a family life now; she was simply the slave of these
monsters, along with her family. Yet if they knew what she had just
done, she could never look them in the eye again. Worse, she
couldn't deny enjoying each pulsing throbbing climax. True she had
also felt disgusted, dirty, but during her throbbing orgasm her
only thought was in wanting it to last forever, to cling to strong
arms.


The weeping teenager lay on the bed, the sheen
of pleasure drying on the exquisite contours of her lithe body
under the amused, dreamy eyes of Mrs
Voorcan.


CHAPTER
8

 


“Touch
yoh toes woman, hold em, this gonna hurt a bit,” the hateful voice
giggled behind Clarisse as she panted for breath, breasts heaving,
her bottom pinching up in dread much to the amusement of her
tormentor.

Swack!


“Grahhhhh,” The all too familiar pain cut deep into the
sensitive undercurve of her bottom, which so longed for Mike’s
sensual, reassuring touch rather than the bite of wood. She sniffed
back tears of pain and anger caused by the unjustness of her
existence, trying to prepare for the next stroke.

Thwack!


“Yaaaaahhhh!” She gasped in breathless agony as the sharp
core of red pain seemed to stretch the skin of her quaking bottom
into an impossible tightness.

“OK,
woman?”

“Y-yes
thank you, Mr Amos, Sir,” she panted, wondering what her friends
would make of her bending over so subserviently before the boy to
be caned. Also knowing that Julie, the black photographer often
wandered round taking such shots, making her cringe at anyone ever
seeing her like this, an elegant and sophisticated blonde bent over
nude before a vicious little boy with a cane.

“One
more to go for being a lazy cow and not running quick enough,” his
gloating voice drifted down to where her blonde hair cascaded over
her red and perspiring face, making her silently snarl with anger.
“But no, I change mind – I give yoh another ten for your bad
attitude …” he smiled as her shoulders sagged.

“Oh,
please, Mr Amos Sir, I tried, I really did …” she hated the
pleading note in her voice.

“Well …
I could make deal…” He left her deliberately hanging. “I let you
off any more of you show some respect, some proper respect … start
with your mouth.”

She hated it.
Apart from her training in Katan's place she had seldom done such a
thing even with her husband. And she hated the thought of
satisfying the little black boy less than half his age; but she was
a sophisticated English woman who hated even more being caned.


“Th-thank you, Mr Amos, Sir,” she gave the respect he
required if he wasn’t to inflict even more pain on her. Bleakly she
knelt before him, humbled, extracting his thickening black penis.
Gulping she slipped it into her mouth and began sucking, running
her tongue up and down his throbbing length, her hands lightly
holding his thighs. How she hated his animal-like grunts, his
skinny hands in her hair, on her head, pushing, squeezing her
breasts so painfully as he pumped his disgusting seed into her,
making her swallow. She just had to consider herself lucky, she
guessed, that on this occasion he hadn’t made her do anything
worse.

Their
servitude had passed into its second week and fallen into familiar
routines. Yet Clarisse could never accept the things she had to do
for the frightening Negro boy - simply for his cruel amusement. It
was bad enough having to perform nude PT exercises before the
grinning young thug with him wasting no opportunity to cane the
taut curves of her bottom whenever he chose, let alone the other
disgusting things he made her do when he dragged her off somewhere
quiet. She recalled the humiliating and painful poses she had to
adopt for him, always naked, maybe squatting for half an hour with
her hands on her head, with him beating her if she moved. Or having
to sit on a bench, having spread her legs blatantly wide for his
greedy eyes to devour her and then his rough, furious thrusting
into her body as he painfully mauled her bottom, biting her boobs.
She was helpless in the hands of a young sadist. The only ray of
light had been, whilst kneeling subserviently before him just now,
had been catching a glimpse of the address of the Voorcan estate
from an envelope protruding from the pocket of Mr Amos. If only she
knew of any use that information could be put?

However, the
unwelcome attentions of her Master, the pockmarked slob Mr Voorcan
were possibly even worse than she had just endured from the boy.
She shuddered at the recollections of his awful smelly folds of fat
covering her as she lay on her back, following his bidding to
spread her legs high and wide - for him to collapse grunting and
slobbering onto her.

It made her
feel sick just to think back on her ordeals and she hoped that
Laura hadn’t had to endure this; communication apart from brief
snatched words in the open air was not possible and indeed
punishable between slaves. Yet unknown to her, at that very moment
as she knelt sucking the boy’s erection to disgusting fruition, her
daughter was indeed enduring that 'fate worse than death.'

 


 


“Come
here, my pretty and don’t be afraid,” Mr Voorcan smiled to the
teenager who had been brought by a guard to his bungalow a few
hundred yards away from where her mother was kneeling in the dirt,
servicing Mr Amos.

Feeling sick,
taking a deep breath, Laura walked up to the gross beast, her hips
seductively swaying in the manner she had been taught. She wished
that the ground would open and swallow her. She had gathered from
snatched gossip that her mother had already been summoned to their
Master and guessed that her similar appearance before the awful
young boy would simply be a matter of time.

“You’ve
nice breasts, my dear, I can see your nipples through your dress.
Would you take it off for an old man, please, and let me see them
properly?”

“Please,
Sir .” Her hands
instinctively covered her boobs immodestly outlined under her tiny
garment, it was always worse having to strip again. She ground her
teeth in rage and terror. If such an old, obnoxious slob had even
suggested such a thing at home in England, when she was free, she
would have leapt at him verbally if not physically to crush any
such lurid aspirations. And being alone with the obnoxious creep
was even more frightening than when others were around.

“I
should think very, very carefully before you say another word, my
dear,” his voice was as unpleasant as his bad breath, which
assuaged her. “Your life and that of your family may depend on it.
Would you like something unpleasant to happen as an alternative to
you doing an old man a little favour?”

“N-no
Sir.” It was a whisper.

Crack!

“Haah,”
she staggered back, holding the throbbing handprint of pain across
her face.

“Good,
that was a little reminder of our respective positions,” he
breathed as she looked with startled tearful eyes. “Now I ask for
the last time, undress.”

Brushing away
a tear and sniffing back those that sought to accompany it, Laura
eased her dress off, clasping it before her. Although she had been
made to undress before, she had never been alone with the gross
pervert who sat before her, light glinting off his shiny pockmarked
face.

“Hands
on your neck please, my pretty,” his voice quivered with
anticipation. “Very pretty.” Voorcan’s breathing became noticeably
more rapid as the youngster unveiled her lush ripeness before him
and exposed it to his view, her young breasts bouncing gently as
she raised her hands. The shadows of late afternoon played
enticingly over the hollows and curves of her delicious body, down
the arch of her spine to the swelling of her small
bottom.

With
perspiration beading on her pretty young face, her eyes darted like
a trapped rabbit round her small room. She knew that she was alone
at the creep's mercy. Yet even if her mother were here, would it
have made any difference? He would probably have made her undress
too. She shuddered at the thought of the pain from Katan's whipping
and being caned by the thug Amos - learning fast at her tender age,
knowing she would do anything to avoid more pain. How could this be
happening? She pondered, knowing that it was - and that rather than
being out socialising with her friends in England, she was simply a
slave, entirely at the mercy of the brute.

“Huh,”
she jumped slightly as a hot, sweaty hand stroked her
bottom.

“What's
the matter, young lady? I thought you youngsters normally tell old
men to get off,” he smirked as he fondled and cupped the firm
flesh.

“No
Sir,” she shuddered but remained otherwise still as his hands
explored her ripe freshness.

“Well,
then I want you ask me to feel you, beg me to touch your tits and
arse, repeat the words,” he demanded when she remained silent,
biting her lips.


“Please,” her voice quavered.

“Do we
need to fetch your mother here too to witness and share your
shame?” he asked gently, smirking at the added horror in her
face.


“Pl-please f-feel my-my t-tits and arse, Sir.” She had to
force the disgusting, sickening, shameful words from her quivering
lips.

“Thanks,
I will,” he accepted, spending nearly a minute pinching and
squeezing the soft flesh as she endured the sticky hands which so
repelled her. "Sit on my lap, facing me, keep your hands on your
head. Closer, right up against me please." Voorcan sat on a stool.
His orders were precise.

Allowing no
avenue to escape the sickening shame as she obscenely splayed her
legs and lowered her bare bottom gingerly onto the heat of his lap.
She felt a ghastly hardness against her open, yet shrinking, sex,
as she obediently shifted forwards till her nipples touched the
coldness of his clothes, making them quiver and involuntarily grow.
She closed her eyes, biting her red lips as he fondled her breasts,
rolling her nipples between podgy fingers, then patted her belly,
his fingers shamefully twirling her wiry pubic strands. Knuckles
clenched whitely on her neck, she longed to tear his hands away or
slap him - but she knew that was not a healthy option.

"You sometimes
play with yourself in bed at night, I guess? I know all young girls
masturbate." He spoke with seeming authority into her twitching
face. "Answer, girlie, I'll be very angry if you lie."

"I, er, have
done ... Sir," she finally whispered the truth, her face crimson,
wanting to punch him but knowing that was just a fantasy, knowing
that was what he wanted to hear and that he would exploit any
objections or disobedience.

"I help you do
it now, little girl, and if you don't come - you go," his belly
wobbled with his laughter, making her breasts bounce, his finger
curling slightly into the soft, ripe lips of her open sex.

"Oh please ...
I can't, like this, Sir," she sobbed, wriggling, keeping her hands
in place but folding her elbows in, attempting to shield her hot
face from his curious eyes.

"Little fool,
think of what will happen otherwise, a whipping maybe?" he
spat.

"Please!" she
implored.

"Your mother
too, thrown to the guards then hanged," he interrupted her, "But as
you watch your mother being shagged and then twitch on the rope
you'll know it is due to your own pride. I'll give one more
chance." His voice was like hot chocolate pouring into a cup.

"Huh, oh,
mmm," Laura gasped as she wriggled her hips on the gross lap, her
eyes closed in both arousal and shame.

The bastard
made her fondle one of her own boobs whilst her other hand had to
rub her swollen bud. Worse, the creep extracted his sticky penis
and was playing with it against her fluttering belly whilst a
finger of his other hand was embedded deep within her vagina. Her
fingers, furiously rubbing her clitoris to end her ordeal as soon
as possible, lay against his as they both worked on her body. She
shuddered as the unavoidable yet necessary, feelings began to build
up and dominate her.

 


 


Voorcan
luxuriated in the feel and sight of the nude Western youngster
beginning her orgasm on his lap. The girl’s gorgeous hips began to
grind up and down wantonly, her breasts and hair bouncing as his
finger struggled to remain deep within her tight liquid heat. The
increasing rapid jerking of her hips also increased the friction of
her flat belly against the tip of his erection, her abdominal
muscles rigid with tension. He could feel one slim hand, quivering
against his as she fingered herself whilst he could see the other,
squeezing and mashing her boobs, the nipples pointing at him like
cones.

"Ughhh, yes,
yeeess, haaaaahhhhh!" Her silken sex gripped his intruding finger
as she threw her head back, tossing aside the shield of her hair to
reveal a mouth bared with passion, the sinews standing out like
marble columns in her throat.

It was
sufficient to inspire him to a few more hand-jerking movements
before he managed to restrain himself, to make full use of her
ripeness in addition to delighting in the disgust and shame in her
proud young Western face.

"Kneel before
me." He saw something almost like frustration in her shining face
as he withdrew his sticky fingers from her hot body. Now, having
learned from Katan's whip, she made no objection to sliding his
quivering length into the oval of her mouth, sucking and licking as
he reached down to fondle her small ripe breasts. His penis
twitched and grew horribly vile as she so desperately sucked, her
distended mouth bobbing up and down eyes closed in disgust.

Then he
sampled her true ripeness.

"Lay on your
side, back to me, hands on head," he had instructed after pushing
her onto his bed. "Hmm, so pretty, tight and small," after running
his fingers lightly down her spine he admired the shapely swelling
contours of her bottom, now twitching under his hands, feeling the
flinch as he explored the delightful cleft, then her tiny puckered
bud.

"Haaaghh," the
gasping grunt was torn from her as he thrust himself into her,
crushing her young breasts under his hands, pulling her softness
against his sweating flab, his belly tight against the curve of her
back.

Sinking into
her liquid depths had felt like pulling a silken glove filled with
warm butter over his throbbing hardness. Somehow she managed keep
her white-knuckled hands clasped to her neck as he drove repeatedly
into her. The anguish on her tearful face was reflected in the
mirror by the bed, eyes screwed shut, small white teeth biting her
lips.

His thick,
slug-like fingers fanned down over her belly to stroke the soft
lips of her sex until her bud grew harder again and her hips began
to jerk a little with his. It was sufficient to make his lust burst
inside her tightness and he was convinced that she had climaxed
under his touch.


CHAPTER
9

 


"Permission to
speak please, Madam?" whispered Clarisse as her Mistress entered
the stall she shared with Laura and Ann. She had been told to wait
there for Mrs Voorcan whilst the others were working elsewhere,
another photography session. This was the possible opportunity
which she, Ann and Laura had planned for in desperate whispers.
Somehow they must escape this hell. Her heart pounded in
trepidation.

"Continue,"
the fat Arab woman looked at Clarisse kneeling obediently before
her, hands clasped to her head.

"Please Madam,
your slave wishes to … I-I just want to be everything you want me
to be, Madam. I-I just cannot take any more of the cane; I'll do
anything you want. "

"Come, stand
up, child," the woman smiled, taking Clarisse in her arms, kissing
her full on the lips. The blonde beauty pressed herself against her
Mistress, responding to her lips, clasping the broad back.

Mrs Voorcan's
smile was of satisfaction and excitement, had reached her eyes.

Clarisse
continued, hesitantly, knowing she had broken the rule of not
initiating communication.

"Please Madam,
I... I want to please you, do things for you." Cupping her own
hard-tipped breasts, she ran her hands down her body, then lay back
on the bed spreading her thighs, eyes imploring.

 


 


Her owner's
tongue briefly flicked over her lips at shameless offering. The
mauve flower of her sex pouted, her fingers traced round its
fragile lips. It was hard to imagine this was a sophisticated and
rich white woman who only weeks ago wouldn't have given a shit
about South Africa, Lebanon, or someone like herself. It might be
genuine maybe she was tamed? More likely though, Mrs Voorcan
guessed, it was an act of ingratiating to please - and ease her
life as a slave. No matter it was a good sign the woman was
learning control and respect.

"You've broken
a rule by addressing me; you know that?" Outwardly unremitting, she
decided to keep the delicious creature dangling.

"I'm sorry
Madam, I just... just couldn't help it. You make me feel so..."

"And you think
your feelings are important?" her owner snapped, "What makes you
think I want you, girl?"

"Please,
forgive me I don't-don't know what I was th-thinking."

 


 


Clarisse hung
her crimson face, hair cascading over it, as she stood, covering
her breasts in utter shame. This was her lowest ebb. She just
wanted to be home, away with her family from this hateful place and
people. It had taken much agonising to accept that her best escape
route lay with Ann's plan. Her only possession was her body
although she had never seduced another woman before, nor had she
any such inclinations. Now came this awful rejection by a woman who
she hated. And maybe even worse, Mrs Voorcan had come to her stall
without her handbag; the plotting had all been for nothing.

Her thoughts
were desperate, loathsome, but how could she deny the small tingles
of excitement as the Arab woman watched her caressing herself. It
was a totally different, previously inconceivable world from the
one she was used to. Now though, having offered her all, played her
last card - she had been rejected by the woman she loathed and
feared, and as it transpired it had been pointless anyway. What
more could she do?

"Let me think,
girl, maybe, your actions can prove yourself. That is your
wish?"

"Oh yes Madam,
my devotion," agreed Clarisse, sniffing through bitter sobs.

"There must,
however be a punishment for your transgression.... but maybe just a
minor one as you had the best intentions." Clarisse's hopes lifted
slightly. "Lay back, play with yourself - blatantly, I shall return
presently to see how you are coming along, perhaps join you."

Grasping the
thread of hope, Clarisse splayed her thighs, curling a finger
within herself. It felt disgusting and unnatural doing so
especially knowing that Ann had hidden under her bed and could hear
her. Remembering the amused eyes of her Mistress as she left and
conscious of the CCTV scanning the room in sweeps she moved her
finger more rapidly, angry with herself that she was becoming warm.
Perhaps, she thought, it was the result of her slave training?

However, if
this proved to be a way out she had to try it. She tried to imagine
it was for Mike her finger was moving but she had never masturbated
in front of him before. She simply closed her eyes and thought of
his hands on her as she rubbed and delved.

When her
Mistress returned several minutes later, Clarisse's delight knew no
bounds. Mrs Voorcan was using her mobile to explain to her friend
Julie that they would have to postpone a planned photography
session. However, with shock, she saw that the ample frame of the
dominatrix now spilled from just a black corset and there was a
large dildo jutting ahead of her. Guiltily, Clarisse felt aroused,
no matter how unnaturally and, following her obedient fingering of
herself, the physical release would not be as unwelcome as she had
envisaged when they had planned this.

"You'll be
doubly sorry if I am not satisfied," her Mistress purred when she
had finished the call and replaced her phone in her bag, thankfully
putting it by the bed. Clarisse knew that the phone was the object
of her whole debasement. "I expect you to behave like a whore,
you're certainly acting like one.” The woman’s voice droned on.
“Pretend I am your husband if it helps, but abandon all
inhibitions. Now spread 'em and prepare to be fucked,” she ordered
crudely.

Clarisse knew
it would be uncomfortable but with the plan coming together, it was
worthwhile, anything was if it offered a remote chance of escaping
this hell.

Clarisse took
her Mistress's head in trembling hands, kissing her deeply on the
broad lips. Finally the large woman broke free from the tight
embrace. Smiling, she patted her victim's smooth bottom
condescendingly.

"So eager. You
may begin properly now."

Clarisse
writhed under the woman's powerful pumping loins, holding her
close, her legs clamping the woman's dark thighs, rubbing the furry
mound of her sex up and down like a bitch on heat. She tried to
respond with passion as the urgent mouth clamped on hers, she did
indeed think of her husband, trying desperately to imagine it was
him. Yet she was pinned beneath the woman's bulk like a butterfly
in a collection, simultaneously having her womanhood and her mouth
invaded at the same time. Gasping for breath, she now lay on top,
jerking on the dildo, bottom clenching, but at least that prevented
her from being squashed by the woman's bulk. She sincerely hoped
Mike would never know how she was selling herself – even if it was
to maybe gain their freedom.

"Now your
tongue, deep, follow my directions, but first…"

"Aahh,"
Clarisse winced but dare offer no protest as her Mistress deftly
twisted and cuffed her hands behind her shoulder blades, further
removing from her any remote sense of choice. Then the cow opened a
flap on the crotch of her corset to reveal her wet, hairy slit and
pulled Clarisse's head down onto it. The musky smell of her
tormentor's excitement filled her flared nostrils and revolted her.
But with her hair gripped tightly in the woman's hands, there was
nowhere to go. She was ordered to use her tongue to probe, flick
and delve. The muscular thighs reared up to trap her head.

For ten
minutes, Clarisse knelt, tongue working avidly till it ached, her
mouth full of pubic hair and juice. Her Mistress's bud throbbed
like a tiny penis then the thighs trembled and gripped her more
tightly. Hands, which had been holding and flicking her breasts and
nipples, suddenly became talons, painfully squeezing, making her
scream, adding to her mistress's pleasure.

"Oh that's
sooo good, my beauty," the woman shuddered in ecstasy, releasing
her flushed victim and lying flat on her back. "Now squat on my
long friend here, make yourself come too... I'll know if you
haven't." She slapped Clarisse's flank, galvanising her into
action.

"Huh, huh,
haaaah," she gasped her pleasure, at first shamefully and then with
abandon. Her bound hands making it difficult to balance which added
to the eroticism of the scene.

From her new
position Clarisse saw Ann's hand come from under the bed where she
had been hiding ever since escaping from domestic duties elsewhere
in the estate. Laura was covering for her absence by doing twice as
much work in the laundry room. Ann had carefully plotted her
movements and was confident that she could avoid the regular sweeps
of the various CCTV cameras as she had dove under the bed only a
heart-stopping minute or two before their Mistress arrived. The
reporter's hand deftly located Mrs Voorcan’s handbag and extracted
her mobile phone before disappearing back under the bed. While she
hoped that Ann could remember the address she had memorised of the
Voorcan ranch, Clarisse knew it depended on her to provide the
cover for her American friend's activities - she had to keep up her
side of the plot.

"Hmmm, oooh,
so good, so good, Mistress, oh yeees," she sighed and gasped
loudly, drowning out any sounds of Ann's fingers flying over the
keypad of the mobile as she sent a text message to her television
company. With abandon Clarisse jerked her haunches up and down the
huge dildo, sliding in and out now with little slurps. Horribly,
her 'lover,' gripping her bottom, also pushed a finger,
unnaturally, deeply into her puckered entrance filling and
stretching her rosebud awfully, horribly. That obscene touch had to
be endured, along with all the other indignities inflicted on her
and her family these past dreadful weeks. Her sphincter simply
gripped the intruder it was trying to eject. The warmth flooding
outward from her belly told her that her orgasm was imminent.

"Huh, huh,
huh," she panted loudly, not all now for camouflage. Becoming lost
in a sea of pleasure, she grasped the ebony body kissing her
eagerly, pressing her heaving, button-tipped breasts against her
Mistress. Her mouth sagged open in a gasp of ecstasy, breath
hissing between clenched teeth, eyes screwed shut as her loins
shuddered around the wet, impaling rod of desire. She bent down,
covering Mrs Voorcan's face and mouth in a sea of kisses, anything
to distract her.

Afterwards,
ten minutes later she lay quietly in her Mistress's arms, wrists
still fastened securely behind her, helpless. The cow stroked,
almost lovingly, through her blonde hair, over the sheen of
pleasure on her shoulders, to cup her breasts, making them
pleasantly tingle. It was impossible to prevent herself shivering
as the woman kissed her, a hand trailing lazily down the curve of
her spine to gently pat her bottom. Thankfully Clarisse had seen
Ann's arm dart from under the bed to return the mobile to the
handbag and could relax a little and almost enjoy the orgasmic heat
washing over her.

She told
herself she was only doing this as an escape route. Maybe her
deprivations had by contrast enhanced her passions? Perhaps the
experienced hands knowing just how to please or the gentle arms now
around her overwhelmed her? In her present state, she found them
almost tender, no matter how superficial the reality. She was a
woman again, no matter how briefly. She couldn't recall such an
exciting bout of lovemaking. If only she had allowed Mike to take
her so forcibly, or for him to have done so anyway! How could she
admit these secret feelings to anyone, let alone herself? Her damp
thighs clamped those of the woman, drawing them against her.

"OK girl
you've had a good poke," her Mistress remarked condescendingly,
patting her bottom, making her squirm in shame, releasing her
wrists. "I mentioned earlier a punishment for a transgression."

Clarisse's
shoulders, covered in the gleam of spent passion, sagged. Hadn't
she already prostituted herself, given this woman everything?

"Assume the
position."

Reluctantly
she did so to reveal the enticing, down-covered, lips nestling
between the dark cleft. Her Mistress lightly tapped the rounded
cheeks, seeing them flinch, before whacking down hard.

"Haaaahh!" Her
gasping shriek of pain was the result of the red line of torment
now etched across her bottom. Five more painful cuts followed.
Dismally Clarisse wondered how the woman to whom she had so
recently surrendered her soul and body could inflict such torment
on her.

"You're a good
girl, breaking in nicely. I'll see you later maybe. Meanwhile
you'll join a domestic work party. Just because I fucked you
doesn't mean I don't want my money's worth from you." Her Mistress
touched her finger to Clarisse's parted lips, patted the curve of
her bottom and gently closed the door behind her.

"It's done,"
Ann hissed excitedly from under the bed before choosing her timing
to coincide with the averted eye of the CCTV before scrambling out
to re-join Laura. Their plot had lasted barely half an hour.


CHAPTER
10

 


When the
stable door opened the slaves immediately knelt, naked, hands on
head, backs straight as they must. But when Clarisse’s stall door
was opened first, being nearest to the door, she didn’t know who
was more surprised, herself, the mercenary soldier in mirrored
sunglasses or the photographer with him. Both men stood there with
an admiring smile on their faces, regarding her, Laura and Ann as
the three kneeling beauties stared open mouthed at their
rescuers.

There had been
no gunfire, just complete surprise in the early morning hours. Only
after the three lush beauties had embraced each other, their
rescuers and Mike and Adam did they remember that clothing was
customary in the outside world and hastily pulled on their skimpy
dresses. She smiled as Mike took a great delight in pumping his
knee up between the legs of Amos, seeing the now terrified
youngster writhing in the dirt before he was taken away by the
Special Forces who accompanied the television crew. And Laura was
saying a similarly robust goodbye to a wide-eyed Mr Voorcan.

The raid
on the Voorcan estate had taken place
just days after Ann had sent the text. Clarisse and her family
dearly appreciated the rescue but not so much – at least initially
- the accompanying photos of them, which would adorn Ann’s
newspaper and television programme.

 


However, a few
nights later, back in England, stroking Mike's bald scalp as he lay
beside her after a bout of sexual athletics which had followed a
spanking she had instigated, Clarisse thought again of the possible
royalty cheques when she wrote her story of their ordeal. She
smiled in the darkness, her sore bottom throbbing nicely, snuggling
closer to the Mike hard body, no longer shrinking away as his
finger curled into the cleft of her bottom.

 


THE END
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