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Chapter One

 
‘This ancient fortress was originally built by Moorish traders in the Ninth Century,’ the guide explained to the party of tourists.  ‘After their power in the west declined it was taken over hundreds of years later by the notorious Barbary pirates when they made use of its natural harbour, marking the westernmost extent of their power.  Between the Sixteenth and Eighteenth Centuries these corsairs terrorised the Mediterranean and Western Europe through their raids for slaves and booty.  It is said that it is from them that this country got its name: Barbouria…’ 

The crumbling sun-bleached fort looked out over the twisting streets, jumbled flat-rooftops and thrusting minarets of Kabesh, the port capital of this tiny North West African state, which was situated on the North Western sea coast between Morocco and the Spanish Sahara, close to the Canary Islands.  Kabesh huddled round a small deepwater harbour of cobalt blue.  Moored out on the bay, gleaming in the sun, was the SS Southern Cross, from which the tourist party had come.
‘Now please look around,’ the guide said. ‘We shall return to the town for a visit to its fascinating Bazaar in twenty minutes…’
The party dispersed among the ruins, examining timeworn arches and columns.  Cameras were taken out of their cases and shutters clicked.

Isobel Forbes and her daughter Lorna dutifully inspected the remains that history had left them to ponder.  Lorna did so with a slightly bored look in her eyes.
‘I don’t see what’s so wonderful about a pile of old stones…’ she muttered.

‘If you had done better in your history finals then you might,’ her mother reminded her.

‘But what does it matter what happened hundreds of years ago?’  Lorna persisted.  ‘It’s 1955!  We’re living in a new world now.  Everything’s changed…’
‘Not everything,’ Isobel countered stiffly.   ‘There are certain standards that never change.’
Before Lorna could reply to this rebuttal, a strange voice spoke: ‘Excuse me for taking the liberty, Madam, but might I say that you and your sister are the most exquisite pair of women to grace Barbouria all this year.’

They had not noticed that they had been shadowed during their progress through the ruins not by one of the party from the ship, but by a tall, slim man of Arabic appearance, dressed in an immaculate white Western suit and hat.  This he raised as he spoke, bowing slightly. His English was fluent if very slightly stilted. He had neatly trimmed slightly saturnine beard and he appeared to be about thirty years old.  His eyes were a deep liquid brown and very bright and intelligent.

For a moment Isobel was taken aback by the directness of this compliment.  Then she said in cool tones: ‘This is not my sister, she is my daughter.’
‘Ahh… forgive me, but it was a natural mistake,’ the man said.  ‘Who could imagine someone so youthful could have a grown daughter.  And such a lovely one at that!’  Lorna smiled foolishly.  ‘But I am forgetting my manners.  I am Hassan al Rashid.  If I can be of any service to you during your visit to our land, Madam and Miss…’
The hesitation invited their names in return.  But instead Isobel glared and said stiffly: ‘Thank you, Mr Rashid, but we are quite capable of taking care of ourselves.  Now if you will excuse us we must be leaving…’ And she took hold of a still grinning Lorna by the arm and led her off to where the party was reassembling for their return to the town.
‘Oh Mother, he seemed so nice!’  Lorna complained as they descended the winding flight of steps that led back down the hill upon which the fortress was perched.  
‘He was a perfect stranger, who introduced himself in a very forward manner,’ Isobel countered.
‘Well he had to introduce himself.  There was no one else to do it for him!’  Lorna pointed out.
‘It’s just not done that way.’

‘Maybe not before the war, but it is nowadays, Mother.  I suppose you thought he was another Mike.’
‘And look what happened when you met him!’  Isobel reminded her darkly.
‘Well Mr Rashid had very nice manners.’
‘“Mr Rashid”?  You know nothing about him!  And he’s foreign!’
Lorna looked exasperated. ‘Well we knew we’d meet some foreigners on a world cruise, Mother.  Am I banned from speaking to all of them?’
‘If they are unsuitable, then yes!’
‘I think I’m old enough to make up my own mind about who I speak to now, Mother.’  
‘Until you’re twenty-one I’m responsible for you,’ Isobel reminded her.
‘I wish you wouldn’t be,’ Lorna sighed.  ‘Why don’t you think about finding a man for yourself?  It’s been twelve years.  Father would understand…’
Isobel’s lips pinched.  ‘Don’t tell me what your father would have thought.  And he certainly wouldn’t have approved of a man like that!’
In silence they returned to the city with the rest of the party and allowed the guide to lead them through its twisting streets to a bustling colourful bazaar, where the tourists immediately attracted a host of hawkers trying to sell them everything from trinkets and perfumes to carpets.   
And then out of the babble a voice spoke at their elbow.  It was Rashid.  Apparently he had followed them down from the fortress and was again bowing and doffing his hat.

‘Forgive me if I offended you earlier, Madam,’ he said with evident concern. ‘It’s just that in Barbouria we have a custom of praising lovely women when we see them.’
‘I wasn’t offended at all,’ Lorna said quickly, beaming back at him.
‘We accept your apology, now kindly do not press your company upon us again,’ Isobel said firmly.
Taking hold of Lorna’s arm she turned quickly away from Rashid only to bump into one of the hawkers who had been standing behind her.  With a crash his tray of sticky sweets tumbled onto the dusty ground.

He shouted at Isobel and pointed angrily at his ruined merchandise and then held out his hand as though demanding compensation.

‘You shouldn’t have been so close!’  Isobel snapped back.	
The man took hold of Lorna’s arm as if to force her to pay up instead.  She squealed in alarm and clawed his hand away.

Rashid stepped forward, reaching into his coat as if for a wallet.  ‘Please, Madam, let me take care of this…’
Isobel spun back to him in panic.  ‘No, leave us alone!’ And she slapped his cheek.
As Rashid staggered backwards in shock and surprise he struck the flimsy table of one of the covered stalls and its pile of tiny glass and gold ornaments fell with a splintering crash.  This caused it proprietor to raise his voice in rage and dismay, joining that of the hawker. 
Isobel grabbed Lorna and dragged her through the throng, pushing shoppers and traders aside and setting them bumping into each other and causing more consternation.   The head of their guide bobbed up briefly over their heads, as if trying to see what was going on, and then he was lost in a forest of angry waving arms. 
Isobel and Lorna burst out of the market and plunged into a side street.  Angry voices and pounding footsteps followed after them.  
‘Mother, where are we going?’ Lorna wailed.
‘Back to the ship!’
But they could not seem to find the street they had taken earlier that morning.  Lost amongst the twisting alleyways Isobel and Lorna stumbled around another corner where they saw at the top of a short flight of steps a high arched doorway standing invitingly open before them.  With the sounds of their pursuers growing louder, Isobel dragged Lorna after her up the steps into its cool concealing depths.
But no sooner had they set foot inside when a chorus of angry shouts rose up in front of them and turbaned and robed grey-bearded men started forward out of the gloom jabbing accusing fingers.  Roughly they took hold of the women and tried to push them back out into the street and down the steps.  Lorna screamed and Isobel kicked at their shins in panic.  The men cursed and shouted ever more loudly.
It was only then that they realized they had just run into a mosque!
The pursuers from the bazaar appeared round the corner and the babble of their voices joined those of the men from the mosque as they met, swirling about Lorna and Isobel and tugging at their clothes.  Lorna screamed…

And then the urgent blasts of police whistles cut through the confusion.

***

Wooden slatted shutters over the windows filtered out the brilliant afternoon sun from the white plastered office while an electric fan in the ceiling attempted to stir the hot air.  Below it Captain Velasquez of the Kabesh police, a lean greying man in his forties wearing a uniform shirt with rolled sleeves, frowned at Isobel and Lorna across his big desk, which disturbingly had a braided leather quirt laid across it.  They sat before him in their now stained and dishevelled summer dresses.  Somewhere during the chase Lorna had lost her sunhat while there was a tear in her mother’s skirt.  The two policemen who had rescued them from the mob outside the mosque were standing attentively behind their chairs.  

Velasquez consulted the notes he had taken from the reports made by his officers.  ‘It appears you have caused material damage to the wares of several street traders,’ he said, speaking in good English but with a more marked accent than Rashid’s.  ‘You started a public commotion and you have deeply offended the elders of the Dharami Street mosque which you entered so irreverently.  They also suffered injuries while trying to eject you.  In addition you, Mrs Forbes, physically assaulted Hassan al Rashid, one of our most respected citizens, when he was only trying to come to your aid.  Do you deny any of this?’
Isobel took a deep breath. ‘No… but all this happened because Mr Rashid kept pressing his attentions upon us.  I was frightened that he had an ulterior motive so I tried to get away from him.’
‘Are you saying that this is his fault?’

‘No… I mean, I found his behaviour… disturbing.  I was worried about my daughter’s safety!  So I… may have overreacted.’

‘I understand that Mr Rashid was only paying you both a compliment.  Did you not think to make allowances for different customs in another country?’  Velasquez asked acidly.  ‘Or do you believe the whole world must behave according to English standards?’
‘No… I am sorry for what happened.  Of course I will pay for any damage I caused.’

This did not appear to improve Velasquez’s temper.  ‘Do you think of it as simply as that?  You have done more than cause damage, Mrs Forbes; you have deeply insulted us with your public display of wild and uncontrolled female behaviour.  I’m afraid your case will have to go before a court, which means you will be staying with us for some time.  I will arrange for your baggage to be removed from your ship…’
Isobel and Lorna both looked horrified.  ‘What?’ Isobel choked.  
‘You will not be completing your cruise,’ Velasquez said simply.
‘But…I said I could pay… I have money.   How much do you want?’
Velasquez glowered. ‘Are you trying to bribe me?’
Isobel looked horrified.  ‘No, of course not...’
‘Perhaps you think that as I am just a policeman of a little African country with skin darker than yours, I will accept a bribe to, as you say, turn a blind eye?’
‘No not at all!’

‘That is good, because the penalty for attempting to bribe a public official is fifty lashes.’

Isobel bit her lip while Lorna swayed, feeling sick.

‘We have our own form of justice here,’ Vasquez continued, ‘and this will affect you; especially since you do not have a protector.’

‘A “protector”?’  Isobel asked.  ‘I don’t understand you…’
‘For women travelling without an older brother, husband or father in Barbouria, they need to have an officially designated protector: a male who will take responsibility for their actions.  There was a space for such a person to be named on the entry permits you signed when you were disembarking from your ship.  I see yours was left blank.’
Now Isobel recalled seeing the phrase.  ‘I didn’t know what it meant.  We don’t have such things in…’ she finished lamely…’ England.’
Velasquez smiled grimly.  ‘You should have asked.  Why are you not travelling with your husband, Mrs Forbes?’
‘I’m a widow.  I lost my husband in the war.’
‘Ahhh…. my commiserations.  It was a terrible time.  But you are still a most attractive woman.  Why did you not remarry?’
‘I did not feel the need to.’ 
‘All women need a man to care for them.  That is only natural.  Now you are facing criminal charges without anybody to speak for you.’
‘I’m perfectly capable of speaking for myself; and for my daughter!’
‘Perhaps in England, but you must understand that your word alone counts for very little here.  We allow visiting foreign women their liberties as long as they behave, but it is a courtesy not a right.  In your case that courtesy has now been withdrawn.’
‘I… I want to see a lawyer.’
‘Your protector could have engaged one.  As it is you do not have the right to do so.  One will be found for you nearer the time of your trial…’
‘But how long will that be?’
‘Oh… Three months… maybe four.  We do not rush justice in Barbouria.’
Lorna looked horrified. ‘B… but we can’t stay here for four months!’
Velasquez scowled.  ‘Are you saying Barbouria is not a fit place to stay for four months?’
‘No… not at all,’ Lorna said fearfully.
Isobel said: ‘I demand to talk to the British ambassador!’
Velasquez shrugged and spread his hands eloquently. ‘You may demand, Mrs Forbes, but alas, our small country does not concern your own enough for them to provide a full ambassador.  There is a consul, but I happen to know he is indisposed at the moment.  Not that there is anything he could do for you.  There is no doubt of your guilt.  I’m afraid you must face the consequences of your actions alone.’
Lorna snivelled while Isobel groaned in despair. 
‘You brought it upon yourself,’ Velasquez reminded her. ‘And now, as subjects of criminal proceedings, you must be properly secured.’
‘Secured?’ Isobel asked.  ‘What do you mean?’
‘You are criminals and criminals and must be secured so that you cannot escape justice nor commit any more crimes.  Your passports will be confiscated and will be kept in custody.  That is the law.’
‘But aren’t we allowed bail?’
‘If you had a protector you could be released into his care upon payment of a surety,’ Velasquez said.  ‘But as you don’t…’
‘This is ridiculous!’
‘No, it is our law, and our people must see that even pretty Englishwomen are not above it.  The time of your great British Empire is passing, Mrs Forbes.  No gunboat will come to your aid.  Now you must obey the rules even of a little country such as ours.’  A smile played about his lips as he contemplated the consequences of that statement with evident pleasure, and for the first time his eyes lingered on their bodies until they squirmed uncomfortably.

Lorna snivelled and clutched at her mother’s hand.  Isobel squeezed her hand back reassuringly, although with little hope.  Velasquez smiled at the forlorn gesture.
‘First; female prisoners are not permitted clothes so you will both undress…’  He waved a hand and added generously: ‘… though you may continue to wear your sandals.’
As Isobel’s eyes widened and her mouth opened to vent forth her outrage at such a degrading suggestion, Velasquez rose, snatched up the quirt that had been lying across his desk and slashed it menacingly through the air before their eyes.  

‘No, not another word from you, Mrs Forbes!’ he thundered, so that she and Lorna flinched back in fear.  ‘In deference to your English sensibilities I have permitted you to speak for long enough already.  But women are given to us to be seen and enjoyed and their talk can soon become tiresome.  You and your daughter will obey my command without question or else I promise you will suffer for it!’
Behind them the two arresting policeman unhooked the quirts that had been hanging from their belts and stroked them menacingly.  Lorna squealed in fear.
‘Obey or your clothes will be removed by force…’ Velasquez growled. 

Isobel looked into Lorna’s pale disbelieving face.  ‘I’m sorry, dear… but I don’t think we have any choice…’
They stood up and with trembling hands began to remove their clothes.  Under the eyes of Velasquez and the two policemen they stripped off their thin summer dresses, then their silk slips and finally their underwear.  In a minute they stood before them shivering although not from cold, wearing only their white leather sandals.
Instinctively their hands crept over their groins and breasts as if to shield them from the strange men’s gaze, but Velasquez snapped: ‘No, you will cover nothing!  This shame you feel is necessary.  Now clasp your hands behind your necks and stand straight!  If you drop your arms without permission you will taste the whip!’

Stifling sobs of despair, they obeyed.

Velasquez stroked his full moustache and nodded in satisfaction.

Isobel was lusciously full figured.  She had a slightly doll-like face crowned by long golden wavy hair was coiled up in a bun.  Direct deep blue eyes shone out under straight, no-nonsense brows.  She had wide pouting lips and a neat nose with finely arched nostrils.  Her heavy breasts hung in soft, liquid curves, capped by large brown nipples.  Her hips were womanly in their fullness and her pale buttocks were smooth and fleshy.  A deep cleft mound of Venus with pouting inner lips showed at the junction of her soft thighs beneath a fluffy tangle of dark gold pubic curls. 
Lorna was a slightly slimmer and less full-bodied version of her mother.  She had straight collar length brass-blonde hair brushed back from her high smooth forehead, light blue eyes, a straight neat nose and pouting, slightly petulant lips, not quite as wide as Isobel’s.  Her breasts were high set and prominent without being overlarge, capped by red-brown nipples.  She still had slightly girlish slim hips and her buttocks were well-rounded but not heavy.  Her pubic bush, thin about the edges but thickening to the centre, was a dark gold like her mothers, crowning a tight pubic cleft.
Under Velasquez’s unflinching gaze both women felt both fear and shame.  Their nipples, acting according to their shared instincts, at first shrank and crinkled in shame at their exposure, and then, perversely stimulated by this scrutiny, tingled and throbbed and swelled again to confuse and embarrass them with a show of arousal.
‘Turn around so I may see you from all sides,’ Velasquez commanded.
Miserably Isobel and Lorna obeyed, lowering their eyes to avoid the leering gaze of the policeman standing close behind them.  
‘I see where your daughter gets her beauty from, Mrs Forbes,’ he said.  ‘My compliments to you.   Now you will not speak again until I give you permission, or else…’ He held the tip of the quirt before their eyes.  ‘Keeping your hands where they are, you will turn and go through that door…’ He pointed to the entrance of a side room.
One of the policemen walked ahead and opened the door and then stepped aside.  Isobel and Lorna went through it with Velasquez following after them, driving them on with light flicks of his quirt across their pale bare buttocks.  Inside they caught their breath in horror at what they saw.
It was a small room whose only piece of furniture was a small workbench.  Otherwise it was lined with rows of hooks and narrow shelves which were hung and stacked with all manner of chains and cuffs, carved and wrought battens of wood and riveted strips and shining bars of metal.   There were canes and straps and lashes.  Amongst them dangled and thrust shocking phallic shapes.  The smell of rubber, oiled metal and leather filled the air.  Only the end wall of the room under a high window was free of shelves and hooks.  Instead mounted upon it was a row of five horizontal metal bars supported by hinged arms hung from heavy brackets, currently folded up against the wall as if they were some kind of exercise apparatus.
‘As you see, we do not take any chances with the security of our prisoners,’ Velasquez said, closing the door behind them.
While Isobel and Lorna gaped at the frightening array of devices, he went to a shelf and took down a box of cuffs and collars which he set out on the workbench.  They were made of leather reinforced by metal strips and studs and had D-rings set in their sides like dog collars to hook on leashes.  With them he took down a box of hollow rivets and a rivet punch and pliers tool. 
‘Put your hands flat on the bench,’ he commanded them and trembling they obeyed.
He buckled sets of cuffs about their wrists, drawing them tight.  Then he used the rivet pliers to force rivets through the protruding tongues of the buckles locking on to the row of matching holes in the heavy cuff leather beneath them.  Once they were in place the straps could not be unbuckled without the rivets being cut free.   
They replaced their hands behind their heads and then he had them rest their feet one at a time on the bench while he similarly secured cuffs snugly about their ankles.
‘Kneel!’  He commanded and they knelt before him, with their hands still clasped behind their heads.  He buckled leather collars about their necks and riveted them in place as well.  ‘There,’ he said as they whimpered at the weight of them and the frightening feel of leather enclosing their necks, ‘you see you have nice fresh new collars.’  They had metal stripes already riveted to their sides which bore some words in the local script followed by four digit numbers.
‘These will be registered as your prisoner identification numbers,’ he told them.  ‘But so that you are more than numbers I shall give you these as well…’ Another box provided a pair of large round tin tags on which he used a set of steel letter stamps to hammer their Christian names into them.  Then he hung the tags from their collars so they dangled in front of their throats.
‘There, now you are named and marked just like dogs,’ he said with satisfaction, patting their heads as he did so.
Then he took out a pair of tubular metal bars which had rings and padlocks at each end and in the middle.  He laid the bars across their shoulders and snapped the middle padlocks about their rear collar rings.  Then he had them bring their arms down with their elbows still folded until he could padlock the ends of the bars to the backs of their wrist cuffs.
‘Stand!’ he commanded, and they stood awkwardly, feeling the weight of the bars on their shoulders.  Now their arms were secured raised and bent; locked to what had become yokes of leather and steel.  This posture raised and displayed their breasts which they could now no longer conceal.  Instinctively they tried to pull their arms down but they were held fast.  This exposure perversely only made their nipples throb and stand-up even harder.  Velasquez smiled at this and lightly flicked their little hard flesh nubs with the tip of his index finger.
As they flinched away from him he barked: ‘stand still or else I’ll use this on them instead…’ and he held up his quirt menacingly, rubbing its braids over their nipples, which throbbed and popped up after it.
They stood before him trembling and swaying and biting their lips.  ‘Spread your legs,’ he commanded and they shuffled their feet apart.  
He reached down and stroked the fluffy softness of their pubic bushes, watching the looks of horror cross their faces as he did so.  Then he drew the side of his quirt up between their thighs so that its braided leather rasped through the soft clefts of their pubic mounds.  The women’s cuffed hands balled into impotent fists as they snivelled and clamped their jaws together, desperately stifling squeals of anguish and shame while their thighs twitched, struggling not to close against this unnatural tormentor, even as they felt surges of illicit excitement in their loins.
‘Don’t you like this?’ he asked.  ‘But I think secretly that you do…’ and he slid his fingers in place of the quirt into their clefts, rubbing them to and fro and then raising them level with Isobel and Lorna’s eyes to show the wetness they had deposited upon them.  ‘See, even correct English women have their secret passions…’
The two women hung their heads in shame but Velasquez lifted their chins so he could look into their distraught faces.  ‘Do wish to say something?  If you do you will speak politely and call me “Sir”, do you understand?  Or else…’ and he scraped the quirt across their hard nipples.
They nodded frantically, and then Isobel choked out, although the honorific almost stuck in her throat: ‘Please Sir, do what you want with me, but I… I beg you don’t treat my daughter like this…’
‘How very noble to offer yourself to save her, Mrs Forbes.  Are you fearful I will violate her?  But then why not?  She is an attractive full-grown woman and you are my prisoners.  It would be perfectly natural…’ here Lorna whimpered ‘… unless she is still a virgin…’ He slid his finger once more into Lorna’s cleft, making her squeak pitifully.  Her eyes bulged as he explored her most intimate orifice, but his finger met no resistance as it slid further up into the hot wet mouth of her vagina.  She was very tight but she was no virgin.
‘So she is not intact.  How did she lose her maidenhead?’
Isobel hesitated and Velasquez flicked the tip of the quirt across her belly as a warning.  She gabbled out shamefully: ‘S… she had a boyfriend called Michael, Sir.  I never liked him.  He talked her into… into going to bed with him.  That was why I took her on this cruise… to get away from him… and to find somebody more suitable for her…’
Velasquez chuckled. ‘And look where trying to repair your daughter’s virtue has got you!  Well, she is going to have plenty of real men to compare this Michael to from now on… beginning with me…’
‘No!’  Isobel cried, stepping forward to put herself protectively between him and Lorna.  Then she shrieked as the quirt slashed across her breasts, leaving a rough red stripe in its wake.
‘I warned you not to speak out of turn, Mrs Forbes,’ Velasquez said.  ‘Apparently you have not learned your lesson.  So your mouth must be properly plugged…’
As Isobel shivered, dazed by the shock of the quirt, he took from the shelves a pair of broad rubber straps with buckles ends.  From the inside face of the straps protruded rubber plugs that looked like small black pears.  Isobel and Lorna backed away against the shelves but there was no escape from the room and with their arms bound to their yokes they could not prevent him pushing these plugs between their teeth and buckling the straps across their lips and now bulging cheeks, stifling their squeals and moans of protest.
Then he flicked his quirt across their bare buttocks and drove pair of them across the room to the row of wall bars.  Up close they now saw they were hung with many small hooks and clips on sliding mounts, while the struts that supported the bars were not only hinged at their bases but could also be shortened or extended and then locked into place with large wing nuts.  The upper and lower pairs of bars were also progressively slightly shorter than the middle one so that their struts did not touch and they could be swung within each other.  Resting beside this device were two buckets, one empty and the other full of water, and a folded towel. 
Velasquez pulled the middle and lowest bars out, swinging them both outwards and downwards on their hinged brackets until their struts were horizontal and the bars were almost the yard clear of the wall, and then he locked them into place. He pushed Isobel and Lorna forward so that they bent side by side over the middle bar which pressed against their hips and lower stomachs, while the fronts of their lower shins pressed against the lowest bar.   They stared at the floor at the base of the wall numbed by terror while their breasts dangled freely beneath them, capped by their pulsing nipples.  
Pulling their legs apart and adjusting the sliding hooks, Velasquez fastened their ankle cuffs to it.  Then he unfolded the uppermost bar, swinging its supporting struts past perpendicular until it pressed against their shoulders, holding them down.  Then he hooked their yoke bars to it so that their torsos were secured at right angles to their legs and they could neither raise nor lower them.
Velasquez stepped back, admiring the picture they now made: a naked mother and daughter bound side by side with their pale bare buttocks thrust out towards him.  And between their splayed thighs hung invitingly the curly, soft golden-haired mounds of their sex mouths.  Deep in their furrows and caring nothing for their feelings the dew of helpless animal arousal sparkled.
‘You will remember what you are and not forget it,’ he told them.  He swiped the tip of the quirt across Isobel’s bottom, catching it shallowly but sharply and making her jerk against the bars and bite on her gag as her cheeks clenched inwards.
‘You are both criminals…’
He flicked the quirt across Lorna’s buttocks, drawing a thin streak of red across her behind and making her yelp.  Hot tears began to drip from her eyes.
‘You have no rights except those we permit you…’
He flicked the quirt up between Isobel’s parted buttocks, kissing the exposed pucker of her anus.  She squealed at the shock of such sharp pain in such an intimate place and her hips bucked.  
‘You have no one to protect you…’
He swung the quirt up into Lorna’s bottom cleavage, sending its tip rasping across her anal dimple and she shrieked about her gag.
‘You are totally at my mercy…’
He swung the braided leather up between Isobel’s thighs so that cut through the soft wet cleft of her pussy, tearing away a few golden hairs.  She wailed and tears began to drip from her eyes as well.
‘All you have to offer are your bodies and the labour… or the pleasure they can give those in charge of you…’
The quirt cut up into Lorna’s soft slippery pussy mouth, searing across her throbbing clitoris, ripping a shrill sob of pain from her throat.  
‘Do you offer pleasure to me now rather than pain?’
Mother and daughter twisted their heads round to look into each other’s distraught, flushed and tear-streaked faces and knew they had no choice.  Desperately both nodded and moaned their assent.
Velasquez undid the buttoned flap of his flies and pulled it wide to free a manly erection already brought to fall straining hardness by the erotic spectacle before him.  There was no need for foreplay: both he and the women were ready.  In fact their unwillingly stimulated vulvas were already filling the air with their intimate scent.
‘You cannot help yourselves, can you?’  Velasquez said with a triumphal chuckle, making the women shiver with shame.  ‘You may talk about your freedoms, Mrs Forbes, but deep inside you enjoy being mastered…’
Positioning himself between Isobel’s thighs he took hold of the bar over which she was bent and using it as purchase, he rammed his stiff cock deep into her pussy.
Isobel moaned and bit on her gag as he filled her and her mind spun…  
The feel of a strange man’s cock inside for the first time in so long….  Lorna was watching her being mounted like an animal… feeling it pumping back and forth in her as she helplessly clutching and squeezing upon it even in her despair…  no daughter should see her mother like this… never had she been treated like this before… Lorna must not see her suffering… it was outrageous and filthy and wrong and… ohhhh!
Velasquez’s hot seed spurted into her even as her loins convulsed and sprayed out her juices over him.

***

For some minutes Velasquez lay across Isobel’s bare back, enjoying the satisfaction of his ejaculation into this once proud English woman’s vagina, supported by her as she was by the wall bars, his hands beneath her, squeezing her hot heavy breasts while she moaned feebly as if half stupefied, letting her hot intimate wetness revive him.  All the while her daughter was staring at them both goggle-eyed: repulse and fascinated.

He turned to look at Lorna and smiled. ‘Don’t worry; your mother is not hurt.  This is quite normal.  And now it is you’re turn…’

Velasquez pulled his reviving shaft out of Isobel’s clinging slot.  Isobel stirred and moaned about her gag, pleading with him not to violate her daughter.  But of course he took no notice.  Opportunities like this did not come his way very often.
He moved sideways, his shaft dripping with his sperm and Isobel’s unwillingly spilled juices.  Taking hold of the bar he rammed his cock between Lorna’s gaping slippery pussy lips and then up into the wonderfully tight haven of her vagina, giving it a taste of her mother’s juices for the first time since her birth.  And even as he drove Lorna’s hips against the bar and she gasped in outward misery, her tight pussy squeezed close about him.
They could not have known proper men before, Velasquez thought.  Now they could not help themselves.
And so he rode the daughter as he had her mother and brought her to the same triumphant, shattering climax.  However many more of these they endured and however many more cocks entered them, Velasquez knew that he had been the first man in Barbouria to have them.
Although they did not know it their new life had just begun.









Chapter Two

 

Lorna and Isobel were too dazed and weak to resist as Velasquez freed them from the wall bars and rearranged them before securing them once again in new postures.  

The middle bar over which they had been bent remained in position, but the bar above it had been extended at an angle, while the lowest bar had been retracted closer to the wall.  He pushed them back against the bars so the middle one pressed into the small of their backs and their bodies were bowed.  He clipped their yoke bars to the upper bar, spread their legs wide again and hooked their ankle cuffs to the lower bar.  Now they stood side-by-side with their hips and stomachs thrust out and legs and shoulders pulled back, exposing the fronts of their bodies, their hot trembling breasts and especially their sore, simmering and dripping vulvas.  Still flushed and engorged from his shafting they gaped like freshly opened wounds in their bodies.

Velasquez looked at their dribbling mouths with pride, as if of a job well done.  As they focused upon him through bleary, tear-crusted eyes, they saw his look and their cheeks burned in fresh shame.  
He drew the tip of his quirt through Lorna’s ravaged slot, making her snivel and tremble, fearing more punishment.  But he was only testing its state of arousal, seeing how her discharge soaked into the braided leather, darkening it as it did so.

‘I understand that your daughter has the lust of youth and inexperience which I roused within her to bring forth such a fine display, but what about you, Mrs Forbes?’  He transferred to the quirt, now stained with Lorna’s juices, to her mother’s hot wet sex mouth and rubbed it through its sopping depths, making her shudder in turn. ‘You held on to me in despair and burst like a fat ripe orange when it is squeezed.  How long is it since you last had a man inside you?’

Isobel screwed up her eyes in shame and turned her head away from him.  He chuckled.  ‘Has it been years?  Have you been making do with your fingers or a pleasure dildo all that time?  What a waste of a fine body!  That is practically a crime in itself.  Well you’ll have no need of such things here.  We know how to care for women’s bodies and keep them fresh and well exercised…’
As he spoke he took out of what had seemed to be the empty bucket by the wall bars a strange device a little like an old-fashioned car horn fitted with a carrying handle and with a pair of overlarge rubber bulbs connected to a metal trumpet.  A short length of rubber hose extended from inside the mouth of the trumpet.  

He dipped the curious device into the full bucket, sucking water up into its topmost bulb.  Then he pushed its trumpet end over Isobel’s outthrust sex mound, so that its contours cupped it tightly and its protruding hose slid up into her vagina.  Then he worked the twin bulbs, discharging one into her so that it flushed her sheath out, and then sucking the waste back into the second one.  He repeated the process with Lorna until both their nether orifices were tingling and refreshed.  When he was done he wiped them dry with the towel.

‘Now I must return to my duties and make my report.  I must consult further on your case before I decide what we’re going to do with you next…’

And he returned to his office, locking the door behind him and leaving them alone.

Slowly Lorna and Isobel turned to look into each other’s faces, frightened at what they would see but needing reassurance all the same.  Isobel tried to smile around the gag plugging her mouth but the strap across her lips concealed most of it so that only her red rimmed eyes seemed to brighten slightly.  Feebly Lorna did the same.  But they were each still deeply ashamed of what they had witnessed.  A mother should not see her daughter having sex or a daughter see her mother being shafted; far less while bound and gagged as they were.  That was perverted! What was even worse, as they were only too acutely aware, the same penis had been responsible for both their despoilment and the terrible surges of delight as orgasms had been ripped from them.  They had, however unwillingly, taken the same man inside each of them and responded with equal passion, and they knew it was something they could never forget.
Without being able to speak there was little more they could do to reassure each other.  More as a gesture of defiance, each of them squirmed and strained at their cuffs, trying to slip their hands out of them, but they were too deep and tight.  So after a while they lay back against the bars, trying to shift their bowed bodies into the least uncomfortable positions possible.  The same thoughts were passing through their minds.  How long would they be left here?  And what would happen to them next?
Gradually an old sense of disassociation began to steal over them.  They felt as if they should still be crying inconsolably and wallowing in the depths of shame and despair after their ordeal.  Yet they were not. Nor had they been driven mad by their violation. What was wrong with them?  

Of course that was how they would have been expected to respond to such an ordeal in England.  Here in Barbouria evidently things were very different.  What had been done to them was apparently perfectly normal and even part of regular police policy.  This whole room was testament to that.  Of course it had still been shocking and barbaric, and yet that attitude of the everyday about it took the edge off their guilt and lessened their sense of being left somehow unclean.  They were not expected it to behave as if their world had come to an end.  And perhaps, each thought secretly, this strange attitude also explained their startlingly passionate responses to their suffering and humiliation.  It was how women were expected to behave here.  Yes, that must be it…

And so they lay there.  In England they would be getting cold by now exposed like this, but the room was warm and its air felt baked, like a kitchen with an oven open.  This was not England…
Half an hour after Velasquez had left them they became aware of voices in the office filtering faintly through the door.  After a few minutes of this the door was unlocked and Captain Velasquez entered escorting Hassan al Rashid.
At the sight of him Isobel and Lorna began to struggle against their cuffs and yoke bars once again, horrified at the thought of him seeing them naked, bound and exposed.  But of course they were totally unable to conceal themselves from his gaze and so their cheeks burned with fresh shame.
The two men had been speaking in their own language but as they moved towards Lorna and Isobel they switched to English.  This only made comprehensible the intimate details they had evidently been discussing.
‘So, Miss Forbes was not a virgin?’  Rashid said.
Lorna whimpered.

‘She was tight but definitely ruptured,’ Velazquez replied.  ‘I imagined all young English women of that class were pure.  But apparently a while ago she defied her widowed mother with an unsuitable liaison.  That is why she took her away from home on a world cruise.’
‘And Mrs Forbes is a widow?’
‘For some years I gather, although that is hard to believe when you look at her…’ he gestured at Isobel’s naked bound body ‘… what a waste.’
Isobel groaned.  

‘And so they came here without any protector?’

‘None at all.  I had no idea they could be so foolish.  Naturally, in these circumstances, I took my pleasure with them both.’
‘Of course, Captain, is what else would you do?’ Rashid said mildly.  ‘Were they pleasing?’
‘They bucked and squealed like unbroken fillies, but they were highly satisfying and responded well once I had broken their resistance…’
Isobel gaped at them in mute horror.  They might have been talking about breaking in horses, rather than stripping, binding and ravishing two innocent women.

Rashid looked Isobel and Lorna over closely and appreciatively without any sign of embarrassment on his part.  ‘May I examine them?’ he asked.
‘Of course,’ Velasquez said generously.
The women bit on their gags and squirmed in revulsion, but of course they could do nothing to stop Rashid exploring every part of them.  He squeezed their breasts and pinched their nipples and reached beneath them and cupped and clasped their buttocks to test their softness and strength.  He did not hurry and completely ignored their stifled moans and whimpers of shame, handling them as casually as if they were animals on display at some market or show.  He even parted their sex lips and probed the depths of their vaginas and, like Velazquez before him, brought his fingers away slippery and wet.  Fresh blushes burned on their cheeks as they turned their eyes away from this evidence of their continued, and inexplicable, display of passion in the face of brutality.

When Rashid was done at last he said to Velasquez: ‘Oh, yes… they really are fine specimens of womanhood.  Being mother and daughter makes their similarities and differences most interesting.’  
Then for the first time he spoke directly to them; still with his former tone of formality to which was now added a suggestion of pity.  
‘Mrs Forbes, Miss Forbes, I do feel somewhat responsible for your predicament.  I really did not intend to cause you any alarm.  But I was so taken with your great beauty …’ He waved a hand expressly at their naked and exposed bodies   ‘… which I now see was even greater than I had imagined, that I felt I must compliment you upon it.  If only you had understood that then, all this might have been avoided.’  He shrugged helplessly. 

‘But now I’m afraid justice must take its course…’

Isobel and Lorna could only stare back at him in mute dismay.

‘Your assault upon Mr Rashid was witnessed by many people,’ Velasquez explained.  ‘Even if he is kind enough not to bring charges against you personally, the law demands that some restitution be made to satisfy public anger at your actions.’ Then he hesitated. ‘However, if you can make some offering to him, some gesture admitting your fault, a display of suffering in return … what is the word… yes, do a penance for Mr Rashid, then he can legitimately say his honour was been satisfied, and this would be one less charge to be brought against you at your trial.’
‘But of course you must do this entirely of your own will,’ Rashid added.
Velasquez stepped forward and unbuckled their gag straps, pulling the rubber plugs from their mouths.  ‘Now, Mrs Forbes, can you think of anything that would satisfy these conditions?’
With a sinking heart Isobel realized what was expected of her.  Her aching body was clue enough.  Her further suffering and humiliation was all she had left to offer.  It was revolting and these people were barbarians… but a few minutes of pain and indignity while she was already exposed like this might save them both so much later.  It took an immense effort to speak clearly in such circumstances but she forced herself to do so. 

‘Perhaps, Sir,’ she said meekly, taking in a deep breath, ‘if Mr Rashid would like to… to beat me and… then have sex with me?  Would that make up for my… unfortunate slap?’  Even as she said it, offering herself up for carnal pleasure, she felt her nipples standing up and a tingle growing in her loins.

‘Would that suffice?’ Velasquez asked Rashid.

‘It would,’ Rashid said with a happy smile.
‘Have me as well!’  Lorna piped up suddenly.
Isobel twisted her head round to glare at her daughter.  ‘I slapped him, Lorna, so I must make amends.  This is not your concern.’
‘But it is, Mother.  You were only trying to protect me.  I’m old enough to take my share…’

‘I forbid you!’

‘Look at us!  You can’t forbid me anything right now, Mother.  If it means one less charge against us then… he can have me if he wants.  Do you hear that, Mr Rashid?  Whatever you’re going to do to my mother you can share it with me.  You can… you can spank me all you like!’  She thought she was just trying to be brave and trying to spare her mother unnecessary suffering, but as she spoke she felt a strange illicit thrill flowing through her at the sound of her own words, and could not help adding:  ‘And p… put your… your prick up me as well!
‘Language, Lorna!’  Isobel said, shocked.
But Rashid was applauding. ‘Ahh, what spirit your daughter has, Mrs Forbes.  You must be very proud of her.  I accept her sacrifice and will greatly enjoy having her.’
‘No, please don’t, Mr Rashid,’ Isobel begged.
‘But I will, Mrs Forbes, because as your daughter points out, she is of age and you cannot stop me.  I would be mad not to accept such a delightful offer to enjoy both a mother and daughter together.’

While they had been talking, Velasquez had gone to the rows of hooks and brought back with him looked like a long handled flyswatter, which he presented to Rashid.  ‘You may use this on them with as much force as you like.  It will make a most satisfying sound and deliver sharp pain but not break their pretty skins.’

Rashid swished it through the air experimentally.  Its head was perforated like a kitchen spatula but appeared to be made of thick black rubber.   ‘Yes, this will do perfectly…’
Velasquez bowed slightly: ‘Then I will leave you to enjoy them.’  And he left through the door back into his office.

Rashid removed his white linen jacket and hung it on a spare hook and then rolled up his shirtsleeves.  He smiled at Isobel and Lorna, bowed naked and helpless across the wall bars waiting for him.  ‘I shall of course not insult you by pretending I am going to be gentle,’ he told them.   ‘That would be quite wrong and it is not the Barbourian way.   You must genuinely suffer, you understand that?’
Through gritted teeth Isobel said: ‘Yes.  Please… just get on with it…’
‘Would you like your gags replaced so you have something to bite on?’ he asked solicitously. ‘I would not like you to damage your teeth, lips or tongues from pain.’

Both nodded.  He replaced their gags and they closed their teeth about the roots of the plugs once more as they filled their mouths.  Maybe they would mute their screams…

‘I will use the swat until your intimate places are properly reddened and your tears are falling,’ Rashid said.  ‘Then I will un-gag you again and I expect to hear you plead for me to finish you off in the proper manner, do understand?’

They nodded again.

He took up position in front of Lorna and drew back his arm.  She screwed up her eyes as the swat swished through the air and then opened them again in horror as it smacked into her breasts with a crisp thwack of rubber on flesh.  With her arms drawn up and back by her yoke her breasts were perfectly exposed to him and their pale pink mounds flattened under the forced of the blow, driving her hard nipples deep down into them which then sprang up again ready for more.  He beat her breasts from the left and the right and then square on half a dozen times while she screamed and bit on her gag.  Her eyes filled with tears which ran down her cheeks while her spittle dribbled out from under the gag strap across her lips.
Then Rashid stepped to one side and beat her mother’s heavier and fuller globes with the same enthusiasm and precision, making them bounce and shiver and smack against each other. While she yelped and sobbed Lorna looked down at her breasts in fear to see they were now glowing a shocking pink, simmering and tingling all over.  Yet her nipples still stood up hard.
Leaving her mother sobbing over her now ruddy and simmering mammaries, Rashid moved back to Lorna and swung the swatter across her exposed stomach.  Her whole body jerked against the hooks that bound her to the wall bars as she tried to curl up about the blade as it beat her, making her writhe and jerk helplessly.  Then he stepped aside and delivered the same hail of blows to her mother’s fleshier middle.

When he was done he came back again to attack his final target: Lorna’s out thrust vulva.
Her pliant lips flattened under the stinging blow she felt swish between her thighs.  There was a distinct squelch and the blade came away wet with her juices which were squirting out from each end of her furrow.  The hard nub of her clitoris, that organ she had hardly begun to understand, felt as if it had been struck by a hammer as it was pushed down into its fleshy hood.  It was shocking and awful… and yet a part of her wanted to feel it again.

But she only received another five blows before Rashid moved sideways to beat her mother’s fuller and fleshier pubic pouch in the same way.
This time when he was done, Rashid stepped back and tore open the bulging flies of his white trousers to expose his straining brown penis.  Lorna and Isobel stared at it through their misty eyes, knowing its inevitable destination, feeling their own stinging and beaten bodies filling with anticipation.  Incorrect thoughts filled their minds: this was how it should be; pain must be followed by pleasure…

Rashid unbuckled their gags and they choked out between them: ‘please, Sir… we’re sorry for what we did… please will you make love to us… screw us… have us now… hard… please!’
Rashid plunged his shaft into Isobel’s red dripping gash, digging his fingers deep into the soft folds of her sore burning breasts as he gave her half a dozen quick thrusts.  Then he pulled out of her, took two steps sideways, clasped hold of Lorna’s fine high burning pink breasts, and rammed his cock into her waiting pussy.
And so back and forth he went, his shaft dripping their juices between them across their bound thighs, accompanied by their incoherent moans and gasps of arousal.  Later they would recover and something of their English sense of shame and guilt would return, but in this moment all they knew was a terrible all-consuming lust that only a man’s cock could satisfy.

Lorna sobbed as she felt her loins seem to explode over Rashid’s shaft.  Then still in the throes of her ecstasy she whimpered as she felt his member torn out of her and thrust back into Isobel.  And for a brief moment, before it was washed away by the continuing rush of her orgasm as it tore through her, Lorna felt a terrible sharp pang of resentment towards her mother as her vagina received his ejaculation of hot sperm as its reward.

***

‘I would like to spare them the discomfort of imprisonment whilst they await their trial, Captain,’ Rashid said to Velasquez twenty minutes later, after he and the two women had been cleaned and refreshed.  ‘If they would consent to become my concubines they could be released into my care, is that not correct?’

‘Yes, I’m sure that would be acceptable,’ Velasquez said.  ‘That way they would not be a burden upon the state, as long as you could guarantee they would be kept secure and have no chance of escaping justice.’

‘Captain, I would keep them very secure indeed,’ Rashid promised.  ‘There would be so many chains, locks and bars between them and freedom that I assure you there would be no chance of them escaping…’

Still bound the wall bars, Isobel looked at the two men with growing horror.   Although her private parts still ached, the disturbing erotic delirium of her beating and coupling with Rashid had faded and a little of her self possession had returned.  Now she was determined to maintain some shred of dignity and pride.  They could not simply decide their fates like this.  Their gags had not been replaced so she could put her fears into words.
‘“Concubines”?  What do you mean concubines?’ she gasped.
‘Under our law as an unmarried man I am permitted up to seven concubines, Mrs Forbes,’ Rashid explained simply.  ‘At the moment I only have three so I would be delighted to take you and your daughter into my care in that capacity.’ 
‘You mean as your… sex slaves!’  Isobel said with contempt.  
‘Well of course you would be expected to serve me much as you have today,’ Rashid said. ‘It would be unnatural to do anything else.  But my house is large and comfortable with modern European facilities.  I’m sure once you got used to it…’

But Isobel felt she had paid her debt to him in full and would not give him any more carnal pleasures. ‘No, we will not do any such thing!’

Isobel cast a glance at Lorna as she spoke, perhaps fearing she would protest.  But Lorna was now feeling deeply troubled by that sharp pang of jealousy she had felt towards her mother earlier.  What was this perverted treatment doing to them?  It could not be right to feel like that.  And so for the moment she said nothing.
Rashid shrugged and said to Velasquez: ‘Well, I have made my offer.  Women must agree to become concubines of their own free will.  It is up to you now, Captain.  I shall follow their progress with interest…’ And he bowed to Velasquez and nodded to the women and left the room.

Velasquez scowled at them.  ‘You should have accepted Mr Rashid’s kind offer.  This means more work for me finding a place for you.  Well, under Barbourian law you have three choices.’
‘We… we are allowed to choose, Sir?’ Isobel asked.
‘Of course, we are not barbarians, you know.  You can go to prison until it is time for trial; which means you will be locked up for twenty three hours in a day.  Or you can volunteer for public labour, which will at least give you exercise and time in the sun and air, but you will be worked hard.  Or you can choose to serve as pleasure slaves in the Glass Harem at Tartoom.’
Intrigued despite her instinctive revulsion by the name of this last option, Lorna asked: ‘Please Sir, what do you mean by a “glass harem”‘
‘That is the name by which it has become known, inspired by its most famous feature which is… but that does not matter now.  It is a “guest harem”, which means the women there are not owned by one man, but they can be bound to visitors for a day at a time to serve as their slaves.  It is a most modern facility with pleasure gardens, air conditioning, fine catering and many bathrooms…’
‘You cannot own women, Sir!’ Isobel interjected, barely containing her anger.  ‘However pretty you make it seem it sounds like a brothel full of prostitutes to me!’
‘Women can be legally owned under Barbourian law,’ Velasquez corrected her.   ‘In the harem their ownership is arranged so that they only belong to one man at a time, as it has been done for hundreds of years.   They are simply serving their legal masters as is natural for them to do.’

‘That… that’s medieval, Sir!’ Isobel retorted. ‘How could you possibly run such a place in the middle of the twentieth century?’

He chuckled.  ‘Partly thanks to European hypocrisy.  You suggest such things belong to primitive times, but you are happy to patronise them.  Why do you think your cruise ship, along with so many others, visits our tiny country?  Half the male passengers will have taken a trip out to Tartoom before it leaves port.   For all that the memory of the Barbary Pirates and their slave raids may be condemned, many of your countrymen seem quite happy to celebrate their legacy.’

Isobel could only gape at him in horror and disbelief.  Yet why would he lie?  
‘It makes perfect sense, Mrs Forbes,’ Velasquez continued.  ‘We are a small country and need the income visitors bring.  And if you chose to serve in the harem you and your daughter would be greatly prized for your beauty.  It would also inspire the court to look leniently upon your case when you went to trial.  Judging by your responses today you would both make natural harem women… ‘
Isobel finally forgot herself and spat out: ‘How dare you say such a thing you… uhhh… eek!’
His quirt had cracked across the undersides of her heavy breasts, making them jump and shiver.  ‘You must learn not to speak improperly, Mrs Forbes,’ Velasquez reminded her. ‘You should also learn how to recognise compliments when you receive them.  Nor should you deny your own nature…’
While Isobel blinked the tears from her eyes and bit her tongue, Lorna whimpered in fear.  She did not deny the intense feelings her recent ordeal had kindled within her, but the idea of being used by not one man but dozens or maybe hundreds of men, possibly Europeans who had been on the Southern Cross with her, made her feel sick.  She could never endure that.

She turned to Isobel.  ‘Mother, we can’t possibly go there…’
‘Of course we won’t, dear,’ Isobel said, blinking the tears from her eyes and trying to ignore the fresh sting in her breasts.  She looked back at Velasquez and said coolly and carefully: ‘Please Sir, we would rather go to prison and not give you the satisfaction of abusing us any further.  At least that will be honest.’
Velasquez shrugged.  ‘You should be warned that our prison in Kabesh is not run like a British prison, Mrs Forbes.  But on your own head be it.  I shall make the arrangements…’









Chapter Three

 
Ten minutes later Isobel and Lorna were freed from the wall bars so that Velasquez could prepare them for their journey to prison.  

He clipped short chains between their ankle cuffs forming hobbles, and then he linked the front ring of Lorna’s chain to the back of Isobel’s.   To the front ring of her collar he hung a chain leash with a leather handle, like the kind used to control a large dog.

As he went to put their strap gags back in, Isobel said in alarm: ‘B… but what about our clothes, Sir?’

‘Why would you need clothes to go to prison?’ Velasquez said in surprise.  ‘Female prisoners are not permitted clothes.   It makes them easier to control.  I said our prison was not like yours.  This is not England and you do not need to be covered up. You won’t wear clothes in Barbouria again unless you are acquitted at your trial…’
Smiling at their horrified, disbelieving faces, Velasquez asked: ‘does that knowledge make you feel vulnerable and helpless?’
‘Yes, Sir,’ they admitted.
‘Good, that is the idea…’  Before they could protest further he pushed the gag plugs back into their mouths.  ‘A word of advice: you will not find the prison guards as tolerant of female talk as I am.  Do not speak out of turn unless you want to suffer…’
While they felt their stomachs knotting in growing despair, Velasquez took a pair of thin black fabric hoods out of a box on the shelves and pulled them down over their heads, tying their drawstrings about their necks so they could not slip off.

‘There, that’s to keep you docile on the way.  No, don’t struggle like that,’ he said as they twisted their heads about in alarm and moaned through their gags.  ‘Think! You cannot hide your bodies, and it would be a crime to do so, but at least this way your faces are concealed, which may spare you some shame in public.  But do not expect any consideration when your heads are uncovered again.  You are attractive white women so you will receive plenty of attention and will be expected to give pleasure...’  As they flinched again in horror he slapped their bottoms sharply.  ‘What else did you expect?  You will be naked, yoked and caged.  It is perfectly natural that the guards will make use of you as men have always used women in their power, so get used to it…’  They whimpered and jerked again in alarm.  ‘What is it now?  Did you expect women guards?  I told you our prisons are not like yours.  Well it’s too late to change your minds now.  I have arranged for your transport…’  They sobbed and moaned in despair. ‘All right.  If after a week you really cannot stand prison life then beg to see me again and I may be able to arrange for you to be moved elsewhere.  That is my last concession. Now follow where you are led and do whatever you are told…’
They felt themselves lead out through his office where their leash was handed over to another policeman, along with orders as to where they would be taken.  Blindly, stumbling slightly with their hobble chains jingling and scraping across the floor, they were taken out of the police station by some back door into what must have been an open yard where they were made to clamber into the back of a small van.  As they did so there bare bottoms were given hearty snacks which made them flinch and whimper.

Inside they were sat on wooden slatted benches and the van started off.  They swayed about fearful and disorientated as the van wound its way through the narrow streets of the city.  The only comfort was the pressure of their bare arms and thighs as they huddled together in their misery in fear.  At least they had not been separated, they each thought.  In this strange mood the chain linking their collars began to feel not so much like a shameful restraint but a lifeline.
After ten minutes the van turned in through some kind of gateway and came to a halt again.
They were taken out of the van and felt the lowering sun on their bare skin as they were handed over into another man’s charge, accompanied by an apparently cheerful exchange between them in the local language.  Rough hands pinched their nipples and slapped their bottoms appreciatively. Then their new minder said in guttural English: ‘You come…’ and jerked on their common leash.
They were led inside again and along echoing corridors, up another flight of stairs and in through a doorway until the brought to a standstill.  Their guard unclipped the hobble chains from their ankles and then their hoods were removed.

While the guard left the room they blinked about them fearfully.  They were standing in another office but one rather more foreboding than Velasquez’s.   Before them was a fat man sitting behind a large wide desk inlaid with rich red Moroccan leather.  He was wearing a green uniform of a different style to the policeman’s and was watching them intently through narrow, deep rather piggy eyes.  The desk itself was strange.  At each end were files in wire trays and there was a blotter, pen holder and inkwell before the man’s chair, but along its middle it had drilled through its top a row of six saucer-sized holes arranged in three pairs.  The front lip of the desk overhung its kickboard by a foot creating a recessed space behind it which was spanned by a heavy square metal rail set at ankle height.  A low wheeled wooden cabinet stood at one end of the desk.  

The whitewashed walls of the room were hung with dozens of photos of female prisoners’ faces and naked bodies, all cuffed and collared like they were.  Some of the faces merely look fearful while others appear to have been captured in moments of intense pain or perhaps orgasmic delight.  Other pictures just showed enlargements of breasts and buttocks which were crossed by deep whip marks.  Between the photographs dangled a frightening array of straps, lashes, whips quirts and canes.

The fat man had been studying them as they looked about them.  Now he said with gruff amusement: ‘So, you like my little gallery?  All my own work.  I am… how do you say it… yes; a keen amateur photographer.  Soon you shall be up there.  We do not get lovely pairs like you in here so often…’ 

He paused to consult a file apparently freshly set out on his desk.  
‘It says you are Isobel and Lorna Forbes, and you are a mother and daughter from England.  That is correct?’
With their mouths still gagged they nodded mutely.
‘Well I should have great pleasure in adding your pictures to my collection.  But I forget myself.  I am Warden Ghatt and I am the master of this prison, which means I am now the master of you.  And it is my greatest wish to have an easy life which means I want no trouble from the inmates.  You won’t give me any trouble, will you?’
They shook their heads.  
‘And you will do everything to please me and keep me content, won’t you?’
They nodded their heads.

‘That is good.  Now, I will give you the introduction I extend to all my prettiest female prisoners, just so we are sure which side of the table we’re on, as we say in our country, and who bows before the other.  It is necessary for discipline, do you understand?’
A terrible sense of foreboding began to steal over them but nevertheless they nodded again.  What other choice did they have?
Ghatt rubbed his big fleshy hands together.  ‘Good.  Now I want you step forward and bow to me across my desk.  Bow low, so those lovely snow white breasts of yours slide into the holes here.  You see they are shaped to take them… that’s it…’
Trembling they bent side-by-side over the front lip of the desk, with their shins pressed against its front rail, so that their breasts swung free and dropped down into the chamfer-rimmed holes cut in its top.  As soon as their chests and cheeks were pressed against the cool leather, Ghatt pulled a lever concealed on his side of the desk.  

It felt as if wire rope nooses had closed about the roots of their dangling breasts, squeezing them tight as they cut into their soft flesh.  At the same time sets of curved levers recessed in the front rail of the desk had extended outwards and closed about their ankles, pushing their legs wide as they did so. Isobel and Lorna yelped and instinctively tried to pull themselves up right.  But their breasts were firmly bound in place so that they could not rise and their arms were still confined by their yokes so they could not push down on the desktop, and their legs were splayed wide so they could not pull back from the desk.
Ghatt smiled at their fearful faces as they rested their chins on desktop before him.  Opening up a drawer he took out a Leica 35 millimetre camera and focused on them and snapped a couple of quick pictures.  ‘The first for my new collection,’ he said.  Then he hung the camera about his fat neck and reached under the desk and they felt his big hands close about their bulging breasts, which were hanging out from beneath it, squeezing and pinching them appreciatively.
‘Ah, yes such perfect full soft orbs you have,’ he said as they whimpered squirmed, shame to feel their nipples hardening under his ministrations. ‘I shall have a lot of fun with these.  But it is your other ends I must see to now…’
He heaved himself out of his seat and moved round to the front of the desk where he patted and squeezed their out-thrust buttocks appreciatively, murmuring, ‘Yes, such fine haunches you have…’
He took a couple more pictures of their backsides, and then he opened up the front of the wheeled cabinet.  Within were a couple of cylindrical glass tanks, and electric pump and battery, a coiled length of hose pipe, a towel and what looked like a garage grease gun.

Ghatt laid the grease gun and towel on the desk between the women and then took up the hose.  They now saw it was in fact two hoses bound together and both plugged into an end that was shaped a little like a gun with a handle and trigger and nozzle which was cupped about at its base with a small clear plastic moulding.  To Isobel and Lorna as they twisted their heads round frantically to try to see what he was doing, it reminded them of the device Velasquez had used to flush out their vaginas.  	
But they were not the orifices that Ghatt was interested in… 
He pushed the nozzle into Isobel’s tight anus so that it is slid deep into her rectum until the cup about its base was pressed hard between her buttock cheeks, and then he squeezed the trigger.   The motor in the cabinet hummed and she felt water rush up into her, swirl about and then flow back out about the nozzle to be gathered up by the cup and be sucked away through the second hose into the other tank, which began to fill with water clouded by her wastes.

When Ghatt was done he pulled the nozzle out of Isobel’s rear passage, wiped her dry and then pushed the tip of the grease gun into her anus in its place and pumped a squirt of petroleum jelly into her.  Then he moved along to Lorna and gave her rectum the same treatment.  
By the time Lorna’s anus was oozing petroleum jelly both women were moaning and squirming feebly as they realized what was to come.  But of course they were totally helpless to prevent Ghatt doing whatever he wished with them, however filthy or unnatural.
‘Is this your first time having a man up your posterior holes?’  Ghatt asked with interest, patting and stroking their bottoms again.  ‘Of course you are English and so inhibited about such things.  That is not our way…’
Isobel nodded desperately, hoping to stir some pity in him.  Instead he said: ‘Then you are like virgins in there.  I shall be delighted to take this prize from both of you.  But first you must be properly warmed up so you will try your best to please me…’
From the selection on the walls he took down a lash with long trailing thongs.  As he stroked it and they looked at him in horror he said: ‘Don’t worry, this is the softest leather.  It will sting and tease and burn you beautifully, but it will not cut the flesh of your lovely backsides.   Now I want you to turn your heads so you’re looking at each other.  Yes, keep like that.  Learn what pain and pleasure really look like on a woman’s face…’
And standing behind and between them he took a step back and then swung the lash so that it hissed through the air and cracked across Isobel’s bottom.  She shrieked and bit on her gag and jerked, tugging on her noose-bound breasts as stinging fire seemed to burn across her backside.  Then Ghatt swung the lash again this time across Lorna’s rear.  The soft lash thongs curled up between her buttock cheeks and into the cleft between them and ripping across the greased mouth of her anus and wrapped themselves about her pussy mound and stung her wet, protuberant lips.  Now it was her turn to shriek and dribble about her gag as fire spread across her backside.
And so Ghatt lashed mother and daughter with alternating strokes until he had brought their rears to an even rosy glow and their tears were dripping onto the desktop and their pussies, already it seemed developing an instinctive association between pain and pleasure, were glistening wet with fearful excitement and anticipation.  But this was not going to be their time to serve…
Garrett took more pictures of their burning bottoms and then he put the camera down and opened up his flies and freed a frighteningly large penis already in a state erection, which had been concealed by his bulging belly.  Then he advanced on Isobel.
‘I think you first, Mrs Forbes, so your daughter can see what is expected of her…’
He took up position between Isobel’s spread legs and thrust his purple cock head into her glistening anus.
Lorna saw her mother’s face contort and her tear-filled eyes bulge as her rear passage was forced open wide as Ghatt’s thick shaft flowed into her after its head.   And then she was filled so that her bottom bulged with his presence and his heavy dark haired balls slapped against the golden furred cleft of her sex mouth.  His big belly ground painfully across Isobel’s burning bottom as he rocked back and forth, making the desk creak with his thrusts.
‘Yes… yes,’ Ghatt grunted, a blissful expression spreading across his plump flushed face, ‘ you squeeze tight on me, Mrs Forbes… that is what I want… let me feel your English bottom serving me… more… ahhh…yes!’
And with a gasp he spurted his sperm up into her mother’s rear passage.
For two or three minutes he rested against her while Lorna looked fearfully into her mother’s face as she slumped beside her almost as if she was unconscious, trying to judge her expression.  Had Ghatt done any damage to her with his huge penis?  But then her eyes flickered open and she forced a feeble smile of reassurance about her gag.
For a moment Lorna was filled with the wild desire to ask her what it felt like to have a man’s penis inside her rear, and was frustrated that she could not do so.  Then she realized how revolting it would be for a daughter to ask her mother such a thing.  What was this place doing to them!
Ghatt grunted and pulled out of Isobel’s shiny greasy backside which dribbled with his sperm and remained gaping wide some seconds after he had vacated it, looking almost as if it was hungry for more filling.  Then he shuffled sideways and rammed his still hard penis up to Lorna, opening up her private passage before him, until his belly thudded against her sore bottom.  Now it was her turn for her wet eyes to bulge in wonder and terror as she felt her anal sphincter stretched wider than she had ever known as Ghatt drove up into her from behind by a means nature had never intended.  A shriek of pain and fear spluttered out around her plugged lips.  
Ohhh… so that was what it was like!  Horrible and yet also… no, no!

And now it was her mother’s turn to watch helplessly as Lorna sobbed with pain and confusion.  Isobel strained and twisted a yoke-bound hand until her fingertips just brushed Lorna’s hand lying next to it, giving what comfort she could.  Ghatt’s thrusting presence inside her rectum seemed so unreal that Lorna’s mind seemed to detach and fill with dark, wild, dangerous thoughts.  

He was a fat ugly old man and yet her sex was flowing under his pumping shaft and the nipples of her bound dangling breasts were standing out as if she was enjoying it… but she thought women were only meant to respond like that with those they loved… but his was something else… it was raw masculine power…  but how could he fill her like this after just having had her mother… hadn’t he drained his testes of sperm in her… did all Barbourian men have such capacity… was that natural to them… she had only ever known Mike intimately and never like this… oh no… she felt it was going to happen to her again… but that would be three times in a day… was that possible or normal…. but then what was normal any more?
And then Lorna felt her loins screwing up and the hot lust which accumulated within it, pumped from with behind by Ghatt’s penis, burst out of her unoccupied vagina and squirted over his trousers.

***

When he had taken his sodomistic pleasure with Lorna’s rear passage and had filled it as full of his sperm as he had her mother’s, Ghatt pulled his penis out of her.  

Leaving Lorna and Isobel bent over his desk exhausted and trembling feebly, he cleaned himself up with a wet cloth and towel from the hose cabinet.   Then he took his time to photograph them again from the rear, dwelling on their sore bottoms and ravaged backsides as they dripped with his sperm which ran down the insides of their thighs.  Then he freed their upper bodies from his terrible desk and made them stand so he could take pictures of their purple breasts which had been pinched tight by the wire nooses about them and which now stung and tingled as the blood flowed back into them.  While they were wincing at this new discomfort he recorded their agonised, shame-filled faces again.
By the time he was at last satisfied the western sky was flushing with the colours of sunset through the windows.  It would have been beautiful if they had been in a fit state to appreciate it.  
Ghatt called in a guard.  He gave him a command and then repeated it in English so Isobel and Lorna understood. 
‘He will take you to the guardroom where he and his companions will have some fun with you while they teach you which side of their table you are on,’ he explained.  ‘When they are done they will take you to the cells where you will be fed and watered.  You are to be caged and exercised together, but otherwise you will be treated just like any other prisoners.  We have no favourites here… even with lovely women.’
The guard took up their leash.  Lorna and Isobel saw the look of pleasure and anticipation on his face and shivered.

***

They were led through passageways of sand coloured stone, through heavy barred doors that their guard unlocked to pass through and locked again behind them with a large bunch of keys on his belt, until finally they came to the guardroom.  It was a large room lit by narrow slotted barred windows and roofed by heavy wooden beams.  Old chairs and a few battered and stained card tables were scattered about it.  In a corner were a stack of shelves stuffed with old magazines and some books with tattered bindings, next to a large radio cabinet.  Some yellowing film posters hung on the walls.

Four green uniformed men were sprawled about the room at their ease with their collars open, reading and smoking.  They looked up with interest as Isobel and Lorna were brought in.  Their guard said a few words to them and immediately they left what they were doing and came over to the rectangular table in the middle of the room.
It was larger and sturdier than the other tables and its dark wooden plank top appeared stained yet also polished.  It had hooks and chains dangling about its sides.  But the most startling thing about the table was that screwed to the ceiling immediately above it, so that they reflected the table top within them, were two large rectangular mirrors.
Despite her nauseating fear, Lorna found herself thinking: what a funny place to put mirrors…
The guards unclipped their leash and collar chains but left their yokes in place.  Then they separated Isobel and Lorna, taking one to each end of the table and turning their backs to it.  They lifted and sat them onto the table and then laid them down on their backs so that their heads almost touched in its middle and their bottoms just overhung the table ends.  Looking upward they could see themselves perfectly reflected in the big mirrors, as if they were floating above themselves.   Their breasts trembled on their chests, rising and falling in fear.

And now Lorna began to understand the mirror’s simple but terrible purpose.  Whatever the guards did to them, they would see everything…
The guards hooked chains from the sides of the table onto the end rings of their yoke bars, holding their heads and shoulders down.  Then they lifted and bent and spread their legs, forcing their thighs out sideways until the big tendons of their groins stood out.  Then they hooked their ankle cuffs to the sides of the table and then drew longer chains across their knees and back behind them to keep their legs spread and flat.  Now their groins were completely exposed and their fluffy dark gold pubic mounds looked like little tropic islands floating above the pale pink sand spits of their bellies and thighs, with the clefts of their taut buttocks just hanging over the ends of the table
Lorna whimpered and then felt and saw in the mirrors her mother’s fingertips reach out between their yokes to touch hers.

One of the guards had something in his hands which the others laughed to see and then appeared to approve of.  It was a pair of coil springs with short lengths of cords tied to each end, with in turn large crocodile clips fastened their ends.  Again in her innocence Laura found herself staring at the things uncomprehendingly.  But soon she understood their purpose.  

He slapped and pinched her mother’s nipples until Isobel groaned as they swelled and stood up unwillingly once more.  At the same time a second guard slapped and pinched and drew out Laura’s nipples until they stood up as well.  Then the first guard closed the metal teeth of two of the crocodile clips about Isobel’s hard cones, making her whimper.  Then he stretched the springs can cords up over her shoulders, across their metal yokes and down over Lorna’s shoulders to clip the other ends about her throbbing nipples.
In the mirror above her Lorna saw the man let go and the springs contracting, in the process stretching her and her mother’s nipples painfully up their chests towards each other while dragging their breasts unnaturally in their wake until they appeared to be trying to flow across their collar bones.   Their even softer paler undersides were now exposed.  Lorna snivelled and felt the tears pricking at the back of her eyes again.  How could these men be so cruel to them?  And yet why not when apparently the law gave its blessing?

The guards had more of the terrible sprung clips in their hands and proceeded to apply them to Isobel and Lorna’s private parts.  They wound the spring cords about their splayed thighs and pinched the crocodile clips ends to the top and bottom ends of their sex lips, making them sob in pain while their tension pulled their labia wide, exposing the shiny pink valleys of their clefts as Lorna had never seen them.  The hooded nub of her clitoris was revealed and the tiny hole through which she passed water and then below that the darker, crinkle-edged pit of the mouth of her vagina.  She felt air flowing across it and into her as she’d never done before.
The guards probed them with stiff fingers, twisting them about in their vaginas and teasing their clitorises into unwilling hardness.  Lorna sobbed and shook her head with despair at their intrusion, feeling revulsion and yet a faint intense stirring within her.  No… this was not possible…  Not for a fourth time in one day.  But she felt her juices trickling down between her buttocks over the mouth of her anus and down onto the table top to join the sweat emanating from between her hot buttocks.  The guards laughed and showed each other their sticky wet fingers, which they then wiped clean on Lorna and Isobel’s thighs and bellies.

Then the guards unhooked their quirts.

They stroked their ends over their bodies, flicking their tips teasingly over their stretched breasts and throbbing pinched nipples, and then down their bellies to their splayed thighs.  The quirts began to swish and flick harder, smacking into the gaping mouths of their vulvas, which displayed their most intimate and secret parts for their amusement and torment.

Lorna yelped and bit on her gag and cried, squirming and twisting as far as her bonds allowed.  This only seemed to encourage the guards and their quirts began to swipe across her even harder, leaving red streaks in their wake.
And then Isobel began to moan urgently while jerking and lifting her hips as far as she could.  Through her tear-filled eyes Lorna watched in disbelief for a moment and then realized what she was doing.  As they had learned in Velasquez’s torture room, all they had to offer in response to pain was their own submission and the pleasure of their bodies.  
Feeling utterly wretched Lorna began to copy her mother, trying to arch her back to lift her stretched breasts and wriggling her buttocks against the table top, which she now knew had been polished by the sweat and juices and writhing bodies of many women before them.  They were offering themselves up to their guards, promising by their submission that they would be good prisoners and give them no trouble, because the terrible table with its intimidating mirrors would always be there.  
Had the women who came before them offered themselves up so shamelessly?  Of course they had.  They had no choice…
The quirt whipping ceased.  
Two of the guards took up position at the ends of the table facing Lorna and Isobel’s open groins.  Their rampant naked penises were jutting out through their open flies.  They took hold of the women’s splayed thighs to brace themselves and then thrust their stiff shafts up into them.
Lorna felt her mother’s head bump against her own as she was rocked across the table top by the force of the thrust against her.  In the mirror Lorna saw her own lower belly bulging as the guards’ thick penis filled it from within, stretching her tight sheath a little further.  He reached up and twanged the sprung clips pinched about her nipples, making her sob.  How could he be so cruel… and why were her juices flowing so hotly?
Until this morning she had only known one man inside her and that just a handful of times.  Now since then this would be the fourth to have her, and the day was not yet ended.  Yet why wasn’t this driving her insane? Because this was not England!  She must remember that.  The rules were different here, both for men and women…
The guards screwing them grunted as they came inside Lorna and her mother.  And, as if in sympathy with their satisfaction, for a moment they also knew a strange kind of peace.
Then guards pulled out of them to leave the way free for their comrades.  In one final gesture of dominance they moved round to the sides of the table, took hold of fistfuls of the women’s hair and pulled their heads sideways until they could wipe their soiled penises clean with their tresses.  
And with that Lorna and Isobel’s surrender and degradation was complete.
The rest of the guards had them, wiping their sore pussy mouths clean with old rags and bottles of water in between taking their pleasure with them.  
Then they left them there bound to the table top; on display and available to all.  

Over the next few hours some guards left while others came in.  They examined the pair of white women fastened to their mirror table with interest and approval and then they took their pleasure with them in turn.  And when they were done with them Isobel and Lorna could only look up into the mirrors at each other’s hollow eyes and naked, trembling, soiled and helpless bodies and share their pain.  
Outside the guard room windows the sun had long set and the moon had risen, illuminating the Southern Cross as it lay peacefully at anchor out in the bay: the ship that would leave the day after tomorrow without them. 

And so Isobel and Lorna’s first day as prisoners in Barbouria ended.

 

END OF PART ONE
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