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Chapter Four

 
Isobel groaned and stirred, painfully aware of the many aches in her stiff cold body.  Parts of her also itched but she did not want to think about that.  She forced her crusted eyes open and saw the light of dawn pouring into the cell block’s exterior windows.  Somehow she had survived another night of imprisonment.  Opposite her Lorna was also stirring.  Briefly their eyes met and they each read in them their mutual despair.

This would be the fourth day of their incarceration in Kabesh prison and they were beginning to know and dread the routine, both for what happened and what did not.

They were lying on thin, straw-filled palliasses laid along opposite sides of a cage about six feet square and the same high, made of heavy riveted strips of metal.  Their collars were linked to the bars behind them by short chains so they could not lie together for warmth. 
On the wall of the cage opposite its door was a recess at about knee height where the bars bowed outwards to form in effect a small box.  It was just wide enough for them to push their haunches through.  Hung beneath the open bottom of this box was a waste bucket.  Angled downwards across the entrance to this box was sprung lever connected to a bell that hung above it.  Hung on the inside of the bars above this was a water bottle with a drinking straw protruding from it.  And that comprised the cells total sanitary facilities and plumbing.
Their cell was one of thirty six other identical cells set out in a regular grid within a big brick chamber.  The cells stood apart from each other and the brick piers which supported the ceiling, separated by yard wide passageways, along which their guards patrolled.  About half the other cells were occupied, all with naked women confined as they were.  The outer walls of the chamber had several narrow barred glassless windows for ventilation as much as illumination.  Most of the light came from electric bulbs above each cell with reflectors designed to direct their light downwards, illuminating the interior of the cells and their occupants, while by contrast throwing the rest of the room into shadow.  They were on show continuously and anything they did could be observed, while their watchers could stand back in the shadows almost unseen.
Awkwardly Isobel and Lorna shifted and twisted about until they could sit upright against the cell bars.  This simple action was difficult for them to perform because their arms were still confined by their yoke bars.  Isobel had never dreamed that they would be kept in their yokes twenty-four hours a day.  This meant that they either slept on their inadequate mattresses on their backs or their fronts and they could no touch their own bodies.  How long before they lost the use of their arms?  Nor had she realized that the only time their gag plugs were taken out of their mouths was when they were fed and had their teeth briskly cleaned… and to provide one other service for their guards.   Velasquez had warned them that they would not be as tolerant of female voices in prison, but she had never imagined this.  How long would it be for that… thing, was all they knew how to do with their mouths and tongues besides eat?
The new prison gag plugs they now wore had holes in their middles which permitted the passage of the cell water bottle straw, so they could drink when they needed.  It was about the only thing they could do with their mouths for themselves.
They heard footsteps approaching along the passage outside the cell room and their stomachs knotted with dread at what that meant.

The night guard opened the iron door to the passageway and two men in uniforms and rolled sleeves entered.  In one hand they carried wicker baskets and in the other quirts.  These they began slapping along the bars to rouse their occupants, calling out to them in their native language.  Immediately the other women in the cells went onto their knees and began their humiliating routine, in which Isobel and Lorna miserably joined.
With their legs splayed wide to expose their sex mouths they pressed themselves up against the bars and forced their breasts between them.  Then they began to jiggle their breasts sensuously up-and-down while making pleading grunting sounds about their gags.  They had soon learned that in this prison you got nothing for nothing.
The guards undid the fronts of their trousers and exposed their genitals and swelling penises.  At the sight of them the women in the cages nearest became frantic, rubbing themselves up and down and showing off their glossy breasts and hard nipples and begging for attention.  The guards worked their way along the rows of cages, pulling a woman’s gag plug out and immediately pushing their hard cocks through the gap in the bars into her open mouth.  She sucked desperately on their shafts for a few seconds, to give pleasure and win her reward.  If she had been pleasing, the guard pulled his cock out of her mouth, took a wrap of flat bread and dried fruits from his basket and pushed that it into her mouth in return.
And in this way the women inmates were fed breakfast.  
When the guards reached Isobel and Lorna they seemed to take a little longer about the process.   Both guard stood before their cage, apparently critically appraising the degree of their desperate show of pleading and humiliation.  Sometimes they squeezed and pinched their glossy breasts as they poked through the bars, making them wince.  Finally however they relented and removed their gags plugs and pushed their stiff penises between their lips.  Miserably, Isobel and Lorna took their members, already stiffened and wetted by several women before them, into their mouths, and pleasured them to the best of their ability, trying not to be sick.
The first morning in their cell, shocked by thus degrading practice, they had both refused to suck the guards off and they had gone hungry.  As a warning the guards had pulled on their collar chains to force them up against the bars and then pulled their breasts between them by their nipples so they could receive a beating from their quirts.  The next morning Isobel and Lorna had dutifully taken part in the disgusting ritual along with the rest of the women.
The occupants of the last cages visited every morning had the dubious honour of sucking the guards off until they came in their mouths.  If there were lucky as a reward they got an extra portion of breakfast.  That evening the same ritual would be repeated when the women earned their evening meal, which comprised beef or lamb couscous and vegetables in another wrap of bread.   Some of them went to sleep with the taste of that and the guards sperm in their mouths.
As Velasquez had said, this was not run like a British prison.
Breakfast or dinner, they were given barely a minute to gulp their food down and then bare their teeth for a rough cleaning with a communal brush before their mouths were gagged again.  As they waited Isobel looked round at the forest of cage bars and the women within, wondering what crimes their fellow inmates had committed.  Some had pale skins but most were olive or brown.  But of course there was no chance of asking them.  They were here to be seen, to suffer, but not to be heard.
Soon after breakfast had been consumed the next round of humiliations began.
To relieve themselves after their nights rest, the women had to bend over and squat down and then shuffle backwards to push their bottoms through the recessed apertures in the sides of their cages into the protruding metal baskets beyond so that their groins hung over the suspended waste buckets.   As they did so the sprung levers rubbed across their bare bottoms and rang the bells set on top of them.  

Quickly they empty their bowels or bladders and then waited for the guards, summoned by the bell, to attend to them.  Finally one came along with a fresh bucket and toilet paper and proceeded to wipe their anuses and vulvas clean for them. Inevitably the guards took their time wiping their pudenda’s and in the process indulged in a few pinches and tickles that made them whimper and bite down on their gags. 

It was of course better than leaving them filthy which would not only have made them less desirable to the guards but also spread disease, but Isobel suspected this method was also calculated to make them feel even more helpless and dependent on their guards, confirming their places on the lowest rung of the social order within the prison.  It was an unpleasant task to perform but there was never any doubt who got the greatest pleasure from it.  Were male prisoners treated in the same way?  Somehow Isobel doubted it.  This was another excuse for men to humiliate the women in their charge.   Was this the Barbourian way?
Long hours locked in a cell unable to speak to anybody or use her hands or read a book gave Isobel a lot of time to think about such things and inevitably regret her actions.  If she had known how this country was run, she thought, she would never have left the ship.  But she had never dreamed such things could happen to her and Lorna in the twentieth century.  They were respectable English women not sexual playthings!
But perhaps, as Velasquez had said, the world was changing and they could no longer rely on the protection that being British would once have afforded them.  Now they had to swallow their pride along with their guards’ cocks to survive…

***

Along with their cellmates, Isobel and Lorna were permitted one hour of exercise a day in a tiny yard walking round in a circle.  In any other circumstances this would have been boring but Isobel and Lorna soon found themselves looking forward to it, even though this brief period of escape from the confines of their cell also came at a shameful price.

The naked women were taken out of their cells in groups of six, formed up into coffles and marched out of the big cell room and down a flight of stairs to a walled yard.  In the middle of the yard was a heavy post which supported a device of six radiating wooden beams, from the ends of which hung short chains with clip hooks.  These were attached the backs of their collars and then they were made to walk around and around in circles by a guard sitting on a chair in the shade with a long handled whips his hand which he flicked across their buttocks if they showed any signs of slowing down.
But this was endurable and being able to stretch their legs out of their cages was worth a few whip kisses on their bare bottoms.
While they were outside the opportunity was taken to wash them down by the simple use of water hose, bucket, cloth and scrubbing brushes.  With the women’s arms all raised and yoked it made them easy to clean.  It was crude and uncomfortable and of course the guards tending them took extra time wiping their breasts and crotches.  To their shame Isobel and Lorna felt their nipples responding to the jets of cold water directed up into their vaginas and coarse scrubbing brushes rubbed across their breasts, and they spluttered and moaned through curtains of their own wet hair as they were rinsed off.  
But at least they felt refreshed and cleaner afterwards and it was still a price worth paying for the freedom of spending one hour in the open air, being able to look at something other than the bars of their cages, even if that was simply the sky or the high walls around them or the naked buttocks of the woman in front of them.
However there was a further penalty to pay for the brief pseudo-freedom that their exercise periods offered.  
Apparently Warden Ghatt was concerned that the women in his care, being unable to touch themselves because of their yokes, were not relieving their natural biological tensions while cooped up in their cages, which by Barbourian standards was deemed to be unhealthy and unnatural.  Of course the guards regularly used the women for their own pleasure, which was apparently accepted as a perfectly proper perk of the job, but usually the act was over too quickly for the women to come as well, leaving them aroused but frustrated.  Therefore an officially approved method of inducing female orgasmic relief at a specified time had been devised.
A thick, well-greased, knotted rope was suspended on a dozen low posts forming a ring beneath the rotating arms of the exercise machine.  When they were put on the device they were made to straddle this rope and walk along it.  As each knot passed through their clefts it spread their lips wide and rubbed the mouths of their vaginas and teased their budding clitorises.
And so they circled round and round the rope with mounting desire, hating it and yet helplessly entrapped by the pleasure and relief is offered, with the inevitable result.  Isobel felt queasy at the thought of the intimate juices being deposited upon it by the women circling it with her, including those of her own daughter.   How dare they make them do such filthy things!  And yet that revulsion only seemed to emphasise the rope’s power and presence and her response to its intimate stimulation of her private parts.
It was impossible to endure an hour of such stimulation without surrendering to an orgasm.
Lorna came first.  She had been tethered on the far side of the ring from Isobel but she could see her hunch over and moan and suddenly lose her battle with her pride and frantically rub her crotch over a knot in the rope.  The rest of the ring of women came at a halt; acutely aware of vibrations travelling through the rope from Lorna’s clenching sex lips, teasing their own pussies to respond in kind.
The guard with the whip who normally urged them on smiled indulgently and made another tick on the clipboard he carried with the names and numbers of each batch of women on it, confirming that they had properly exercised their passions for another day.
Ten minutes later Isobel gave up her own unequal struggle and came herself over the rope.  As she did so she felt Lorna’s despairing eyes resting upon her in turn.  This was so very wrong, she thought, but there was nothing she could do about it.
Sometimes warden Ghatt came out to the yard and took pictures of them as they were caught up in the throes of an orgasm which he had orchestrated.  Surely no amateur photographer had ever had such a variety of unwilling nude subjects ideal for figure study before.   It was almost comical to see him manoeuvring his bulk quickly about the yard as he tried to find the perfect angle to catch these fleeting moments.  But his persistence was rewarded and he smiled proudly as he recorded the looks on their faces of helpless relief mingled with despair, while their juices ran down insides of their thighs.
Then the guard flicked his whip across their backs and they set off again.
To add one final degree of shame to their hour of exercise, the yard was overlooked by another part of the prison in which male inmates were housed.  For some reason it seemed that they were permitted more freedom than the women and were able to look out of their barred windows.  And so the women’s exercise period was accompanied by the shouts and suggestions from the male prisoners which, being in the local language, fortunately Lorna and Isobel could not understand, although they suspected that many were directed at them.
Occasionally a few words were called out in English which usually involved obscene and impossible biological suggestions, to which they tried to close their ears.  All they did know was that should they ever visit the male wing they would undoubtedly be repeatedly ravished by every orifice until they were rendered unconscious.

***

After the ritual humiliation of the evening meal the lamps over their cells were turned down and they were expected to go to sleep.  Isobel and Lorna rubbed their feet against each other’s legs, which was the most contact and reassurance the cage and their chains allowed them to give each other.  Then they huddled down on their mattresses and tried to sleep in their yokes, knowing that the next day would be just the same as this one. 

Into the silent ferment of her mind, Isobel began to fear that she would slowly be driven to distraction by the monotony of their existence and the inhumane routine and they would gradually begin to welcome the intimate humiliations piled upon them until they actually longed for such things.  Perhaps the native Barbourian women could endure such an existence, but could she and Lorna survive three or possibly four months of this kind of life without being driven mad?

***

On the sixth night of their incarceration, Isobel was woken by the sound of the night guard tugging on Lorna’s hair, trying to drag her up against the bars.  He wanted her to pleasure him again, either orally or with her vagina or rear passage.  All were freely available to them.  It was not the first time he had chosen to break the monotony of his night-time duty this way, and although it tore at her heart, Isobel knew there was nothing she could do to stop him.  All she could do was watch as her daughter endured yet other degradation.  

She wanted to turn her face away of course but that would have been worse, as if she was abandoning Lorna to her fate.  Twice before she had to watch as a brown penis penetrated her daughter by one orifice or another.  And three times before, Lorna had had to endure watching her suffering in the same way.   
No punishment was as bad as that, Isobel thought.
But this time Lorna whimpered and struggled and began to sob uncontrollably.  Isobel saw panic and fear in her eyes.  The guard had surprised her and now she could not recover her self control so that she could submit to him using her.
Desperately Isobel sat up and made urgent pleading sounds about her gag to get the attention of the guard, begging him to stop.  Then she turned herself about and pressed her own buttocks up against her side of the cell, wriggling her hips up-and-down invitingly, rubbing the soft furrow of her sex mouth against the bars so that they cut through them and then forcing it between them so that her vulva spread in brazen invitation.
Tonight have me instead of my daughter, she pleaded mutely.
The guard grinned and let go of Lorna, who slumped down on her thin mattress again while he made his way round the cell to Isobel’s side.  She had saved Lorna, but now she would have to pay the price by cooperating in her own defilement. 
Biting on her gag, Isobel let him stroke and fondle her up-tilted buttocks, pinching their soft flesh and sliding his finger into her vagina.  Did he want her that way?  No he was scooping out her juices and rubbing them up into her anus, making her grease herself for his pleasure.  Then he reached through the bars to hold her hips and thrust his cock deep up inside her rectum.  
Like the warden it seemed he preferred to use women’s tightest orifice.
And because she had to, Isobel squeezed her anal sphincter tight about his pumping shaft, trying to please him to the fullest possible extent, ensuring he would drain his passion into her and let Lorna have a night’s peace.
For a couple of minutes they were locked in this strange posture, intimately conjoined but with the bars between them.  And then with a grunt he came inside her.  Revolted though she was at the feel of his hot sperm filling her entrails, she kept squeezing and milking him until his balls were empty.  And as she did so she felt beginnings of a strange dark pleasure tingling within her built out of pure perversion.  This was what total surrender felt like…
Then he pulled his cock out of her and the feeling melted away.
As she sagged down the bars with his sperm seeping out of her aching bottom, Isobel watched as he walked back around the cell, reached through the bars and took hold of a handful of Lorna’s hair.  For a moment she was horrified that he was going to break their unspoken understanding and use Lorna anyway.  But instead, very deliberately and grinning broadly, he wiped his soiled cock off on her hair, and then left them and walked away into the shadows.
Isobel saw Lorna staring at her beneath her tousled hair: now soiled with the guard’s sperm and Isobel’s juices and perhaps worse, which would have to remain that way until next day’s exercise and washing period.   Her eyes were filled with tears but behind them was a message which Isobel understood only too well because it was also screaming inside Isobel’s own mind.
We can’t go on like this any longer…  

***

The next morning, after the gag plug had been pulled from her mouth and she had dutifully sucked the guard’s cock in return for her breakfast, Isobel gasped: ‘Please, Sir, take us to the warden!’

Did he understand English?  She hoped so.
The guard scowled and swiped his quirt across her breasts as they bulged out between the bars, making them shiver.  Isobel sobbed and yelped in pain but repeated: ‘Please, we have to see Warden Ghatt.  Warden Ghatt, do you understand?  Please… it’s important…’

***

Once again Isobel and Lora stood naked before Warden Ghatt’s terrible desk with all the memories it held of their first encounter.  

Unlike the previous week, however, they did not fear so much what Ghatt might do to them, but what he might not.  He might simply refuse their request and there was nothing they could do about it.  In here he was their absolute master.  
Isobel said humbly: ‘Please, Sir, Captain Velasquez said we were to beg to see him if we could not stand life in prison.’  
Lorna spoke up: ‘And we can’t, Sir.  It’s too much for us.  I think I’ll go mad if I have to spend another week here.’  
‘So please let us go back to the captain so he can send us somewhere else while we wait for our trial.’ Isobel concluded.
Ghatt appeared mildly concerned. ‘Haven’t my guards made you feel welcome?  Haven’t you been fed and washed and exercised properly?’
Isobel chose her words with care. ‘Yes, Sir, I’m sure they’ve followed the rules and done their job properly.  But we just can’t take being treated like this.’
‘You mean serving my guards and giving pleasure as women are meant to?’
‘Yes, Sir!’  Lorna said quickly.
‘Shall I order them not to touch you at all, then?  Shall I confine you to your cell without any contact with them or the other women?  There’ll be no time on the rope in the exercise yard for you then.  You can sit and look at each other in perfect peace and silence…’
‘Please don’t, Sir!’ Lorna and Isobel cried together.
‘Is it actually then the isolation and confinement, not being able to speak, not being allowed to touch yourselves or each other and the mindless hours, that you hate the most?’
‘Yes, Sir, all that,’ Isobel admitted.
‘More than being used as women should?’
Isobel bit her lip.  ‘Both are terrible, Sir,’
‘But even though you say you hate such usage, you respond to it, don’t you?’  
He gestured at his gallery of naked women on the wall and they saw to their dismay that there were photographs of themselves there now, caught in the throws of orgasm on the knotted rope in the exercise yard.  Whatever happened to them, those obscene images might remain on his wall, slowly fading over the years…    
‘You can even spend over a simple knotted rope,’ he said with a chuckle, ‘I’ve seen you…’
They blushed but did not reply. 
‘Apparently you have both been brought up with this new western idea of freedom, dignity and self-expression for women,’ Ghatt continued. ‘Our women know how to live confined lives meekly and humbly, desiring only to express themselves by serving their husband or master.  You cannot live without constant excitement and stimulation and the apparent freedom to speak your minds at every opportunity.  But that is not natural and not our way.  What is best for you?’ and he stroked his moustache and looked at them thoughtfully.  
Suddenly inspired, Isobel added: ‘Of course, if you did allow us to return to the Captain for placement elsewhere, Sir, we wouldn’t wish to go without giving you something to remember us by… such as another picture for your collection.’

She saw Lorna start at the suggestion but then say almost eagerly: ‘Of course not, Sir, we wouldn’t want that…’
‘Something to show that we’ve learned a lesson whilst we’ve been here…’ Isobel offered.  She realized once again that she was bartering with her body and Lorna’s.  But it was all they had.
Ghatt nodded smiled.  ‘Perhaps.  We shall see.  Bend over my desk again…’

Gulping hard, the two women obeyed, spreading their legs and pressing their ankles against the bar in the front while they slid their breasts into adjacent pairs of holes in its top.  Ghatt reached beneath his side and they felt the unseen nooses pinched tight about their dangling breasts while their ankles were clamped.   They looked at each other anxiously.  Not again, they thought…

But then Ghatt worked another unseen control.  There was a click and the top of the desk divided along what they had taken to be a decorative groove running its length between the row of breast holes and the places they rested their chins.  Ghatt gave it a push and this panel of wood hinged upwards, braced by expanding struts at each end, leaving a narrow strip of edging on Ghatt’s side, while the section they were fastened to pivoting about its front edge until it was vertical, when it locked into place again.  Now they were standing upright with their heads showing above what was now the top edge of the board with their breasts bulging out the other side of it beneath them.  
The hollow under the desktop which was now revealed contained springs, rods and wires.  Ghatt worked another control concealed by the remaining overhanging lip of wood on his side of the desk, and Isobel and Lorna started as they felt things moving between their spread thighs.  Sprung, curved and heavily greased rubber dildos were emerging from beneath the front rim of the front of the desk and sliding up into their vulvas.  
The dildos were huge and ribbed and made their labia bulge as they forced their way up into them.  Lorna whimpered while Isobel groaned, but they did not protest.  A week ago they might have raged and sobbed in disbelief that such a thing could be inflicted upon them.  But now they knew better.  In this place almost anything could be done to them…
When the phalluses were in place, Ghatt worked another control and a concealed electric motor hummed and the dildos began to pump away inside them.   The pressure of their internal springs ground the curved dildo heads against the forward sides of their passageways, making their lower bellies bulge and stimulating their clitorises from within.  The dildos felt like living hooks within them, or perhaps a crooked finger pulling them forward imperiously.  Lorna and Isobel’s eyes rolled up in a helpless thrill of pleasure, while the nipples of their clamped breasts throbbed and swelled.  
Ghatt rose and came round the desk to admire them from behind.  He slapped their bottoms a few times almost playfully, and then he reached down between their thighs and clenching buttocks to feel the dildos sliding in and out of the elastic lips of their sex mouths.  They groaned at his touch.
‘It is a simple pleasure,’ he told them, ‘you must forget your western ways and learn not to resist it…’
It was surprisingly easy to surrender to the terrible stimulation.  They began to twist and grind their hips, hopelessly impaled on the dildos.  They felt their juices beginning to flow…
Ghatt returned to the other side of his desk and opened up a drawer.  ‘You western women must learn that pain and pleasure and can meet and join to become one,’ he said, taking out what looked like a small automatic pistol.
While they gaped at it in horror, still caught up in the throws of pleasure, he pointed it at Isobel’s right breast and pulled the trigger.  There was a pop of compressed air being released and Isobel yelped as small metal tipped feathered dart struck her just next to her nipple.  Ghatt shifted the gun sideways and fired at Lorna’s breast, this time striking her right nipple square on.  She screamed.
As if they were targets in a fleshy shooting gallery, Ghatt fired his tiny darts at their breasts until he emptied the guns’ magazine.  Then he reloaded and began again.  Where they struck small trickles of blood oozed out around the embedded dart tips and down the bulging globes of both mother and daughter’s breasts.  Soon they were covered with dozens of the feathery darts.  Lorna and Isobel screamed and sobbed and twisted against the panel which held them so painfully confined, but never once did they protest.

Pain and fear burned through their dart-studded and bleeding breasts while sensuous arousal bubbled up in their loins which were clamped about the relentlessly pumping dildos.
Ghatt the ceased his target practice and put down the terrible little pistol.  He brought out his camera and took several pictures of their feathered bleeding breasts and contorted faces.  Then he came round to the front of the desk again and examined their writhing, sweaty bodies, twisting between their clamped breasts and impaled pussies.  By now their lubricating juices, pumped out of their pussies by the dildos as if they had been extracting oil, had dribbled down the insides of their thighs and onto the floor and both of the women were acutely aware of its sensual aroma.  

Then Isobel felt Ghatt clutch her buttocks and the pressure of his belly against her back as his hard penis slid up into her rectum.  Without thinking she squeezed her sphincter tight about him.  It was all so horribly natural… no, she meant unnatural… or did she? 

He only had time for half dozen thrusts before the pressure of his cock pumping into her rear and the rubber dildo within her vagina became too much.  Isobel shrieked as she felt a shattering orgasm overwhelm her.  Then she sagged limply against the desktop board, her head lolling over the top so that she saw only her and Lorna’s dart studded and bloody breasts through her bleary eyes.  Gasping and sobbing beside her, Lorna’s face filled with terrible expectation, need and fear.  

Ghatt pulled out of Isobel’s rear and moved to Lorna and thrust his penis, still very hard and un-drained, into her bottom.
Lorna wailed and squeezed hard on to him as he sodomised her.  Teetering on the brink as she was it only took a dozen thrusts for her to be overwhelmed by a wave of pain-driven pleasure as had her mother.
It was a minute before Ghatt spouted inside her rectum while she flopped limply against the table top breast pillory board, jerking feebly as his cock and the powered dildo continued to churn inside her.

With a sigh of satisfaction, Ghatt pulled is his manhood out of Lorna’s clinging backside and leisurely cleaned himself up with the materials in the wheeled cabinet.  Only then did he turn off the pumping dildos.

‘I think I have done my job,’ he told the dazed women.  ‘Now I’ll send you back to Captain Velasquez.  But remember, if you misbehave again, there will always be a cage waiting for you here…’

***

It seemed far longer than a week since Velasquez had last glared across his desk at Isobel and Lorna as they stood naked and trembling before him.  How much had changed since then.  His searching gaze took in the subtle hollowness in their eyes, which they kept respectfully downcast, and their humble demeanour and the rash of recent pinpricks across their breasts with apparent approval.  They squirmed under his gaze but knew enough now not speak until he gave them permission.

‘What did I tell you about our prisons?’ he asked.
Isobel and Lorna kept their heads submissively low as they replied.

‘Yes, Sir, you were right, Sir,’ Isobel admitted. ‘It was not like anything we had expected.’
‘Do you want to go back there?’
‘No, Sir,’ Lorna said.
‘Are you going to demand to have your clothes and rights returned?’
‘No Sir,’ Isobel said.
‘Have you found you can live without them?’
Isobel gulped.  ‘Yes Sir, if we must, Sir…’
‘You must until your trial, resign yourselves to that!’
They shuddered.
‘Are you going to demand your freedom again?’ he asked.
‘No Sir,’ Isobel said meekly, ‘we know we must be kept in custody while awaiting trial.  But please Sir, send us somewhere where we can move about and use our hands.  And speak… if possible.’
‘Those are considerable demands for foreign women like you to make.  It will be far easier to keep you in jail…’
‘No sir, please don’t!’ Lorna begged.

‘What about Mr Rashid’s offer to become his concubines?’

Isobel hesitated, glancing at Lorna.  She bit her lip and gave a tiny shake of her head.  They might have been subdued and humbled by what they had experience in jail, but they still had some pride left.   ‘No Sir, we can’t face belonging to somebody like that…’

‘But then the next option would be serving as remand labourers on a public works site,’ Velasquez pointed out.  ‘It will be hard work, of course, but it would certainly give you plenty of exercise in the open air, and your yokes would be removed while you worked.’

‘Excuse me, Sir,’ Lorna asked nervously, trying to imagine labouring naked, ‘but how public will this be?’
‘Such works are carried out away from the city a little way out in the desert.  You won’t be bothered by tourists, if that is what you are thinking.   Such things would not be good for the image of Barbouria as a popular holiday destination.’
Lorna felt a pang of relief which was short lived.
‘However don’t imagine you will be treated gently,’ Velasquez added. ‘As other workers will be able to see you, you must be seen to suffer.  There will be restraints and your taskmaster will have every right to use you as he pleases for his own pleasure…’
They shuddered but remained resolute.  Such a prospect would have seemed obscene a week ago, but now it seemed a lesser evil than prison.  At least they would be outside…
‘We’ll do it, Sir,’ Isobel said.
‘Well this will mean more paperwork for me if I put the request through,’ Velasquez said. ‘Can you think of any good reason why I should take the trouble?’

Isobel and Lorna looked at each other, resigned to the inevitable.  They had begun to understand how these things were done in Barbouria.  Again they offered all they had…

‘Please Sir,’ Isobel enquired meekly, ‘is there any device next door that you might want to try out on us…?’

***

Isobel and Lorna hung upside down by their ankles which were hooked to the ends of a metal bar suspended by a pulley and chain arrangement bolted to the ceiling of the equipment room.  They hung back to back and the ends of their yoke bars had been hooked together so that they dangled with their falling hair intertwined and their sweaty buttocks rubbing together.  This shameful and disturbingly intimate proximity was maintained by a fat double headed rubber dildo which had been plugged into their rectums, transmitting each movement they made.  The length of chain from which they hung had been adjusted so that their groins were at head height to somebody standing in the room, while their heads were level with their crotches…

 A spanking paddle hissed through the air and smacked against their inverted breasts, flattening them and making dance and bounce and shiver.  They sobbed and wailed and the tears ran up over their foreheads into their hair.  But in between their cries they kept their mouths gaping invitingly wide.  Through their blurred eyes they saw Velasquez’s exposed cock bobbed stiffly before him as he walked around them, slashing at their bodies with the paddle, and knew what they had to do.

‘Please Sir!’ they sobbed, almost trying to outshout each other.  ‘Have me in my mouth, Sir… I want to please you… put your s… seed down my throat, Sir…’
Velazquez slapped the paddle between their spread thighs, beating their upended pussy clefts.  They clenched and bounced, squeezing on the dildo that mutually impaled them, feeling it surge within them, reminding them of Ghatt’s penis which had introduced them to the perverse delights of sodomy.  Trickles of helpless dribble ran out of the apexes of their clefts, through their pubic curls and down over their bellies, as if they had already taken to heart Ghatt’s lesson about pain and pleasure being one.
With their breasts burning and pussies simmering and driven to desperation they abandoned any vestiges of breeding or refinement and yelled:  ‘Please, Sir… fuck our mouths, Sir!’
Velasquez plugged the handle of his spanking paddle into Isobel’s vagina for safekeeping and fell upon them, hugging their bodies to him as one and ramming his shaft up Isobel’s welcoming mouth until her throat bulged, then ripping it out and spinning them round so he could penetrate Lorna, who gulped and sucked and strained to satisfy him.
They were, by necessity, quite practised oral pleasure-givers by now so the taste of his sperm when he finally ejaculated did not trouble them.  In fact they gulped it down almost gratefully; their minds filled with the prospect of being in the outside air once more.









Chapter Five

 
The public works site that Velasquez assigned Isobel and Lorna to was in Neffa, a few miles along the coast from the bustle and colour of Kabesh.

Neffa was a lonely huddle of ancient buildings surrounded by crumbling compound walls and might once have been a small village.  It appeared to be virtually deserted now apart from a small force of workers who were engaged in rebuilding sections of it for some reason that was never explained.  In this task they were aided by half a dozen slave workers, all female.  Apart from Isobel and Lorna, all of them appeared to be a local, or at least North African, women.  There was little doubt about their distinctive features or the natural colouring of the skins as they were all essentially naked, except for heavy working gloves and boots, which gave them a bizarre appearance.
These slave girls were not given skilled work to do, of course.  Their task was simply to load and unload stones to where they were needed and shovel and remove any rubble to waste tips.  To do this they pushed wooden wheelbarrows with clattering, metal-rimmed wooden wheels about the site along carefully marked pathways.  Any deviation from these courses was strictly punished.  Not that they had any incentive to leave the relative shelter of the old compound and venture out into the scorching sun unprotected.   A single dirt road lead into Neffa and otherwise there was just the empty desert of low rolling hills on one side or the blue ocean on the other.
Neither avenue promised any chance of escape to Lorna and Isobel, especially hampered as they were.   While it was true they could now move almost normally again, they were by no means free.  In fact they were almost was as restrained as they had been in their cages in the prison, although this was achieved in a different manner…
Lorna bumped her barrow along the familiar track that wound through the village from the current work site to the spoil heap, dripping with sweat.  It fell from the tip of her nose and her nipples.  It ran between her breasts and soaked through her pubic hair and ran down the cleft of her buttocks.  Even empty the barrow was heavy and awkward to move, but stopping was not an option.
Her wrist cuffs were chained to heavy staples hammered into the wooden handles of the barrow.  Her ankle cuffs were joined by a hobble chain with just enough play in it to allow a modest stride.  The middle of that chain was supported by a lighter chain with a sprung middle section, which ran up between her legs and through her bare buttocks to a hook on the back of the broad belt she wore.  If she had wanted to run away how far could she have got like this?
Then there were other impediments, both for her protection and continuing humiliation.
Her nose and mouth were contained within a wire basket strapped about her face.  It had an integral wire bit sheathed with rubber which she had to clamp between her teeth, meaning she could not eat and drink only from a straw with it in place.  However the bit was far smaller than the rubber plug she had worn in prison so she could speak around it if she had to, although doing so out of turn might earn her a whipping.
Similar wire baskets, rather like a bizarre brassier, had been strapped and locked over her breasts.  They did not support them and they jiggled freely within their cage-like domes as she moved.  This was to stop her or anybody else touching her intimately.  However she did not go un-stimulated.  Small feathers were positioned on the insides of the domes so their tips brushed her swollen jiggling nipples, constantly teasing them into erection.  She was not sure if they had been put their as a subtle distraction from the strain of her work, as a torment to remind her of her position, or simply as a devilish amusement for everybody else.  Possibly it was all three.
In this task her nipple feathers were aided by the chastity belt she wore buckled and padlocked about her waist.
From her broad leather waist belt a metal tongue descended between her thighs which opened out to form the supporting rim of an oval metal basket which cupped her pubic mound.  This tapered again to a metal strap which passed between her legs.  Set at right angles to this was a hollow rubber plug which had been inserted in her rectum and then expanded with a screw key beyond her anal sphincter so that she could not expel it, nor could it easily be pulled out of her.  This arrangement left her buttocks, apart from the hobble support chain which ran through their humid, sweaty cleft, bare and unprotected.  She could not be penetrated while the belt was in place, but as the scarlet stripes across her buttock cheeks testified, she could be whipped to encourage her to work harder. 
But the chastity basket over her pussy mound also served as a torment.  A small sprung weighted arm protruded from a slot in the basket front, the lower end of which she could pass water through without the belt being removed.  The other end of the lever supported another feather, the tip of which rubbed across her clitoris.  As she moved this weight bounced up and down, relentlessly stimulating her clitoris.
Even though her recent enforced education in the most intimate of sexual matters had been shockingly comprehensive, Lorna had never felt anything quite like this before.  She had hardly been aware of her clitoris in the past and even Mike, who had taken her virginity, had never attempted to stimulate it directly.  It was not something you talked about it polite society in England.  But in Barbouria it appeared everybody knew the subtle functions of human female anatomy and were quite ready to make use of them to suit their needs.

As Lorna rolled the barrow along the chastity belt weight bobbed and she felt her stroked and tickled clitoris throbbing.  In sympathy her labia engorged and inner lips pouted and then grow hot and slippery, dribbling their juices through the wire basket and down their thighs and even dripped onto the dry baked earth.  While Lorna strove to contain her arousal, she reminded herself that at least she could move her arms again…

***

She and Isobel had literally wept the morning they had arrived in Neffa and their wrist cuffs and collars had been freed from their yoke bars for the first time in a week and they could lower their arms and straighten their elbows.  It was as if their joints had actually seized up.  Every movement hurt, but it was a kind of sweet pain at the same time, reminding them of what the simple freedom to move as they wished felt like.

However they were given little chance to regain their flexibility before they were fitted with their hobbles, chastity belts, muzzles and wire breast cups, and then cuffed to the handles of wheelbarrows.
‘You do what I say, work hard and you eat and drink well,’ Djazief their taskmaster had explained in his rough broken English, as he watched them learning to move in hobbles while wheeling the heavy barrows.  He was a burly man swathed in a turban-like headdress and loose, course, stained robes.  On Djazief's belt hung a bunch of keys to the padlocks that secured both them and the other women in his charge, together with a quirt, a whip and a bamboo cane.  ‘You are lazy, slow or speak back and you get hurt, understand?’
And he flicked his whip across their bare backs to emphasise his words.
They yelped and promised him they would be good workers.  And they meant it.  Barbouria had already taught them that there was a world of suffering that they had never imagined before awaiting women who gave offence …

***

As Lorna wheeled her barrow along she encountered coming the other way first a naked local girl pushing a barrow, who kept her head resolutely down as they passed, and then her mother, straining with her load of rubble destined for the spoil heap.  They smiled wearily and ruefully at each other through their muzzle baskets as they passed.  Her mother was identically confined and stimulated and, despite her bedraggled look and evident exhaustion, Laura could see her nipples were standing up within their cups.

It seemed that even in such circumstances neither of them could deny their passionate natures.  Was their response unusual, or would any women in their place react the same way?
Lorna emerged into a small in a square where the restoration work was taking place at the moment.  A dozen men were working about the walls, some on rickety wooden scaffolds.  In the middle of the square was a small rubble pile with a stake driven the ground next to it from which ran a long chain to the collar of another the native slave girls.  Lorna had heard Djazief call her “Marella.”  She looked to be about her own age and was belted and muzzled as Lorna was, but her wrists were chained to a shovel.
As Lorna appeared the workmen called out to her while making a range of suggestive hand gestures.  As one of only two white women here they naturally attracted the most attention.  It had almost become a ritual by now and she had already learned not to respond them or let them shock her.  They could look all they like to but they were not permitted to touch them or interfere with their work in any way. 
And yet their unabashed interest gave her a fresh tingle in her loins not helped by tickling of her clitoral feather.  
Lorna set her barrow down beside Marella and immediately the girl began shovelling rubble into it.  Lorna could not help gazing at her strong rounded buttocks as she strained to shovel the rocks and the way her glossy breasts swung about within the wire cups that contained them.  She had never looked at women this way before coming to Barbouria.   Would she ever be able to do so normally again, without wondering what they would look like naked in chains?
Marella saw her looking at her and Lorna smiled reassuringly about her bit.  Marella looked a little embarrassed, and then she quickly returned the smile and continued shovelling.  Lorna understood the reason for her reticence and embarrassment and hoped Marella would understand that Lorna wanted to put that behind them.
Lorna wondered if Marella spoken English or French.  She did not think so.  When she had heard her speak to the other women it had been in the local language.  Perhaps she should start trying to learn some Barbourian if she was going to be here for a few months more.  Then she could find out why Marella had been sentenced to hard labour. It would help to pass the time if nothing else.
Marella finished loading her barrow and Lorna bobbed her head in thanks and set off again, wondering what the Barbourian words were for naked, sweat or exhaustion?  

***

But the relentless stimulation of Lorna’s nipples and clitoris could only be ignored for so long.

They had distracted her from the effort of wheeling the barrow back and forth as the weight of the barrow did from them.  But at some point her willpower and shame gave way and she hunched over as an orgasm tore through her.  At least she did it in a sheltered alleyway between two of the ancient crumbling buildings so that none of the workmen could see her.  She clutched at her thighs as a mist of her juices sprayed out through her belt cup and for a moment she knew perfect bliss and detachment from all cares.  

But that moment was gone all too soon and she was hurriedly wiping her thighs clean to hide her shameful display from the workmen, who would deride her mercilessly for it.  There seemed to be an awful lot of juice this time.  Were her discharges getting more intense because she was becoming less inhibited or because her body was stimulated by work? 
At least she had managed to set her barrow down before she was overwhelmed so she did not spill her load.  If she had then Djazief would have beaten her.  Again…

***

At the end of their first day working on the site, when Isobel and Lorna had strained to keep up the pace and had accidentally tipped over a couple of loads, Djazief had paraded them in front of the other girls.   They all had their muzzles, breast cups and chastity belts removed and their hands cuffed behind their backs.  While the other girls were on a long coffle chain, Lorna and Isobel had leather leashes clipped their collars with wooden rods with hooked ends where there handles should be which Djazief held firmly.  

First he explained something to the other women in the local language and then said to Lorna and Isobel: ‘I have told them you have been slow and careless workers.  Now you will be punished as warning to you to do better and them not to be lazy…’

He marched them all through the village and into the yard where the workers had arranged their simple living arrangements.  There was a fire of driftwood blazing, about which the workers were seated in the circle of chattering and drinking.  They watched with interest as Djazief led the women over to a section of the wooden scaffolding which contained a long horizontal timber at waist height.  He tied the end of the local girls coffle chain to this and then he made Lorna and Isobel bend over this beam side by side.  He used the wooden rods on their leashes as spreader bars to hook onto their ankle cuffs and make them spread their legs wide.
By now the workmen had left their fire and formed a semicircle about the naked women.  Lorna and Isobel squirmed in fear and shame, acutely aware of their intimate exposure, suddenly feeling absurdly underdressed without their chastity belts and wire brassieres.  Bent over like this with their legs wide their pubic mounds were clearly visible between their thighs, a fact that the workmen appreciated with laughs and no doubt ribald chatter and much gesticulating. 
Djazief explained something to the workmen, and then took out his bamboo cane and gave Lorna and Isobel ten strokes each across their buttocks.

They shrieked and wailed and jerked against the wooden pole over which they were bound, but of course there was no escape.  The terrible cane swished and smacked, making their bottom flesh shiver and each stroke leaving a burning stripe behind, delivering the maximum degree of pain just short of cutting their flesh and making them bleed.  Djazief wanted them motivated but not incapacitated for work the next day.  And so he did not hurry the strokes, but let them linger in terrible anticipation for the next surge of pain.  The eyes of the local girls tethered next of them were round with horrified fascination.
And when Lorna Isobel were limp and trembling and dripping with tears, expertly Djazief delivered the last two cuts not across their buttocks but up between their thighs.  As the cane cut into their pubic clefts, flattening their clitorises, this final acute sharp surge of pain was too much, and the women lost control of their bladders and peed over the sand.  Bent double as they were and driven by a spasm of fear and pain, their streams sprayed not down but backwards for several feet; causing the workmen to roar with laughter at their humiliating display.

As Lorna and Isobel hung over the pole with their bottoms burning and urine dripping from their pussies they felt crushed by pain and humiliation.  But Djazief was not finished with them yet.
He unclipped their leashes from their collars so they could take a step back from the pole.  Then he had them kneel down and drew the leashes from their spreader bars up between their blazing buttocks and then wound and clipped them about their cuffed wrists so that they could not straighten their legs to stand up.

Then he positioned the coffle of the four other women along the length of the pole so that they stood with their backs to it facing Lorna and Isobel.  A few flicks of his cane made the girls stand with their legs spread.
‘Now you put tongues into their slots and give pleasure, you understand?’ Djazief said, putting away his cane and taking out his whip so he could command the whole row of standing girls.  ‘If not I will beat their titties and your behinds until you do.  You keep doing until they spend…’
Isobel and Lorna looked at the row of trembling expectant women in horror.  They had been forced to pleasure men like this, but not women.  How could they be made to do this?
Djazief’s whip flicked across the standing women’s breasts and then over Isobel's and Lorna’s blazing bottoms.
‘Obey or else!’ he shouted.
‘We must to this, dear…’ Isobel whispered.  ‘Just be brave…’
And so Isobel and Lorna bent their heads between the thighs of the first two women in line.  Lorna’s was Marella.  Nervously they pushed their noses and tongues into the women’s sweaty slots and licked and kissed and sucked at everything they found within them.  Fearing Djazief’s whip the women did their best to help, pushing their hips forward and grinding them into Lorna and Isobel’s faces.  They inhaled a surge of womanly arousal and felt their own nipples standing up in return.
All this of course was done to chorus of shouts and cheers from the workers were greatly enjoying this impromptu show of female flesh and sexual humiliation.
It was as she tongued a strange foreign woman’s vagina that Lorna felt to her horror that she was becoming hotter and more excited.  The pain of her caned bottom diminished in proportion to the growing heat in her loins which was seeping out through the sore lips of her pussy and dripping onto the sand.  Was she finding some reward in the terrible necessity or was it a pleasure waiting for her all along?  There was something understandable in giving pleasure to a male member.  That was what women were meant to do, even if not usually with their mouths.  But women pleasuring women was wrong, wasn’t it?  She heard stories about that kind of love.  It was immoral and unnatural… except that her nipples and pussy did not seem to agree.  Was there something wrong with her?  
Then the girl she was tonguing groaned and sprayed her juices out over Lorna’s face.  Spluttering and red cheeked, Lorna shuffled sideways and began to pleasure the next woman.  As she did so the girl Isobel had been pleasuring also came.  Resolutely her mother moved on to the next sex mouth.

When they were at last done, Lorna and Isobel sat back on their spreader bars exhausted and numbed; their faces shiny with female juices, while the watching workmen mocked and cheered them.

Djazief declared:  ‘Yes, good.  You English women get to like our girls pussy taste, yes?  Maybe that all you good for.  Maybe I put you on show each night and get them to throw coins for you.’ He drew his whip across their trembling breasts.  ‘Unless you work harder tomorrow, that is what you will do!’
The next day, despite their sore bottoms, they did work harder and did not spill a single load.  They went to bed exhausted but unpunished and strangely elated.
But after that the workmen lost no opportunity of reminding them of what they had witnessed, while Isobel and Lorna and the native girls hardly dared met each other’s eyes without blushes of shame.

***

After work each day, when the sun was setting, Djazief put all of his girls into a coffle and led them down to the sea where he permitted them to splash about in the waves and refresh themselves.  There was a certain exhilaration doing this naked that Isobel and Laura had never known before.  

For a few moments as they played like children, delighting in feeling cool and fresh as they washed away the grime and sweat, it was almost possible to forget the long chains on their collars the other ends of which Djazief held in his hand.  Under the light of the setting sun the beach looked idyllic.  This was a glimpse of the holiday they might have been having if fate had not intervened…

***

The six slave girl labourers lived in a large cage on wheels standing next to the tent in which Djazief lived, both of which had been positioned in a small yard with crumbling walls on the outskirts of the village.  Disappointingly Djazief’s tent was not some exotic Bedouin construction but looked like an olive drab army surplus tent with twin supporting posts.   An old camouflage net had been thrown over both it and slave girls cage to provide extra shade. 

The slave cage was open within and like Isobel and Lorna’s jail cell, provided with more straw palliasses.  Buckets in its four corners, so as to be in reach of every girl, provided sanitation.  The girls also slept with their collars chained to the outside bars, but unlike in prison their arms and legs were free and they were un-gagged.   In the cage they also ate two meals a day very much like the prison diet of spicy meat and vegetable couscous with bread and dried fruits.  But they were able to eat with their own fingers off battered tin plates, which felt like a luxurious freedom.  
Canvas covers were pulled down over the sides of the cage at night to help keep it warm in the chilling desert air and to ensure that the workers did not interfere with them.  Of course Djazief had his pick of the women, sleeping with a different one each night, but then that was simply one of the perks of the job of being a taskmaster and was taken for granted.  Why wouldn’t he want to make use of a warm female body on a cold night?

On their second night working in Neffa, Djazief had taken Isobel into his tent.  Lorna spent a restless night in the cage worrying about her, realising this was the first time they had been parted for so long since their nightmare incarceration had begun.
The next day Isobel rejoined the other slave girls looking pale but apparently unharmed.  Before they were put to their task she managed to whisper reassuringly to Lorna: ‘It’s all right, dear, it wasn’t too bad… you’ll manage…’
That night, after another today’s exhausting labour, unsurprisingly Lorna was chosen to share Djazief’s tent.

She trembled with fear as she was led inside the tent, lit by oil lanterns, which revealed that its floor was lined by canvass and its sides were piled untidily with Djazief’s possessions.  An actual sprung mattress covered by blankets served as bed.  Djazief seemed very proud of it, prodding it to show how soft was.

‘You be good to me and once a week you sleep on real bed,’ he said.  ‘Now you do like I say or I use cane on you again…’  

He stripped off his clothes to revealing a huge rampant penis jutting out of a thick tangle of wiry dark hair between his thighs out of which hung a large and equally hairy testicle sack.  Then he pushed Lorna facedown onto his bed, slapping her knees apart until she raised her bottom high in submission and invitation.  He knelt between her thighs and took her from behind like an animal, kneading and slapping her buttocks and reaching beneath her to cup and squeeze her breasts.  His thick shaft stretched her vagina to its limits, making Lorna whimper in pain.
‘Yes… yes… you make animal sounds, English girl, like your mother.  Not used to having proper men up inside you.  But you will learn…’
He came and filled her vagina with his sperm.  Then he rested for some minutes across her upraised haunches, idly stroking her.
‘Such fair white skin,’ he mused. ‘I keep you and your mother well oiled, so you do not darken in the sun…’

Had he finished with her?  She supposed it had not been too bad.  She had actually begun to respond the end.  In a way it was a pity he had come too soon.  Surreptitiously she squeezed on his shaft still embedded within her, trying to get a little more pleasure out of it…
Then he pulled his shaft out of her sticky hot cleft and rammed it into her anus.
Lorna shrieked with pain as it filled her for a second time.  He was bigger than Warden Ghatt and his thrusts were stronger.  He would split her, burst her rear passage!  It was so unnatural and hateful and… and then to her amazement her loins burst instead as she came.

When he was done with her at last and his sperm seeped out of both her front and rear passages, Lorna lay spooned in his arms as he drifted off into satisfied sleep, snoring occasionally.  For a while she fretted over her wretched state, marvelling both at what she had suffered and the fact that, once again, she had survived what some of her old school friends had whispered was “a fate worse than death”, and sodomy which was somehow even worse.  Then she found herself wishing that she was back home in her own bed, or even her small cabin on the Southern Cross.  But gradually exhaustion won out over her aching pussy and bruised anus, and she slept.  Maybe the mattress did help a little…

***

And so the days passed.  

It was exhausting work, especially for two Western women unused to labour any more intense than gardening, but it was just about endurable and infinitely better than living in their old prison cell.  Their strength improved with their relentless exercise and they established a routine and the work became tolerable.   Gradually what had seemed like unendurable perversions became part of everyday life, even their continuous exposure and the taunts of the workmen and serving Djazief in his tent every six days.  It was only one cock to please rather than those of half a dozen guards twice or three times a day.  Hardly worth fretting about…
They stopped resisting the teasing of their nipple and clitoral feathers and accepted the orgasms as and when they happened.  In fact the more they had reduced their intensity and made them easier to manage.  They even learned how to keep pushing wheelbarrows without upsetting them while experiencing a modest climax.  Here such things were seen as quite normal, they reminded themselves.  The prospect of spending another two or three months like this was hardly pleasing but Lorna and Isobel now knew they could survive it.  They had even managed to establish relations with the other women and learn a few words of Barbourian.

What the verdict of their trial when it eventually came would be, they of course did not know, but they kept telling themselves that they were innocent and everything had simply been a huge misunderstanding.  And if they were found guilty then surely they would already have served any penalty through their suffering while in detention.  And then they would be free to go home…

***

One evening, after Lorna and Isobel had been in Neffa for a little over three weeks, Djazief changed the routine.  

After they had taken their dip in the ocean but before they ate, he gathered up some items in a bag and then put the girls into a coffle with their hands bound behind them.  Then he led the six women once again to the workmen’s yard, which was lit not only by its usual bonfire but several lanterns hung about its wall.  
Confident they had worked well and not expecting any punishment, Lorna and Isobel watched with more curiosity than trepidation as Djazief scraped parallel lines in the sand along the clear side of the yard, forming six tracks about thirty yards long rather like the lanes of a straight running track from one end of the compound to the other.  At the near end of each of these lanes he drove a row of five sticks into the ground.   The sticks were roughly cut but each was about two feet long.   Their bottom ends were pointed to make it easier to drive them into the ground, while their tops had been tightly bound with rag strips and until they formed rough balls a little smaller then cricket balls.  These in turn had been heavily greased.
While he was doing this the workmen had been looking at the track and the coffle of women and debating amongst themselves.  Coins and notes changed hands as if bets would be taken.  Then a portion of this money was handed to Djazief.
Djazief spoke to the local girls for a moment and then turned to Lorna and Isobel and said: ‘This is an old game we play with women.  It is, you would call it… ahh… the pussy stick carry race.  You must use only your front passage holes to pick sticks up and take them to far end of the track and put back in ground.  Must not drop them on way. Winner is the first girl who does this with all sticks.  Understand?’
Lorna understood only too well.  It was quite obscene, of course, and would no doubt hugely entertain the workmen.  But they had no choice about participating.
‘Yes, Sir,’ they said meekly.
The women were freed from their coffle and arranged behind the starting line with each of them squatting above the first in their row of sticks.  Perhaps because of stimulation they had received over recent weeks, they felt their pussies swelling and wetting in anticipation while their nipples pricked up.  Positioned next to each other, Lorna and Isobel exchanged rueful helpless glances.  
Isobel whispered: ‘Just do your best, dear.  There are worse things we could have had pushed up inside us…’
That was horribly true.
Djazief had his whip out.  He called them to attention, appeared to count down and then cracked the whip in the air as a signal to start.

The girls squatted down over their sticks, driving them up into their pussies.  Lorna groaned as hers filled her, grateful that the rag balls gave a little.  Then she pulled her stick out of the ground, feeling it suck upon her insides, and began to run.   She had only gone a few paces before Lorna realized how hard this was going to be.
With her hands cuffed in the small of her back she could not swing her arms to help counterbalance the natural roll her hips, which was then exaggerated.  This accentuated the wagging of her stick which now jutted down in front of her from between her thighs.  Its weight churned within her pussy, stimulating it to flow with juices.  It became even more slippery and she had to clench it tight to hold it in place.  This was going to be like pushing her barrow with the ticklers in place but ten times worse!

She glanced round saw her mother running well but as she did so staring down in disbelief at stick wagging and bobbing in front of her, churning the thick lips of her vulva.
They were both a few paces behind the local girls.

Lorna reached the end of the course and squatted down, ramming her stick into the sandy ground, gasping as she impaled herself deeper upon it.  Twisting it about to drive it in deeper only made it feel more alive within her.  Then Lorna tried to squeeze its head out of her so she could stand, but she could not and the stick came free again.  Glancing round she saw the local girls had the knack: holding their sticks in place with their feet pressed against its side while they pulled their pussies off them
Lorna copied them and felt a strange thrill of satisfaction as the slippery stick head popped out of her.  Then she ran back down the course for a second stick.

By the time she had her fourth stick lodged inside her, she could see her track was splattered in places by her juices which were falling from her freely.  Her nipples were standing up like chapel hat pegs and her loins were simmering with arousal.  She knew what was going to happen but she could not stop it.
Just before she reached the end of the track she felt the orgasm overwhelm her and she staggered and groaned and half doubled over, squeezing the stick between her thighs.
The watching workmen shouted and laughed and pointed at her.
Lorna recovered and stumbled on and drove stick into the ground.  This one came out of her vagina more readily than the others, possibly because of the additional lubrication she had deluged it with.  As she turned to set off back down the course she saw her mother on her knees with her stick tip jammed against the ground while she forced its padded end up into her vagina to satisfy her sudden orgasmic desire.  Then she struggled to her feet again, the stick head now running with her juices, and blushed at Lorna.
‘I couldn’t help myself…’
‘It’s all right, Mother…’ Lorna assured her, ‘I don’t think they minded...’
And sure enough the workmen were cheering her performance.
On the last stick run both Lorna and Isobel were trailing the local girls by almost half a length.  They were not going to win but in the circumstances they would do very respectably.  They jammed their last sticks into the ground and then staggered back to the finish line, crossing it fifth and sixth.
Even Djazief was applauding their efforts as they slumped to their knees, sweating and panting, acutely aware of their thighs lathered with their juices.  But the other girls were in no better state and at least they had finished.
The workmen huddled together, passing their winnings between them.  Then Djazief went over and spoke a few words to them and they nodded, looking excited.  He came back and gathered up the local girls into their coffle once more, leaving Lorna and Isobel where they knelt.
‘They will bring you back to the cage when they’re finished with you,’ he told them.
Lorna felt her stomach clench as if twisted by a cold hand.
‘Please Sir, what you mean?’  Isobel asked in alarm.
‘They had bet on losers of stick race.  They were right.  They have you to screw with for an hour…’  And he led the other women away into the darkness.
Before the women could react the workmen took hold of them with their rough, hard hands.  Lorna and Isobel were jerked onto their feet and were dragged by their hair across the yard to the far side of the fire.  There they saw two sets of four stakes arranged in a rectangle had been hammered into the ground with ropes already tied to them.
‘No… Please don’t… you can’t… Not all of you…’ Isobel begged, and then yelped as one of the men slapped her on both cheeks.
In panic Lorna screamed: ‘don’t you dare hit my Mother…’ But her protest ended in a sob of pain as she was slapped as well.
Before they could say any more the men forced strips of twisted rag between their teeth, muting any further cries.  Then their wrist cuffs, secured together this night only by simple snap hooks, were separated.  They were picked up, struggling and bucking wildly, and stretched out and laid down between the stakes.  The men knelt across their writhing bodies as they tied their rope through the rings in their wrist and ankle cuffs and drew them tight, stretching them out into X’s of taut flesh on the sand.
For a moment the workmen looked down their prizes, drinking in their pale flesh and trembling breasts and the golden bushes crowning their pussy clefts.  Then they parted their robes and the first of them took their places between Lorna and Isobel’s straining thighs and began the terrible procession of cocks that were thrust up inside them to take their brief minutes of pleasure.
Lorna tried to scream as the first cock entered her sheath, already aching from the padded stick ends she had rammed up into herself during the race.  Then the wind was driven from her chest by the weight of a sweaty man’s body pressing down on her as he rode her hard.  Almost before she got her breath back he spouted hotly the inside her.  He was pulled aside and another took his place.  By the time the third man took his turn she felt her mind shying away from reality in an attempt to escape this dreadful moment, trying not to hear her own mother’s muffled sobs and grunts as they ravaged her by her side.  
A dozen men, maybe fifteen, they divided themselves between her and Isobel so in the first wave they only had to take six or seven each, but then they swapped over, determined to get full value for their money.  For a solid hour the compound echoed with the workmen’s grunts as they rode the fleshy saddles of their spread thighs and female sobs and whimpers, while the sand under their sweating buttocks was stained dark with their juices and the sperm of many men.
Twice in that time Lorna felt an orgasm rise up from within her driven solely by relentless stimulation and totally uncaring of her feelings.  The few seconds of blissful detachment it gave her were dashed by the laughter of the men mounting her, who took it as a sign of their masculine mastery of her helplessly passionate female nature.  By her side, sobbing wretchedly as she did so, her mother came three times…
When they were finally done with them, Lorna and Isobel were only semiconscious and quite unable to walk.  So the men put them in wheelbarrows and wheeled them back to Djazief with their legs dangling carelessly akimbo over the fronts of the barrows.

***

Djazief excused Lorna and Isobel from heavy work the next day so they could recover.  Distractedly Lorna realized that he must have made enough money from his cut of the bets on them to make it worthwhile.  

He chained then to one wheel of the cage in its shadow so they could sit on the cool sand with their legs spread wide.  He was kind enough to give them wet rags to press into their sore aching groins to cool them off.  
For hours they said nothing, their minds still in a daze, struggling not to burst into tears with the memory of what had happened.  Just when they had thought they had come to terms with their situation, when they had begun to feel a strange kind of pride in their ability to endure their bondage, exposure and coupling with uncouth foreign men, they had been surprised and overwhelmed by facing so many at one time.  Terror at what such a crowd of common men might do to them if they lost control had driven them into a state of panic.  It had still not left them and what little self-confidence they had managed to scrape together seemed long gone.  
Finally Lorna gathered her composure enough to say: ‘We can’t go on like this any longer, Mother.  Not here.  If it was just keeping Djazief happy I think we could do it, but if he’s going to give us to those workmen again… or anybody else who turns up.  We have to move on.  Beg Djazief to let us talk to Captain Velasquez again…’
Isobel said wearily.  ‘I know this was horrible, but you know what he’ll say.  Even if he allows us to move on, this Glass Harem place is the only other option left for us.’
‘Or we agree to become Mr Rashid’s concubines,’ Lorna reminded her.
‘Don’t say that!’  Isobel snapped.  ‘In either case we’d be practically working as… prostitutes!  That idea is too horrible… disgusting!’
Lorna took a deep breath.  She did not want to argue with her mother like this but she was determined to make her see sense.  
‘If we were back home I’d have agreed with you, Mother.  But then I never imagined one day I’d be turned into working slave and be… f… fucked by a dozen men in the desert!  I hated it and I don’t want it to happen to me again.  But we have a choice.  This country has changed us!   We’ve already done things we never imagined possible and survived.  I don’t see that a harem can be any worse than this.   We’ve been working as honest labourers, well naked ones, anyway, but we still have to please men.  How is that different from being prostitutes?  So we might as well do it in comfort.  Remember what Velasquez said about the Glass Harem having pleasure gardens, air conditioning, bathrooms and fine catering?’  She waved a hand at the baking sands and crumbling buildings about them.  ‘Doesn’t that sound heavenly right now?  And didn’t he say that there was some arrangement where women only served one man a day?  Better than a dozen a night on our backs staked out on the sand!  If I’m going to be s… screwed again then why not on a proper bed?’
For a minute Isobel said nothing, then she sighed and nodded.  
‘You’re right, of course, dear.  Practically it makes sense.  It’s just my pride getting in the way.  No mother wants to think about dragging her daughter into that kind of life.’
Lorna forced a feeble chuckle. ‘You wouldn’t be dragging me, mother!  And I know how that sounds but you know what I mean.  And as for our pride, we’re the only people in this whole country who seem to care about that!  If serving in the Glass Harem gets us to our trial by the easiest way possible, then I’ll give up my pride until all this is over.’
‘But what about afterwards?’ Isobel asked darkly. ‘How do we live with ourselves?’
‘We just don’t talk about it,’ Mother.  ‘If we get back to England all this will seem like a dream… well, a nightmare, anyway.  And I wasn’t planning to tell anybody else, were you?  In any case… who’d believe us?’

***

The next morning Isobel knelt on the sand before Djazief and bowed low and said: ‘We are not as strong as your local women, Sir.  We are only Englishwomen… we are weak… We cannot survive like this.  Captain Velasquez said we could be sent back to him so that he could send us the Glass Harem.  Please will you send us back to Captain Velasquez?’

Djazief looked thoughtful, scowling down at them and stroking his moustache.  What if he simply refused?

And then he shrugged and said: ‘A shame to let you go… you were good workers… on your feet and on your backs… but if the Captain said so…’  

***

Once again they stood in front of Velasquez’s desk.  Their ankles were hobbled and their wrists were cuffed behind them by foot long chains, which were quite enough to ensure their obedience and remind them of their place.  They were becoming used the weight of chains…

He looked over them over closely, and they felt their nipples responding to his masterful gaze.  But by now that also felt perfectly natural…
‘You look stronger and leaner,’ he declared.  ‘But you have tanned slightly.  Djazief should have used more oil on you.  Your fine English pale skins are something to be prized and celebrated.  They are alone are a good reason for keeping you naked.  But I am surprised how long you lasted.  I had thought a week at the most.  And now I suppose you want to be sent to the Glass Harem to pass the remainder of the time between now and your trial?
Isobel bowed her head meekly. ‘If you would be so kind, Captain.’ She swallowed hard and added: ‘we promise to try to please the guests, Sir.’
‘Yes, Sir, will try our very best,’ Lorna confirmed.
Velasquez considered.  ‘Turn around, let me see your rears,’ he commanded.  They turned about so he could see their bottoms.  The stripes Djazief had put on them as a warning after their first disastrous day of hard labour were still faintly visible.
‘Bend over and pull your love lips apart,’ he commanded.
They obeyed without thinking, prying their vulvas wide and stretching their cuffed chains across the folds of their buttocks as they did so.  As their delicate interiors were exposed to the air they felt a familiar warm wetness seeping through them.
Velasquez came round from behind his desk and examined them.  They shuddered as he ran his fingers up and down their sore slots and then slid them within their vaginas.  But of course he had to test their condition inside and out.

‘You are bruised.  You’ve been used hard recently.  Was Djazief playing one of his little games?  Still you will heal.  Women do that remarkably well…’ Shivering at his touch, they thought they were going to have to offer him another penance to buy their way into the Harem, but then he continued: ‘Regrettably I cannot take any more pleasure with you two if you’re going to be serving in the Glass Harem.  They want unmarked bodies, at least to begin with.  It’s up to the guests to put their marks upon them, for which privilege they will pay well.  And a mother and daughter pair will command a very high price indeed, which will be good for the country’s coffers.  If you do this then I think the court might look more favourably on the charges against you when they come to judge your case.’

They felt a strange thrill, which was perverse in the circumstances.  Together they said: ‘Thank you, Sir.’
‘I will order you to be taken to Tartoom.  You’ll be at the Harem before sunset…’









Chapter Six

 
It was almost an hour’s drive from Kabesh to Tartoom, which Lorna and Isobel spent once again naked, hooded, cuffed and hobbled in the back of a police van. 

During the journey Isobel and Lorna’s spirits silently rose and fell in anticipation and stomach churning fear.  Was this their best choice?  What would the Harem be like?  Could they live with the shame? Surely it could not be worse than what they had already endured. 
At last their van pulled up with its engine still running.  They heard driver speaking to somebody outside the vehicle, then the van edged forward again and its engine was turned off.  There came the sounds of heavy gates closing behind them. 
The rear doors of the van were thrown open and their guard helped Lorna and Isobel descended stiffly into the cooling air.  Then their guard pulled their hoods off and they blinked about them in nervous anticipation.
They were in a bay between two large gateways.  The outer solid wooden gate was set in a high white wall which stretched away on either side of them.  The inner gate was of white painted wrought iron covered in decorative scrollwork.  Through its tracery they could see the end of a white stone pathway that curved away through lush grounds doted with statues, columns and pergolas in between groves of palm trees, figs and oranges.  In the distance a peacock called and a fountain splashed.  Above the treetops rose a building of white stone as graceful as the Taj Mahal, with a central dome and surrounding minarets and many arched and fretted windows and balconies.

Isobel and Lorna exchanged meaningful glances.  Lorna smiling in an: I told you so, fashion about her gag and Isobel nodding in acknowledgement.  If you had to be prostituted then it might as well be in a place like this.

Then a smaller solid door set in a recess in the side of the bay wall opened and a woman stepped out of it.  Their police guard did not seem surprised at her appearance but Lorna and Isobel gaped at her.
She was a black woman with a thick mane of crinkled jet hair tied back in a heavy ponytail.  She wore a brief glossy black leather corset which emphasised the tightness of her waist and an hourglass figure, accentuated by her strong capable shoulders and muscular thighs.  Her shapely legs were clad up to mid thigh in black leather boots with high square heels.  A studded leather collar, possibly a choker, was buckled about her long slender neck.  From a loop on the left side of the corset dangled a black braided leather quirt, while on the right hung a bunch of keys.  The corset stopped short of her heavy lush brown breasts which were tipped by even darker chocolate nipples.   Her wide hips flared beneath the bottom hem of the corset, displaying her full smooth buttocks and shaven naked pudenda which exposed a smooth deep cleft. 
Yet despite her exposure she radiated an air of confidence and masterful certainty through her deep intelligent brown eyes as she surveyed Lorna and Isobel.  As she walked around them, assessing them closely, they found themselves shrinking under the power of her gaze.
‘Yeah, not bad,’ she said to their guard.  ‘I think I can do something with them…’

To Isobel’s surprise she spoke in a clear resonant voice with a distinct Southern American accent.   How had she come to be here?
She held out her hand to the guard and said something to him in Barbourian. 

The guard grinned and handed over their leashes. Then he climbed back in the van.  Actuated by some hidden mechanism the outer gates unlocked and opened wide and the van reversed out of the bay.  The gates closed and they heard it speeding off. 

The black woman drew their attention back to her by flicking her quirt sharply across their breasts.  

‘So you’re Isobel and Lorna.  Mother and daughter, right?  We’ve been expecting you.  I’m Camille and I’ll be your Mistress and trainer.  In this part of the world my job used to be done by guys called eunuchs; men who’d had their balls cut off so they wouldn’t mess with the harem women.  Well there aren’t so many of them about nowadays, so they hired people like me…’

Camille stepped up closer to them and reached out and caressed and squeeze their breasts and then ran her strong dark hands down their bellies so she could slip her fingers up into their sex clefts, while rubbing their clitorises with her thumbs.  She saw their eyes grow wide in helpless response and understanding.
‘That’s right, I like women.  All the keepers here are the same.  Dressed like this the guests don’t see us as a threat and they get a laugh out of seeing white women being bossed about by black dyke chicks.  Sort of turns all those centuries of us being your slaves on its head.  And we know how to keep you in line because we know what women want and fear…’
Then she squeezed her fingers tight, digging her thumbnails into Isobel and Lorna’s clitorises so they squirmed and whimpered in pain and tears sprang to the back of their eyes.
‘There are some things I want to get straight from the start.  While you’re working here you obey me absolutely, get that?’
They nodded. 
‘You keep the guests happy and I’ll be happy, right?’
They nodded again.
‘If the guests are unhappy then I’m unhappy and then I’ll make your lives living hell’s, got that?’  
They nodded for the third time.
Camille let their pudenda’s go.  She pulled their gags out and then pointed to the ground.  ‘On your knees!’
Isobel and Lorna knelt hastily.
Camille stood before them with her legs wide, pushing her smooth brown Mound of Venus into their faces. ‘Kiss my pussy and swear to obey me.  Do it properly, I want to feel some tongue…’
Meekly, Isobel first, they each bent their heads and kissed her full soft love lips, slipping the tips of their tongues in between them as they did so, and said: ‘I swear to obey you, Mistress Camille.’  As they did so they felt a familiar tingle in their loins and pulse of hardness in their nipples.  Were they responding to her as an attractive female or as one with power over them?  Perhaps both…
She patted their heads as one might pet dogs and smiled down at them beneficently.  ‘I love to hear that said by women with fine English accents.  And I think the guests are going to love them as well.  Now I’ll take you to the slave quarters…’
Camille led them to the recessed door through which she had entered the bay, which they now saw was white-painted riveted iron plate.  Inside the door was the head of a flight of stone steps running downwards through an angled shaft that plunged deep into the earth.

‘We use tunnels take deliveries to keep the grounds clear for the guests use.  You’ll only see the gardens again when they take you out there…’
Camille locked the bay door behind them with a key from her belt bunch and then led them downwards, her boot heels ringing on the steps, until they reached the end of a long passageway with a barrel roof lit by electric lights.  They walked along it for about a hundred yards, passing junctions with other similar passageways, until they came to another heavy iron door.  Camille unlocked it and they passed through.
Beyond was a white windowless room with large lockers along one side, and rows of hooks and shelving hung with restraints harness and punishment devices reminiscent of Velasquez’s equipment room along the other.  In the middle of the room was a glass topped table set out with files and the typewriter as if it was a regular office desk.  However sat behind it in a black leather swivel chair was another attractive black woman dressed identically to Camille.  She smiled as they entered, looking Isobel and Lorna over with calculated and intimate appraisal.

‘Ahh… the English mother and daughter.  They look bon,’ she declared.  
She spoke with a distinct French accent.  Was she from another former colony, Isobel wondered, who now wanted to take a humiliating revenge on the womenfolk of their former Western masters?  How many people like that were there in the world? 
‘I think they’ll work out okay,’ Camille confirmed.  ‘I’ve already taught them how to show they know their place…’  She snapped her fingers and pointed at the ground beside the woman’s chair: ‘Kneel and kiss Mistress Madeleine’s pussy…’
Isobel and Lorna went down on her knees again.  Madeleine swung her chair round and parted her legs.  They dipped their heads and one at a time kissed her perfect smooth pussy, slipping their tongues into its smooth clean depths, acutely aware of its intimate aroma.
‘Very nice,’ Madeleine agreed, patting their heads and lifting their chins so she could examine their faces closely.  Then she deliberately set her booted foot against their chests and pushed them away from her so that she could swing her chair back around and consult a file.
‘Isobel and Lorna Forbes are now checked in,’ she declared, making a few ticks.  ‘Let us get them properly harnessed…’
Between the two women they cut off the securing rivets Velasquez had set in Isobel and Lorna’s cuffs and collars and then removed what were by now somewhat worn and sweat-stained straps of leather.  The bands of skin beneath them, even about their necks, were distinctly paler.  As the restraints were removed they felt strangely undressed.  Camille and Madeleine measured their wrists, ankles and necks and then selected from boxes on the shelves new sets of collars and cuffs made of what seemed to be moulded Perspex with metal locks and tether rings.  Only their old identification tags were saved and transferred to their new collars.
As they were snapped and locked about them, Isobel and Laura stared at them in wonder.  They had never imagined such things being made out of anything but leather or metal.  These were lighter than their old sets but clearly just as secure.
‘This is all part of the style of the Glass Harem,’ Camille said.  ‘You’ll see why soon…’
They cuffed their arms behind their backs but left their ankle cuffs free of hobble chains.  New leashes of clear pliant plastic with braided wire cores were clipped to their collars.
Madeleine declared: ‘Foof! They still smell of sweat and the city.  Take them to the washroom first and get them cleaned up.  Then you can feed them.  Give them the usual tour and then let them rest.  Begin their training tomorrow…’
‘I’ll get on to it…’ Camille said.
Camille led Isobel and Lorna through a door at the end of the room and along another white passageway and through another door into a startling interior.
It was a long narrow room with a black tiled floor which seemed to be lined on both sides with huge pigeonholes, forming recesses about a yard high and wide and perhaps the same deep, running in three rows the full length of the room, which was over sixty feet.  But what was so strange was that these recesses were made of panels of thick green tinted plate glass, including the hinged doors that closed across them, all held together by metal straps and brackets.  The only parts of them that were not clear glass were their back panels, which had vertical strips of mirror alternating between slots of darker glass.
And then Isobel saw that some of the recesses had naked women lying in them on thin square black mattresses, and there were sets of steps on wheels standing at the ends of the rows to give access to the highest levels.  It was a room of glass slave cells, with space for sixty women!
‘This is where you sleep, eat and freshen up when you’re not serving guests,’ Camille told them.
Camille led them the length of the room to the end, which branched in a “T” left and right.
On the left was a smaller narrow room, walled with more glass partitions and mirrors, except that they formed the backing for a row of shower heads over glass trays along one wall and a raised glass plinth supporting a row of squat toilet pans, also made of glass, along the other.  The short end wall had glass shelves with various toiletries and towels set out upon them.  The water pipes and fittings gleamed silver against the glass, with everything reflected in the panels of mirrors behind them.  Again the glass panels between the mirrors seemed unusually dark
Camille led them across to the toilets.  ‘I expect you want to empty yourselves out after that drive from Kabesh,’ she said.  ‘Go on, there’s nothing private here.  We like to see our girls keep healthy.  Don’t worry, that glass is two inches thick.  It won’t break…’
Isobel and Lorna exchanged resigned glances.  Although the fixtures and fittings were far superior, apparently like in the prison they were expected to perform their intimate functions in public.
Awkwardly, with their wrists still cuffed behind them, they clambered up onto the podium and squatted down in the pans over the funnel-like saucer sized holes cut in their middles, resting their feet on the frosted foot-shaped marks etched into the top surfaces of the pans.  They could see complex pipe work underneath the glass panels feeding shiny metal nozzles set in rings about the central holes.  
They saw Camille looking between their splayed thighs with a disturbing kind of hungry fascination which made their nipples pulse.  Screwing up their eyes they voided their bowels and bladder and their wastes vanished down a large glass pipe into the gloomy depths beneath them.
When they were done Camille said: ‘Stay like that and don’t move…’ 
She pressed levers on the front of the podium before each of their toilet pans and jets of water shot up from about the rim of the pans and washed their vulvas clean, one stronger jet squirting right up into their vaginas.  At the same time shiny perforated metal rods extended from the rear of the pans just behind the central holes and slid up through their anal rings.  They gasped at this strange intrusion but fearfully held still.  Once they were deeply embedded within them they felt water bubble and hiss out of the tubes and flush their rectums clean.  When it was done the rods exuded a final squirt of grease and then retracted again.
‘They like to keep your pussies and rear passages properly clean here.  There are some African and Arab men who like having women from behind.  That’s what the grease is for.  Maybe you’ve met them already?’
Isobel and Lorna thought of Ghatt and nodded.  ‘Yes, Mistress.’
‘Well you’ll never be sent out to serve without having your arses washed out and greased, just in case.  Now have a shower…’
They clambered off the toilet podium and made their way across to the showers.  Soap and shampoo rested in glass trays bolted to the glass walls.  The next to the showers was a rack of fluffy white towels.  Camille unlocked their wrist cuffs so they could wash themselves and then again stepped back to watch.
This was the first proper shower they’d had for almost a month and it was luxurious: hot water and scented soap and shampoo to wash the dirt and grime out of their hair.  For a few minutes they forgot where they were, simply enjoying the sensation of being fresh and clean.  Even the feel of Camille’s eyes watching them as they soaped their breasts and buttocks and pubic mounds did not seem to matter.
Then Lorna suddenly let out a little gasp and almost jumped out of her shower pan

‘What’s wrong?’  Isobel asked.

Lorna pointed at the black panel behind her shower.  ‘I… I thought I saw something moving behind there!’
Camille laughed.  ‘It was one of the guests enjoying watching you have a shower.

That’s one reason why they call the place the Glass Harem.  They found some guests liked to watch the women even when they’re not serving.  Kind of like Peeping Toms, I guess.  There are passages all round this room so they can look in from between the mirrors and watch you even when you’re sleeping.  There’s a space under the toilets so they can watch you pee and crap close up as well.  Probably were.  You’ll get used to it.’

Isobel and Lorna looked about them in fear and apprehension, suddenly feeling exposed as they had not done for weeks.  How many eyes were watching them in secret even now?  To a degree they had become used to being naked under strange eyes, but this kind of elaborate voyeurism was far more disturbing.  But of course there was absolutely nothing they could do about it.  It was just another way of giving pleasure to the guests.
When they were dry, Camille led them across the end of the sleeping Hall to the other branching chamber.  This was another narrow room lined with mirrors and glass panels with a metal trough running along the centre.  It resembled a feeding trough for animals but what looked like a dozen pink rubber phalluses jutting up at angles from within the trough over its sides.  
As they got closer they saw that the phallus tips were hollow.  Matching each of these on the outside of the trough but angled inward, was a solid black phallus on the end of a telescopic lever, with a second smaller black rubber finger above it.  There was a machine encased in a shiny metal box at one end of the trough with levers and dials on it and pipes feeding down into the trough.
‘This is where you eat,’ Camille told them.  ‘Two meals a day night and morning, plus any scraps a guest wants to feed you when you’re serving him.  But down here you have to work to eat.  Get your heads down and mouths around the soft cocks and rears up and plug the hard ones into your pussies and bum holes…’
For a moment Isobel and Lorna looked at each other in weary despair. They were going to have to humiliate themselves even when eating. It was almost as bad as in prison, except that these shafts were rubber… 

They yelped as the tip of Camille’s quirt flicked across their bottoms. ‘Git a move on!’ she warned them. 

Hastily they crouched down with their heads over the trough so they could take the ends of the hollow phalluses into their mouths while they raised their hips to position themselves over the double dildos on the lever arms.   Then they spread their knees and lowered them again so they slid up into their vaginas.  The smaller rubber fingers above them slid into their greased anuses.
Camille went to the machine and pressed a few switches.  Lights came on and a motor hummed.  ‘Now you suck hard at the same time as screwing down on your pussies…’
They did as they were told, pumping and sucking.  Soon they tasted a soft hot mush of liquidised couscous, vegetables and meat being fed into the trough phalluses which they gulped down.  The sensation was confusing.  They had never eaten while being penetrated before.
‘The idea is it teaches you to love anything cock-shaped and enjoy swallowing anything that comes out of one,’ Camille told them.
She walked round the trough to admire their upraised bottoms pumping up and down as they impaled themselves on the dildo lever arms, which bobbed and compressed as they thrust.  Casually she slapped their bobbing buttocks. ‘Keep going,’ she said.  
Suddenly they realized what a spectacle they were making of themselves.  Any watching guests could look in through the glass walls between the mirrors and watch their upraised bobbing bottoms and plugged pussies and rectums as they humiliatingly sucked up their meals from phallic shaped tubes.
This whole place seemed design to degrade and humiliate them!
Then the flow of food abruptly stopped.  They sucked but the feeder phalluses had run dry.
‘If you want the rest you’ve got to pump harder,’ Camille said.
Snivelling they began to work their hips harder, pumping down on the dildo levers.  Inevitably they began to feel aroused with all their orifices engaged in sensuous activity.  They were taking food down their throats as if giving oral pleasure at the same time as their vaginas were being penetrated and rectums stimulated.  Then they realized they had not had an orgasm all that day, or, while they had been recovering from their ordeal with the workmen in Neffa, the day before.  Two days without a climax?  That seemed most unnatural in Barbouria.  They were acutely aware of Camille watching them and imagined many eyes hidden behind the dark glass panels.  It was all so repulsive, and yet so helplessly exciting…
They almost choked as they came.
‘That’s what we like to see around here,’ Camille said as they sagged limply over the edge of the feeding trough, rubbing her fingers through their dripping pussy mouths and then licking them clean.  ‘Hell, you English women taste good,’ she exclaimed, smacking her lips. 

***

When they had eaten their full ration, Camille escorted them back to the bathroom area where they squatted over the toilet pans again to flush their sticky pussies out, and then they cleaned their teeth themselves, which was another half-forgotten luxury.  Then she took them to a pair of empty adjacent glass cells in the middle tier of one wall of the dormitory chamber.  They clambered up onto the black mattresses and she shut and locked the doors.  There was a gap around them sufficient to let air into the cells.  

‘Tomorrow I’ll see how well you take cock screwing,’ she told them. ‘If you pass then the day after you’ll go into the tank and start serving regular customers.’
‘The “tank”, Mistress Camille?’  Isobel asked nervously.
Camille smiled.  ‘You’ll see,’ she said.  ‘Now get some rest.  You’ll need it!’  And then she left them.
They watched her sensuous brown buttocks roll away and then they looked about them.  They could see each other quite clearly through the glass panel dividing their cells.
‘I hope this will work out, Mother,’ Lorna said.
‘I hope so too, dear.’  She forced a smile and shrugged.  ‘Well, we haven’t any choice now have we?  It’s not quite what I imagined, but I think it’s the best accommodation we’ve had yet.  It’s certainly very… modern.’
The mattresses were soft enough and the cells, despite being glass, seemed comfortably warm. There was room to sleep curled up or even to stretch their legs out if they slid them up into a corner of the cell.

Then they became aware of vague shadows moving behind the glass panels between the mirrors at the backs of their cells and flinched back.  They were being watched again!  They looked at each other in fresh despair.  They might be spied on even when they slept from just inches away.  Every last shred of privacy had been taken from them. 

But they were living in a glass harem now, so what else did they expect?   

 
 

END OF PART TWO
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