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Preface 

This  story  is  inspired  by  the  work  of  the  late  Alan  Aldiss  and  his exploration into the Barbary Pirates and the mystical and secret world of the Harem. In that the harem was (and is) veiled in such a cloak of secrecy  exactly  what  went  on  (or  goes  on)  behind  the  walls  of  the seraglio is unknown. That being said, many of the practices found in Mr.  Aldiss'  writing  has  been  documented  to  have  existed.  Others seem much more fanciful. For the purposes of this story I choose to accept his works as factual. 

Disclaimer 

The Middle East today is a tumultuous place. Tension created by the struggle  between  centuries  of  tradition,  wrapped  in  unquestioning religious  belief,  challenged  by  technology  and  enlightenment, threatens to tear the fabric of society apart. While there is no place in the Middle East where women enjoy the full expressions of equality, rights  in  many  places  have  increased,  and  women  are  important figures in the struggle for a more enlightened future. My hat is off to the women who have stood bravely in the face of overwhelming power and have somehow managed to have their voices heard. In fact, it is my firm belief that women are the secret to the future of this region.

The Sultanate of Eshan (Arabic for perfection) does not exist. It, like all the characters in this book, is fictional, a place that I have created. 

It is not based upon a real place. It should not be confused with any real  place  in  the  Near  East,  Middle  East  or  anywhere  else  on  this planet,  or  even  beyond.  There  is  nothing  unique  about  the  Muslim religion that requires the reduction of women to something less than men,  or  to  property.  Most  ancient  religions,  including  Judaism  and Christianity expressed similar views. I do not believe that the Koran, anymore than the Bible or the Torah, requires a subservient or servile role for women. This story is not about religion or culture. If you find the practices or any of the characters abhorrent, as I hope you will, please don't take the fact that they may justify their actions by their religious  beliefs  as  a  condemnation  of  the  religion.  People  have twisted and tortured virtually every religion to justify what they want, including what they want to do to other people. They are misguided, or perhaps, just bad people. That does not make their religion, or their culture, evil, wrong, or even unenlightened. 




Introduction   

Sultanate of Eshan Where does that great story, that great expose, the  eye  catching,  Pulitzer  winning,  talked  about  everywhere  idea come from? What is the spark that ignites it? Sometimes it has been there, staring everyone in the face just waiting for the right journalist to have the a ha moment. Vickie was sure she had found it. It seemed so clear so significant, so current. So unbelievable, but then so real.

Part of it was already commonly known. It touched the core of the treatment and rights of women. It underscored what can happen in places where women are not considered to be equal, either before the law, or in the eyes of the culture. The place, of course, is found in the hidden corners and dark shadows of the Middle East. This place is the  backdrop  to  the  story  and  to  understand  the  story  one  should understand this place. It is the Sultanate of Eshan. The Sultanate of Eshan is a small coastal principality crowned with the ancient walled port  city  of  Bandar.  Eshan  is  not  large.  It  does  not  sit  on  untold reserves of black gold. It is not particularly fertile. It is certainly not technologically advanced, save for its thriving banking industry. There is nothing on or under the land of Eshan that its neighbors want. Yet it  is  well  placed  and  has  been  an  important  center  of  trade  for centuries. Virtually none of the goods bought or sold in Eshan came from Eshan. It does enjoy a reasonable climate with favorable winds from the sea, the same winds that made it a convenient port for ships under the power of sail. It has received protection from the rich and powerful who have found it a very good place to build, staff and enjoy palatial residences. Places where they can enjoy the benefit of a land where men rule. Very strict laws govern the behavior of women. These are not new laws pushed forward by recent fundamentalism. These laws are well entrenched and have governed this land for over 400 years. The citizens of Eshan do not question either the wisdom or the application of their laws. Thus, in Bandar the streets are crowded with men but the face of a woman is not seen and the voice of a woman is not heard. While many countries have swung through periods of strict control over women mixed with more liberal periods, women in Eshan have never experienced anything but close supervision and control.

Under  the  law  of  Eshan: 

•Women  may  not  appear  in  the  streets  or public places unless under the supervision of a blood relative or under the control of a suitable official. In public women must fully cover their body including the head and face. Hands to the wrist and one inch across  the  eyes  may  be  visible  but  must  not  be  employed  in  a provocative fashion. 

•All windows through which a woman might be seen are to be screened or obscured to prevent women being visible from the street. 

•Women were forbidden to appear on balconies of apartments  or  houses  such  that  they  may  be  standing  above  men, even if they are properly dressed. 

•Women may not wear high-heeled shoes as no man should hear a woman's footsteps lest it excite him. 

•Women must not speak in public as no non-family male should hear a  woman's  voice.  As  it  is  said:  "The  voice  of  a  woman  is  her nakedness."  Woman  may  not  be  photographed  or  filmed  nor  may pictures of females be displayed in newspapers, books, shops or even in  the  home. 

•The  name  of  any  place  shall  not  include  the  word "women" or the name of a woman.

•Women may not be heard on radio or television nor participate in public  gatherings  of  any  kind. 

•A  woman  may  not  drive  a  motor vehicle,  vote,  or  give  evidence  against  a  man  before  any  court  or tribunal. 

•Acts  of  infidelity  and  immorality  by  a  woman  are  to  be severely punished. In the 17th, 18th and even into the 19th centuries Eshan gained a reputation as the crossroads for the finest slaves in the  world.  A  single  remaining  vestige  of  the  Ottoman  Empire,  it occupies a spit of land extending from the coast of Eastern Turkey near Syria. Connected by a narrow neck of land it is virtually an island but  retains  tenuous  land  access.  It  is  only  slightly  larger  than Luxemburg. Being a small country almost none of the slaves sold in its  markets  formerly  called  Eshan  their  home.  All  were  caught  or purchased elsewhere. Further, in that the Koran does not allow the keeping  of  Muslim  slaves,  most  slaves  arrived  from  distant  areas. 

Black slaves arrived from the middle of Africa. This market was mostly for young males who had either already been castrated or could be cut  to  become  Eunuchs.  The  African  market  for  large  quantities  of slaves had been to the western coasts where it provided slaves to the new world. After slavery was abolished by European and American states some traffic moved to the Mediterranean, but other than black Eunuchs  trained  from  childhood  the  market  was  not  good.  The Barbary Pirates captured ships on the seas and raided the coasts of the Mediterranean, Black Sea and even the Eastern Atlantic capturing white  slaves  from  villages  and  convents.  Large  quantities  of  white female slaves poured into the slave markets of Eshan. They became very  popular  with  wealthy  Turks  and  Arabs  who  enjoyed  the humiliation  of  these  Christian  women  as  some  atonement  for  the Crusades, colonization and just their general oppression at the hands of  Europe.  Slavic  white  slaves  were  always  available  as  territorial disputes and minor wars continued to rage in those regions. There were savvy traders ready to buy from both sides. From Asia war was not even necessary. The glut of population and low status of women allowed for the purchase of young women directly from their families.

These women had the advantage of being raised to be compliant and seemed  to  accept  their  slavery  more  easily  than  the  Slavic  and European  women,  who  normally  required  firm  discipline  and  liberal use of the whip and cane before they accepted the inevitability of their situation.  It  is  clear  that  the  slave  trade  continued  on  a  fairly  open basis until just before World War I. There are rumors, and it seems likely, that at least to some degree it never stopped. Slave markets relocated, once open they were now out of sight. Since most of those who are responsible for determining what is to be done and what is not to be done were also those who owned slaves, well... who really knows? And, since a man is completely in charge of his wife with not just the right, but the duty to fully control her and punish her if she does not obey, then how does the keeping of a (or a hundred) female slave(s) really differ? Sultan Abiram rules Eshan from a fine palace.

The house of Abram traces its linage to the Ottoman Turks. The three horse tails of Ottoman linage are proudly displayed on the throne. But, the land is dotted with many more huge estates, both up the coast and  further  inland.  In  comparison  to  the  overall  size  of  the  country there are an inordinate number of huge estates. Many date from the 18th century. All are marked by high white surrounding walls. These were  and  are  palaces  where  the  powerful,  royal,  and  rich  of  the Muslim world can escape into a quiet world of luxury. It is a world of luxury that bespeaks a time long ago. Hidden from sight it is rumored that most, if not all, of these elegant structures contained harems filled with  the  most  exquisite  beauties.  The  harem  of  the  Sultan  was rumored  to  have  been  perhaps  the  best  holding  as  many  as  1,000 concubines.

But,  that  was  founded  in  an  age  when  Barbary  Pirates  captured European ships on the seas and raided coastal towns and settlements. 

And the best of the "harvest" ended up in the slave pens of Bandar, home of the best slave dealers. Here, a man of influence and power could  purchase  the  most  exotic  and  beautiful  female.  Even  more attractive  he  could  purchase  a  beautiful  Christian  girl,  snatched  by raiders  from  her  family,  who  would  be  trained  in  his  harem,  under penalty of the lash and cane of his eunuchs. She would soon learn to devote herself completely to the pleasure of her master. But that was an age when slavery was common. Certainly, things are not the same now. Could there still be harems today? Are they still populated by unwilling woman closely controlled by eunuchs? Well, that is the story, isn't it? 






Chapter 1 The Cocktail Party   

On a wide patio overlooking the harbor at Cannes an assemblage of rich,  powerful  and/or  beautiful  people  make  small  talk  and  sipped expensive  wine.  Vickie  does  not  like  the  ostentatious  ambience  of these events. She did not want to think of herself as being one of the shallow people who would do anything for an invitation to such events. 

This night she is here with her editor (Vickie doubted that she alone could get invited) with the hope of meeting and getting an interview with the guest of honor, Sultan Abiram. She knew that she and her editor could not immediately descend on the Sultan so she did her best to circulate and meet people. Most she found boring beyond any hope  of  redemption.  There  was  one  young  man,  mid  twenties  she estimated, that did not seem to fit the pretentious mold of the party goers. A French Algerian named Pierre. He was tall, slender of build but  impeccably  dressed  and  very  handsome.  She  had  become enraptured with him, and he seemed to be very interested in her. She enjoyed talking to him so much that she almost forgot why she was here. She was interrupted by her editor saying: "We should go meet the  Sultan."  This,  of  course  was  the  reason  they  were  here.  She excused  herself  from  Pierre  and  made  her  way  over  to  the  Sultan.

Standing  next  to  him  was  another  figure  she  recognized  from  her research. Pasha Ali al Sahin, according to her research, was a spoiled misogynistic  son  of  a  very  rich  Arab  family.  She  also  knew  that  he owned and lived in a large estate in Eshan under the protection of the Sultan. Sahin was known as a conceited man who frequented wild parties  and  enjoyed  equally  wild  women.  He  had  become  a  virtual outcast to his family. Vickie could not understand how the Sultan, who was said to be refined, very conservative and staid, could associate with  and  protect  such  a  miscreant.  She  was  anxious  to  meet  the Sultan, but did not really care to waste her time on the fatuous playboy Sahin. His exploits were already notorious and his opinion would have no  reasonable  place  in  her  article.  "And  who  is  this  charming creature?"  It  was  of  course  Sahin  who  had  stepped  forward  and reached for Vickie's hand. His positioning was such that she could not avoid him and would have to respond if she wanted to even get to  the  Sultan.  "Your  Majesty  and  Pasha  Sahin,  I  would  like  to introduce one of my fine writers, Vickie Barrows." Her editor glanced at Sahin but turned his primary attention to the Sultan. He did not want to provide an opportunity for the Sultan to slip away. "Didn't you just author an article evoking the necessity for the emergence of woman's rights in the Middle East?" The Sultan turned and looked into Vickie's eyes as he spoke. He was only about six inches taller than her, but he seemed to tower above her. His eyes were steely gray and bored into her. She felt like he was looking right into the middle of her head. He was perhaps mid 50's with a dark short well trimmed beard. He was handsome in a rugged Sean Conroy way. "Yes, your majesty. I think it  is  very  important  to  the  future  development  of  the  entire  region."

She answered softly. She resisted stepping back even though he had moved into her personal space, but she found herself leaning back slightly. "Obviously you have not taken the time to study our culture nor more importantly the terrible impact on women and the structure and  function  of  the  family  that  is  a  natural  consequence  of  women trying to be men." 

Vickie's back stiffened at the comment. But, she knew she needed to be very careful if she was going to land the interview. This, after all, was not the interview. This was a meeting with the hopes to get an interview. "I was hoping that I would have a chance to listen to you on that subject. I know that you will be able to provide me with insight that will not be available through regular written sources. Is there any possibility I could get some time with you in the next few days?" She tried  to  be  as  deferential  and  solicitous  as  she  could.  She  smiled warmly. She hated what he stood for, but she still found him charming.

He paused for a moment looking into her eyes. She hoped he liked what he saw there. "Come to my ship tomorrow. My launch will pick you up at the pier..." he pointed to a place several hundred yards away"... at 11 sharp." The Sultan gave a nod of his head, turned and walked  away.  Sahin  stayed  where  he  was.  "Pity,  I  was  hoping  you were not one of those who want to interfere with the natural order of things." His smile was more a smirk. He was about the same height as the Sultan but looked much more solid. His complexion was dark and his eyes looked almost black. He gave Vickie the creeps. "There is nothing natural about treating women as possessions. Don't you people realize that you are losing the benefit of their intelligence and contribution?" Had she really said 'you people'? She could only hope he had not noticed, but he had stiffened at her words. "It is well known that uncontrolled women are by nature licentious. That this behavior very  quickly  corrupts  other  females,  and  then  men.  It  is  absolutely necessary  that  this  be  controlled.  A  woman  is  much  happier  and certainly  much  more  satisfying  to  her  husband  when  she  is  closely watched  and  not  exposed  to  Western  decadence."  Vickie  tried  to even think of a rational response. She knew of such attitudes. She knew  from  her  research  that  although  women  were  gaining  more freedom in many places there were still places where they were virtual slaves. She knew Ehsan was such a place. Also, she had her interview with the Sultan. This man obviously had connection to the Sultan. If she said what she really thought, would she blow the interview? As much as it stuck in her throat, it was time for tact. "I understand you position, but with all due respect, I think you are giving women less credit than they deserve." She needed to bring this conversation to an end before she said or did something she would regret. But the Sheik  was  wound  up  tighter  than  before.  "And,  so  you  would.  No respect, none at all. Your chin is up, your eyes are in mine, and just look at you. Look around this room. No pure Muslim woman would parade her flesh in such a way. If it is not to stir up the emotions of men why else would you do it? If you belonged to me I would keep you in chains and have you soundly thrashed. It is only at the end of a  whip  that  a  woman  properly  learns  discipline."  He  had  actually suggested  she  should  be  whipped?  Her  voice  cracked  when  she spoke, but somehow she found the words. "I am sure you would love to chain and whip me. Fortunately for both of us I don't belong to you - or to anybody but me. That way I won't be thrashed and you won't have your eyes scratched out." She was so angry she could not say anything else. Vickie walked away without saying another word. Her Editor  had  stood  there  the  entire  time.  He  had  said  nothing.  She considered scratching his eyes out too, but she settled for a trip to the bar and a drink. Even though her dress did expose a lot of flesh - why  not,  she  was  good  looking  and  liked  to  show  it  off  -  she  felt flushed after her 'chat' with the Sheik. Vickie walked off to the edge of the patio. She saw a clean well maintained path that winded down toward the pier. She really needed to get away from this party. She needed  to  get  away  from  these  insufferable  idiots.  She  needed  to think about how she would approach the interview tomorrow. She had to make sure it did not follow the path of this conversation. She only hoped that the Sheik would not be there.

Near where the path connected to the pier there was a small bench. 

It was isolated by vegetation. Vickie sat on the bench. She could use some  peace  and  quiet  to  gather  her  thoughts.  The  unmitigated arrogance  of  the  Sheik,  she  thought,  shaking  her  head.  Chain  her. 

Thrash her. Visions started creeping into her mind. She was naked. 

She was on her knees. She could feel a heavy collar around her neck. 

It was made of Gold. A short chain from a ring in the front of the collar curved gently up into a very strong masculine hand. Her head was down. She dare not look up, for in the hand that did not hold her chain was a short whip. He would use it on her if she displeased him in any way.  She  wanted  to  reach  out  and  touch  him,  but  her  wrists  were fastened in golden cuffs that were held together with a short chain behind her back. Her body tingled for his touch. Back on the bench Vickie's  hand  had  found  its  way  down  between  her  legs.  Her  knee length dress was draped around her arm as her fingers pushed aside the edge of her panties and found the moist spot between her thighs.

Vickie considered herself to be a very sexual person, even though her experiences with other people were very limited. Just 23 she had slept with three men, and, of course, one woman. She was not currently in a relationship that involved any sexual activity. It wasn't that she didn't like other people. It wasn't that she didn't think sharing her life would be a good thing. It was just that in the end none of her expectations ever  seemed  to  be  met.  The  men  did  not  seem  to  understand  a woman's body and she was often left unfulfilled. Then there was the uncomfortable period after sex. The men always seemed to look at her expecting some words of approval. But she just wanted them to get dressed and go home. Vickie's current preference for sex was an hour or so reading a romantic novel for foreplay then her own hands on  her  nipples,  vagina,  and  clitoris  to  take  her  to  orgasm.  She sometimes wished her breasts were larger. She imagined being able to lick her own nipples, but her "A" cup breasts, perky as they might be  would  never  be  within  reach  Vickie  was  not  prone  to  public displays - but she really wasn't in public now was she -the vision in her head had taken over and her hand was now very busy working her to fulfillment. Her eyes were closed lost in the vision of the harem slave girl. She was dancing now swaying back and forth the music accentuated by the tinkle of her chains. But the sound was real. Vickie looked up. She saw movement to her left. People were walking in her direction.  They  were  close  by.  Vickie's  hand  stopped.  She  froze  in place. Her face flushed red with embarrassment. Her dress was still up around her waist but she did not move to pull it down. Movement might attract attention. There were four of them. They were coming down the pier toward where she was sitting. She was masked by the bushes.  Unless  they  looked  right  at  her  they  would  never  see  her.

Even then unless she moved it was unlikely she would be seen. She stayed perfectly still. The figures were coming in her direction. They would pass within feet of her. The center two figures were shorter than the  flankers.  They  were  probably  women,  but  they  were  totally obscured in full Burkas. On the flanks were two large men. Each of the men had a hand clasped onto what must have been the arm of the woman next to him. He would look at the woman and then ahead at  where  they  were  going.  Neither  man  was  looking  toward  Vickie.

Where the woman might be looking was not discernible through the obstruction of their headpieces. The party was moving slowly, taking only short steps. The tinkling sound was coming from the Burka clad women.  Vickie  thought  maybe  they  were  wearing  bands  of  metal bracelets on their arms or legs, that she knew to be common in some culture and could produce the sounds. As they passed by only feet from Vickie it was clear she had not been seen. The men seemed too focused  on  the  women.  The  women  each  looked  out  on  the  world through a mesh grill that completely obscured her face. How awful it must be to only see the outside world through such humiliating attire. 

Vickie thought. As they moved past her she felt a sense of relief. Still watching them carefully Vickie removed her hand and adjusted her dress to a more modest position. She was struck by the contrast of these two women completely shrouded such that no portion of their body was visible and Vickie as she had been with her dress pulled up to near her waist, her legs spread and her fingers buried in her nether region. She gave a short laugh, but then quickly clasped her hand over her mouth. Even though her appearance was now perfectly normal she still did not want to be seen by these strange people. A launch pulled up and stopped at the edge of the pier about 30 feet from where Vickie now sat. The larger ships and yachts were anchored  in  the  harbor.  Motorized  launches  served  as  a  means  of getting  to  and  from  the  ships.  Many  were  privately  owned.  This seemed to be one of those. There was a crest with two swords curved on either side of a palm tree on the bow. That certainly fit with the apparel of the women. Vickie's attention was brought back from the bow of the boat. One of the women suddenly twisted out of the grasp of her accompaniment and tried to scamper away. Her steps seemed very short, and after only two or three steps she lost her balance and fell to the ground. Vickie was surprised when the woman did not reach out with her hands to break her fall and that in spite of a heavy the thump on the ground she gave only a muffled sound The man who had been holding the woman's arm reacted quickly. He reached down to the hem of her Burka lifted it and threw it up off the legs and thighs of the woman. The woman had small bare feet on nicely formed legs.

It was hard to judge age from only the legs, but this was not an older person  unless  she  was  in  very  good  shape.  But  what  made  Vickie gasp  were  the  leather  cuffs  surrounding  each  ankle  of  the  girl connected together with about ten inches of chain.  No wonder the steps had been so limited and the source of the clinking sound was now clear. The man grabbed the chain and pulled the woman back toward  him.  This  moved  the  Burka  up  even  further  exposing  firm naked buttocks. And just above them the crossed wrists and hands of  the  girl  bound  tightly  with  what  looked  like  leather  strips.  It  was clear  now  that  the  girl  was  close  in  age  to  Vickie.  From  the  view available, it could be Vickie. Then to Vickie's horror the man struck the buttocks and thighs of the girl with what looked like a short stick. He struck three times in rapid succession evoking only muffled sounds from  under  what  remained  of  the  Burka.  There  should  have  been screams, but the sounds were soft. This woman had been savagely struck, bright red lines evidenced the action, but her vocal response had barely reached Vickie. The man pulled the girl to her feet, picked her up and deposited her onto the deck of the launch. The discipline had worked, the girl did not resist. Only fifty feet away was a patio filled with partiers, but none would have heard this poor girl. None of them were aware of what was going on here. There was nobody to come to her aid, nobody that is except Vickie. But Vickie was frozen in place. She stood up and took a single step forward, but as she did the second man who was now sitting in the launch turned his head and looked at her. Her feet rooted to the ground. Vickie could see the second girl. While her attention had been on the first girl the other man had clearly lifted the second girl into the launch putting her face down on  the  deck.  This  girl  was  now  exposed  from  below  her  shoulders down. Her hands were also tightly bound behind her back, as were her  elbows,  but  now  her  chained  feet  had  been  pulled  up  and  the center of the chain fastened all the way up to her tightly bound elbows.

The man had not even bothered to cover her body again once she was hogtied. Vickie considered rushing to the assistance of these girls, but the girls were now both hogtied on the deck. They were not only going nowhere there was nothing they could do to aid in their own rescue. That would mean Vickie alone against two large men. She was pretty sure they had more rope, thongs, or chains to match what the girls were wearing. All she would succeed in doing was joining them helplessly  tied  face  down  on  the  deck.  Suddenly  Vickie  was  very afraid  for  her  own  safety.  She  was  about  to  turn  and  run,  she  had taken  several  backward  steps,  when  the  launch  powered  up  and pulled  away  from  the  pier.  A  deep  sense  of  relief  washed  over  her followed  quickly  by  pangs  of  guilt.  She  had  just  witnessed  an abduction. She needed to do something about it. She looked to the left  and  right.  There  was  nobody  there.  She  wondered  where  the police office would be. Then she jumped. "Are you ok?" The voice had come from behind her. 

"Oh, sorry, you scared me. I'm fine." Vickie turned to look at the man who had approached her from behind. It was Pierre. She had never been so happy to see a familiar face even if it is one she just met an hour  before.  "Actually  I'm  not  all  right.  I  just  watched  two  girls  get abducted. See that boat." Vickie pointed to the launch now a good distance  from  the  pier  and  headed  at  high  speed  out  to  where  the large ships and yachts were anchored. "And what about it?" Pierre smiled, but he did not seem to be looking at the boat. He was looking at her. "Two men pulled two women dressed in Burkas onto the boat then tied them. They were restrained and I am sure they were even gagged." "You say they were dressed in Burkas?" "Yes, but I can tell you they had nothing on underneath except straps and chains. It is horrible.  We  have  to  do  something  to  save  them."  "There  is  really nothing  you  can,  or  should,  do.  There  are  many  very  wealthy  Arab men  who  come  here.  They  sometimes  bring  their  wives,  but  often include their concubines. The concubines are regarded as property.

Sometimes they try to escape from the ships. For that reason they are usually  restrained.  Sometimes  they  do  even  escape,  but  they  are usually caught again with little trouble. The authorities even assist in recovering the 'property'. I am sure that is what you saw." Vickie was jolted  at  the  use  of  the  work  property  to  describe  the  girls.  "It  all certainly looked very Arab. But that doesn't make it right. We don't allow slavery here. It is illegal in this country. And how do we know that they even came here as slaves. What if they were being enslaved before my eyes? How awful." "That does happen. I have heard that all of the ships usually keep a few extra slave cages available in the hold in case they come across a suitable candidate that can be sold in the markets at Ehsan." "WHAT?" Vickie could not help but have her voice raise. "Slave cages? You mean the slaves are not only bound and chained they are kept in cages?" "Oh yes. They are easier to feed and care for, easily available if their master wants them for something, and, of course, not likely to run away." Pierre made a facial expression that did not evoke an emotional response. "You are kidding. Tell me you are kidding." She looked out at the number of large yachts and ships anchored around the harbor. The launch that had left with the two  young  women  had  disappeared  from  sight.  It  was  out  there somewhere loading its unwilling passengers onto one of those ships only  to  be  confined  in  cages  below  deck.  Vickie  thought  she  was going to throw up. "I wish that I were. My family is from Algeria. When I  was  a  young  man  I  spend  some  time  working  for  one  of  the  rich families.  The  family  had  an  estate  in  Ehsan.  The  estate  had  a  full working harem with both willing and unwilling concubines. There were also slaves. The Emir had a large yacht and below deck were six slave cages. He would often take three or four slave girls with him when we travelled. The cages are very small; the occupant is kept on her knees.

The poor girls were kept locked up in their cages for the entire trip except when he would summon his Eunuch to bring one or more to his quarters. I remember feeling sorry for the girls, but they seemed to accept their lot. And if they step out of line or disappoint in any way they are punished by the Eunuch." "Today... in this day and age, you are telling me that there are working harems with unwilling slave girls looked over by Eunuchs?" "That is very true. Although not as many as  once  and  more  likely  to  be  located  in  places  that  provide  good shelter for such practices."

"And Ehsan is such a place?" Vickie thought about her interview with the Sultan tomorrow. She had done some research on Ehsan and she knew how deplorable its laws were with respect to women's rights, and although women were almost slaves she did not think it tolerated slavery. "Ehsan is perhaps the center of this practice. It has no real wealth  other  than  its  slave  markets  and  the  services  it  provides  to support  the  many  estates  and  palaces  created  and  maintained primarily to allow a safe place to keep a collection of captive female creatures." Pierre grinned at her. "You are lucky that you did not leave on  the  launch  with  the  girls  you  saw.  Many  men  from  my  country consider an unescorted beautiful woman fair game for capture. You could now be naked, bound, gagged, and kneeling in a cage below the deck of a fine ship." Vickie had not needed him to tell her this. The vision had gone through her mind and she knew it would return and return. Sleep would be difficult tonight. "I am interviewing the Sultan of Ehsan tomorrow. I wonder what he will have to say about these practices."  "I  would  be  very  careful  if  I  were  you.  Ehsan  is  a  very closed society, these practices are not talked about outside Ehsan. I cannot believe that the Sultan, or for that matter many powerful men around the world, would be happy if your expose it." "Where is your interview?" "On his ship." Pierre's eyes grew wide. "And you are going out to his ship. Going out alone. After what I have just told you?" "This interview is too important. But I will be careful. My editor knows where I am going. If I didn't check in with him after the interview it would not be good. I think I will be ok." "Do me a favor. Meet me for coffee after you are done." Pierre wrote down the address of a nearby café. "Say 3 pm. We can talk about what you have learned and maybe I can give you some perspective. It is time for things to change and I would like to help you do it." Vickie was more than happy about the offer. She liked this man and he knew things that could be of great assistance to her in her investigation. "I would be very happy to meet you." They walked together back up the path to the party. Vickie did not go to the police. She wondered later back in her hotel room if she should have reported the incident. But, Pierre was so knowledgeable about these things. She was sure he was correct. It would have been for naught.

Vickie tried to concentrate on the questions she should ask the and how  to  get  into  the  subjects  of  slavery,  concubines,  and  most importantly harems without making him shut down the interview, or perhaps even have her stripped, bound, and thrown into a cage below deck. She was pretty sure the evil Sheik would use any excuse he could to do that. Hopefully he would not be around. She lay back as her mind wandered. She was not quite naked. She had on diaphanous baggy harem pants tight at the ankles and waist straight from tales in 1001 (Arabian) Nights that she had read as a girl. The thick heavy gold collar was back around her neck. A chain from the back of the collar extended back to the top of the cage in which she was held. The cage itself was the color of gold. Her ankles and wrists were joined with short chains, her hands in front of her body, her legs below her as she sat back on them. The height of the cage would not allow her to raise herself up on her knees otherwise she would be kneeling. The chain between her wrists was connected to her collar. She could reach her breasts, but she could not reach between her legs. She was waiting on her master to come for her. She was a helpless slave anxious to serve him.

In her bed, in her hotel room, she was not restrained and she had no problem reaching between her legs. In the physical state outside her dream she was not even hampered by the material of harem pants because she was naked. As the images drifted through her mind her finger found her pleasure bud. She was already moist by the time her finger arrived and it took little effort for her to work herself to a full and powerful climax. She was still the best lover she had met. Satisfied, she slept.





Chapter 2 The interview - an Idea emerges   

It was one of those days that make the Mediterranean legendary. The sun was bright. The sea was calm and sparkled, only the small white caps that folded in on an otherwise smooth plate of blue revealed that this was a large body of water. Vickie had arrived at the proscribed location on the pier five minutes before the designated pick-up time. 

She had carefully organized how she wanted the interview to flow and felt good about her preparation. She knew she was going to have to be  low  key  and  careful.  She  had  learned  that  while  the  Sultan  was educated and refined he had a reputation for being mercurial. If she became  too  confrontational  the  entire  interview  would  probably devolve. Vickie had also been careful about her dress. The Sultan's Yacht  was  officially  Eshan  territory.  She  did  not  want  to  begin  her interview by offending the Sultan. Neither did she want to be overly deferential to a system she abhorred. Vickie selected a nice skirt with a hemline that fell to below her knees. Below the skirt she wore a pair of baggy pants that obscured the sculpture of her legs. On her feet were specially designed Ferragamo boat shoes (she could avoid heels but still maintain some class). A baggy silk shirt with sleeves to her wrists buttoned to leave only a small  v at her neck. The shirt was very light  for  the  climate,  but  even  with  sunlight  behind  would  not  be translucent. It tucked into the wide belt of her skirt accentuating her narrow waist but did not give form to her small but pert breasts. She finished the look with a Hermes Scarf over her head then wrapped under her chin and behind her neck. Overall, it was not the look she would have liked to sport on a multi-million dollar yacht in the Cannes harbor, but for the purposes of today it was perfect. Vickie could see the  launch  coming.  It  would  arrive  right  on  time.  Vickie  felt  a  little nervous. She was standing almost at the spot where she watched the two young women forced onto a launch very similar to the one coming for her. She wasn't being forced onto it. She was getting on voluntarily.

But  then,  lots  of  people,  most  importantly  her  editor  knew  exactly where she was and what she was doing. If she suddenly disappeared it could create an embarrassing incident for the Sultan. All the same, she was happy that the launch that picked her up was not the same one  she  had  seen  the  night  before.  The  crest  of  the  Sultan,  a  sun containing crossed scimitars, was displayed on the stern of the launch. 

For the entire ride to the Sultan's yacht Vickie berated herself. This was completely crazy. She was putting herself in the hand of someone who believed that women were property. How would she not end up in  a  cage  below  deck  before  this  day  was  over?  But  she  was committed now. She took a deep breath and tried to steel herself to her task ahead. When the launch pulled up at the 'yacht' Vickie was beyond impressed. She had seen yachts before. This was not a yacht. 

This  was  a  major  ship.  It  was  at  least  the  length  of  a  football  field. 

There was a stairway from the deck down the side to the level of the water. This was necessary because the deck of the ship was at least twenty feet above the sea level. Vickie did not think a ship of this size could  really  be  a  private  vessel,  but  it  was.  When  she  reached  the deck she was escorted over finely polished teak decks to the aft of the  vessel.  The  Sultan  sat  in  a  comfortable  chair  under  an  awning designed  to  protect  him  from  the  sun  but  not  interfere  with  the magnificent  view.  His  white  thaw  fluttered  in  the  slight  breeze.  The Sultan did not rise to meet her, but he did turn and gesture with his arm and hand for her to sit in a comfortable chair opposite to him. He signaled and a young looking man dressed in white pants and shoes but bare above the belt offered a tray with glasses of tea, first to the Sultan, and then to Vickie. Vickie studied the young man. His features were fine and delicate. She would put him at late teens, maybe a bit younger. His upper body, while not muscular showed fine definition. 

Although tan his skin betrayed lighter origin and his hair was a sand brown, not native to the Middle East. She sat, accepted a glass of tea, turned  her  attention  back  to  the  Sultan,  and  then  began.  "Your highness.  Thank  you  so  much  for  allowing  me  to  interview  you."

"While it is unusual for a woman to be performing this task, I recognize that  here  women  do  perform  tasks  that  might  more  properly  be reserved for men. Therefore, I am willing to indulge you." 

Vickie was not sure what to make of the comment, or how to react to it.  She  knew  it  was  important  to  the  interview  to  keep  things conversational so she swallowed her anger and smiled. "I very much appreciate your indulgence, your highness." There followed a period of small talk. Vickie asked none-probing questions about the Sultan's background  and  family.  She  had  researched  all  in  advance  and nothing it the questioning was threatening. She wanted him to relax and talk to her. It seemed to work. She sensed he was relaxed and she could move on. Now it was going to get dicey. "Your highness, I am sure my readers will be interested in how Eshan justifies keeping women  as  second  class  citizens  denied  virtually  all  rights?"  The Sultan face betrayed the change in tenor of the conversation. "Well Ms.  Barrows,  unlike  the  misguided  belief  of  many  of  the  Western nations we know that in the proper order of things women are for the advancement  and  pleasure  of  men.  We  know  that  no  woman  is properly  happy  until  she  is  completely  controlled  by  a  man.  There would have been no need for separate sexes if men and women were the  same."  Vickie  had  expected  that  rational.  "But  science  tells  us there is no functional difference in the brain and therefore the abilities of women as opposed to men. They are able to contribute to society intellectually in the same fashion as men." "But, left unsupervised, and certainly  undisciplined,  females  are  disruptive.  An  uncontrolled woman  can  create  much  more  havoc  than  is  justified  by  any contribution she may make. This is not even considering her ability to disrupt the function of men through her licentious actions. No, women must  be  closely  control ed  for  the  very  good  of  society."  Vickie decided to follow this thread. "Is this the reason that Eshan puts such strict controls on the freedom of women?" "In part. Under our law, women  are  the  responsibility  of  the  head  of  the  household.  This means either the husband or the father. It is their job to see that every woman in the household is properly control ed and disciplined." "And what if the women do not accept this role?" "There is no choice. The man is responsible and he must do what is required to insure that his women  act  appropriately."  "And  if  they  just  decide  to  defy  him,  or even run away?" "There was a situation a few years ago where a wife took her husband's car without permission. What she intended is still up for speculation. As you know, women are not allowed to drive in Eshan. It is a proper law. She wrecked the car, and in the process killed a man in the neighborhood." "That is awful." Vickie responded.

"Because women are responsible only to the head of the household, the  husband  was  charged  with  murder."  "But  he  was  not  the  one driving the car." "Not only that, he did not even know she had taken the  car.  But  he  is  responsible  for  her  actions  so  he  was  held responsible and convicted." "That is terrible. That does not seem fair."

"He  was  sentenced  to  death."  The  Sultan  paused  as  Vickie's  eyes grew  large.  "But  fortunately  the  victim's  family  was  persuaded  to accept an accommodation." "So what happened to the woman?" The Sultan  smiled.  "Certainly  the  husband  was  displeased  with  her, perhaps  weary  as  well.  As  Lord  Byron  described  in  the  Corsair." 

"When weary of these fleeting charms and me, There yawns the sack- and  yonder  rolls  the  sea!"  He  quoted  the  poem  with  only  slight modernization  of  the  first  line.  "But  this  is  not  1814."  She  replied smiling, she knew the poem. "And the reference was to a harem slave not a wife." She proudly continued the passage: "What, am I then a toy for dotard's play, To wear but till the gilding frets away? I saw thee loved thee--owe thee all--would save, If but to show how grateful is a slave." The Sultan smiled. "Perhaps drowning would be a bit extreme today, but she did almost get her husband killed." "Only because he was held responsible for something he did not do." "I suspect we will not agree on the importance of proper discipline to maintain order in the home. I doubt you have been beaten either as a child or an adult."

"Certainly not." Vickie gasped in response. "That is just the point. A husband has no reason beating his wife. Disputes should be resolved through discussion, negotiations, and mutual agreement." The Sultan laughed deeply. "Just the kind of radical thinking that my people find horrific. You people in the West are seeing your society deteriorate because  of  the  loss  of  control.  I  can  assure  you  things  run  much smoother in Eshan. We have virtually no divorce and very little crime."

"Because  an  unhappy  husband  can  sew  his  wife  up  in  a  bag  and throw her into the sea. That is certainly one way to avoid divorce. " 

"Actually if a husband is not able to properly train and control his wife he can return her to her father. Most girls would rather have several days on the punishment bench than be returned to their father." "What is a punishment bench? Why would a woman find herself there?" "It is  a  device  for  training  that  was  actually  developed  in  the  harem system. It was so effective that it spread into use in the home. Almost every home in Eshan has one now. Many are home built, but there are several  shops  that  manufacture  very  good  products  that  are  most efficient and nice to look at as well." 

"So sitting in most homes in your land is a piece of furniture designed to  inflict  punishment.  Don't  you  find  that  barbaric?"  The  Sultan laughed again. "The very presence of the bench has a very positive effect on discipline. It used to be utilized and controlled by the head Eunuch but, of course, in the home it is left to the head of household. He will often further delegate that responsibility to the first wife, unless, of course, she is the one to be punished.!" 

"So how does this 'bench' inflict punishment and enhance discipline?" "Ah, yes, you would not know. The design of the bench is really quite clever. Near the back of the bench is a padded bar about a meter above the ground. Below this and extending out are two short padded platforms that can be adjusted for height and distance apart. The girl to be punished kneels on the padded platforms and leans over the bar such that it presses into her lower abdomen. Her legs are strapped to the pad at the ankles and  just  below  the  knee.  A  narrow  bar  extends  in  the  opposite direction from the pads and supports a piece you would describe as a stock. It has holes for the head and the wrists. When the stock is closed  and  a  belt  added  across  the  girl's  waist  pinning  her  to  the padded platform all movement is effectively gone. The pads along the knees end at the ankles so the feet hang down off the end of the pad. On some benches there is a padded flange to which the great toe can be strapped to keep the feet pointed down and unable to move. The entire  thing  is  very  effective."  Vickie's  mind  was  picturing  herself locked  in  such  a  device  as  the  Sultan  described  it.  "That  sounds completely humiliating. I imagine it becomes very painful very quickly. How long does the victim have to endure it?" «There is an entire ritual attached to it. At dawn the head of household or first wife announces to the household the identification of the slacker. She is allowed to dispose of her waste, removes her clothing and positions herself on the bench where she is strapped down. She is then muzzled and left to await announcement of her punishment." Vickie's image enhanced with this further information. "She is undressed? In her underwear? And, she is gagged?" 

"Not underwear. She is naked. And gagging is very necessary. It prevents whining and attempts to plead for relief. Believe  me,  after  several  hours  a  girl  awaiting  punishment  can become quite annoying." "I am not surprised. After a couple of hours of that I would be ready to scratch your eves out." Again the Sultan laughed.  He  was  enjoying  himself.  Vickie  wondered  if  he  was  just putting her on. "I have seen signs of rebellion and even anger. Part of the  purpose  of  the  first  part  of  the  punishment  is  to  bring  out  the rebellious urges so the girl can clearly learn that she is not in control and that rebellion will do her no good. Since the bench is in the main part  of  the  house  it  also  demonstrates  the  importance  of  good behavior to the rest of the family." "I am surprised that she is naked. Don't  you  put  great  importance  on  modesty?"  "Yes,  but  that  is  in public. In the home the rules change. Even there women will normally be covered, and are expected to observe salat. Clothing is removed to  make  the  body  more  accessible  for  the  punishment  but  also  to communicate  to  the  girl  that  she  cannot  hide  in  anyway from  her husband  or  family head."  "It  must  be  completely  humiliating.  I  am surprised that women voluntarily let themselves be bound in such a terrible way. And, what do you mean 'accessible for punishment'? I thought being bound to the bench was the punishment."

"If a girl defies the order to place herself on the bench she is forced. And, then, or course, the punishment is much more severe. A girl does not resist being fastened to the bench more than once. And while the bench is punishing, the worst part is spending the day worrying about what the rest of the punishment is to be. The girl is left fastened to the bench until evening prayer. At that time the gag is briefly removed so she can be given liquid, the muzzle is replaced and the punishment announced. There are a variety of whips and canes that can cause differing  degrees  of  pain.  Held  on  the  bench,  the  breasts,  thighs, buttocks, and soles of the feet are all available for punishment. The girl  will  be  told  the  implement  and  the  number  of  strokes  to  be delivered. She will usually not be told what part of the body will be beaten. The agony of that quandary is left to her. Once she has been told the punishment, she is hooded and left while the family retires to supper."  "You  can't  be  serious.  This  is  too  awful  to  be  true.  The woman is left painfully bound all day long and then beaten. And even then she is hooded and left to stew?" "You are seeing the beauty of it. The anticipation of punishment is as great as the punishment. Just knowing that she is naked, helpless and soon to be beaten is enough to render almost any girl to a blubbering state before the first cane stroke ever touches flesh. Being hooded makes the clock stop. I have heard that the hour or two after being hooded and up until the actual beating seemed as long as the entire day to that point. Some families also require the girl to vocalize how sorry she is for her failure and to ask  for  punishment  before  she  is  re-muzzled  and  hooded."  Vickie could  not  even  imagine  the  humiliation.  She  pictured  herself  tightly strapped to the bench being forced to ask to be beaten. She saw the black  interior  of  the  hood  as  it  was  pulled  over  her  head  with  a claustrophobic  efficiency.  "Is  she  hooded  for  the  beating?"  Was Vickie just trying to flesh out details in her own daydream? "Usually that  would  be  the  case.  There  is  some  variation  there.  Also  some variation as to whether the hood is removed after the beating or not. Most remove the hood and muzzle and require the girl to make sincere thanks for the important correction." "And if she is not sincere?" "Easy. The hood goes back on and an hour later she is punished again. It is most  unlikely  that  her  apology  after  the  second  beating  will  not  be heartfelt and sincere." The Sultan was laughing deeply. Vickie gasped.

"I  suspect  that  is  right.  There  is  no  room  for  rebellion  at  all.  I  am surprised that the women don't run away. If someone did that to me I would be out of there so quickly they would hardly see the trail." "You must really like punishment. While our girls are very well  trained and would never desire let alone think of leaving, there is no place for them to go. If a girl went home to her parents her father would be in disgrace. He would almost certainly have her on the punishment bench as soon as  she  arrived.  A  stranger  might  take  in  a  runaway,  but  she  would become stolen property and he would have to be very careful to make sure she could not again escape. It would not likely be good. Or she could be picked up by the police. In such case she is returned to her husband if he will have her, if not to her father. They would have to pay a fine for her disobedience and she would be severely punished.

It is not healthy to leave a girl on the punishment bench for multiple days in a row, but with a day of rest in between she can be benched for as long as is necessary. After the first day she is removed from the bench  and  chained  to  a  sleeping  mat  for  24  hours.  Then  she  is returned to the bench. This can continue so long as is necessary to insure her attitude is proper." The Sultan smiled. What was not said was she could also just be sold. "In normal punishment is she then removed right after she has been beaten?" 

"No.  It  is  important  for  her  to  think  about  what  she  did  and  the punishment.  One  of  the  wives  or  girls  will  be  assigned  the  job  of anointing the whip marks and then she will be left until morning. At first light she will be released. Depending on the severity of the beating she may or may not be excused from her duties for that day. It also may depend on whether the enhanced ointment was used as that can impact sleep." Vickie could not let it go. She wanted, no, she needed to  know  more  she  needed  to  know  it  all.  "What  is  the  enhanced ointment?" "The ointment is an antiseptic to guard against infection. If the girl has acted properly and shown the correct level of respect and the offense was not too bad it can also include a soothing product that removes some of the pain. But on the other side of the coin is the ointment  enhanced  with  pepper  oil.  The  girl  cannot  tell  during application which ointment is being rubbed into her body, but within a very short period of time she will know. If it is the pepper oil every stripe will begin to burn again. It is also not uncommon for oil to find its way onto sensitive parts of the flesh. I have heard that the oil is worse than the beating. Largely because it can go on for hours." Vickie could see why the very presence of a punishment bench in a home would go a long way to curb rebellious attitudes and break the will of the women. No wonder the women were so meek. If she had been raised in that environment could she be the self assured person that she is today? Doubtful. Very doubtful. "This practice is a product of the  harem  system?"  She  wanted  to  talk  about  harems  and  this seemed  a  good  segue.  "There  is  much  to  be  learned  from  the harems."  The  Sultan  leaned  back  and  smiled  deeply  as  if  lost  in  a personal thought. "Why would a woman want to marry someone only to end up in a harem?" Vickie wondered how far she would be able to go  with  the  harem  questions.  She  was  careful  to  keep  the  subject focused  on  things  in  the  past.  "Don't  confuse  the  wives  and  the concubines.  Because  a  good  Moslem  can  only  have  four  wives, harems  were  created  to  accommodate  the  sometimes  many concubines, that a rich and powerful man might collect. Sharia law allows the owner of a female to use her as he sees fit. 'What the right hand  possesses."  "But  certainly  most  women  do  not  want  to  be  a concubine."  Vickie  had  known  that  harems  sometimes  had  large numbers of women but had not considered what their status really was - or is. "Well, some would aspire to what seemed an easy life, and perhaps the chance to catch the eye of their master and elevate to the status of an Odalisque or even a wife. But very few were there by choice, and, of course, once within the walls of the harem they had no choice. Some slaves were raised as slaves from childhood. Many came  to  the  harem  by  gift.  A  family  seeking  favor  or  another  ruler hoping to form an alliance would gift a daughter. If she were comely and pleased her new master she would be a constant reminder of the loyalty of her family." "How could a parent consign a daughter to such a thing? What if she didn't want to go?" The Sultan laughed. "The gift is all the more pleasing when it comes properly wrapped. Often the girl was not even told. All she knew was that she was bound, gagged, and  placed  in  a  small  cage.  She  was  helpless  to  interfere  with  her delivery to her new master. Once there she is quickly trained by the whip to please. We have learned that a girl learns well  and fast under the application of a well-used cane." Vickie pictured herself locked in a  small  cage  with  her  hands  bound  behind  her  back  and  protest blocked by a large gag in her mouth. In her vision the cage is draped so  she  can  only  see  flashes  of  the  ground  as  she  is  carried  to  a destination  that  is  completely  unknown  to  her.  "I  would  think  that many would run away at the first opportunity."

"And so they might, if they could. The harem was considered to house valuable property. They all existed behind high walls, carefully barred windows and strong doors. Once a girl entered the harem she would not thereafter leave until she grew less appealing and moved on to house slave. In the harem she was watched over by the Eunuchs. Girls quickly learned that escape was impossible and the consequences of trying unthinkable." "How awful. The impact on any woman would be devastating. But what enjoyment could there be in having a group of despondent near suicidal women?" "That is where the ingenuity of the harem came into play. All girls in harem were happy and smiling. They lived only to please their master. The Eunuchs carefully watched over them all of the time to insure that they maintain a proper attitude. Also, the  only  man  they  ever  saw  was  their  master.  They  were  not  even allowed pictures of any other man. Soon they came to dream only of pleasing their master. And, they became jealous of the other girls who received the eye of the master. They competed for the attention of the master. It did not take long at all for a proper attitude to develop."

"But why would the girls want to please the master?" "Every girl in the harem  exists  only  to  please  the  master.  They  are  kept  in  a  super charged sexual atmosphere hoping only to be selected by the master and be sufficiently pleasing to him that he will return some pleasure to  them.  Other  than  that  they  exist  in  complete  frustration."  Vickie noticed that the Sultan had slipped in the present tense. She shook her head. "That type of frustration is easy to solve." Vickie could not help but laugh at her comment. "Not in the harem it is not. A girl may not touch herself or another girl. Masturbation is strictly prohibited. Since  each  girl  belongs  to  the  master  such  an  act  is  considered infidelity.  It  is  always  severely  punished.  And  offender  is  often circumcised  or  sewn  shut.  Such  acts  of  adultery  can  even  draw  a sentence  of  stoning."  Vickie  was  almost  without  words.  Then  she thought about the two girls she had seen loaded on the launch the day before. Where they caged onboard this ship, somewhere below deck just waiting to be transported to a life of isolation and slavery?

"I have heard that European women sometimes ended up in a harem. Certainly they were not 'gifted' by their family." "Christian slaves were always prized. In the age of the Barbary pirates captives were taken from ships and raids along the coast of various European countries. It was said to be a great thrill to see a once proud independent woman bowing chained and naked before her new master." He laughed. "It is absolutely  amazing  how  quickly  the  mind  and  body  learn  from  the whip  and  the  cane."  Vickie  could  not  put  aside  her  feeling  that  the Sultan  was  speaking  from  firsthand  knowledge.  She  was  now  sure that harems were not just a thing of the past. She was sure they must still exist. But certainly not on the scale that once existed. That was too terrible to contemplate. She was having trouble even processing what she had heard. Strangely she found this all so titillating that she wanted to reach between her legs. Fortunately she did not belong to anyone  else.  When  she  got  back  to  her  room  tonight  she  would absolutely  NOT  be  left  frustrated  and  she  was  not  in  fear  of  being circumcised or stones. When Vickie finally closed the interview, she thanked the Sultan and was somewhat relieved when he signaled to have the launch brought round to collect her and take her back to the pier. Part of her wanted to ask for a tour of the ship, but another part was afraid it might end with her in a cage fare below deck. As sexually arousing as the thought might be, she was not in the mood to become a full time slave. Her article was scathing. Even better than she had imagined. She felt hostility toward the Sultan, his land, and all those who thought like him. She described him as the lord of a land that was a throwback to the dark ages. She said he was not just misogynistic in his views but completely unenlightened. It was a sad thing and so debilitating to his nation that he intentionally lost the contribution of half of his population.

She would have loved to see the look on his face when he read her article. She remembered his smirk when he had toyed with her during the interview, and she was sure, intentionally made her uncomfortable. 

Well, who was uncomfortable now? She was pretty happy with herself. 

Yet, she needed more. She knew that the story did not go far enough. 

There was just too much that she did not know and even less that she could prove. Free minded women congratulated her on the strength of her position. Men seemed uncomfortable even when they said that they agreed with her premise. But the article was lacking. She had savaged the culture of these people, but she had little in the way of real facts to put forward. She was very sure that much more was going on  than  what  she  had  at  first  suspected.  The  Sultan  had  hinted  at much more, but he was oblique enough that Vickie's editor would not let her expand the statements into statements of fact. If she was going to have more than the ravings of a single female voice she needed more. She needed hard facts. But, how to get them? 

 

Chapter 3 A Trip to a Strange Land - Watching the Slave Ships 

Pierre  was  sitting  at  a  table  on  the  patio  of  the  restaurant  near  the walkway. As Vickie approached he looked up from the paper he was reading and smiled. Vickie could see tension in the muscles of his face soften as she approached and sat down. "I was half expecting to have to try to buy you back at a slave auction in Bandar." Pierre signaled to the waiter to bring another glass of wine for himself and one for Vickie. As Vickie sat at the table she could feel tension melting from her as well. "If there were not so many people who knew where I was you might have had to." She felt a close, almost intimate connection to this charming young man. "Ah, but would I let you go or keep you for  myself?"  His  look  made  her  feel  a  bit  uncomfortable.  Then  he laughed. Or was it what was happening in her mind. She could see herself naked and chained being sold on the auction block. She shook her head to get rid of the image. "I hope the interview was a success." 

His comment pulled her back; she realized that she had been staring off into space. "I think it went well. He was arrogant and could not help taunting me. I have no doubt now that slavery still exists in Eshan, but I cannot prove it from what he gave me. Although he used the present tense sometimes in the conversation he told the story in the past tense. I would be irresponsible to take that as an admission of any current activity." "Does that mean you can't write the story?" "It means that I have only a small piece of the story and that no part of it will ever be published until I can get some verification." "How do you plan to do that?" "I don't really know. I have to go to Eshan. It is the only answer. But they don't even grant visas to women. That place really pisses me off." "Women in Eshan are property. You can go only as the property of a man, but even then you will not be allowed in most places and you will have no opportunity to talk to anyone." 

 "I have been going over that in my mind. I considered going in as a slave. That would get me in. But I would be a terrible slave. I could never allow myself to be subservient to another person. And, I would not be able to go where I wanted. It just wouldn't work." "I don't think that would be a very workable solution. And, once you were in, it would not be easy to get you back out. Even if we were able to keep track of  you  we  might  not  be  able  to  buy  you.  Not  to  mention  that  it  is against the law in Eshan to free a slave under most circumstances. Manumission must be approved by the head of state, i.e., the Sultan."

"Damn. This is the first time in my life that being a woman put me at such a disadvantage." Pierre paused and examined his drink. "I might have a way, but it is very risky and I think you would really hate it." 

"I already told you I am not going to do the slave thing." "No, that is not it. I think we can disguise you as a young eunuch training to be a slave  handler.  That  would  put  you  right  in  the  thick  of  things."

"Wouldn't people spot me right away?" "No. Many eunuchs are cut at a very young age. The result is soft effeminate features and a higher pitched voice. It is not uncommon to completely remove all vestiges of masculinity." Vickie grimaced sympathetically at the thought, even though  she  had  no  such  equipment  to  be  removed.  He  continued: 

"You would have to play the role and act the part. You are not too top heavy  -  no  insult  intended  -  but  you  would  still  want  to  bind  your breasts. We would create a back-story of your going to Europe with your  master  and  on  his  death  being  left  at  loose  ends."  "Is  that  a believable  story?"  "Yes,  most  young  eunuchs  are  cut  to  serve  as personal  body  servants  for  rich  men.  When  they  grow  older  they usually  move  up  in  the  eunuch  ranks.  It  is  common  for  them  to apprentice  in  order  to  learn  their  trade.  Most  become  clerks  and accountants. Those who are very strong become soldiers. Many of the Janissaries were cut, either before or after joining the ranks. Some young eunuchs become slave trainers and handlers." "I see the risk, that could give me amazing access, but what is it that I would really hate?" "You would be a slave handler or trainer. It would be your job to help control and train new slaves that means you will be terrorizing and  beating  them.  If  you  are  soft  or  sympathetic  you  will  either  be dismissed  immediately  or  discovered,  in  which  case  you  will  find yourself naked, chained, and under the whip - or worse." He paused and looked hard into Vickie's face. She sat frozen. "I know how you feel about this whole subject. It is why you want to write this story. Do you think you could degrade and humiliate another woman? Do you think  you  could  whip  one?  If  you  cannot  then  you  cannot  do  this."

"You are right. I would hate that. But it would certainly be a clear look into  the  practice.  And,  with  direct  access  to  the  slaves,  that  is something I would never be able to get through normal means." The wine had arrived and Vickie wasted no time taking a sip. A big sip. 

"Can you really do this?" She felt a chill run through her even though the Mediterranean air was warm. Pierre nodded. "I have a friend who has a very important Eunuch. I will tell him that I have acquired you and want you trained. Eunuchs are all actually slaves, but a special caste with a great deal of freedom of movement." Al  caution had left on the wind. "When can we do this?" It took two weeks. Vickie was now Viku. Viku is a Eunuch of Turkish descent. He had been sold from a  small  village  in  the  mountains  near  Kurdistan.  He  was  cut  before puberty  and  trained  in  administration.  That  meant  that  he  was  well educated,  which  although  denied  most  slaves  was  common  for eunuchs. Viku's new master, Pierre, was acquiring a property in Eshan and intended to install a harem. He was acquiring a chief eunuch, but needed at least two lower level handlers. While the final training would be done by his new chief eunuch he wanted Viku to learn about the proper handling and training of women, especially Western woman as Pierre intended to purchase several of them.

Pierre  and  Vickie  had  worked  the  details  of  the  cover  story.  They researched locations and details. Vickie spoke some Turkish and had spent some time near the region picked for her new origin. Unless she meet someone else who actually came from there she would be able to maintain the cover story. This was all so very exciting. Pierre and Viku  sailed  for  Eshan.  Pierre  had  an  entry  visa.  Viku  had  neither  a passport nor a visa. Pierre instead had a bill of sale for one eunuch age 16. A more youthful age was chosen to further hide her feminine features.  There  were  no  problems  on  arrival.  Vickie  didn't  even  go through  immigration  she  went  with  the  baggage  and  was  claimed there by Pierre. She had to be declared on his custom form and what amounted to a fifty Euro import tax was paid. Vickie got some sense of this different world when Pierre insisted that she carry all the bags to a waiting car. The driver helped her put them in the trunk but Pierre did  not  so  much  a  touch  a  piece  of  luggage.  Vickie  knew  that  her status had just changed. The hotel was nice. Pierre had a large room on  an  upper  floor.  A  smaller  attached  room  was  for  his  domestic - Viku. In the room Pierre opened a map and briefed Vickie on the layout of  the  city.  He pointed out a small  harbor  to  the  North  of  the  main harbor which was separated from view by a spit of land. The entire city  was  walled.  In  addition,  the  area  around  the  small  harbor  was separated by walls from the rest of the city. Pierre pointed to it on the map. This section of the city is a military post, but it also contains the slave  markets.  Slaves  are  brought  in  and  out  through  this  special harbor and trained and sold in facilities in this area. There is only a single gate from the city and only authorized personnel are allowed to enter. The map labeled the area as a military facility. The slave training facility where Vickie would work was in this area. She would go there with a senior eunuch. Viku was dressed in a loose fitting flowing white thawb with a large belt. Vickie's breasts had been wrapped tightly to her chest. Because of her small size this was not uncomfortable. Her hair  had  been  cut  short  and  she  wore  a  fez  like  cap  that  she understood to be common to eunuchs. Pierre and Vickie entered the restaurant that had been selected for the meeting. Pierre sat at a table and  directed  Vickie  to  stand  behind  him.  She  felt  foolish  standing there.  Before  long  a  large  man  dressed  in  traditional  Arab  attire entered. Following him was a very large dark man. The Arab sat and the  man  stood  to  his  side.  The  Arab  signaled  to  a  waiter  and  two chairs, slightly lower, and not as comfortable, as the two seated men were brought to the table. Viku sat in one and the large dark man sat in  the  other  across  from  her.  She  felt  uncomfortable  as  the  man studied  her  closely.  Pierre  introduced  Viku  to  Thabit,  the  eunuch seated directly across from her. Pierre gave a quick recitation of Viku's history  and  why  he  needed  her  trained  to  handle  and  train  female slaves. Thabit smiled showing a mouth full of white teeth. "There are several things that Western whores respond well to. Because of my size and strength they are terrified just to look at me. They know that when they feel my cane it will hurt worse than they can imagine. But, having to grovel before a young man often years younger than they is particularly  humiliating.  It  clearly  tells  them  how  lowly  their  position is."  Thabit  looked  directly  at  Vickie.  "You  have  not  handled  female slaves before. They will do their best to test you but you will learn to bring them to heel. Once they learn the sting of your whip and the perseverance of your direction they will learn to fear and obey you."

Vickie  gulped.  This  is  what  she  had  come  for.  Thabit  looked  to  his Master. The Arab nodded. Thabit stood and signaled to Viku to follow him. He bowed to his Master then when acknowledged he turned and headed for the door. Vickie did her best to copy the bow only directed at Pierre. He smiled and gave a dismissive wave of his hand. Vickie, now  Viku,  a  young  eunuch  had  been  dismissed.  She  turned  and followed  Thabit.  They  took  a  cab  to  the  gate  that  separated  the military post and slave quarter of the town. Even though the gate was large enough to accommodate automobiles large wooden doors were closed and the cab stopped outside. A small door in the large wooden door was guarded by a soldier. He recognized Thabit and waved them through. Vickie was shocked. At least 100 years, maybe 200 had just disappeared.  The  streets  were  very  narrow  the  buildings  ancient.

There were no signs of any motor vehicles, the streets were much too narrow for them. They were in a small plaza just inside the gate. Vickie could not stop staring. To one side of the plaza were three small carts. 

They  stood  one  in  front  of  the  next.  It  was  not  the  carts,  but  their means  of  locomotion  that  took  Vickie's  attention.  Each  cart  had harnessed to its front two all but naked females. Thabit patted Vickie on the back. "You have never before seen ponygirls?" He laughed. 

"Some claim it is an ancient practice. More likely something fairly new dressed in the look of history. In any event it is becoming very popular and is a wonderful means of transportation." Vickie was looking at real slave girls. What she had come to see was now standing right in front of her. She had to get a better look. Vickie walked over to the nearest ponygirl. The ponygirl stood straight her eyes focused straight ahead. 

While  her  head  and  eyes  never  moved  she  was  not  still.  Her  legs moved up and down as if she were anxious to move forward. It was as  if  she  was  completely  unaware  of  her  surroundings.  Vickie  was close enough to touch but she did not. The ponygirl wore a harness of leather straps. A thick belt, wider, more a cinch at the waist was pulled tight. It would have to impact the girl's ability to breath. A high posture collar at the neck held her chin high. Straps connected the cinch and the collar. In the front they circled and constricted rather large but very firm breasts. Vickie watched them rise and fall slightly as the creature breathed. The pony had no use of her arms, they were almost unseen, folded across the small of her backs and laced tightly into a leather sheath that ran from above the elbow on one arm across the joined forearms and extending to the same spot above the other elbow. Straps held the sheathed arms tight to the cinch, just above her tightly constricted waist. With hands and fingers laced inside, the ponygirl had no use of her hands or even arms. A strap ran from the cinch in front down between the thighs of the pony. It disappeared between her beauty lips causing them to bulge to either side. Vickie winched  at  the  image.  That  strap  would  be  very  uncomfortable.  It looked like it might be holding something inside the girl, but Vickie could  not  be  sure  and  was  too  embarrassed  to  keep  her  attention there. The strap was pulled so tightly between the pony's buttocks that it could barely be seen until it emerged and made its way up to the back of the cinch. From the crack of the pony's buttocks a tail protruded. The hair of the tail matched the color on the girl's head and hung almost to the knees. Vickie could not be sure how it connected, but it moved back and forth when the pony stepped from foot to foot.

This implied something more than it just being fashioned to the strap. 

Vickie felt herself blush. Was the hair dyed to match or was it made from  the  natural  hair  of  the  pony?  What  was  this  strange  creature thinking right now? How had it become a slave? What would it think if it knew what Vickie was here for? Why did it seem so anxious to move?  Vickie  wanted  to  study  the  face,  but  could  not.  The  pony's head was enclosed in a leather hood. Its hair was pulled into a pony tail that emerged from the top of the head. Vision was only allowed through small vertical slits before each eve. To see the pony's eves Vickie would have to stand right in front of her. The pony's vision was limited  to  just  what  was  in  front  of  her.  The  hooded  head  was  so depersonalizing.  It  made  it  more  difficult  to  see  this  creature  as  a person and not just an animal. 

The hood left the mouth open, but a strap that encircled the head held rings at the corners of the mouth to which was connected a bit that sat deep within the pony's mouth. The pony kept moving her mouth and Vickie could see a metal bar and flat plate inside the pony's mouth. 

Surprisingly, the pony was able to close her mouth over the bit. Arms extended from each side of the bit. Reins from these fed back over the pony's shoulders to the cart. How humiliating to be denied speech and also controlled by your mouth. The pony wore large boots laced tightly to just below the knee. Vickie marveled at the lower part of the boot. It was curved sharply up so that the girl, now pony, was made to stand on only the ball of her foot. The angle looked higher than any heels Vickie had ever stood in. Here, however, there was no heel of any kind, instead, below the ball of the foot the sole expanded to what looked like the hoof of a horse. How could she even stand on those things,  let  alone  walk.  But  the  pony  showed  no  trouble  with  her balance  as  she  stepped  from  foot  to  foot.  It  did  appear  that  her restraints  caused  her  to  lean  forward.  Vickie  looked  across  at  the remainder  of  the  ponies.  They  were  almost  identically  kitted  out.

Tightly restrained, hooded, and fastened to the traces of the carts they were just animals. Beasts of burden completely under the control of others. There was something exotic and very sexual about these girls. 

The  harness  looked  so  tight,  it  must  be  very  uncomfortable.  Vickie wondered how long they were made to keep their arms behind them. 

That could grow very uncomfortable. She wanted to reach out and touch the large thighs and legs. The muscle tone was amazing. These creatures had obviously spent a great deal of time in this role. Vickie wondered how they got here. Had they been fit before or were they just worked very hard. Clearly there was no concern for the comfort of a ponygirl. They were just animals. They all stood so straight. They looked so proud. Did they really feel that way? Again, Vickie wished she could get a good look into the face of a ponygirl. Their posture was enhanced by their restraints and their outward appearance could also be influenced by fear of punishment instilled by the trainers and handlers.  Vickie  was  astounded  by  what  she  saw.  She  wanted  so much to be able to talk to one of the ponies, but she knew that would not be allowed. It was so frustrating. She was so close, she could look.

She  knew  she  could  even  touch,  but  she  could  not  ask  questions. 

Was this really going to work? And then there was the morality of it all. 

How could Vickie just stand here and watch these poor slaves being so abused? Even worse, she was going to have to participate as a slave handler and trainer. Unless she wanted to find herself helpless and  hitched  to  a  cart  Vickie  knew  she  was  going  to  have  to  start making some quick adjustments. How humiliating would it be to be reduced to a beast of burden, hitched helplessly to a cart and made to haul people around? But, oh were they sexy looking. She could see why some people got off on this. She really wanted to touch, but she didn't trust her hand and she did not want to call attention to herself. 

Thabit climbed into the front most cart and pulled Vickie in next to him. 

The  cart  had  only  two  very  large  wheels  with  a  single  bench  seat between  them.  It  was  just  large  enough  for  two  normal  sized passengers sitting side by side. It was a good thing that Vickie was small because Thabit filled more than half the space. She was pressed up  tight  against  his  body.  He  was  very  strong  also.  Her  ideas  of eunuchs  being  weak  delicate  creatures,  effeminate  like  her,  were challenged by Thabit. Behind the seat was a platform on which the driver could stand. He was a small man wearing loose fitting pants and a baggy shirt. He held the reins in one hand and a carriage whip in the other. A great look Vickie thought, but she was shocked when the whip snapped over her head and the tip bit into the buttocks of one of the girl ponies. There was a squeal and the cart lurched forward.

The whip was more than just decoration. The cart delivered them to the  harbor  area.  It  was  not  a  long  trip,  but  it  was  the  most  unique means of travel that Vickie had ever taken, and it did take longer than she  had  expected.  What  looked  very  small  on  the  map  was  much larger  on  the  ground.  Streets  wound  around  souks  and  buildings creating what would be a romantic quarter if not for the secrets it hid. 

It was a fully functioning community. She knew she should have felt horrified by the abuse of these ponygirls but she didn't feel that at all. 

It  had,  in  fact,  been  exhilarating.  These  were  slave  girls,  forced  to perform as ponies against their will. She should be offended, but she was not. The driver had used his whip sparingly, really only enough to keep the team moving at a proper speed, and neither pony looked much the worse for wear when they arrived at their destination. They must be in very good shape. 

What would it be like to be a ponygirl? Vickie tried to put it in her mind so she could figure a way to write this. Even after being made to run and having been whipped, the ponies, now brought to a halt, stood tall and proud. They should have been completely humiliated, but that is not what Vickie saw at all. Clearly they were restrained. Attached to the cart with their arms fastened behind them they had no free will. 

They were compelled to do as the driver directed under the pain of the whip. Vickie had seen it used and could see the red marks on the backs, bottoms, and thighs. That whip would hurt. She had expected to see slaves trained to the whip. She knew that she would soon have to whip slave girls. Up until now she had never seen anyone actually whipped. She looked again at the marks that had been left. She was sure that hurt, but, it looked like it would quickly heal. It was not meant to do any permanent or even long lasting damage. If she thought that were  the  case  she  would  not  be  here  now.  Ok,  this  was  wrong.  It needed to be eliminated. Her story was going to pull back the lid on all aspects of this practice. It was going to help do away with all of this. She would shine the light of day onto a practice that could not stand in the light. Thabit led Viku to an open patio of a small tavern near the edge of the harbor. It was clear that the primary clientele were eunuchs and others in the slave trade. They were a tough looking lot for  the  most  part.  But,  Vickie  spotted  a  number  of  very  young effeminate  looking  individuals.  She  smiled  at  several  and  they acknowledged her. Pierre had been correct. Either there were more women here posing as young men or she did look the part. Vickie was happy when she was served a large sweet tasting tea. Her mouth felt very dry. A large part of her wanted to make her way back to the gate, track down Pierre, and flee from this place. She doubted that Thabit would just let her leave. He had the assignment to train Viku to be a trainer. He was, after all, a slave himself and he would not want to fail.

Vickie remembered how she had entered the country. She had not come as a person. She had come as property of Pierre. She trusted Pierre, but she knew her status would affect how she would be treated by others. If Pierre were here right now she would tell him she wanted to call it all off. But he was not here. She had no rights, and if she were exposed - the image of the ponygirls flashed through her mind - she really did not want to think about that. She could do this. She had no choice but to do this. Vickie had lost track of what the others were talking about. Something about "first look". Something was about to happen which was part of the reason that a lot of eunuchs were here now. Vickie gave Thabit a questioning look. He smiled at her. "New meat is brought in down there." He pointed to a quay that extended like a finger about forty feet out into the bay. This one, however, was unlike any dock Vickie had ever seen. It was about ten feet wide but completely surrounded and topped by a wire enclosure. It looked like a big dog run. Gates along the sides were closed and locked. On the landward  side  it  turned  and  extended  behind  the  dock  area  for another fifty feet. At the end of this extension there was an enclosure created  by  two  sets  of  gates  set  about  eight  feet  apart.  A  small building abutted this enclosure. A single overhead track ran down the center  of  the  enclosure  from  one  end  to  the  other.  From  this  track chains  dangled.  It  was  hard  to  determine  how  many  because  they were bunched together at the far seaward side. "It is very important to protect the property at the point of transfer. Many new slaves are despondent and even desperate when they are transferred from the ships. Before the enclosure was created several tried to jump into the sea."  As  Vickie  watched  a  long  launch  pulled  up  to  the  side  of  the quay.  After  the  opening  of  the  launch  was  aligned  with  one  of  the gates to the enclosure the gate was opened. There was not sufficient room between the doorway to the launch and the wire enclosure to allow anyone to go anywhere except into the enclosure. Two slavers stepped onto the dock. They pulled a handful of chains down the rail and  stood  by  the  doorway.  Another  slaver  started  to  guide  young naked  bodies  from  the  launch  into  the  enclosure.  As  each  girl  was guided forward one of the two men took her by the arm as the other fastened one of the chains from the overhead rail to her collar and pushed her down the rail toward land. Each girl's wrists were crossed behind her back and bound vertically and horizontally with wrappings of what looked like leather. The bindings kept her hands behind her back and prevented either raising or lowering her arms. A thick leather collar circled her neck. It had several D rings, one of which was used to fasten to the overhead chain. A wide piece of leather covered the mouth from below the nose down and under the chin. A tight strap encircled the face to hold it in place. Bulging cheeks evidenced tightly packed mouths.

The slaves were bound, gagged, and closely controlled. And control seemed  necessary.  These  were  not  broken  slaves.  Many  of  them stood with their heads down, but several pulled and struggled with their bindings and the direction of their handlers. Their eyes shifted around desperately looking for some way to escape their fate. A lump formed  in  Vickie's  throat  as  she  realized  that  she  was  about  to become part of the machine that would break the spirit of these girls. 

Finally twelve girls were lined up in the wire enclosure at the landward end of the quay. Twelve naked, bound and gagged girls held to the overhead rail by a chain to their collars. There were only four slave handlers for the twelve girls, but they had full use of their hands and each now sported short dog whips. That was more than enough to keep control. The girls were lined up in two ranks of six. The slavers attached  four  foot  poles  between  the  collars  of  each  pair  of  girls.

Another pole was used to join the collars of each slave in each line front  to  back.  Only  then  was  the  gate  at  the  end  of  the  enclosure opened and the slave coffle herded out. A tall blonde on the front right corner of the coffle jerked at her hands and tried to twist her body away as she was finally outside the wire cage. Held to her sisters in bondage there was no place for her to go until the entire group moved. 

Several of the girls looked at the handlers with hatred. Many stood and looked at the ground. Many of the eyes glistened as if filled with tears. Two slavers stood on each side and moved the coffle forward with  strikes  of  their  dog  whips  on  the  buttocks  and  thighs  of  the hapless girls. The way their arms were tied the girls could do nothing to protect their tender flesh from the stinging blows. The men sitting on the patio laughed as the coffle of confined female flesh squealed and jerked forward each individual becoming more desperate to avoid the sting of the whips. "They begin to learn. "Thabit smiled broadly using the teaching moment for his new charge. "They learn that there will be pain and they have no ability to stop it. They learn the only way to limit the pain is to obey. They learn that there is no escape. Being run naked through the streets teaches them that there is no one to help them. They are now property and everyone here sees them as property. This is particularly helpful for Western women. They arrive with the strongest feelings of individuality. They are the most fun to break." The coffle was just disappearing up one of the streets. "A few are  near  broken  already,  but  most  are  nowhere  near.  We  will  have much work to do with them. They will fight and resist. They will try to plead  and  bargain  hoping  for  sympathy.  They  will  pretend  to  obey praying for a chance to escape. They will hate us with every fiber of their being, but they will fear us more, and over time their fear will win out. They will still hate us, but their every action will be completely controlled by their fear and the knowledge of the pain we will inflict for every shortcoming. Only then will they start to become what they need to  be.  In  our  hands  they  will  become  valuable  property.  Devoted slaves  who  will  never  question  what  they  are  told  to  do  and  willperform every task to perfection. The luckiest and best trained of them will end up in a fine harem." Vickie was frozen with fear. How could she do this? What she had just seen was so much more horrible than she had even imagined. "We will be working with girls like that?" She had trouble keeping her voice from cracking. "Those are our slaves for training. That is why we came here to get a first look at them. They are  taken  now  to  the  pens.  In  the  morning  we  will  wake  them  and begin their training."



Chapter  4  The  Slave  Pens 

After  several  more  glasses  of  tea  and something like a shepherd's pie Thabit led the way to their quarters. 

Vickie knew she would have to be careful here. Thabit was a senior eunuch so he had his own room. Viku did not rate such a thing. She was assigned a bed in the dormitory used by the other junior trainers. 

She was relieved to find one at the end of the room. She knew that every other occupant in that room had been cut at a young age. She knew they could never experience sexual pleasure as a man, but she still had to get her mind around sleeping in a room full of males. While most of the others had some bulge between their legs none had much of  one.  Viku,  of  course,  being  really  Vickie  had  none.  The  usual procedure for creating a eunuch removed only the testicles. If done after  puberty  the  new  eunuch  could  sometimes  even  become tumescent. Those cut before could not even do that. In some cases not  just  the  testicles,  but  also  the  penis  is  removed.  This  is  very dangerous  and  many  who  are  subjected  to  this  operation  bleed  to death  or  die  of  infection.  Vickie's  story  was  that  Viku  had  been subjected to this procedure. A eunuch in this condition had to sit like a woman to 'spend a penny'. Unless someone took a close look she should be ok. She still had to be careful. Even though the eunuchs could not achieve sexual satisfaction, as a male their job was to work with women, and they certainly knew what a woman looked like and how she acted. They had an instinct for such things that could pose a great danger to Vickie. There would be certain times of the month that  would  be  more  difficult  than  others,  but  fortunately  Vickie  was several weeks away. Would she still be here then? She and Pierre had not specifically discussed how long this "training" would last. At least through this batch of slaves she expected. How long would it take to fully break these girls? How long would it take to reduce them from independent  minded,  even  strong,  women  to  quaking  slaves  who jumped at the command of their master? And, when that happened.

When she saw them reduced to slaves, how would she ever forget her role in their destruction? It was not an easy night's sleep. Vickie and the other trainers were up early. The sun was not yet up. Vickie learned that there was a night shift of trainers. As the rest of the sleepy trainers awoke and began to prepare for the day, slaves under the direction of the  night  shift  brought  a  large  pot  of  coffee  and  a  container  of  hot porridge  for  the  waking  trainers.  Vickie  appreciated  the  ease  with which men could ready themselves in the morning with no need of make-up  and  little  time  required  for  hair.  And,  most,  but  not  all, eunuchs did not even need to shave. Viku's task, with short cropped hair and no need to worry about facial hair was even shorter. Vickie knew that age was very difficult to judge when boys were cut so early. 

She, for example, looked her age when dressed as a woman, as a boy nobody would guess her to be older than 16 or 17. She hoped she would be able to use her apparent young age to feign naivety. The trainer's quarters were in a building that connected to the slave pens.

The  commute  to  work  was  fifty  feet  down  a  hallway.  Utility  rooms including the kitchen were along this corridor. At the end, a heavily barred  door  separated  the  area  where  the  slaves  were  kept  and trained.  A  guard  sat  at  the  side  of  this  door.  Thabit  assembled  his group of six junior trainers. Thabit looked the figure of authority. He wore high black boots, his baggy pants bloused over the tops of his boots. Tucked into his wide black leather belt was a short solid crop with  a  silver  handle-  the  sign  of  his  authority.  Several  other  senior eunuchs, each identified by their silver tipped crop assembled their trainers  and  handlers.  Thabit's  junior  trainers  were  all  young effeminate looking young men (one of which, of course, was Vickie.) The demoralizing and humiliating impact on previously free women of being  commanded  and  trained  by  what  seemed  like  a  group  of teenagers  was  a  calculated  part  of  Thabit's  efforts  to  break  his charges. 



The  briefing  was  quick.  Thabit  had  six  junior  trainers.  Four  had experience  in  the  job.  Two,  one  of  whom  was  Viku,  were inexperienced. They would look to the other four for guidance. The slaves would be paired two to a trainer. There would be two training groups  of  three  trainers  and  six  slaves.  One  of  the  inexperienced trainers  was  placed  in  each  group.  All  twelve  slaves  were  white European Christian woman. They had all been taken in the last two to four weeks. They ranged in age from 18 to 33. They had received little if any ship board training, and what they did receive was likely to be badly done. They were not supposed to have been seriously abused, but some probably had been. In any event, although some incorrect behaviors may have started to emerge, serious bad habits should not have had time to form. Although the slaves had a number of different ethnic and national origins English was common to them all and would be  the  training  language.  The  trainers  all  had  a  working  version  of English.  The  primary  language  of  training,  of  course,  would  be  the cane and the whip. The slaves would all learn basic Arabic commands.

All of the slaves came from a background of comparative privilege. All were educated, some even had advanced degrees. Some of them had personal achievements and even some recognition in their old lives. 

They were very used to having their own way. They were not, in their prior  life,  submissive  in  nature.  The  transition  to  property  would  be difficult for them. Thabit reminded the trainers that they did a service for their charges by quickly disabusing them of their past status and getting them to accept that they had no power, made no decisions, and should quickly and completely obeyed any and all orders given to  them.  Pumped  up  and  ready  like  a  High  School  football  team entering the field with their coach the group strode proudly down the corridor and into the pens. Vickie looked to the left and right at her team mates feeling invigorated. Then as the iron door was unlocked and opened the reality of what she was about to do, and the impact on the lives of others, whom she had never before met, slipped back into her mind. How could she do this? She was morally opposed to every part of slavery. Now she was to help enslave others? Well, no.

They  had  been  enslaved  by  others.  Nothing  she  could  do  would change  that.  Thabit  was  right.  These  women  were  already  slaves. 

They had already lost any dignity they may have had. Had she not seen then naked, bound, and whipped down the street in coffle? After that  could  any  have  any  remaining  sense  of  dignity?  They  were already destined for a life of pain and servitude. Vickie and the other trainers  could  make  that  transition  less  painful.  That  was  actually doing a good thing. Wasn't it? Vickie was happy to have her attention drawn away from her thoughts. Thabit stood at the door of a cage. 

Three sides and the top were iron bars. The cage was only three feet high  so  that  its  occupants  were  required  to  crawl  while  inside. 

Wooden  planks  on  the  top  would  allow  a  handler  to  move  around above  the  prisoners  if  access  were  needed  to  one  of  them.  Naked bodies  were  huddled  together  inside  the  confines  of  the  cage. 

Anxious eyes looked up at Thabit, glanced over at the trainers, and then went back to Thabit. Vickie thought she recognized one or two from the procession the night before. Massed together as they were it would be hard to get an accurate count, but Vickie was certain that there would be twelve of them. There could be no escape from the cage  so  it  was  unlikely  that  any  were  not  accounted  for.  Thabit snapped his crop in his hand and directed the women to quickly get out of the cage and line up on the white line on the floor about four feet in front of the cage. With their arms bound behind them it was slow work to crawl through the small door. Some moved forward, but with some clear trepidation. Several moved back away from Thabit toward the back of the cage. Vickie had not noticed but two of the trainers had moved around to the back of the cage. They began to use their dog whips on the girls who had tried to move back from the door. The snap and pop of the whips and the squeals of the girls who felt  the  bite  motivated  those  closer  to  the  front.  The  speed  of movement  toward  the  door  increased.  This  had  been  well   planned and conducted with efficiency. In only minutes all twelve girls were lined  up  with  their  bare  feet  on  the  white  line.  All  of  them  were breathing rapidly as if they had just run half a mile not crawled ten feet.

The first step was to instill fear. That was well underway. For now they would fear the uncertainty. Soon they would learn to fear the eunuchs. 

This  fear  was  very  important.  When  the  were  sold  and  placed  in  a harem their life would be completely controlled by the harem eunuchs. 

What they learned in the pens would make them more responsive to the control that was necessary. 

Vickie stood to the far right end of the line. The two slaves in front of her would be her trainees. She was glad that they were facing to the front away from her. She had a blonde and a brunette. Her eyes were drawn to the blonde. The girl was huge. She was at least 6' 4" tall, probably close to 200 pounds. And it was ALL muscle. This girl was clearly  very  athletic.  Vickie  watched  the  muscles  of  her  broad, powerful, shoulders ripple as the girl moved her bound arms up and down behind her. Even bound, as she thankfully was, she would be a challenge to handle. Free of restraints she was so much stronger than Vickie. What chance did Vickie have to control this female? Had she been assigned this creature on purpose or was it just the way things fell out? This was going to be a disaster. Even the brunette was larger and probably stronger than Vickie. What was she going to do if these girls  refused  to  follow  her  commands?  What  would  she  do  if  they attacked  her  instead?  She  had  been  worried  about  how  she  could humiliate and mistreat another human being now she was afraid of what might happen to her when she tried to exert control. This was impossible Once the twelve girls were lined up, Thabit separated them into two groups of six. The six on the left side of the line were guided away  by  the  three  trainers  assigned  to  them.  There  were  some mumbles  but  the  authoritative  directions  and  a  few  slices  from trainers'  dog  whips  did  the  job.  On  Thabit's  direction  the  three remaining  trainers  each  came  forward  and  fastened  a  leash  to  the collar  of  each  of  their  assigned  slaves.  Vickie's  hand  shook  as  she reached forward with the end of the leash. The brunette took a step back. She gave Vickie a look of contempt and disgust. It was the kind of  dismissive  "I  am  better  than  you"  look  that  Vickie  had  seen  too many times during her life. Vickie stepped in, close to the body of the bound girl, and fastened the leash. Even this girl was taller than Vickie and she had to look up into her face, but as she did she gave a jerk forward on the leash she had just connected. She wanted to make sure this girl knew that Viku was in charge. Vickie turned to the other girl.  She  held  her  ground.  Up  close  she  seemed  even  larger  than Vickie's earlier impression of her. She was huge. She stood eight to ten inches over Vickie. Her look wasn't dismissive. Her look was "I am going to kill you first chance I get." And, from the looks of this girl she could do it. Why did they have to take such a difficult creature? More importantly, why did Vickie have to be assigned to her? Vickie was sure that this girl would lay in wait and then when Vickie wasn't paying attention she could beat her to a pulp. Vickie felt her stomach lurch.

Vickie wanted to tell the girl that she was here to help her, but she was sure the girl would not see it that way. Actually on a one to one basis it wasn't true. Vickie was here to expose the practice of slavery. But that was going to be of no help to this girl. Saving this girl or any of these girls was not in her wheelhouse. Ok, she felt sorry for them, but she had not taken them. She had not enslaved them, and she would not own them. And, if she were not here as their trainer somebody else would be doing the same thing, maybe someone worse. It would be someone who would not have the ability to point all the eyes of the world on this horrible practice. So, in a way, the worse things were for these girls the better the story. The better the story the better chances for this practice to end. With the six girls leashed, the three trainers followed Thabit pulling the slaves along behind. When one of the girls pulled  back  against  the  leash  her  trainer  turned  and  gave  her  two swipes  with  his  dog  whip.  After  that  no  further  whipping  was necessary. Even Vickie's two charges followed on their leashes. Vickie imaged that they hated it and certainly they hated her. She could feel the burn of their eyes on her back. She did not look back. The girls were brought into a room that had six poles sticking up out of the floor.

They were spaced about four feet apart. At the top of each pole was board,  parallel  with  the  floor  and  with  one  large  and  two  small openings. The top of the board was about three feet off the floor. No discussion  of  what  to  do  was  required.  The  slaves  were  moved forward and soon there were six heads sticking out from the stocks held on the top of the poles. Their hands were left bound behind them by the tight leather wrappings. The blonde had offered little resistance and Vickie had secured her first. As Vickie pulled down on the leash to place her head in the curved stock the girl had kept eye contact with Vickie. She clearly wanted to let Vickie know that although she was cooperating she was waiting for her moment.

The Brunette's eyes went wide when Vickie pulled down on her leash. 

She shook her head and tried to pull back. Vickie actually lost a couple of steps. She felt a bolt of fear surge through her. Then she let her dog whip snap at the soft skin of the girl. She had not even thought about doing  it.  It  seemed  like  her  arm  and  the  whip  had  independent thoughts. The whip sliced down twice on the left flank of the girl. The girl howled and turned away from the strike but in so doing opened her right flank. The whip quickly struck twice there. The girl screamed again but stopped pulling away. Vickie pulled forward on the leash. 

The girl followed. The look of contempt in her eyes was now replaced with fear. She was quickly secured in the stock There were red marks on each flank where the whip had done its work. The girl was now sobbing.  With  her  neck  locked  in  the  stock  the  girl  did  not  look  at Vickie but kept her eyes straight down at the floor. Vickie had not even thought about what she was doing. The girl had pulled and resisted and Vickie had just reacted. She looked again at the red marks and was afraid she had hit the girl too hard. Was it really necessary for her to have been so violent to enforce her will? This did not seem to be the person Vickie thought she was. Thabit moved in front of the line of slaves. "You slaves are here to learn. When you disobey you will be punished. When you fail at your tasks you will be punished. When you fail to show the proper attitude, even hesitance or reluctance, you will be punished. When you do all that you are required to do you will be punished less. It is important for you to know the feel of the cane. I am now going to go down the line and give each of you a stroke of the cane." "You can't do this. I am not a slave. Let me go. Let me go now. My father will see all of you punished." It was a girl in the middle of the rank. Vickie was happy it was not one of her slaves, although both of them looked at the girl with encouragement. Thabit signaled to  one  of  the  trainers.  "There  is  always  a  volunteer."  He  stepped forward and grabbed the head of the girl who had just spoken. One of the trainers wrapped a strap around her head partially blocking her eyes. Thabit pulled the strap back and fastened it to the yoke around the girl's neck. Her head was pulled back and up. "Oh... FUCK. That hurts." The girl said, but as she did Thabit pushed something into her mouth. Vickie recognized the dental spreader as he pushed the ends causing her mouth to open widely. With a pair of forceps he reached into her mouth and pulled her tongue forward. "There was a time when we would just remove the tongue of such a creature." He drew a finger across the back of the girls extended tongue. Her eyes were now wide as  were  the  five  pair  of  other  slaves'  eyes  that  watched  -  silently.

"From this example you will all learn that you are NOT to speak unless spoken  too.  And  when  you  speak  you  will  address  all  owners  as Master and all eunuchs and trainers as Sir." Every eye was watching him waiting to see what was next. The girl whose tongue he held was trying to plead with her eyes. Thabit moved an instrument over the tongue. It was a punch like that used to put holes in pieces of leather. 

It was more than able to handle the flesh of a girls tongue. The girl screamed and tried to pull her head away as the punch bored a hole through  the  middle  of  her  tongue.  Handing  the  punch  back  to  the handler Thabit was handed a metal plate and a bolt with a large round bottom.  The  bolt  was  fed  up  through  the  tongue  so  that  the  large round portion sat below. Then the metal plate was placed over the tongue  and  clicked  down  onto  the  bolt.  When  Thabit  removed  his hands and let go of the tongue the top portion of the girls tongue was completely  covered  in  the  metal  plate  which  was  fastened  tightly through the soft muscle. Not one of the other slaves made a sound. 

"Some punishments are also designed to be remedial. You will hate this." He removed the strap from the girl's forehead and lifter her face by her hair. "But, believe me there are worse. There are larger plates and  a  plate  with  spikes  that  requires  the  mouth  to  be  kept  open.

Because you are new I have given you one of the least restrictive. You will now thank me for my kindness." He looked into the face of the girl. 

She was trying to move her tongue. She was trying to adjust to having something  locked  in  her  mouth.  She  looked  at  him  with  sad  eyes wondering  how  long  she  would  have  to  wear  this  thing.  Would  he make her spend the night wearing it? "Well?" He looked into her eyes. 

Vickie saw the fear wash across the face of this helpless creature. 

"Ahhk U Rrr." It was the best she could do. "If you are very good and work hard, maybe in a week, or two, it will be removed." The girl was shaking  her  head  back  and  forth.  Clearly  nothing  this  horrible  had happened to her in her young life. Right now, at least to her, a week sounded  like  forever.  She  did  not  think  she  could  wear  this  thing through the night. But, she had no idea what, if anything, she could do about it. In fact, as she and the other slaves were learning, there was nothing she or they could do about anything that was done to them. Vickie looked down the line of slaves. She expected there to be at least murmuring, but there was silence. Complete and utter silence. 

Every  mouth  except  the  one  that  had  been  invaded  by  a  metal attachment was tightly closed. "No more volunteers? It appears we can get on with our busy morning." Thabit picked up his cane. It was about three feet long, had a curved handle and enough flexibility for the end to wiggle three or four inches when waved. Every eye was on the cane. Vickie wondered if any of these formerly spoiled brats had ever  been  beaten.  Certainly  not  like  they  were  about  to  be  beaten.

Why was she smiling? Why did Vickie like the feel of that? Positioned behind the first girl Thabit swung his arm back and let the cane spring forward. The soft buttocks of the bent over girl absorbed the wooden rod and then thrust it back out again. The girl's head went up. "Oh. Oh. Oh. Oh my God, that hurts. That hurts too much. Please don't hit me again. P-L-E-A-S-E-" "When you are punished you will count the number  of  the  stroke  and  then  thank  the  person  administering  the punishment. That response was clearly unacceptable. The stroke will not count." The girl was twisting and sobbing. Her bound arms were trying to reach down to comfort her wounded flesh, but they could not reach.  With  the  announcement  that  another  strike  was  coming  she tried to dance her behind out of line of the shot. But with her head held in the stock there was nowhere to go. Thabit put his hand on her behind  and  stroked  her  softly.  "You  must  now  relax  and  do  this properly." Vickie could see the tenseness in the muscles start to relax a little. He kept his hand on her bottom, it was a soothing gesture even though it presaged what was going to be very painful. "Easy. Good. Are you ready?" The girl nodded clearly recognizing the inevitability of her situation. Thabit did not make her wait. He pulled back his arm and let the stroke fall. Vickie had wondered if he would pull the force.

He had not. It had clearly felt like fire across the bottom of the poor girl. SWISHHH CRACK "AAGGHHAAA... Onnne sirrr...Thaaank you sirrr." "See how easy that is?" A few of the girls twisted as best they could  to  try  to  look  over  at  him,  but  most  of  them  looked  straight ahead, or closed their eyes. Several, including Vickie's brunette were crying.  Not  the  blonde.  The  muscles  in  the  Blonde's  arms  and shoulders tensed. She was pulling and working at the leather bindings on her wrists. Vickie thought of King Kong breaking his shackles. The girls  were  supposed to be afraid. This  girl  was  not  afraid.  She  was furious.  Fortunately  she  had  been  well  tied.  The  bindings  were  not coming off. Thabit worked his way up the line. Al  of the girls counted. 

All  of  the  girls  thanked  him.  Many  of  them  screamed  and  whined. 

Several begged. When he struck the blonde she hardly moved. She looked back at him for a moment and then said: "One- thank you sir." 

But it sounded more like "Fuck you asshole." 

"Not terrible, but far from good. We will try again." Thabit returned to the first girl in line and worked his way up the line once more. There was less begging, more sobbing, but clear counting and what almost sounded like sincere a thank you. Vickie wondered what effect that must have on the girls. If the slaves hoped that the second stroke was the end they were quickly disabused of that idea. Vickie could tell thatthe girls were torn. They wanted to beg for forbearance, but they were learning that such action was not acceptable and would only lead to more  punishment.  Most  gave  pleading  looks,  but  kept  their  mouth shut. By the end of the third round of strokes most of the girls were crying,  some  loudly.  "Close,  but  we  are  really  not  there.  We  have much to do so we will move on to our other tasks and just have to finish this later." The mixture of emotions on the faces showed how well   planned  his  actions  had  been.  They  were  terrified  of  more punishment but took solace in at least a brief respite from the pain.

They  would  learn  that  there  was  always  pain,  but  sometimes  there was just no new pain, at least not right now. "Bring this one." Thabit pointed to the blonde. Vickie gasped. He was going to start with her slave. And this slave. This was certainly going to be the most difficult one. Vickie thought Thabit looked tough, but he was not sure even he would be a match for this one. They were all about to find out. Vickie fastened the leash to the collar of the blonde Amazon and opened the stock. The girl straightened up and looked at Thabit and then Vickie like a cornered lioness. Thabit turned and walked. He expected Vickie to bring this slave in tow. The pain from the three strokes of the cane would be very fresh on the buttocks of the slave. Vickie gave a tug on the leash. The girl stopped in her tracks and glared at Vickie. Vickie had to fight the urge to drop the leash and run. She just mustered up her courage and was about to jerk on the leash again when the girl looked  back  at  Thabit  and  started  to  walk  in  his  direction.  Vickie jumped forward working to keep the leash from tightening as the three of them moved forward. Who was really leading whom? They entered a room with what looked like the frame of a large chair, but without upholstery, sitting in the middle. It was heavy and attached to the floor.

Thabit stopped at the chair and turned back to face the blonde. She stopped and looked at him. Vickie stood and looked from one to the other. Would the girl obey him or resist. Thabit put his hand on his crop. The girl's eyes lingered on the crop and then went back to meet Thabit's. She twisted her hands in the binding behind her back. The three lines from the cane were now brightly visible across her buttocks. 

The girl stepped forward closing the distance between her and Thabit. 

She was going to concede to his authority but with as much dignity as  she  could  muster.  She  did  not  want  more  of  the  cane.  Thabit's response was to take her, almost gently, by the upper arm and turn her back to the chair. She did not resist in any way. He guided her down into it. Quickly he pulled a strap across her waist and fastened it. It was now too late for her to change her mind. Straps at the neck, chest, thighs, knees, and ankles completed her restraint. The back of the chair had an opening for her bound arms. The girl did not look at either Vickie or Thabit. She stared off into space trying to get her mind around  the  awful  course  of  events  that  had  brought  her  to  this indignity. Vickie did not know her story. She would know her only as a slave. From this point forward that is all this girl would be. She would learn to obey and serve her masters and respond without question or hesitation to the cruel ministrations of the eunuchs. Two slave girls came through a door at the side of the room. They were carrying a bowl  and  a  tray  covered  with  a  cloth.  The  blonde  looked  over nervously. It was not the bowl or the tray that caused her concern.

Both slave girls were completely bald and each of them had a brass colored ring of about one inch diameter hanging from her nose. "Oh no. Not that." The blonde started to struggle and pull at her bindings. 

Thabit gave Vickie a look the clearly communicated it was her job to control her slave. Vickie stepped forward. She slashed her dog whip down on the right breast of the girl. It was not a particularly hard blow. 

The girl stopped struggling for a moment and looked at Vickie. Then she surged wildly pulling at the straps that held her down as if she were trying to leap at Vickie. Vickie jumped and took a step back. 

Who was this arrogant bitch? She was nothing but a god damn slave and yet she thought she was better than Vickie. Vickie's arm came up and then down. Then up and down again three more times. This time the blows were delivered with all the strength Vickie had. The smack of  the  leather  against  soft  flesh  resounded  through  the  room.  The blows fell in rapid succession one against each naked breast and the last two cutting diagonally across the abdomen. A bright red X marked the girl's abdomen. The struggling stopped. The girl looked at Vickie.

Her eyes were no longer defiant. The rage had turned to fear. The pain in the eyes was intense. There was the pain from the effect of the whip on  her  helpless  flesh,  but  deeper  was  the  pain  and  humiliation  at having been whipped by a young man. She had been demeaned to a level she could never have imagined. Her eyes filled with moister and a tear ran down her cheek. Al  of her life Marie had been in control. 

She was always strong. Nobody had ever messed with her, not even the  boys.  They  all  new  better.  But  everything  had  changed.  Who would have thought there were pirates in the Mediterranean? That had seemed impossible until men with guns had boarded their small craft. 

There were just two couples on board. The men had had their hands tied  behind  their  backs  and  then,  as  Marie  and  the  other  female watched  in  horror,  they  had  been  thrown  overboard.  Marie  now wished she had jumped in after them. Instead, when they threw the men overboard she had attacked one of the pirates. She did get a good punch off before she felt the blow to the back of her hear and everything went black. When she awoke she was in a strange ship. 

She was naked and caged. That had been ten days, give or take a few days, ago. During that entire time she had been kept naked. They had tied  her  hands  behind  her  back  with  strips  of  leather  wrapping  the bindings  both  horizontal  and  vertical.  Then  they  had  coated  the wrapping with something that hardened like a shell. Now, even if she could find a knot there was no way to untie it. Then they put a leather collar around her neck. It was sewed together with heavy thread. Even if  her  hands  were  free,  even  with  her  strength,  she  could  not  have pulled  it  away.  She  had  been  collared.  She  had  never  felt  so humiliated  in  her  entire  life.  She  was  not  alone.  There  was  Julie,  a petite redhead, also taken from her ship, and seven or eight other girls.

Each  girl  was  locked  in  a  small  cage  that  looked  like  it  had  been designed for a large dog. For Marie this was particularly difficult. She was larger than the other girls. She was forced to crouch down over her knees. If she moved in any direction she hit the wire of the cage. 

She had tried to push against the sides and top of the cage using her strength to gain freedom, but the cage was too strong. The captives were  not  able  to  conspire  in  any  way  or  share  their  experiences because they were all tightly muzzled. A thick wedge of leather held in place by a flat piece of leather completely filled and covered the mouth. It made speech impossible. Once a day - she thought - she would be taken out of cage washed down, all owed to relieve herself and fed. It was the only time she had been not gagged, but her hands were never released from their bindings. By the third feeding Marie decided  she  would  jump  overboard  at  the  first  opportunity.  That opportunity never came. She was always tied and there was always a line attached to her collar. She hated these people. She wished she could burn the boat to the water line. But now Marie was no longer in a boat. Now she was in a slave pen in a city where such seemed to be  normal.  She  knew  she  was  in  a  great  deal  of  trouble.  As  Marie all owed in her misery, the two slaves had gone to work on her head.

All  of  her  hair  was  clipped  away  then  the  stubble  shaved.  To  her further shame they went to work between her legs and under her arms. 

Meticulously every hint of hair was removed. When they had finished, to Thabit's satisfaction, which he tested by running his hands over the newly denuded areas - including between her legs - the girls put on gloves and rubbed a white cream over each newly shaved area, with the exception of her head. The cream burned, but there was nothing the tightly restrained girl could do about it. Before she had even had a chance to recover from this Marie felt her head pulled back and a strap fastened across her now bald forehead. She had zoned out. She should have tried to stop them from doing this, but now she was in a place beyond resistance. A man in a leather apron had entered the room.  He  bent  over  the  girl's  restrained  body.  A  rough  weathered hand was placed on her forehead and then something like an awi was thrust through her septum. The girl howled, but could not move her head because of the strap. One man picked up a brass colored ring and threaded it through the new hole in the girl's nose. A tool was used  to  crimp  it  tight.  Vickie  saw  the  blonde's  (well,  she  wasn't  a blonde anymore) eyes change again as the nose ring was inserted and crimped closed. The nose ring was good for control - she understood - but the primary purpose was the psychological effect it had on the slave. There was no easier way to communicate a change in status than a ring that designated the wearer livestock. Vickie could see that the girl felt it. Worse than the bindings on her arms, worse than being held on a leash, this ring was now a part of her, there for all to see.

She had been strong. She had tried to be strong, but she had lost. It was  all  there  in  her  eyes.  Vickie  found  herself  smiling.  Why  didn't Vickie feel sorry for this girl? Thabit strapped a wide belt around the girl's waist. After it was pulled tight enough to make the girl grunt it was buckled closed. A special tool was then used to lock each buckle. 

Without the tool the belt could not be opened. Straps were wrapped around the girl's upper arms to hold them to the frame. There did not appear to be any fight left in her, but Thabit did not take chances. Only then did he cut away the leather wrappings at her wrists. Even with a sharp knife this took effort. Vickie realized that once bound in such bindings  no  slave  would  ever  be  able  to  free  themselves.  These bindings would stay on until cut away. Vickie felt a shiver run through her body. With her wrists finally free the slave twisted her hands back and forth. She tried to bring them together so she could rub the wrists but the straps on her arms restricted her movement. Thabit wasted no time. He quickly pulled leather mitts over the girl's hands. Each mitt  held  her  hand  straight  making  any  movement  of  her  thumb  or fingers impossible. The mitt fastened with a strap around the wrist.

The strap, in turn, was connected with a chain that ran through a loop in the front of the belt. Then each mitt was clipped to a ring in the waist belt, a wrist on each side. This pulled the chain tight across the girl's belly. Once again, this was a very efficient restraint. While the strain on the girl's arms would be reduced, she was helpless to use her hands and effectively no longer had fingers. One slave could not aid another in any attempt to be free of her restraints. If the clips were opened the girl would have use of her hands, but only to the limit of the chain which joined them and then held them at her belly. The final indignity was the removal of the leather collar that circled the girl's neck and its replacement with metal. This new collar was about two inches high and had O rings at front and back. To Vickie's surprise it was not held together with a lock, but rather with a metal rivet that was  pushed  through  opposing  holes  and  then  crimped  shut  with  a large tool. It could not be unlocked because it was not locked on. For all  practical  purposes  it  was  a  permanent  addition  to  the  girl.  To remove it would have to be punched or drilled out. Similar metal cuffs were fastened at each ankle. They were joined together with a twelve inch hobble chain. These cuffs unlike the collar were not crimped shut, but a pin was screwed into joiner rings that meshed together when the cuff closed, again using a special tool. Without access to the tool the girl could not remove her leg cuffs - even if she had the use of her hands. Thabit released the former blonde from the frame. He clipped her leash to the ring in her nose and handed it to Vickie. Vickie could not help but smile. She was pretty sure she would not get any serious resistance now. She didn't. The girl followed the lead docilely back to where  the  other  slaves  were  still  held  by  the  neck  stocks.  As  they approached the others turned their heads as best they could to see what had happened. The complete removal of the girl's hair was easily obvious. The other additions less so, never-the-less a look of fear and apprehension quickly displayed on all five remaining faces. Vickie's other slave, the brunette was now crying loudly. Vickie found this very irritating. At least the blonde had tried to maintain some dignity. The brunette was ready to grovel and was only being kept from doing so by the stock locked about her neck. Vickie found this disgusting. After the  former  blonde  was  locked  back  in  her  stock  Vickie  gave  the brunette a stroke of her dog whip, there was no real reason, it was just because she was angry with the continued caterwauling. "Shut the fuck up." She instructed as the whip fell on the haunches of the girl. Thabit smiled.

As expected, the brunette offered no resistance as she was removed from the stock and taken to the treatment room. She turned her head and looked at Vickie with pleading eyes. Vickie answered the look with a  stroke  of  her  dog  whip  across  the  girl's  bottom.  She  hated  the weakness of this creature. The girl was trying to control her crying, but  when  she  was  strapped  into  the  chair  frame,  she  erupted  into sobbing  once  more.  As  Vickie  had  controlled  the  arrogance  of  the blonde with her whip she tried with the sobbing of the brunette. It did not work. Three well placed, very obviously painful strokes of her whip only  increased  the  sobbing  and  crying.  Vickie  looked  to  Thabit  for guidance.  He  just  smiled.  The  girl  was  strapped  helplessly  into  the frame and Thabit and the slaves went to work. In less time than it had taken with the prior slave this girl too, was denude of hair, nose ringed, and  placed  in  new  restraints.  Vickie  could  no  longer  think  of  her charges by their hair color. It was all gone. When the girl was back in line with the other slaves Vickie was left to stand behind and watch over her slaves while the remaining four were taken, one at a time, back  to  the  treatment  room.  The  former  blonde  made  very  little movement. She seemed to be in shock. The reality of her situation was not quite in place. Vickie took this to mean that she was still a potential  source  of  problems.  Although,  she  had  to  admit  that  the control  methods  used  by  the  eunuchs  were  very  efficient.  Not  only was there no opportunity for escape there was no opportunity to do other than exactly what was commanded. The second slave was still an  emotional  wreck.  Vickie  wondered  how  she  could  produce  so many tears. Certainly this girl was going to dehydrate just from crying.

Vickie felt contempt for her weakness. She wanted to beat her just because she was such a wimp. That would really give her something to cry about. After about two hours all six slaves were shaved, ringed and re-bound with their mittened hands linked to their sides. Thabit picked up a tray that had a number of small containers on it. Then he moved  down  the  line  of  now  bald  slaves  and  using  a  brush  and containers of paint painted a dot, about an inch in diameter, onto the forehead of each new slave. A matching dot was placed on the back between the shoulders. Each slave was now marked with a different color. Vickie's slaves became Purple and Green. The former blonde (not  one  strand  of  blonde  hair  now  to  be  found  on  her  body)  was Purple.  They  would  not  have  names  other  than  their  color.  Vickie's stomach rolled as she considered just how dehumanizing that was. 

She looked again at her two slaves. She had beaten each of them. 

How could she have done that? But, it was her job. It was what she was supposed to do. If she didn't someone else would and she would not get the story that might someday even save them - or at least save someone  else  who  might  become  them.  Vickie's  mind  was  pulled back to the present. On direction the three trainers released all their charges from the stock and placed them in coffle. The girls were all stiff from having been bent over for most of the last two hours. It had been the most difficult for the girls at the first and last, including both of  Vickie's  slaves.  The  coffle  was  led  to  what  turned  out  to  be  the cleaning area. It was welcome by trainers and probably slaves as well.

After a week or more held in cages on the ship and a night in the pens they were all very rank. Vickie had been put off by the strong smell and was hoping that she would not have to face it on a regular basis. 

She was having trouble believing that anyone would want slaves that smelled so foul. The cleaning area allowed the slaves to be fastened from a chain to their new metal collars. Chains and cuffs allowed legs to be spread and secured. The trainers then went to work cleaning their  charges.  Each  cleaning  station  had  a  hose  with  a  pressure handle. With this the trainer could direct the flow of water at any part of  his  charges.  Vickie  watched  the  more  experienced  trainers  and followed suit. The slaves were wet down (the water was cold and they gasped  and  tried  without  success  to  pull  away).  From  a  bucket,  a soapy glove was utilized to wash them from their new shinny heads to their feet. Then they were once again rinsed to clean. It was efficient even if the subjects did not seem to enjoy it very much.

The trainers were careful with the newly dyed foreheads, and the spot between  the  shoulder  blades,  although  Vickie  was  made  to understand that even after a few minutes the color was indelible. After a few days it would be visible for months if not years. If reapplied a few times it might last for a life time. Gags were removed so that teeth could be cleaned. No slave dared to say anything. By this point they all knew not to talk unless directed. Anything that even sounded like an attempt to speak drew an immediate and painful stroke of the whip. 

Not to mention the threat of the tongue plate. Occasionally a slave would look over at the poor girl whose mouth held the horrible tongue plate. Having seen it applied without warning or any opportunity to correct  the  offending  behavior  kept  every  mouth,  even  when  not gagged, shut. Vickie learned there was a hierarchy among the trainers. 

Thabit  was  in  charge,  she  knew  that.  Under  him  the  trainers  were divided into two teams of three trainers each. Each team had a senior trainer who would be in charge when Tahbit was not there. Vickie's team leader was Bellous. He was of clear semitic decent but spoke only a broken halting version of English. His Turkish was no better. 

Vickie knew he spoke several other languages, but she did not share any of them. He did not exude the power that Thabit did, but he was clearly confident; knew how to handle a slave girl; and had been doing it for a long time. Vickie accepted that he was more knowledgeable than she was. He was also very striking, at least for a eunuch. Vickie could not help but wonder if he was really cut. And what would he have been like if that had never happened to him. If she met him in a night club someplace she would be inclined to leave with him. Here, she wanted to learn from him. Vickie suddenly felt guilty. Did she really want to learn how to control slaves? These poor girls did not want to be here, they had not chosen to be slaves, and now her job was to insure they became good obedient slaves. How could she do that?

After all the slaves were cleaned they joined the other half of Thabit's dozen. All were now bald, ringed, restrained, and clean. Each had a different color dot on their forehead. Each slave could see it on the other slaves, but they could not see their own. It was time to feed and water  the  slaves.  Food  for  the  slaves  was  eaten  from  a  long  metal trough. Slaves knelt in a row in front of the trough and rested their neck  in  semi  circles  in  a  bar  next  to  and  just  above  the  trough designed  to  space  them  evenly  with  shoulders  almost  touching.  A hasp was closed over the neck holding each girl in position. Leaning slightly forward, the slave's head was down in the trough. If she put her  weight  forward  against  the  restraining  bar  she  could  reach  the bottom of the trough. After all twelve slaves were locked into place a mixture of grain, fruit, and a yogurt like substance was poured into the trough in front of each slave. Held as they were a slave could reach only  what  was  before  them.  They  would  not  be  able  to  eat  food designated for another slave. Also, it would be clear if they ate the food put out for them. Slaves were expected to eat only what they were given and all of what they were given. As with the rest of their tightly  controlled  lives  they  would  be  strictly  disciplined  for  any defalcations. These slaves would learn that at the end of their meal.

The slaves were all hungry, but with their wrists chained at their sides they could not reach the food with anything but their mouths. Some of  them  looked  up  at  Thabit  and  the  trainers,  expecting  that  their wrists would be released, but then they realized that it would not be so. Heads drooped. Some looked around. There was clear uncertainty about what to do. That is good, thought Vickie. They already know not to do anything until told to. Thabit waited and watched the slave girls for a long minute; then he told them to eat, and not unexpectedly told them that they would eat all that was placed before them and that the trough would be clean and shiny. They were not given a specific time in which to complete the task, but as heads dropped into the trough and began to remove, chew and swallow the food, the trainers stood behind with their dog whips and "encouraged" those who seemed to be reluctant or otherwise not acting with a sense of urgency to the task.  Vickie  watched  her  two  charges  lean  forward  into  the  bar restraining their necks straining to eat. How humiliating this must be.

Kneeling, eating like an animal and under the fear of the whip. Vickie could  not  imagine  what  it  would  be  like  to  be  subjected  to  such  a horrible fate. She felt a twinge of sympathy for the slaves, but then hardened. These two were now just slaves. There was nothing Vickie could do about it. It was her job to see that they were trained as best they could be for that new role. It was a kindness to them to insure that they were properly trained, even if it meant applying some pain now. 

Vickie watched her slaves. Green took to the task with gusto. Was she just hungry or did she understand her situation and want to please? 

Vickie was not sure. Purple was hesitant. She tentatively picked up a piece of fruit with her lips, chewed and swallowed. Then she looked around for another piece she could retrieve without having to actually put her face into the moist food that would clearly stick. This was not acceptable. Vickie slashed her whip across Purple's buttocks. "Get your  face  into  that  food  princess.  This  is  not  a  cotillion.  For  every speck  of  food  you  don't  eat  you  are  going  to  feel  the  heat."  Vickie congratulated  herself  on  keeping  a  firm  but  not  exasperated  voice. 

Purple snorted, and seemed to be on the verge of saying something, but she got the message and held off. Vickie thought she heard a sob, but the face dropped into the food and started to take mouthfuls. She was no longer trying to pick from the selection. Thabit looked up at Vickie  and  smiled.  Vickie  felt  a  warmth  wash  over  her.  She  smiled back. She had done well. The slave started eating in earnest. Marie, now Purple, had learned that open defiance was not going to work.

She hated Thabit, but more than him she hated this young man who whipped her for any failing. How humiliating. She was actually bigger and stronger than he was. She had shown men before that she was not to be trifled with. But now she was naked. She was restrained. 

And he had a whip which he seemed to love using on her poor body. 

She  would  have  to  obey  and  wait  her  chance.  She  was  not  even thinking  about  escape  any  more.  All  she  was  thinking  about  was having the opportunity to teach this horrible young man that she was not  helpless,  and  that  there  was  a  price  for  humiliating  her.  When Thabit told the slaves to stop eating Vickie was pleased with the work of her slaves. Green had gotten right to the task and had eaten all the obvious food. That did not mean the trough was clean and shiny. In fairness some of it was beyond her reach, pushed out to the side by her efforts. But Vickie thought she had done a good job. While Purple had started slowly, with a little encouragement she had picked up the pace and finished well. Vickie applauded herself on a good and proper application  of  the  whip  to  the  girl's  now  quite  red  bottom.  Purple should thank her. There were now at least two slaves in the twelve that had more food in front of them than either of Vickie's slaves. Red and Orange were released from the bar. Thabit had them first gagged and then brought around to the other side of the trough. Once there they  were  made  to  bend  forward  into  two  sets  of  stocks.  Their bottoms pointed back toward the ten remaining slaves. Ankles were cuffed to rings in the floor. Bent forward with their neck in the wooden stock and their hands still clipped at their waists they were completely helpless. Thabit addressed the remaining slaves. "Many of you did not perform as well as you should. Because this is your first experience only the two worst examples will be punished. In the future all of you will be expected to perform at the highest standard and any failing will be punished." Thabit turned to the two restrained slaves. "Six each with the cane." He announced. Two naked bottoms started to twist and  move  about.  Moans  and  garbled  pleas  were  escaping  from gagged mouths. Ten other heads all rose. Eyes looked from Thabit to the two bottoms before them. The ten remaining slaves were horrified with what was about to happen but thankful beyond words that they were not the ones to receive the cane. Thabit took his time with the caning. He ran a hand over the bottom of first one girl and then the other. Each in turn flinched and struggled with her bondage. Neither was going anywhere. There was a litany of sounds coming from the gagged  mouths.  Vickie  was  sure  that  each  girl  was  trying  to communicate  to  Thabit.  Each  was  trying  to  convince  him  to  not continue  this  punishment.  Vickie  knew  that  once  announced  the punishment was going to happen. That was another part of the lesson, not  only  for  the  two  slaves  about  to  be  beaten  but  for  the  ten  that watched.  When  the  first  stroke  was  finally  delivered  the  girl's  head came  up  in  the  wooden  stock.  Her  arms  waived  and  pulled  at  the restraints at her wrists, her bottom shook and jumped about. A clear scream  was  stifled  by  her  gag.  The  ten  watching  slaves  all  had expressions of horror on their face - well  nine of the ten. Purple's face was clenched in rage.

The first stroke on the second slave evoked a similar response. Even though she had had an earlier taste, it was clear that this girl was not experienced with the whip or the cane, a condition that was changing. 

She  was  not  someone  who  had  been  subjected  to  pain.  She  was having a very difficult time reconciling her current position and what was happening to her with her former life. In the past she had always been able to find her way out of difficult situations by just looking sad and  sexy.  That  absolutely  was  not  working  with  these  cruel  awful people. They actually expected her to do exactly what they said and when she did not they would hurt her. She did not want to be beaten. 

She did not want to feel the stroke of the cane. But, she had no idea how to stop it. As one stroke became two and finally six, she was sure she was not going to be able to survive this. But then she realized that even that was not an option, and that she had no control over what was  going  to  happen  to  her.  She  was  going  to  be  punished,  often without merit, but that mattered not. There was nothing she could do about it. That realization filled her with dread. Not until both slaves had  received  the  full  six  strokes  were  the  slave  released  from  the feeding trough. They were reconnected in coffles of six. Vickie was happy to see that the two slaves who had been disciplined for not finishing  their  meal  were  both  in  the  other  coffle.  The  slaves  in  her group  were  clearly  superior  to  the  ones  in  the  other  group.  Vickie wondered  if  the  slaves  would  be  given  an  opportunity  to  rest  and recover from the trauma of the morning. They were not. There was training to be accomplished.






Chapter 5 - Training   

It was not the job of the slave pens to produce fully trained slaves. 

The final training for slaves would take place after their sale. Rather the pens broke slaves to their new life and taught them the basics of their slavery. This training was designed to create the most favorable appearance and demeanor for auction in order to obtain the highest price  possible.  In  the  short  time  they  would  be  in  the  pens  a  slave would  learn  obedience  and  the  certainty  of  punishment  when performance flagged in any way. The six slaves in Vickie's group were taken to a small class room. There were six white squares on the floor.

Each square was approximately three feet square. The slaves were released from their coffle and placed, one in each of the squares. They were told that in the future upon being taken into a classroom and released from the coffle they would immediately go to a square and kneel. The squares were arranged in two rows with a three foot space between the rows. There was a space of several feet between each square. Thus, a trainer could easily walk among the slaves. The slaves were  released  from  coffle  and  directed  to  move  to  squares.  Each trainer's  slaves  were  next  to  each  other.  As  they  were  placed  in position each slave knelt. Vickie's slaves were positioned on the back row. When Vickie positioned Purple in a square and tapped the back of  her  knee  to  kneel  she  glared  at  Vickie  for  a  second,  and  then complied. Even Purple was learning the path of least resistance (or least pain). In front of each slave was a metal stand. It rose to about 3 feet above the floor. Protruding forward toward the kneeling slave from near the top of the stand was a large black rubber dildo. It was at least nine inches long and almost two inches in diameter. The six slaves  looked  at  the  device  with  a  mix  of  disgust  and  horror.  An instructor stood in the room in front of the assembled students. The instructor was a pretty young slave. She had a collar around her neck, cuffs on her wrists and ankles, and she wore a diaphanous covering that showcased more than covered her body. "A slave's mouth is one of her most important tools. With skill, the use of the lips and tongue can bring a slave much favor." The instructor looked at her charges.

None of the kneeling females said a thing. They all looked back at her with varying degrees of horror. "If you are sold into a harem - the lucky ones  -  you  will  only  see  the  member  of  your  Master  from  that  day forward. In fact, other than eunuchs you will not be allowed to see other men at all. If you are to gain favor with your master, and avoid frequent  thrashings,  you  will  need  to  develop  skills  with  the  use  of your mouth. It will help ensure that you are selected for your master's bed on more occasions than your sisters." The slave looked across the wide eyed faces. She could tell that some were already thinking that they did not want to be selected by some brutish man who was about to become their owner. "Do not think that not being selected or, even worse, being in disfavor with your Master is something that you might want. You will find that life in the harem is very complicated and competitive. If you are not able to rise and be recognized you are likely to  find  yourself  in  a  much  less  commodious  situation."  The  slave smiled, the six watching slaves looked confused. Vickie had to admit that she was a bit confused. But she listened with great interest. Here it was, clear confirmation that harems still existed. And on a scale that justified  slave  training  establishments  to  fill  the  needs.  Vickie  was getting  great  information  for  her  story.  She  only  wished  she  could actually get to see a real harem. She checked to make sure her slaves were paying attention and then turned her own attention back to the instructor.

"Those who are not picked for duty in a harem, as well  as those who displease  once  placed  there  are  destined  for  a  life  as  a  ponygirl,  a farm slave or animal, a galley slave, or even placement in a common brothel. I assure you that life for any of those choices is infinitely more difficult than the life in the harem. Vickie thought of the ponygirls she had  seen  when  she  entered  this  quarter  of  the  city.  The  level  of restraint and control was significant. She did not think any of these girls would enjoy that life, although she could not help thinking that Purple with her size and strength would make an ideal ponygirl. Given her attitude, that might be a fitting place for her. Then it dawned on Vickie that her job was to save Purple from that fate. If she did her job correctly then Purple could end up a pampered harem slave and be saved from pulling a cart through the streets urged on by the driver's whip. Vickie was not sure what the impact of this was on the six slaves, but they did pay attention. Were they trying to learn the lesson or just comparing themselves to this slave. Vickie looked her over carefully. 

She  was  elegant  in  her  movements.  She  seemed  refined  in  her demeanor  as  if  in  a  high  social  setting,  but  she  exuded  a  sense  of submission to some other - not present power. She reminded Vickie of the attitude of a nun who has taken a vow of service and knows well   and  fully  who  she  served.  Vickie  looked  at  the  instructor  and realized  that  this  was  the  example  that  these  slaves  were  to  meet.

How was this even possible? The slave, having acquired the attention of the other slaves, proceeded with her lesson. She held in her hand a replica of the black rubber giants fastened to the frames in front of each  girl.  She  worked  it  in  her  mouth  turning  from  side  to  side, stopping from time to time to explain the action. Some faces changed to interest. Most still showed only horror and fear. Green, however, seemed  to  be  following  what  was  being  said  and  almost  looked anxious to try it out. Purple still looked angry. Vickie pictured Purple biting the end of the device off. The image made her smile. When the slave directed the slaves in training to move forward on their knees and take the training aid before them in their mouths, several moved with gusto. Two of them, including Purple glared at the girl and held back. This presented the opportunity for Vickie and another trainer to apply their whips to the backs of the recalcitrant slaves. Vickie was beginning to marvel at how well the whip did its job of motivating and overcoming resistance. These two girls did not need a second lash before lurching forward and engulfing the "training aid" in their mouths. 

Vickie  wanted  to  laugh,  but  knew  that  she  needed  to  maintain  her superior position. The instructor had use of her hands. The slaves did not, but their training aid was fixed rigidly on the pole in front of them. 

The first exercise was to just place it in the mouth and get use to the feel. The instructor had them hold it in place slowly moving forward until its length made them gag. They were allowed to withdraw just slightly. On the top of the training dildo there were measuring marks. 

Vickie carefully recorded the mark of each slaves' upper lip. Thabit had  issued each trainer a small  book for  each  trainer's  slaves.  The slaves color was written and marked on the cover. Inside there were pages for each day. Vickie could see that virtually every action a slave took would be recorded. Vickie recorded the time and the length of penetration for each of her slaves. The slaves were made to hold that position  for  five  minutes.  They  were  told  that  they  should  advance from  that  mark  and  would  be  punished  for  any  withdrawal.  This revelation was not made until their success, or lack thereof, had been recorded. Vickie and each of the trainers stood between their slaves and watched the mark on the top of the each dildo. If a slave's mouth slipped back past the starting mark the trainer would announce a fault and mark a line on the back of the slave's naked head. As Vickie made her first mark on Green she watched Green flush with embarrassment. 

How humiliating this must be for this girl. There was no visible clock in  the  room  so  the  slaves  had  no  idea  how  long  they  needed  to continue. Vickie could see that many eyes were becoming moist. After five minutes, the instructor called time. The trainers measured the new mark and checked to insure at least some progress had been made.

The next exercise was to use just the tongue working from the side of the  shaft,  around  the  front  and  onto  the  other  side.  The  instructor showed the slaves the proper tongue position and use. Then, as they practiced, she walked up and down the line making corrections. Her voice  was  soft  and  caring.  The  trainers  watched  for  proper enthusiasm. Usually a gentle touch of the whip added the necessary urgency  to  their  task.  Occasionally  more  was  required.  Every  slave tensed with the crack of the leather even when it fell on someone else. 

When the instructor was satisfied with the proper technique the slaves were instructed to use their tongue only to work the training device for the next period. There was not to be more than two seconds when the tongue was not in contact with the device. A short chain of only twelve inches was attached to each slaves' nose ring. That would hold her to the pole but allow room to work. From a hole in the pole under the dildo two lines with clips were withdrawn and clipped to the soft flesh of each nipple. The teeth dug into the flesh sufficient to hold the clip in place but not enough to break the skin. Green gasped when Vickie fastened the clips, Purple remained stoic. The slaves were then told to begin. Quickly they learned that there were sensors in the dildo.

If their tongue was not touching the device for more than two seconds a shock of electricity surged into their nipples. In the beginning the squeals, squeaks and yelps had an amusing quality to them. As the girls learned, the yipping sounds reduced in number. The slaves had no idea how much time had, or was, transpiring. They only knew that they were required to keep at the task until told to stop. Vickie was fascinated by the mental aspects of the slave training. Not knowing how  long  they  had  to  do  this  must  be  horrible.  Vickie  carefully watched her charges. Eyes looked around the room. Looked at her and then back to the pole and the device. "Eyes on your task." Vickie took mercy and only tapped the whip against Purple's shoulder. That was  all  that  was  required.  At  first  the  tongues  worked  at  the  shaft before  them.  They  had  learned  to  keep  their  eyes  ahead.  If  they removed their tongue for long they were shocked. But the device itself had no gage for enthusiasm. As Vickie watched her charges she could see that their focus was only on keeping contact and movement on the shaft. They were missing the point of the training. They were only thinking of how to keep from being shocked. All that was required to satisfy  the  sensors  was  contact  and  some  movement.  "Not acceptable." Vickie had a job to do and this was not to be accepted. 

Her dog whip came down on Purple's back. This time it was not a tap but a lash that left a dark line on the skin. Purple yelped. She turned her head toward Vickie. The look in her eyes was filed with hatred, but Vickie's whip was already moving. A second stripe matched the first.

The look softened, the eyes moistened, and turned back to the task. 

Purple's head, tongue, and mouth were now working with enthusiasm. 

It seemed that she did not want a further lash. Vickie felt pleased with herself.  Again  the  whip  worked.  Green,  however,  was  an  entirely different problem. Her eyes were so full of moisture it was impossible for her to see anything. Her body shook with fear. "Stop blubbering." 

Vickie  brushed  the  whip  over  her  shoulder.  "Focus  on  the  task  at hand."  Green's  eyes  turned  to  the  shaft.  Her  head  moved  with increased energy. Her tongue moved up and down the shaft. Thabit smiled at Vickie. Vickie was pleased. Vickie wondered if Green had ever done this before with the real thing. She thought not. Vickie was sure that in Green's future she would have ample opportunity to do so. The exercise went on for at least an hour. The combination of the shocking demands of the device and the threat of the trainer's whips kept the slaves all hard at work. At the end of the day, a very tired group of slaves was returned to their cages. The six slaves from the other  group  joined  them.  Vickie  did  not  know  what  they  had  been doing, but they looked just as tired and well marked. 

Before being put down for the night the slaves were made to line up outside  the  cage  area.  Faces  betrayed  concern  when  the  trainers brought out shallow bowls each with a small amount of rose water in the bottom. The bowls were placed between the legs of each slave. 

Green's  eyes  filled  with  water.  She  looked  down.  "Eyes  straight ahead." Vickie's whip marked her buttocks. Green's eyes came up. 

There was even more water visible. Vickie was really disgusted with her. Thabit stood in front of the slaves. "When I command you will squat over the bowl. You will then release your water into the bowl. 

You will only release water when told to do so. You will always release water when told to do so. It will ALL go into the bowl." Twelve faces showed  horror.  Purple's  complexion  was  matching  her  name.  She looked  like  she  was  going  to  explode.  This  was  rage.  Vickie  was surprised that she was able to hold it in. Purple's body was starting to shake. Vickie readied her whip. Purple and Green and ten other slaves all squatted. They had all had a liberal introduction to the whip and none of them seemed to want more of it. Thabit walked up and down the  line  looking  at  each  slave  in  turn.  "I  will  count  backwards  from three. Then you will go. The last one to start to release will receive three  strokes  of  the  cane."  He  stopped  and  walked  up  and  down. 

Some  legs  were  starting  to  shake.  The  slaves  held  their  squatting position. Was it from exhaustion, stress, or just fear? Probably a little of  all  three  Vickie  thought.  All  eyes  followed  Thabit.  "Three...  two... one... release." There were not twelve streams together. There were several almost instantly, then several more, Purple managed to start about  half  way  through  the  group.  Green  was  sobbing  loudly,  but nothing  was  coming.  Vickie  shook  her  head,  but  then  Green  finally managed to make something happen. She was almost, but not quite the last. The last was Yellow, half way down the line. Vickie felt a wave of relief that it was not one of her girls who had earned the thrashing.

She did not want her slaves to fail. Vickie stopped. She frowned. Why was it so important to her that her girls properly behave and perform? 

It was not because she was worried about them being punished. It was how their behavior reflected on her. This was wrong. This was all wrong yet she was becoming invested in the process. The slaves were put  back  in  their  cages,  all  except  Yellow.  She  was  fastened  to  a punishment stock, her body bent forward at the waist with her head locked in the stock. She faced away from the cages so that her back and  rear  faced  the  eleven  caged  slaves.  As  soon  as  she  had  been pulled out of line she was gagged. Now Thabit stood behind her with his cane in hand. Vickie could see the girl's chest rising and falling. 

She was crying. Vickie should have felt sympathy, but she did not. It was only three strokes of the cane. How bad could that be? The girl should try harder. The remaining slaves were at the bars of the cages carefully watching the scene before them. They all knew that it could have been them. They knew that in the future it might well be them.

Each was thinking that she would not let herself be in that position. 

As each stroke swished and fell followed by the muzzled shriek from the punished girl the resolve to do all that was required to avoid being punished dominated the mind of each watching girl. 

Vickie was tired after her full day as a trainer. It was not that the work was  necessarily  strenuous,  but  there  was  a  huge  emotional  drain. 

Vickie's mind was trying to process what she had seen, heard, and, what she had done. She had started this journey with revulsion and disgust toward the entire concept of slavery. She had needed to get on the inside to see what was really going on. She had succeeded, but that had meant that she had become an abuser. It wasn't just that she had stood by and watched what was happening. Her hand held the whip that had fallen on the flesh of her charges. She had inflicted real pain. And, when that had happened she had not felt shame, she had  felt  satisfaction  and  accomplishment.  Vickie  found  herself grimacing as she looked at her hands. What was wrong with her? But, she reminded herself, she had not enslaved Green or Purple, or any other person. They were already slaves. There was nothing that she could do that would change that. If it were not her hand it would be the  hand  of  someone  else.  She  could  ease  the  short  term  pain  by going light on the training, but would that really be good for them? It was her job to properly see to their adjustment and training. The result of  that  would  mean  a  better  sale  at  auction.  A  better  sale  for  the individual slave would necessarily mean a better placement. A better placement would mean a better life. This could be so significant for a slave. Placement in a harem was clearly far superior to other things that could happen. Vickie would do no favor for one of her slaves by slaking off in training. And it was with the thought of placement that Vickie was suddenly very troubled. She decided she needed to seek out Thabit. "I am worried about my slaves." The two of them sat at a table sipping tea. "How so?" Vickie appreciated his degree of focus and  attention.  "Purple  obeys  my  commands.  She  does  what  is needed to avoid the whip, but there is defiance and resistance just below the surface." Vickie paused as her words settled in. "I think if she were not restrained she would turn on me. I don't doubt that with her size and strength she could do grave damage." Thabit smiled. "It is probably best then that we are careful to keep her restrained. There are  some  slaves  that  never  stop  fighting."  "But  how  can  she  be  a proper harem slave if she only submits to force?" "Not all are fit for the harem. Part of what we do is to train the slave for its highest and best possible placement. Not all can expect to be harem slaves. In fact, most cannot achieve that important position. A slave like Purple is unlikely to ever be selected for that role." Vickie felt like she herself was somehow failing. She felt a lump forming in her throat. "What can I do to help her get there?" "I watched you today. You were doing what  you  should.  A  firm  and  predictable  hand  is  upmost.  A  slave needs  to  first  understand  that  the  requirement  for  obedience  is absolute. Later it learns to adore its owner. Your slaves will continue to bond with you as they see you are necessary for everything in their world.  Without  you  they  don't  eat.  Without  you  they  are  not  clean.

Without  you  they  cannot  even  pass  their  body  waste.  Through dependence will come acceptance, even joy in your control." Vickie could  not  even  imagine  that  the  slaves  could  ever  find  joy  in  the relationship to one who held the whip. "And if that does not happen?" 

"With Purple we may not even want it. She is large boned, has good body mass, and, as you point out, she is strong. She also has spirit. She is ideal for a ponygirl. You may be better to just keep that fire alive. As a pony slave she will be kept in restraints all the time. As long as she obeys the whip she can hate as much as she wants. Al  of her aggression will be channeled into the energy necessary to move her load forward under the driver's whip. That may be the best placement for her."

Vickie did not feel relieved by this. Vickie did not want Purple to be condemned to spend her days in harness pulling wagons and carts about the land. Vickie decided to drop the subject. "How do you feel about  Green?"  Was  Thabit  testing  her  now?  Vickie  paused  and gathered her thoughts. "Green is the exact opposite of Purple. She is so immersed in her own self-pity she can hardly concentrate on what she  has  to  do.  She  cries  all  the  time  and  shakes  like  a  leaf  when anyone is near her. I don't think she even hears the commands half the  time."  "she  needs  to  learn  to  trust  you.  You  need  to  focus  on calming her. She needs to look to you for whatever relief she can find.

With an animal like Green touch is very important. Try stroking her. 

Try running your fingers over her body while talking to her in a soft soothing  voice.  I  think  you  will  find  that  you  will  see  a  marked improvement." Vickie had been careful to touch the slaves as little as possible. They were, after all, naked, and it did not seem right. Was touching necessary? Did what Thabit said make sense? She hoped she was up to the task. Vickie wanted both her slaves to be selected for harems, but Thabit was probably right about Purple. The thought made her feel sad. Why was she sad that a strong self determined girl would not be sufficiently broken to submit to life in a harem? Vickie learned that the job of a eunuch slave trainer was not easy. They had their group of slaves for seven to fourteen days. In those seven days they  were  expected  to:  overcome  the  natural  resistance  to  being under  control  of  others;  teach  the  slaves  to  be  instantly  and unthinkably  obedient;  begin  the  indoctrination  of  the  slaves  to  the concept that every aspect of their life was under the control of others; and, reveal the strengths and weaknesses of the slaves so that they could be classified for sale and/or further training.



Chapter  6  Training  Continues 

 The  day  started  before  dawn.  The trainers organized and ate before rousing the slaves. Each trainer had a notebook for each of his slaves. Every detail of every aspect of the slave's  activity  and  training  was  recorded.  The  notebook  would transfer to, and be maintained by, the new owner when the slave was sold. In the morning the slaves had to be inspected, toileted, washed, and  fed.  The  slaves  were  restrained  throughout  these  events.  The slaves were brought from the pens and made to stand in line, wrists strapped  to  their  waist  belts,  as  the  trainers,  overseen  by  Thabit, looked them over for any obvious problem. They were made to bend over  and  each  slave's  temperature  was  taken  (anal  of  course). 

Everything  was  recorded.  Then  they  were  directed  to  squat  and relieve  themselves  on  command.  Again  the  results  were  inspected and  recorded.  Vickie  did  not  understand  why  this  was  done  until Thabit  disclosed  that  in  the  harem  the  eunuchs  controlled  and recorded all the action of the slave. No slave was all owed to eliminate any waste without permission and then under supervision. The need for  adjustments  to  diet,  readiness  for  breeding,  and  the  general well being of a harem slave could be determined from a close watch of their emissions. This was so intrusive. Vickie could not imagine how demeaning it must feel for the slave. Purple had demonstrated some resistance at first, but the application of Vickie's whip quickly put that to rest. Humiliation is painful, but not as painful as the whip. Toilet completed the slaves were ready for washing. The washing rack was a long bar with a series of notches into which the necks of the slaves could be placed and then locked down. Each slave was held kneeling forward. Once locked by the neck the hands could be removed, one at a time from the waist restraint, and clipped forward onto the bar next to the head. The trainers could then remove the belts and employ buckets of warm water and a wash glove to clean every inch. There was no modesty all owed and careful attention was paid to parts of the body the slaves had probably never allowed others to touch, at least since they were infants. Vickie felt herself flush. The humiliation had to be extreme. At the conclusion of washing, the slaves are tested for responsiveness. The slave's knees are restrained in place keeping their  legs  wide  apart.  The  trainer's  had  been  carefully  taught  the procedure to follow. All three of the new trainers had received a two hour  class  at  the  end  of  each  of  the  first  three  training  days.  Four slaves  had  been  brought  from  another  pen  to  act  as  training  aids.

Each slave was hooded, ears plugged and padded and eyes covered. 

Arms had been bound up behind the back so that hands and fingers could  not  interfere.  The  legs  were  separated  by  a  bar  strapped between  the  knees.  Thabit  used  one  slave  as  a  training  aid  and demonstrated  what  was  to  be  done.  The  trainers,  including  Vickie watched and emulated. It felt so strange to be running her hands over the body of this helplessly restrained creature. It was even stranger to watch the actions she was taught to use the body of this anonymous creature under her control to life. She learned the correct places to touch. She learned the right amount of pressure to use. She learned how to tease around the primary point of sensitivity. She learned how to gage the reaction. Most importantly she learned how to tell when climax was near and how to deprive her subject of reaching this goal. 

At first her subject did climax - some reward for these test subjects. 

But by the end of the first night and for each night thereafter, climax was almost unheard of. The tightly hooded slaves could still be heard to moan and their bodies writhed under the touch, each seeking to find that extra amount of contact that would take them over the edge and assuage their frustration. But satisfaction was something to be controlled  by  the  trainers  and  rarely,  if  ever,  granted  to  the  slave. 

Vickie  learned  that  within  the  harem  satisfaction  from  manual stimulation  was  never  granted.  Satisfaction  came  only  from  the largess of the master and always secondary to his needs and desires. 

Now, with her slaves Vickie employed what she had learned. Kneeling between her two slaves she started with the breasts. The beginning was only one breast. The nipple is caressed and teased. It is amazing how teasing just one breast and ignoring the other can create a strong need. Pretty soon the slave is moaning and twisting trying to get some attention to the neglected mammary. Finally the desired stimulation is provided. Vickie watched the nipples harden and the slaves' bodies respond. The reaction is graded on the line for that day's results in the slave's book. Vickie's hands then move down the stomach, around the thighs, up between the legs. She works the body without actually touching the sex. Some slaves, already stimulated by the attention to their breasts, will continue to react with just this simple action. This reaction is noted. Finally, the trainer checks between the legs of the slave to determine if she has become wet, and if so, to what degree. 

Only then will the attention shift to the slave's sex. The slave is told that she is not allowed to climax without permission. If she climaxes without  permission  she  will  be  caned.  The  body  trembles  at  this instruction. The slave is not told how long she must resist, only that failure will mean the cane, one stroke for each minute between the times she cums and the end of the exercise. If she cums more than once the stoke count will be multiplied by the number of unauthorized orgasm.  No  slave  wants  to  be  caned,  but  the  need  to  orgasm  can become so great that a slave will accept the cane in order to gain relief.

The trainers carefully watch for such a reaction. And, the trainers had been trained to keep the slave short of success. The slave may think that  they  can  trade  their  pleasure  for  punishment,  but  they  cannot, this illusion adds to the frustration. Vickie had expected Green to be responsive, but thought that Purple would resist and hold out. To her amazement, Purple began to respond right from the start. As soon as Vickie started to work her left nipple it hardened. The right followed and the slave started to squirm. Green leaned into the attention and moaned softly, but Purple started to buck and pull at her restraints twisting her body in an apparent effort to move her neglected breast into  reach  of  Vickie's  hand.  When  Vickie  finally  tested  for  wetness Purple was practically soaking. Green was wet but only slightly. As trained, Vickie started to work her fingers across Purple's labia lips. 

Again, it was a teasing motion. She was careful to work around and avoid the clitoris. She carefully watched to see how quickly the clitoris emerged from its shroud. Purple had a surprisingly large clitoris and it  quickly  engorged  almost  looking  like  a  small  male  appendage. 

Following  the  pattern  started  Purple  groaned  and  shook  her  body. 

She seemed to be trying to shift herself to bring the attention to her clitoris. Vickie was convinced that if she so much as touched Purple's clitoris  it  would  send  her  off  the  cliff.  Could  she  really  need  the attention so much she was willing to suffer a caning? But Vickie had now been trained to keep her at the edge but not allow her over. The purpose of this exercise was not to make the slaves fail and be beaten.

It was to start teaching them to control. It was also to keep them very frustrated. Purple was almost out of her mind with desire as Vickie teased and denied, teased and denied, over and over again. Vickie shifter her attention to Green and let Purple simmer for a few minutes. 

With the removal of all attention Purple  went crazy. She twisted as best she could in the locked frame to see what had happened. When she saw Vickie working exclusively on Green she howled. She pulled at her restraints. She bucked her body and tried, with no success, to move  closer  to  Vickie.  Vickie  carefully  pretended  to  notice  nothing. 

The slaves would have time in the future to show their control. Today it was up to the trainers to maintain control and that meant no slave would climax. None did although Vickie was surprised that the rack was able to continue to hold this mass of squirming shaking bucking flesh. Vickie had found power in the obedience created by her whip, but this was a new and different power. She had learned how to play the slaves body like a fine instrument. Her slaves now knew that along with  everything  else  that  Vickie  control ed,  she  also  control ed  any hope they had to pleasure. They had tried, Purple from the beginning, Green soon after, to obtain release. As the sexual need built they had tried harder. Vickie was certain that both slaves were now in shock at one more thing, one more intimate aspect of their being, that they had had taken from them.

To make it worse, Vickie chided both slaves on their blatant attempt to  reach  satisfaction  in  contravention  of  their  instruction.  Although neither  had  reached  climax  each  would  receive  four  strokes  of  the cane for failure to follow instructions. Not only did they not receive orgasm,  they  would  still  both  be  caned.  Both  slaves  groaned  and slumped  in  their  bindings.  Vickie  felt  a  surge  at  her  control.  The indignity was not quite over. The slaves were re-belted, but there was now an addition. Each trainer was supplied with a heavy solid plug for each slave. The sizes had been calculated to the size of each slave, but  even  as  beginning  measurements  they  looked  horribly uncomfortable.  A  large  flange  at  the  bottom  kept  it  from  slipping completely inside the slave's body once inserted in a place no slave expected  or  desired.  A  narrow  neck  allowed  the  sphincter  to  close down around it. That would make it difficult to remove, but a chain from the back of the plug was pulled up and locked to the back of the waist belt. The slave could not get the plug out. Washed and dried, plugged, restraint belt re-secured, hands once again safely locked at their  sides,  and  now  very  frustrated,  the  slaves  were  moved  to  the feeding trough. On their knees with head locked forward and hands at their sides they ate like the animals they had become. The food may not have been great cuisine, but the ingrained knowledge that only the  whip  teaches  had  every  head  moving  to  obtain  and  consume everything  within  reach.  After  the  meal  the  slaves  were  released, separated into the two groups and herded into training rooms. There was much to learn if they were to have any chance of placement in a harem - the ultimate selection. The rest of that day would be devoted to  learning  the  basic  slave  positions.  This  is  a  fundamental  skill necessary  for  all  slaves  (except  maybe  ponyslaves.)  At  auction  the slave would be put through these positions and the manner in which she reacted could impact sale, price, and placement. The basic slave positions were common. The first position is "Adore". It is the total expression of supplication. The slave drops to her knees, pushes her forehead to the floor and raises her bottom in the air. If her hands are free they are placed palms up in front of her. She may not look up, and if a foot is offered she must shift forward and lick and kiss either the  foot,  boot,  or  shoe  until  it  is  withdrawn.  As  a  group  the  slaves assumed the Adore position. The back is straight. The legs are straight with the knees twelve inches apart. The forehead touches the floor but no other part of the head. Eyes are downward and the slave is not to  twist  or  look  about.  Vickie  and  the  other  trainers  walked  up  and down  before  and  behind  the  slaves.  Corrections  were  punctuated with the dog whip. If the whip fell on the back or bottom of a slave the slaves to either side better have held their position without movement.

If not, they would feel the whip. In order to maintain security slaves' 

hands were unclipped one at a time. Before having her hands freed the  slave  would  be  put  through  the  positions  restrained.  Then  her hands would be freed. The freed slave would assume the commanded position and properly place her hands. For Adore she stretched her arms  forward  with  her  palms  up.  If  she  were  offered  a  foot  in  this position she would not use her hands, only her head and mouth. After several tries the subject slave would be re-secured and the next slave in line selected. The remaining five slaves did not watch the action; instead they remained - unmoving - in the Adore position. A properly trained slave could remain in position for an indefinite period of time. 

The  most  challenging  part  of  this  position  is  remaining  completely motionless. The knowledge that things are going on around the slave, inherent  curiosity  and  fear  make  it  difficult  to  hold  still.  One  trainer always stood behind the kneeling slaves while the chosen slave was being positioned. His whip would find any slave that moved or even twitched. The next position is Attention. This is not attention as used in the military. For a slave the feet are apart - shoulder width unless hobbled to a lesser amount, in which case, the length of the hobble determined the distance. If the slave's hands are free they are placed behind the slave's back, just above the hips. The head is not held up, but rather tilted forward so that the slave's eyes are toward the ground.

The slave learns that it is a cardinal sin to look into the eyes of a free person. Eyes are ALWAYS down in a proper showing of submission and  respect.  Shoulders  are  pulled  back,  and  breasts  are  pushed forward. The position is not hard to assume, but holding position with no movement is more difficult. This is certainly compounded by the fact that a slave may not move even when handled or inspected. A slave  must  stand  perfectly  still  even  when  a  hand  finds  its  way between the legs. If the slave's sex is then manipulated it can be a challenge. It is not uncommon for a master to stroke the clitoris and labia of a slave to test her slave heat. The conundrum is that a good slave will juice, but must not moan and certainly must not move. An increase in respiration is acceptable. For Present, the slave drops to the floor. Her knees are spread to 90 degrees. She sits back on her heels  and  rolls  her  breasts  forward.  If  her  hands  are  free  they  are placed on her thighs - palms up. Eyes are down. Her feet are beneath her  buttocks  with  her  toes  turned  in  so  that  they  meet  After  each position had been learned, and maintained. The slaves were moved between the three basic positions. Once they were bought they would learn  other  positions,  but  these  basic  positions  would  get  them through most needs. When Vickie began putting Green through the positions  she  felt  a  sense  of  relief.  Green  seemed  to  act  with enthusiasm. Did she just want to keep from being punished or was she starting to accept her new lot? Vickie did not know, but she was happy that the girl seemed responsive. Vickie only had to strike her once with the whip during the entire exercise. When her hands were released she kept them under control and where they were supposed to be at all times. When she had been placed in the Adore position and Vickie presented her foot Green did not hesitate to lick and kiss at  her  boot.  Vickie,  happy  with  the  obedience,  and  not  wanting  to press  fate  did  not  push  it  and  quickly  withdrew  her  foot.  She congratulated Green on her performance. Green offered no resistance when  her  hands  were  re-secured.  She  did  not  think  that  Green  yet fully recognized her position and future, but she at least had accepted her present role. If she displayed as well at auction it would serve her well. Vickie worried as Purple was brought forward. The girl's eyes still burned with hate, but the flame was not as bright. Purple's body bore the  marks  of  Vickie's  dog  whip,  some  of  them  looked  painful.  As Purple was put through the beginning positions she responded well.

She hesitated several times, but not even long enough for Vickie to whip  her.  Was  she  trying  to  time  her  response  just  long  enough  to show her defiance but not get whipped? That did not seem prudent, but  with  Purple  it  was  certainly  a  possibility.  When  it  came  time  to release her hands Vickie caught herself shiver. Vickie had always been afraid that given any opportunity Purple would take it and attack. This might be that opportunity. Her arms were about to be released. There were two other trainers standing nearby, but Purple could be on her and certainly do some damage before they could even react. Vickie screwed up her courage and unclipped the girl's hands. "Attention."

She commanded, but felt her voice break, just a little. She held ready to jump out of the way if Purple attacked. Purple did not attack. Her hands clenched, she turned her eyes to look at Vickie - but she did not move her head. And then she took up the position. Almost perfect. 

Vickie let her breath out. She wanted to say "Good girl." But she was afraid that might be too much. She settled for just. "Very good." The complement,  but  without  the  dismissive  addition.  The  tension  was thick. Vickie commanded. Purple's muscles all knotted and twitched, then each time she obeyed. Vickie felt a sense of relief each time the girl obeyed. Vickie never let her guard down. She kept just out of reach at all times except when she moved forward and extended her foot for Purple to kiss. She braced herself for the girl to grab her leg and try to throw her down, but that did not happen. Vickie thought she heard a quiet sob and then the head moved over Vickie's boot and the lips touched the toe. That was sufficient. Vickie did not want to push  things  she  withdrew  her  foot,  commanded  the  girl  back  to attention and quickly re-fastened the hands. Purple was a long way from acceptance of her slavery, but she had at least acquiesced in what was demanded of her. For now, that was enough.

Purple was resisting. There was fire in the girl, but in the end, she was doomed. She was a slave and she would adjust to her new condition or suffer until she finally gave in. With Vickie's slaves finished, another slave was brought forward and Vickie stepped back. Vickie's slaves! 

Yes, she was in command of two human beings. Two young women, each of whom had lives before them. They had hopes and desires. All of that was now gone. They had no more control, no more choice. 

They would live for others and they would obey or be punished. They would be punished anyway if it pleased their master - yes, master. 

They were nothing more than owned animals. And, Vickie was helping to reduce them to that state. It was so wrong. How could she be a part of this? Vickie had to remind herself that it was not Vickie who had enslaved these women. Had they done something stupid that put them at risk? It really did not matter what they had done - or not done. 

They had been taken they had been enslaved, and there was not a thing in the world that Vickie could do to change that fact. She was causing them pain - a lot of pain. She was humiliating and demeaning them. But that was a necessary part of the job and if it were not her, someone  else  would  be  doing  it.  She  was  rationalizing  her participation in this horror. She realized what she was doing, but she could  not  help  herself.  She  needed  to  do  her  part.  Besides,  if  she could help them adapt it might help them get a better placement. That would be a good thing for them. It was time for feeding the slaves.

Like most of the rest of their new lives, this event was no time to relax. 

The twelve slaves were lined up against a padded bar at just below waist  height.  Each  in  turn  was  pulled  forward  until  their  stomach rested on the bar. A chain from the collar clipped into a ring in the floor holding each head about 24 inches above the floor. Legs were then widely separated - almost four feet - and clipped to rings in the floor. With legs widely spread most of the weight was taken by the bar. A metal pole was then inserted into a hole just in front of the face of  each  slave.  Each  pole  had  a  large  penis  shaped  piece,  each  of which  was  adjusted  to  the  best  height  and  then  inserted  into  the mouth of each waiting slave. With her neck linked to the floor and her body held by the bar at her middle, no slave could disengage herself from  the  noxious  protrusion  into  her  mouth.  The  hard  rubber  penis had a hole through the middle. Into the back, a tube was inserted. The tube led up to the bottom of a bag of grey colored viscous material. 

This was the slave's meal. While gravity started the thick liquid down the tube, the slave was going to have to suck on the penis replica in order  to  obtain  her  meal.  Green  went  right  to  work.  She  started sucking and Vickie could see the liquid slowly inching down the tube.

Even with maximum effort, this was going to take some time. Purple, on  the  other  hand,  looked  disgusted.  She  tried  to  disengage  her mouth from the protrusion. It was not happening. Instead, she held her  mouth  open,  seemingly  trying  to  have  as  little  contact  with  the thing invading her oral cavity as possible. Thabit moved to a position in front of the slaves. "This is your lunch. You will have to suck on the training aid in your mouth in order to consume it. You will have half an hour. Any slave who has not consumed her entire lunch by that time will be caned." He walked away. Vickie watched Purple's face. Her eyes flashed back and forth. She groaned in despair, twisted her head from side to side and then went still. Her eyes closed for a long time. 

Then they opened and glanced down at the device stuck to her face. 

The girl then looked up at the bag hanging from the pole above her head. She closed her lips around the protrusion in her mouth and she started to suck. Vickie could see her cheeks moving in and out and the "meal" moving down the tube. Once again, Purple had decided to pick her fight elsewhere. Clearly, she did not want to feel the cane on her behind. A wise choice Vickie thought. 

Purple  had  now  found  her  breath.  Her  wrists  twisted  and  pulled  at their bindings, her legs tightened, she bounced up and down on her toes as she fought to hind a way out of her binding. The man stood behind  and  watched.  He  nodded  his  head  in  approval.  "Be  still  -

unless you would like me to redden you up some more." Purple knew she was beaten. She jerked two or three more times, then, discretion being the better part of valor she stopped and froze in place. It was as if she was anticipating another painful strike. Fortunately, it did not come. The man worked his hands up and down Purple's body in a similar fashion to Teal. He ended again with her breasts, and when finally finished even included the slap on the buttocks. He looked to Thabit and nodded his head. Vickie wondered if all of the girls were to be inspected in this fashion, but they were not. Only two more. Even though the next slave remained perfectly still as she was inspected, she still received the two cuts with the tawse on her exposed labia. 

The  inspection  of  her  body,  however,  ended  quickly  and  the  man shook his head as he looked at Thabit. He did not slap this one on the buttocks.  She  had  not  been  found  acceptable.  The  final  girl  was acceptable.  The  man  pinched  at  some  fat  at  her  waist  and  thighs, even held his hand to his chin as he carefully inspected her from all sides, but finally turned and nodded to Thabit. They shook hands. The man left, but returned with another man. Thabit began releasing the three  selected  girls.  Teal  was  brought  forward  to  the  man  who fastened a leash to her collar. Her ankles were cuffed and hobbled. 

He  used  a  strap  to  pull  her  elbows  together  behind  her  until  they almost touched. Thabit removed the waist belt and wrist cuffs from the girl's wrists. The man then crossed and thonged her wrists tightly behind her. The process was repeated with Purple who was leashed to the back of Teal. Then the third girl secured and leashed to Purple.

The man took Teal's leash and led the coffle of slaves away. The other man followed with a switch in hand encouraging the slaves to follow. 

Vickie was stunned. Three slaves were now gone. One of them was her Purple. What of all the work she had done to prepare Purple for the  auction?  As  the  other  slaves  returned  to  their  meal  Vickie approached Thabit. She felt she was entitled to an explanation. "I was making  progress  with  her."  "I  know  you  were.  She  was  developing just fine." "Then why is she gone?.. Where is she gone to?" "No, you are doing fine. There is a critical need for ponygirls right now. As you have  seen  Purple  is  perfect  for  that  role.  She  will  be  a  magnificent ponygirl." "I know, but I think she had greater potential. I wanted to at least give her a chance for life in a harem." "Don't feel bad. She is perfect for this. She will be well taken care of and in the end she will be  happier  as  a  pony  than  a  harem  slave."  Vickie  was  not  so  sure about that, but there was nothing she could do about it. She still had Green to worry about. She did not want to lose her before the auction. 



Chapter  7  Moving  Like  a  Slave 

 The  next  day  began  with  the  same routine  of  toileting,  cleaning  and  feeding  the  slaves.  As  always, everything was controlled and carefully recorded. As demeaning as this  process  was,  the  slaves  seemed  somewhat  more  accepting.

There was no question that anything that resembled privacy was no longer a part of their existence. When they got up, when they slept, when they ate, even when they eliminated waste, was all under the direction and control of others. There was a new tension in the air. 

The slaves were now reduced in number to 9. A full quarter of their number  were  gone.  The  individual  slaves  did  not  know  what  had happened to the slaves who had been chosen. Was it good or bad? 

There is something to be said for the condition you know. They had been able to see some of what had happened the day before; they could  tell  that  some  of  the  slaves  were  inspected.  One  of  the remaining slaves knew that she had been considered and rejected. 

Again, was that good or bad? What would happen to them when their time came? Vickie had told each of her slaves - quietly at times - that she  should  pay  attention.  That  this  was  for  her  own  good.  That  it would help her get a better placement. It had not worked for Purple. 

She was gone to be a ponygirl. But that had almost been forgone from the time she first arrived. Vickie had never said anything like that to her. Vickie had tried to encourage her. But the fire and the defiance had always been there. Maybe this was best. What it did mean is that Vickie could concentrate only on Green for the next couple of days. 

Training at the pens was short. It wasn't meant to turn out fully trained slaves. It was only meant to provide a foundation from which the new masters could work. Every master had different expectations. Every slave  job  had  different  requirements.  But,  some  things  were fundamental,  and  that  is  what  was  taught  at  the  pens.  If  a  slave learned only obedience, silence, and a few fundamental positions she had enough of a base for a trainer to work from. Vickie did not want Green's ultimate trainer to curse the work that Vickie had done. Then she laughed. She was actually taking pride in the training of a slave girl. It was easy to see how people could get caught up in this whole thing. Vickie did not hold back when she whipped a slave. She had no expectation that a slave girl would ever see freedom again, and somehow that was ok. How had she gotten to that place? The core of this day's agenda was walking. You might think that walking is not a difficult thing. For a slave girl it had challenges. First of all, slave girls were very often restrained. A slave girl needed to know how to walk hobbled  without  falling  down  or  looking  clumsy.  She  needed  to maintain proper posture. For a slave girl this meant back straight, neck erect,  but  eyes  down.  Breasts  are  pushed  forward,  and  unless  her hands are fastened at her sides or chained in front they are always behind  her  back.  With  hands  chained  behind  their  backs  -  walking with free hands would come later - they learned to walk in hobble. 

First  at  twelve  inches.  The  idea  was  to  move  smoothly,  utilize  the majority of the chain, but gage the step so that the chain swings with the step but does not jerk. As the slaves walked in a circle the trainers moved with them using the dog whips to insure proper position and step. The pace was dictated with a metronome. To step out of step was to invite a red mark on the buttocks. As confidence increased and mistakes became rare the slaves were coffled in a single line of nine. In theory, the addition of the coffle line from neck to neck should not have caused any difficulty in movement. Theory collapsed on the first movement. Bodies jerked, feet shuffled. Whips bit into soft flesh. 

The coffle was stopped. Then it was moved forward with a command to step. The slaves learned to start with the right foot. They learned to move on command. They learned to observe the distance between them.  They  improved.  That  this  had  been  a  difficult  journey  was testified to by the many red stripes on the thighs and buttocks of the slaves. There was not a single slave that was free of marks. 

A  few  eyes  had  moistened  and  some  were  red,  but  over  time  they learned. Thabit was not satisfied. To the surprise of the trainers he blindfolded all but the first girl. Then he commanded them to walk. A few gasped as they felt the chain of the coffle pull at the neck and they stumbled in the hobble chains. After a time, Thabit moved the first girl to the back of the line and blindfolded her. Then the coffle proceeded. Once the rhythm was recaptured he shifted them again.

In this way each slave received an opportunity to be the lead slave in the coffle. This was not just a meaningless exercise. Slaves were often moved in coffle with feet hobbled, hands bound and eyes covered. 

They needed to know how to do this wherever they were in the line. 

They had to be able to be first girl, middle girl, last girl, or anywhere in between. This went on for a long time. Finally the slaves were given a break. The trainers watered them. This meant holding a bottle up to the mouth and squirting in the water. It did not require releasing their hands, and hands were not released. A slave should learn to accept being bound. It was done for security, but it was also an important part of reminding them that they are property. After the slaves were fed. Hands still tied behind them, kneeling before the feeding trough, it was time to teach them to dance. No slave seemed to be surprised and certainly none questioned - at least openly - why they were left bound to eat, but now had their hands released so that they could dance. The slaves were allowed to sit on pillows on the floor of a room. 

Musicians played Middle Eastern music while an experienced slave girl  demonstrated  different  dance  moves.  These  were  the  simple moves  that  the  slaves  were  to  learn.  Vickie  was  transfixed  at  the smooth flowing movements of the dancing slave girl. It was hard to tell if she was of Middle Eastern decent or it her skin was just tanned from  exposure  to  the  sun.  Her  eyes  were  not  the  dark  brown  so common here, more a green. She was beautiful and her dance was sensuous  and  compelling.  Vickie  started  to  feel  jealous  until  she remembered that this girl was a slave. She looked reasonably happy, she did not show visual signs of abuse, but she was very deferential.

Vickie was certain she had been a slave for a very long time. All of the slaves  paid  careful  attention.  Several,  including  Green,  looked  very interested. Vickie was pleased at Green's interest. Vickie had thought of Middle Eastern dancing as belly dancing, but this girl showed much more. Her arms and shoulders were moving in a fluid motion. She took small steps in time to the music. Finally it was time for the slaves to stand  and  repeat  some  of  the  moves.  The  dancing  girl  moved  her arms and shoulders. The slaves, standing in a circle around her, with their wrists now released, mimicked the motions. The music helped and most of the slave girls quickly caught the basic motion. Green was as good as any of them. Vickie smiled. Only Yellow moved stiffly and had trouble finding the beat. Surprisingly, Thabit did not whip her. 

Vickie would learn that for this training it was important to keep the girls relaxed. After all of the slave girls had the basic arm movement the dancer started on a simple step. It was almost like an Irish jig. A foot forward then back and a two-step. It was not a complicated step, although it was fast. For most of this the hands were on the hips. After a passable performance the step changed to a kick, a return, and a circle.  This  was  followed  by  stopping  with  the  feet  together  and swaying and movement of the arms. Each of the girls' performance was acceptable, although done together it was terrible. It appeared that synchronization among the slaves was not the objective of the training. Again none of them were punished. Vickie had to note that naked as they were, the performance was very sexual. Vickie thought they had achieved sufficient proficiency to move on to more, but that was not to be. The girls each continued the short learned routine. The dancer  stopped  her  performance  and  now  moved  from  girl  to  girl correcting and coaching. She did this by touching and demonstrating.

Vickie wondered if the dancer spoke English. She spoke not a word to any of the slave girls. Perhaps, thought Vickie, she was prohibited from speaking. 

All of the slaves seemed to be enjoying themselves. This was perhaps the  closest  thing  to  something  familiar  -  something  even  fun  -  that they  had  experienced  since  their  capture.  They  enjoyed  the  most freedom that they had had. Hands were loose and legs not hobbled. 

Thabit and the trainers stood back out of the way ready to intercede in there was any sign of resistance or defiance. There was none. If anything, the slaves all seemed to sadden when, several hours later, the music stopped and Thabit and the trainers secured their wrists back to their belts and fastened hobbles between their ankles. They had been returned to their slavery. After lunch they were brought to another  room.  The  slaves  all  assumed  a  kneeling  position.  Another experienced slave demonstrated how to walk with a tray of glasses and  plates.  One  of  the  trainers  sat  on  a  pillow  to  one  side.  As  the serving  slave  approached  she  knelt,  finished  her  approach  on  her knees, then bowing her head offered her tray. She kept it to the side of the Master, kept her eyes down, and waited until he had removed what he wanted. Even then she did not move, did not even withdraw the tray, until he gave a slight wave of hand for her to withdraw. The slaves  looked  on  in  silence.  They  all  knew  that  they  would  have  to duplicate this activity. First, however, the basics. Each slave girl was provided with a tray - empty for now. Clips at the outer edges of the tray  fastened  to  the  slaves  cuffs.  She  was  now  held  with  her  arms separated  by  the  tray.  Her  hands  could  hold  the  handles,  but  she could  not  maneuver  forward  or  back  in  her  grip.  The  slaves  were placed into a large circle. Then they were made to walk holding the tray close to but not touching their bodies. After several times around a soft form ball was placed in the middle of each tray. The soft nature of the ball allowed it to sit in the middle without moving at any slight change in angle. It was not completely stable, and if the tray top left horizontal by more than a slight degree the ball rolled. There was a small circle in the middle of the tray. The slaves were required to walk in the circle without letting the ball leave the circle. The trainers walked alone outside the circle. If a ball moved from its circle a quick slash of a trainer's whip corrected them. The challenge was that they had no use of their hands and had to try to adjust the tray so as to move the ball  back  to  the  right  spot.  Much  harder  than  it  may  sound.  The complication of the task was made more challenging by the need to perform  while  under  punishment  and  quickly  in  order  to  make  the punishment stop. A slave, in panic, over tilted the tray and lost the ball completely. She was quickly pulled from the circle and pulled over a punishment bar. Strapped in place, with her bottom well exposed, the girl could only whimper in fear as the remaining eight slaves tried to master  the  challenge.  Soon  there  were  three  slave  girls  bound bottoms  up  over  the  bar.  The  remaining  six  seemed  to  have  the movement under control. They were lined up behind the three who had failed and ordered to kneel holding their trays extended before them. Thabit congratulated the six, walked down the line and slipped a candy into each mouth. Then, he withdrew a light cane from a mount on the wall and advised the failing girls that they would receive ten each  for  their  clumsiness.  Vickie  felt  bad  for  the  girls  about  to  be punished, but, the task had not been that hard and had they kept their focus  they  would  now  be  enjoying  a  candy  instead  of  having  their bottoms caned - it was, after all, their own fault. Vickie was pleased that Green was not among the girls to be punished. The winners were not  out  of  the  woods.  They  had  to  keep  their  trays  up  through  the entire punishment. Ten strokes apiece - thirty strokes total. That is not a lengthy endeavor, but certainly not short. Thabit was a careful caner.

We  made  sure  that  each  stroke  was  delivered  with  precision.  The following stroke was never to be rushed. The maximum impact from the stroke delivered must be allowed to settle in before the next was delivered. 

He gave each girl three strokes each in turn. Delivering the strokes to the same girl in such a manner allowed the full psychological impact as well as the measured physical pain. Then when he moved on to the next  girl  the  girl  left  would  have  the  relief  of  some  respect,  but  the knowledge that it was short lived. With three strokes delivered, the pain to the abused bottom would be at about crescendo when the delivery of the batch was completed on the other two girls and Thabit returned  for  the  next  series.  The  punishment  bar  allowed  very  little movement  for  the  victim's  bottom  and  thighs.  Arms  are  stretched forward,  spread,  and  chained  to  the  floor.  Legs  are  separated  and clipped to small posts in the floor. The use of the posts keeps the feet above the floor. The slave's toes can just brush the floor but are of no help in pushing up. The girl's weight is virtually all taken on the bar at the stomach. This means that while she can waggle her bottom back and forth she can do nothing to move it from an ongoing strike and is helpless to find any relief. The six who had avoided this punishment watched in horror, but concentrated on keeping their trays level. The trays  were  not  heavy,  but  the  posture  made  maintaining  them  a challenge. If a girl's arms grew tired and started to wobble it was likely that the ball would move, even roll from the tray. And, so it happened.

With  a  screech  and  a  sob  Vickie  saw  one  of  the  balls  roll  off  the foreword edge of a tray and bounce along the floor. In seconds the offender was scooped up by the trainers and bound over the bar with her  sisters.  As  the  others  had  received  six  strokes  already  Thabit devoted his attention to the new comer until she was in synch with the count for all the girls. Some of the five remaining sets of eyes grew large, and some arms were clearly starting to shake, but no other ball fell  through  the  balance  of  the  punishment.  Only  when  all  four punished slaves had received their full ten strokes did Thabit allow the other slaves to pull the tray back to the body. Green was still among the successful slaves and Vickie felt a sense of pride. For the next several days the slave training continued. Vickie knew that her group of slaves was rotating through the training classes with other groups. 

Sometimes there would be another coffle of slaves just leaving a room as Vickie and the other trainers whipped Thabit's group into the room. 

Sometimes a coffle was waiting outside the room as they left. Vickie looked  at  the  other  coffles  as  they  passed.  She  looked  for  subtle indications of the strengths and weaknesses. She would compare the posture of her slaves to those in the other coffles. She would look at the way they walked. If another coffle moved in a smoother step with more grace Vickie felt anger. This was always directed back at the slaves in her coffle who had failed her by not looking better. It was rare  that  the  coffle  could  move  from  one  place  to  another  without feeling the strike of the trainers' whips, and Vickie's whip was always one of them. "What the Fuck is happening to me?" She thought to herself. She didn't really think she was being excessive, but she had become  a  perfectionist,  and  she  was  ready  to  whip  a  girl  at  a moment's notice if there was the slightest defalcation. She told herself that this was wrong. But then she would justify it. She was doing a job, and this needed to be done. The slaves expected it, and it would now be a part of their life. The sooner they learned to be proper slaves the less pain they would feel and the better their life would be. Classes included Dancing, Serving, Walking, and time in the oral training room. 

This  room  always  made  Vickie  feel  uncomfortable,  but  she  knew  it was necessary. Within only a couple of days any inhibitions the slaves may  have  shown  in  this  training  were  gone  and  they  attacked  the mock phalluses with gusto. They even made it look like they enjoyed what they were doing -although Vickie did doubt that. There was at least  one  exercise  session  every  day.  Slaves  worked  on  squat machines, stair steppers, and treadmills. The biggest difference from traditional exercise regimes were having to exercise while restrained, and the presence of the trainers who both set the goal, speed, and, of course, provided the incentive to not stop. There is nothing quite as  motivating  as  a  whip  or  a  cane.  Any  slave  who  started  to  flag quickly  found  the  extra  reserve  necessary  to  keep  going.  Thabit announced that the slaves were ready. It was a good thing because the weekly market was the very next day.



Chapter  8  The  Slave  Market 

 After  the  slaves  had  been  put  in  their pens Thabit, Vickie and one of the other trainers left the compound to rest and get some tea. Thabit was happy. The training had gone well and  the  slaves  were  ready  for  the  block.  Vickie  felt  good.  She  was proud of the work she had done. She had contributed and now the 

'product' was ready for market. It had only been a brief training period 

- one week - it was not designed to create fully trained slaves. It was not even designed to cause the slaves to accept the change in their life. All of that would come later in the hands of their eventual masters. 

This training was designed to facilitate the auction. The slaves needed to learn fundamental obedience. That was accomplished by fear of the  whip  and  the  demonstration  of  control.  They  may  still  want  to escape,  they  may  refuse  to  accept  their  lot,  but  they  would  be sufficiently  cowed  that  they  would  obey.  But,  these  were  young women. Women who had been free and were now slaves. None of them wanted to be slaves, but they had no choice, and Vickie had had a hand in the conversion from free woman to slave. Vickie decided to get  it  out  of  her  mind.  She  had  come  to  get  a  story.  She  had  the material for a great story. She had not seen the inside of a harem, but she had come as close as she could expect, and she had confirmed the  existence  of  harems.  Now  all  she  needed  to  do  is  assist  in  the completion of the sale and get out of this place. She would be glad to be  back  in  a  land  where  alcohol  was  served.  How  could  a  place consider itself civilized with no wine? Tea was good, but it was not wine.  It  felt  good  to  be  outside.  Vickie  marveled  again  at  the  old quarter of the city. The streets were so narrow. The shops looked like they  had  not  changed  -  were  even  selling  the  same  goods  -  for  a century or more. At first Vickie thought there were no women. Finally she saw several. They were in full burka and in each case, walking behind a man. Vickie felt uneasy. She hated this difference in equality.

She almost gasped when she saw a light leather line from the hand of one  of  the  men.  It  led  back  to  the  female  walking  behind  him, disappearing into the front of her garment at just below waist level. 

Vickie had not noticed it before, but the man had given the line a short jerk and a muffled moan escaped from the hooded head of the female.

Vickie could not see her face, but the sound was sufficiently muffled to  betray  a  gag  below  the  covering.  There  was  no  sign  of  arms  or hands,  but  bulges  in  her  loose  fitting  garment  outlined  them  at  her sides, with wrists at her waist. That would be a very unnatural place to  hold  ones  hands  if  they  were  not  restrained.  The  female  did  not struggle. She did not look around. She did not make sounds to try to catch  attention.  She  did  not  do  anything  to  attract  attention.  Either she was not looking for any assistance, or more likely, she knew that here,  in  this  place,  there  was  no  assistance  to  be  had  for  her.  She could  obey  her  master  or  be  punished.  If  she  did  anything  to  call attention to herself she would risk punishment. Vickie wondered how long this girl had been a slave. Was this girl once in the slave training pens where Vickie had been working? This was the end product of the  work  she  had  been  doing.  Tomorrow  the  slaves  from  Thabit's coffle would go up for sale. Each of the slaves would move into the possession of someone else. They may find themselves walking down the  street,  gagged,  restrained,  controlled  -  the  owned  property  of another. Vickie's good mood slipped away. What she had done was not  a  good  thing.  She  had  helped  degrade,  humiliate  and  strip  the humanity from a number of young women. These women would never again be free. They would be used as their master saw fit, beaten if they did not -or even just because a beating would please the master.

They were not people anymore. And, Vickie had been a part of that. 

She felt like she was going to throw up, but she needed to keep it together. If all of this was going to mean anything then she needed to get this done and get out of here. She remembered that her status was complicated. She was listed as a eunuch, so she was not a free person. She could not just leave. She had no passport. She would need to communicate that she was done and then be exfiltrated. Her 

"training"  was  supposed  to  be  through  the  slave  training  cycle. 

Tomorrow  that  would  be  done.  The  slaves  would  be  sold  and  the trainers  would  get  ready  for  a  new  cycle.  That  would  NOT  include Vickie. She had enough - and quite frankly, she had had enough. After tomorrow she was out of here. 

Vickie decided she better get her head back in the game. She needed to see this through. The three eunuchs (two real one imposter) sat on the patio of the small cafe. Strong tea was served from metal pots, poured  into  small  glass  cups.  Vickie  did  like  the  tea.  It  was  sweet betraying  the  addition  of  sugar  and  minted  in  the  Maghrebi  style. 

Vickie missed having her glass of wine, but this tea was a very close second. She felt the tension roll away as she slowly sipped at the cup. 

Thabit congratulated her for the job she had done. "I normally don't take on a fresh trainee. This is much too important and difficult. I am glad I was convinced to make an exception. I think you have a future here." Vickie felt herself flush, was it a reaction to the praise or the realization of what she had done. She knew she had done well, and she knew she had liked it. How would she address this in her story?

What would Thabit think about her when her story broke? She had already decided that she was going to protect his identity. She hoped that he and the others around him never completely figured out who she really was. That could be dangerous for others who had helped her as well. No, she needed to leave them all in the dark as to who she really was. That gave her the perfect opportunity to play down her own role in this whole sordid thing. She had been worried about how she would describe the things that she herself had done. Vickie had trouble  sleeping  that  night.  She  thought  of  herself  slipping  into  the pens, opening the cages and helping all the girls escape. No chance, of course. The doors to the pens were always guarded. Even if she could sneak a slave (or two) out of their cages, she would not get them out of the building, let alone the city. Slaves were expensive property and they were always well protected. And, the consequences of such a serious theft were beyond thinking about. She had resigned herself to the future of the slaves she trained before. She needed to get this out of her mind. It was evil - yes, that is true - but it was necessary for her to get her story. Certainly they would understand. Well, probably not, but it was still necessary. Finally she did manage to sleep. Vickie was  up  early.  She  and  the  other  trainers  had  a  great  deal  of  work preparing  the  slaves  for  the  auction.  At  least  wardrobe  was  not  a problem. Although it was not uncommon to adorn slaves in something wispy that could be removed during auction, most of the sales here were done as an open market. Each trainer had a number of display blocks. The slaves would be brought naked to the blocks and would kneel or stand there as the buyers moved about. A representative of the slave house would then take bids and haggle for individual sales.

Although there would be an auction later in the afternoon it would only involve a small number of the slaves. Preparation was still required. 

The slaves were cleaned, toileted, and made up. In Middle Eastern style  dark  colors  were  used.  Eyes  are  accented  with  Kohl.  This remnant of ancient Egyptian beauty treatment had become common for  slaves  in  current  times.  Lips,  nipples  and  beauty  lips  were  all marked  a  dark  red.  Vickie  felt  uneasy  at  the  way  the  make-up accented the sexual features of the slave. It was at the same time very sensual, while completely humiliating. Vickie could not imagine how these young women must feel being so displayed. This preparation was not left to the slaves. It was performed by house slaves working with  the  trainers.  During  the  entire  process  the  slaves  remained chained. When they were not being cared for by a trainer or a make-up artist they were made to kneel facing a wall. This was a standard control position. The girl's back was kept straight and her eyes were focused only in front of her with her nose an inch or two from the wall.

Vickie  and  the  other  trainers  expected  them  to  behave,  but  at  the slightest movement correction would be made with a quick slash of a trainer's  whip.  The  trainers  had  been  advised  to  be  careful  with discipline. There needed to be a delicate balance. The slaves must be kept  in  perfect  discipline,  but  not  marked  up  before  sale.  The  red marks of the trainer's whip would not last a long time, but the slaves were to be displayed and sold in only a few hours. Unless a trainer was very careful, a mark of discipline now would be visible throughout the day. Not that a few judiciously placed marks would necessarily lower the price. But, Thabit was a perfectionist. He wanted his slaves to look as perfect as possible. When preparations were finished the slaves, hands still confined behind their backs, were lined up in two coffles separated by a three foot chain from collar to collar. With a lead to the color of the first girl in each coffle a trainer pulled each line into a hobbling walk. Thabit stood to the side and Vickie and the other trainer took up the rear, insuring that those in the back of the coffle kept pace. It was clearly not easy for the girls to move, hobbled, arms bound, and coffled to the girl in front and behind. They had not been told what was to happen, but they had a good sense of it. They also knew that whatever happened, it was not their choice or control. They would  follow  in  line  where  they  were  led  and  they  would  obey  any commands that were given.

It took about fifteen minutes to pass through the training area of the slave pens. A large door guarded by two very nasty looking guards opened to allow the slave coffle to pass into a large room. The ceiling arched high over giving an interior width of at least 30 meters. The room was about 60 meters long. There were already people moving around inside the room. Vickie watched one of the coffles accordion as  the  girl  in  the  front  stopped  in  her  tracks  and  the  rest  piled  up behind her. A quick jerk by the trainer accompanied by a swift whip strike moved her forward. Then the coffle chain jerked at the chain of the second girl who moved forward repeating the sensation down the coffle. To their credit, all the slaves had learned to walk in hobble and none  of  them  tripped.  Vickie  had  stepped  close  and  paid  attention expecting to have to catch a stumbling slave, but it did not happen. 

There  was  a  buzz  of  sound  from  the  activity  within.  The  room  was arranged in rows of one meter square platforms - each was about half a meter in height. Other than a ring set in the top center of the platform there was nothing of note to the platforms. The purpose was easily seen. Many of the platforms already displayed a naked slave girl. The coffle was led to a line of platforms. One by one the slave girls were released from the coffle and lifted onto the platform by the trainers.

The  height  of  the  platform  was  just  enough  to  make  stepping  up almost impossible for a hobbled slave. As soon as a slave was placed atop a platform Thabit released the hobble line from the girl's left ankle cuff and fastened it instead to the center ring in the platform. Once a girl was secured on a platform her wrists were also released. Her only restraint was the short lease of her hobble chain from her right ankle to the center ring. It was more than sufficient to keep a girl in place. 

Once each girl was placed and chained, Thabit ordered her to assume a kneeling display position. Al  obeyed quickly. Some glanced quickly into  his  face  before  reacting,  then  dropped  their  eyes  and  obeyed. 

Under normal circumstances this would get a girl punished. All the girls, especially the offenders held their position and shivered in fear of  punishment  to  come.  Still,  they  knew  the  position  and  quickly adopted it without movement. Knees widely spread, backs straight, eyes down, chests thrust forward to display their breasts, hands at the small of the back as if chained. They were, in fact, chained by the command of their Master. As frightened as they may be, each held almost perfect posture. Vickie was shocked by the number of slaves on  display,  but  more  by  the  number  of  prospective  buyers.  Could slavery still be this booming a market? At least here it appeared to be. 

Wait until she described this place and this activity. The fact that this was a regular event maybe even weekly frightened her with its scope.

How  would  she  have  her  readers  understand  and  appreciate  the magnitude of what she was observing? She tried to think of things she could use to draw a comparison. Maybe this was something that a  good  artist  could  sketch  to  accompany  her  story?  It  was  large enough in scope to catch the eye and allowed the individual slave girls to be depicted in a way that would not be so lascivious as to cause its rejection - after all, there were 70 - 100 slave girls displayed for sale, but not a stitch of clothing save collars and chains. The buyers came in three categories. The expected group was Arabs in thawbs. 

These  men  were  heavily  bejeweled.  Most  were  bearded,  and  none were alone. They were always accompanied by at least one Eunuch and usually an assistant or two. While the thaws looked similar there was a great variety in the head covering, and each had something. 

They  represented  a  great  divergence  of  nationalities.  The  second group  appeared  in  standard  western  business  attire.  They  also appeared to be either Western or Asian. Here again the quality of the clothing spoke much. These were not off the rack suits and shoes. 

These were very wealthy men. However, none was accompanied by a  Eunuch  that  Vickie  saw.  Several  did  have  individuals  who  clearly assistants or branny looking security accompanying them - none of them female. The only female were on display as goods for sale. The last group was the Eunuchs. Not the ones accompanying rich Arabs, but large powerful eunuchs. They wore elaborately beaded vests over flowing shirts, small, but expensive hats (or in some cases turbans), flowing baggy bright colored pants, and large belts, some adorned with a dagger, the scarabs encrusted in jewels. Al  had a small whip in their belt. This whip was their badge of authority and rank. The 8"

long handle was, depending on rank either gold or silver. Both marked high rank. Vickie had a whip in her belt. The handle was wood. Thabit had  a  whip  with  a  sliver  handle.  The  Eunuchs  here  as  buyers represented,  and  acted  as  buyer  for,  men  even  more  powerful  and wealthy  than  those  in  the  room.  These  Eunuchs  enjoyed  a  high position; they sat very close to the throne of their master and held the utmost  in  trust.  Although  officially  slaves  themselves,  they  wielded great  power  and  disrespecting  or  crossing  one  of  these  dervishes, would be foolhardy act. Vickie had thought Thabit to be a powerful self assertive person. Just looking at these Eunuchs made her cringe in fear. What must it be like to be under the control of such a creature? 

At  the  doors  to  the  room  were  guards.  They  were  dressed  as Janissaries. Black baggy pants that ended at mid thigh above black leather boots. White puffy shirts worn beneath an embroidered open vest. A wide cloth belt at least twelve inches held a scabbard with a sword. The cap rose about ten inches from the head with a shield in the front that bore the crest of Eshan and cloth tails that descended from the top rear to the shoulders. While not bearded each had a large well   trimmed  mustache.  They  looked  immaculate.  Vickie  was impressed. Once again she wished she had a camera to catch this striking image. As the prospective buyers moved through the room Vickie flushed in sympathy. The level of humiliation was substantial.

Slaves held their position as they were touched, poked, prodded, and fondled. It seemed that breasts could not be left untouched. It was almost always the first part of the slave touched. Sometimes gently, often not, but always, with an air of control and the clear recognition that what was being touched was only merchandize. There was never respect for the body on which the breasts sat, only, if at all, for what was  at  that  point  the  property  of  another.  After  all,  one  would  not damage  another's  property.  Green  held  up  well.  She  seemed  to attract  more  than  a  little  attention.  After  all,  she  was  an  attractive young woman. Vickie was embarrassed for her on one level, but on another  hoped  that  she  would  be  chosen  and  purchased  by  a wealthy- and kind - master. Vickie looked carefully at the men who touched her and inspected her body. It was strange to see a hand move her chin back and forth, open her mouth to look inside, look into her ears, touch her between her legs, even flick at her clitoris. Green knew  to  hold  still,  and  she  did.  Some  buyers  requested  a  slave  to stand, even dance. Thabit commanded Green to stand and perform for  a  middle  aged  Arab.  Many  of  the  Arabs  had  pudgy  fingers  that betrayed unseemly weight, but this man had nice well formed hands with  immaculate  nails.  The  product  of  some  care.  The  Arab  was assisted by a very large eunuch. He turned Green from side to side.

He ran his hands up her flanks. He spread her legs and felt the inside of her thighs. He seemed satisfied. He spoke to the Arab. The Arab said something to Thabit and the seller representative hurried over to engage in negotiations with the Arab. The fearsome looking eunuch pointed to places on Green's body, shaking his head as he identified flaw after flaw. Green, who was once again kneeling, did not move. 

How would it be to have to quietly kneel and listen to her body faults dissected in this way? The seller representative touched Green's body in other places. He lifted a breast. He spoke not to the eunuch, but directed his comments to the Arab. Vickie was too far away to make out most of what was being said. She would love to have heard the entire  bartering  session,  but  discretion  kept  her  away.  Still,  Vickie would describe this scene in her story. The abject humiliation of the slaves, the callous  treatment  of  the  buyers  and  sellers,  her  readers would  gasp  when  they  read  her  descriptions.  Vickie  was  not  upset when an agreement was reached and Green was sold to the Arab. He and the seller's representative shook hands. Thabit moved forward, he disconnected the hobble chain from the ring in the platform and connected it once again to the ankle cuff. The eunuch removed Green from the platform, turned her so that her back was to him. He pulled her wrists behind her and clipped them together. Vickie could see the fear and uncertainty in Green's eyes. Clearly she did not like being in the slave pens, but where was she going now? It had to be terrifying.

To add to her distress, the eunuch pulled something from his pouch. 

It  was  a  cloth  bag.  He  quickly  pulled  it  over  Green's  head  and tightened a draw string at the neck. There was a gasping sound from Green at the surprise of the hood, but then she fell into silence. She was only a slave. She would go where she was bid to go. The eunuch fastened a leash to the front of her collar and led her away. The seller's representative  went  with  him.  They  headed  toward  an  office  where the ownership documents would be produced and given to the buyer. 

After all, one needed to make sure that they had proper title of the property just bought. Vickie thought she was happy for Green. This buyer was far from unattractive, appeared to be wealthy, and seemed a good pick for a master- if one was required to have a master. 

Vickie  was  relieved  that  this  adventure  was  coming  to  an  end.  Her work as a trainee was over. All  she had to do was make contact with her "guide" and be extracted. She would be taken out of Ehsan and return to France. Actually leaving was not such a huge problem for her.  She  did  not  need  a  passport,  she  was  a  eunuch  and  officially property. She had been registered when she entered the country and, so long as she was with the individual who held the registry she would leave with no question. She could not wait to get to writing. This was going to be a devastating story. Many would be very embarrassed.

Vickie smiled to herself. She was even humming. She did not notice when Thabit came up. "You have done very well  this week. But, before you leave, I would call upon you to assist me with one more task." 

Vickie was surprised. She truly liked Thabit. She had already decided that she was going to keep him as protected as she could. "What can I do?" She would love to help him out if she could "It is a bit of an imposition. It appears that one of the major purchasers was not able to take his goods. He has asked through his representative to have the goods delivered. It is a major harem, and I have been tasked to deliver the slave tomorrow. I would like you to come as my assistant." 

"Of course." Vickie spoke before even thinking. "Who is the buyer?" 

"Pasha Ali al Sahin." he stated. Vickie quailed at the mention of the name. Suddenly she was afraid. The last thing she needed to do is come face to face with this horrid individual, although he was such a megalomaniac he would probably never recognize her. "Will we get to meet the Pasha?" She inquired, trying to keep from showing any emotion.  "I  hear  he  is  a  very  powerful  man."  Thabit  laughed.  "Very unlikely, the powerful have no desire to mix with us. But you will  meet his head eunuch. Among us he is very important. He runs a very tight ship." Thabit beamed. "And he is a personal friend. With any luck you can see the harem." That was it. That made the deal. The only thing missing from her story was seeing an actual harem. Vickie knew that outsiders were never allowed inside a man's harem. Eunuchs, on the other  hand,  were  not  considered  in  this  formula.  The  Eunuchs generally formed their own special society. The coordinated between themselves,  and  Vickie  learned  that  it  was  not  uncommon  for  a eunuch to assist another eunuch in the harem under his control. This meant that there was a very good chance that she would be able to see inside the Pasha's harem.



Chapter 9 The Pasha's Palace 

It was late morning, and Vickie was having  some  pangs  of  concern.  But  she  had  committed,  and  the opportunity  was  huge.  She  could  -  she  would  do  this.  Vickie  and Thabit were going to deliver a slave to the harem of Pasha Ali al Sahin. 

How exciting. And how terrifying. Vickie might get at least a glimpse of the inside of the harem. She knew it was a very large harem. It had to be one of the most resplendent harems in all of the land, maybe in the entire world. Thabit had said they would not see the Pasha, but what if she did see the Pasha himself? More importantly, what if he saw her? She had only met him the one time, at the party. But, she had words with him. If he gave her more than a passing look he would certainly recognize her. However, he would not expect her to be there.

He would not be looking at the Eunuch trainers. And she would never be introduced to him. Even if they were near each other, it would be highly unlikely that he would look at her, or see her. Certainly he was above such things, but she would still have to be very careful. The slave girl was waiting for them on the dock of the slave training center. 

There  was  really  little  else  she  could  do.  She  was  clearly  kneeling, almost certainly tied, but the ropes could not be seen because she was enclosed in a slave sack that encased her body up to her neck. 

The slave sack is a heavy canvas bag, something like an old fashion mail sack. It is not tall enough for a girl to stand in it, and is made larger at the bottom to accommodate. The slave is made to kneel in the bag, usually hogtied first, then the sack is folded up around her body and closed at the neck. Metal flanges fit through grommets at the top of the sack. They are threaded with a belt that is then buckled and locked to keep it tight around the neck. The result is a bell shaped container of canvas. Even if the occupant's hands were not tied, from inside the bag, the clasp at the neck could not be easily manipulated. 

Handles sewn to the outside of the bag all owed it to be handled easily. 

The packaged slave is reduced to baggage. Vickie would have liked to look at the girls face and body. She was pretty sure that a slave destined for the harem of the Pasha would be lovely. But, there was nothing to be seen. Her body was fully enveloped in the slave bag and, as is customary in moving a slave outdoors, she was hooded in tight leather, the hood laced up behind her head. She could see nothing.

And her face could not be seen. Her padded ears would limit what she could hear and disorient her. And, given the bulge in the lower portion of the hood, she was tightly gagged. Vickie and Thabit lifted the bag into the back of the van. The Pasha's palace was about 150 

kilometers  from  the  city.  Thabit  suggested  it  would  take  over  two hours and the slave needed to be properly secured for what might be a bouncy ride. Lines were fastened from the sides of the bag to both sides of the van. Cargo rings ran down both sides of the transport. 

The van could have easily held up to eight slave bags slightly offset from  one  to  the  next  down  the  interior,  but  on  this  occasion  there would be only a single slave, not that the occupant of the bag would know. And, it is unlikely that she appreciated the single transportation. 

Her  situation  was  not  designed  to  be  comfortable.  If  anything,  her state  was  meant  to  further  communicate  to  her  the  nature  of  her status. Vickie stared at the mute form before her. She could see the leather of the hood moving in and out as the girl breathed. What was going through her mind? Did she have any idea where she was going? 

It was not uncommon to leave slaves completely in the dark. It was not the business of a slave to know their destination. It was only her purpose to wait, patiently and obediently, to not be a trouble to her master,  and  to  do  everything  she  could  to  not  displease  or inconvenience  any  eunuch.  While  curiosity  certainly  had  not abandoned the girl, she already knew that to express it only resulted in pain. Even a short stay in the slave pens should have convinced this girl that only pain comes from not strictly, fully, and completely obeying every instruction given by a Eunuch. Thabit's estimate of time was actually short. Although there was almost no traffic and the road was  in  decent  condition,  it  was  narrow  and  snaked  over  very  rocky terrain and through small villages. Travel through the villages was very slow requiring constant attention to people and animals. While Vickie did not see another motor vehicle she saw more donkeys and goats than she thought existed in the world. Thabit often had to come to almost a complete stop to avoid animals in the road.

About 70 kilometers out of the city the road climbed along the side of an imposing looking mountain that seemed to completely divide the peninsula that was Eshan. As it worked its way around the North-West side of the mountain Vickie looked down what was at least a several hundred meter almost straight drop. Sitting in the passenger seat of a right hand drive vehicle, driving on the left side of the road she had to put her head out the window to even see the road. There was no shoulder, no railing, nothing to prevent the vehicle from slipping over the edge and cascading to the sea below. But, the view below was striking. Below was a large crescent shaped bay. Although it was hard to tell from this high up the water looked very smooth. It seemed that the mouth of the bay was protected from the prevailing winds. Vickie could see land 30-40 kilometers across the water of the inlet outside the bay. She assumed that would be Turkey. Part of Vickie wanted to keep  her  eyes  straight  ahead.  Looking  down  brought  a  sense  of vertigo. She was slightly dizzy, but she could not help herself. There were strange boats down there. They looked like ancient galleys, but not as large as Vickie thought such a boat should be. She could see oars on each side; two boats were gliding across the water with the oars  on  both  sides  moving  in  perfect  unison.  The  trail  in  the  water indicated pretty good speed. From this height it was hard to make out details, but Vickie could see large tillers in the stern of each boat with what looked like a large men guiding the boats. Some people moved up and down on the center of the deck and to each side there were rowers. Vickie could not make out any detail other than what looked like light colored skin and movement back and forth as they worked the oars. "Those are strange boats down there." She said to Thabit.

He  smiled.  "Ah  yes,  the  racing  galleys.  They  are  becoming  very popular. I would love to be a whip master on such a vessel." Vickie was surprised. She had not even considered that they were manned by  slaves,  but,  of  course,  that  made  perfect  sense.  "I  thought  you were best at working with women. Would you really want to supervise a bunch of men? That would seem to be far less pleasant." Thabit laughed. "Oh, but those boats are not rowed by men. Every slave is a woman, and given the nature of the competition between the owners almost all the slaves are white Christian women." Now that Thabit had mentioned  it  Vickie  suddenly  could  see  the  female  nature  of  the rowing slaves. For a minute or two she said nothing. She tried to stare into what was happening below. My God! She thought. She did not expect  this.  Could  she  even  include  it  in  her  story?  Would  anyone believe this? It seemed to fantastical. If she was not seeing it with her own  eyes  she  would  not  believe.  Thabit  spoke  again.  "This  has become  increasingly  popular  in  the  last  few  years.  Competition  is fierce. But, a winning crew can bring much glory - and the reward is great.'  "Why  would  woman  slaves  be  used?  Certainly  men  are stronger and could pull faster." "Yes, but the masters find them less appealing.  They  delight  in  the  humiliation  of  the  white  Christian woman working the oars under the whip." Vickie shivered. "How far do they race?" "Some races are just 10 Kilometers, but most are much longer. A good crew can road at a modest rate for 4-5 hours without a rest." "It must take a great deal of training to do that." "Yes. As a whip master you have a crew of 20 slaves. They row with ten on each side  of  the  boat."  Vickie  now  understood  the  strange  looking containers at the back of the boat. She could tell that the cages were large enough to hold a human female, but to small to allow anything resembling comfort. "I take it these are not harem slaves." Vickie was feeling sick to her stomach, but she needed to keep in her role.

"Some begin that way. If the master is displeased with a girl she can be sent to the galley. That is usually a one way trip. Galley slaves end up developing muscles and are often have whip scars. On the galleys, the whip is used liberally and there is often no need to hold back. If it comes down to winning a race or cutting the skin of a slave - well  - you know the answer to that." Thabit was smiling. Vickie nodded. She was glad they were not going down for a closer look, and thankfully they were now moving around the point of the mountain and away from the steep cliff and the visage of female misery displayed below.

Vickie tried to rest. Once again she wished she had had a camera to capture what she had seen. She did not think that was going to be a part of her story. Without some tangible proof nobody would believe it. As Vickie shook her head and came awake she wondered if she had been dreaming. This place was really getting to her. Galley slaves! 

That was just too much. The van had come to a stop. They had arrived. 

The  palace  was  imposing.  High  white  walls,  at  least  10  meters  in height. A large gate with heavy steel banded wooden doors manned by at least two guards. Entrance to the palace - or exit for that matter - would not be an easy thing to accomplish without permission of the Pasha. Before being all owed through the gate the van was inspected.

The  bundle  of  squirming  goods  might  just  as  well  have  been perishables  for  the  kitchen.  There  was  no  comment,  no  display  of interest;  in  fact,  no  second  thought  was  given  to  the  nature  of  the goods being delivered. Vickie shivered thinking that the transport of a bound human female could be considered commonplace. She would have to include this in her story. The interior grounds were almost as vast as the outside. The high walls continued away in both directions. 

Large buildings stood about a quarter of a mile on. Thabit seemed to know where to go. He drove the van on, but then turned away from the  main  building  and  stopped  at  an  outbuilding  connected  to  the main  building  by  a  narrow  corridor.  The  door  to  this  building  was interwoven  steel.  When  Thabit  wrapped  on  the  door  a  large  man appeared,  unlocked  the  gate  and  swung  it  open.  "You  have  a delivery?" The man's voice was deep and betrayed more age than his body  presented.  "Yes.  Just  one,  but  hand  selected  by  the  Pasha." 

"Very good. Bring it in and we will process her as quickly as possible." 

Thabit,  assisted  by  Vickie  returned  to  the  van  and  carried  their 'package', still completely confined in the slave sack and hood into the  building.  The  man  closed  and  locked  the  gate  behind  them.  A short distance down the hallway they entered a room. That door was also locked. Vickie knew that security here would always be carefully maintained. Even if she were not restrained, where could the slave go?

The  large  man  pointed  to  a  place  on  the  floor,  Vickie  and  Thabit deposited  the  package  there.  Vickie  thought  the  man  would  begin with the hood, but he did not. Instead he opened the neck of the sack. 

When he pulled it away revealing the girl within Vickie saw that her speculation  was  correct.  The  girl  was  hogtied.  Very  tightly  hogtied. 

Leather straps wrapped her elbows pulling them together until they touched.  Her  wrists  were  bound,  cinched,  and  then  the  thong  was pulled through her legs and attached in front to a strap imbedded in her narrow waist Her legs were bound at the ankles and below the knees. Another thong from her wrist tie ran through her ankles and was then pulled up and tied off at her elbows. This pulled her ankles up on top of her hands. Her hands were at the ankle tie, but her fingers would availed her none. The knot for the girl's ankle tie was on the front of the ankles, her hands were held under and behind her ankles. 

The position looked very uncomfortable and there was not a thing the girl  could  do  to  relieve  the  tension.  Vickie  was  sure  she  had  tried. 

Vickie pictured the girls fingers following the cords, looking for knots, trying  to  find  something,  anything,  to  exploit  that  might  lead  to  her freedom. There was nothing for her fingers to find. The thong ends were all tied well  out of reach. Escape was impossible. Looking at the display of helplessness sent a twinge of warmth between Vickie's legs.

The man went to work quickly. Leaving the slave hooded, he released her legs from the hogtie. With her arms still bound he released her ankles. She displayed no sign of resistance. Vickie did not know to what extent the hood kept her from fighting. With her ankles free of ropes  he  produced  a  set  of  shackles  separated  by  about  eighteen inches of chain. A shackle was wrapped around each ankle and two rivets  threaded  through  holes  in  the  end  flange  and,  to  Vickie's surprise, hammered flat. He repeated the process with the other ankle. 

The  shackles  were  not  locked  on;  they  were  hammered  on  by  a blacksmith.  The  implication  made  Vickie's  stomach  jump.  The shackles were all but permanent. Put on by a blacksmith it would take one to remove them. The girl's wrists were next. When her arms were released  she  could  hardly  move  them.  A  set  of  shackles,  these separated  by  about  twelve  inches  of  chain  with  a  large  ring  in  the center, joined her hands. Like her feet they were closed and fixed in place by hammered rivets at the end flanges. The last of her wardrobe was a matching collar, placed around her neck and likewise secured. 

It had no chain, but D rings at the sides, front, and back. The shackles on her arms and legs were limiting, but there was something about a collar hammered into place that gave Vickie a quiver. It was a clear sign of ownership. A sign of control that the girl could not escape. The girl  was  brought  to  her  feet  and  pushed  forward  over  a  metal  bar.

When  the  man  was  satisfied  with  her  placement  he  fastened  her ankles in place and wrapped a large belt across her waist. Her hands, in front of her, were pulled over the bar connected by their chains to a central ring fastened into something on the floor. The girl was held in place over the bar with her bottom up in the air. The girl was left. 

Thabit, Vickie, and the man went into an adjoining room for a cup of tea. The slave would await their return. Vickie said nothing of the girl restrained in the other room. Neither of the others said anything of her. 

She was just merchandise being delivered and processed. There was nothing there to bother them. They talked of futbol and other things of real interest. After a time a young Asian woman joined them. The smith showed her the order file for the new slave. She joined them for a cup of tea and then went back into the room holding the new slave. 

The girl has been sufficiently well trained to hold her position over the bar. She really had no choice in the matter, but it did not appear that she had struggled or tried to change her position. The young Asian woman  withdrew  a  small  device  that  looked  almost  like  a  Dremel, except that the end was more of a needle. Vickie could see a small attached tank. The woman filled that with black ink. Vickie saw several other  small  tanks  with  other  colors.  The  woman  placed  a  stencil across  the  right  buttocks  of  the  girl.  She  dabbed  over  the  stencil.

When she removed it Vickie saw the Arabic scroll of letters formed into the crest of the Pasha's house (it is common in the Middle East to create form with the use of Arabic letter.) Above the crest, in Arabic it read "Property of Pasha Ali al Sahin". Below, in smaller letters was the complete slave number for the girl. Vickie noted that it was six digits  long.  The  smith  inspected  the  inked  buttocks.  Only  on  his approval did the woman go to work with the tattoo gun. The tattoo was somewhat complicated and utilized red and blue as well  as the basic black. The woman was skilled and had probably tattooed this crest  many  times.  She  worked  quickly,  but  the  results  were  quite striking. Vickie heard some sobbing from under the hood. The girl was stood  up  and  then  fastened  so  that  she  was  leaning  back  just  off vertical.  The  woman  inspected  the  girls  left  breast.  She  poked  and probed a bit. When she seemed to have found what she wanted she used  a  marker  pen  to  write  the  girl's  harem  number  (685),  the  last three of her slave number, again in Arabic, on the girls breast. It was actually written with the individual Arabic figures for 6, 8, and 5, so it looked more like 7, V, O to a Western eve. The more fluid 600 and 80 symbols  had  not  been  used.  It  was  like  the  Arabic  numbers  on  a license  plate.  Just  as  quickly  the  tattoo  gun  buzzed  to  life  and  the number  was  soon  marked  in  inch  and  a  half  tall  letters  across  the tender flesh of the breast. The girl seemed disoriented as the Smith moved  her  across  the  room,  backed  her  into  a  large  gynecological style chair. She was quickly strapped in place, her arms held up and over her head. Stirrups held her legs up and apart as far as her ankle chain would allow. Her legs were then lifted and her knees separated further. The splay of her legs fully exposed her.

Vickie  found  she  was  holding  her  breath  as  she  watched  the  man carefully inspect the most private region of this girl. It was still a private region, but it was now the property of her master. The man ran his hand across the skin. He fingered the labia, pulling them apart and feeling them with his fingers. This evoked a gasp through the hood. 

What must the girl in the hood be thinking at this point? The man lifted and flicked the clitoris. The depth of the gasp was deeper. The Asian woman moved forward next to the man. Her hand moved in to assist. 

She began to work the clitoris. Vickie was no stranger to masturbation, she knew the  formation of a woman's anatomy, but she had never observed  it  in  this  way.  She  felt  herself  flush  in  shame.  The  girl's clitoris was expanding. The girl's sounds from beneath the hood were becoming more regular. Vickie wondered why they were doing this. 

Was  it  an  appeasement  to  the  girl  to  remove  her  sexual  frustration from  training?  Girls  in  training  had  not  been  allowed  to  masturbate and any attempt was punished. The man had gone to the side of the room. He now returned to the girl. In his hand was a small metal device.

It looked like a large long thimble cut away at the back and bottom. 

He handed it to the woman. She slipped it up over the now extended clitoris; she turned to the man and nodded. Then, while the woman held it in place the man pushed a needle through holes in the back of the metal piece. The girl shrieked and threw herself at the straps of her bondage. Vickie could see that the needle had fully pierced the girl's clitoris. The man pushed a small bar through the hole he had just created, then fit a U shaped piece of metal to the sides of the bar. He used a tool to crimp the pieces together. The girl's clitoris was now encased in a small metal container held in place by a shackle. Vickie knew it was a new means of controlling the girl, but it was also an effective means of denial. They were not providing the girl with any relief from her frustration. Quite the opposite. She was to be denied access to her own body. Vickie found this to be quite horrible enough, but the man was not finished. The Asian woman carefully wiped the girl's labia with medical cleansing cloths. Vickie could not speak even if  she  wanted  to.  Vickie  knew  that  female  genital  mutilation  was common in this part of the world, but if they were going to do that they would have performed a cliterotomy cutting off the clitoris not capping it in steal. What were they going to do? The Asian woman used  a  strange  looking  measuring  device  on  the  girl's  labia.  She measured the length, the width, and pulling them up, the elasticity.

When she let go and pushed the device down over the sex of the slave she  used  a  marker  pen  to  mark  the  skin  of  the  girl  through  the measuring holes in the device. When she lifted it away Vickie could see five clear dots on the outside of each labium. Vickie thought she was going to faint as the woman held up first one and then the other labia  while  the  man  used  a  device  like  a  leather  punch  to  punch  a clean hole at each spot marked by a dot. The girl screamed loudly, but the belts had been pulled so tightly that she was able to move not at all. In the end her sounds were little more than a burbling. The horror was not over. Using a similar looking device the man inserted a metal grommet into each hole, mated it from the other side of the hole and closed it tightly. The girl did not struggle any more. She seemed to have no energy for it. The woman inserted a flexible looking line into the girl's opening. Vickie recognized it as a catheter tube. After it had been inserted into the girl's bladder, the woman utilized a separate rubber  bulb  to  pump  something  up,  then  removed  the  bulb.  Vickie realized that the tube could not now be removed. The end of the tube was not open; instead there was what looked like a valve arrangement. 

The catheter line was laid flat between the girl's beauty lips. The valve and about an inch of the line extended just below the girl's sex. The man lifted a large looking capsule. It was about six inches long and at least  an  inch  in  diameter.  Using  his  fingers  to  separate  the  now pierced  lips  of  the  girl  the  man  pushed  the  capsule  up  into  the chamber  they  concealed.  The  girl  made  not  a  sound.  The  man fastened a small, about eight inch chain to the shackle in the girl's clitoris and laid the chain between the girl's beauty lips next to the catheter tube. Then, using a flexible, gold colored metallic looking line he  began  lacing  closed  the  eyelets  he  had  just  punched  and grommeted  in  the  girl's  labia.  He  insured  that  her  beauty  lips  were pulled  tightly  together.  When  he  was  finished  the  chain  from  her clitoris and the end of the catheter tube with its strange looking valve hung out several inches below the tight lacing. The man tested the tightness by pushing with a finger. No human finger could now pass into the area closed by the lacing.

The  man  finished  the  job  by  slipping  a  round  gold  seal  up  the combined laces until it met at the last pair of eyelets. After taking out the tension he closed the seal with a crimping device. Vickie could see that the shield of the Pasha had been pressed into the seal that held closed the girl's sex. Well, it was hard to think of any way that ownership  over  this  part  of  the  slave  girl  could  be  better  displayed than  this.  The  girl  was  breathing  in  short  distinct  breaths,  almost gasps. The man was not finished with the unfortunate girl. The Asian woman wiped down the girl's nipples with antiseptic cloth. There was not the slightest question what was about to happen. The girl may not have at first reasoned it out, still in shock over what had been done to the private parts of her body. But, as the first nipple was pierced her attention turned to her current predicament. She tried to shake loose from her bonds, but that was not to happen. The breast piercing was quick and efficient. A short bar was pushed through the hole in each breast - about an inch back from the nipple - then a U shaped shackle was connected over the ends of the bar. It was closed into place with a crimping tool. Vickie could hear the sounds of the ends of the short bar as they clicked into the end of the shackle. Vickie could see no way that the shackle could be opened or removed. It was long and wide enough that it hung down around the base of the areola. It did not interfere with the nipple in any way, but could be used for control as the girl's master or overseer may see fit. Vickie felt an itch in her own nipples. She wanted to put her hands over her breasts but she resisted. The straps holding the girl to the chair were finally released and she was helped to wobbly feet. Only after this was done and a line was connected to a ring in the back of her collar and fastened to a ring in a post did the man remove the hood. She was gagged with a muzzle arrangement. A flat panel had been pulled tightly across her mouth, but it was clear that her mouth was well  packed. The muzzle was not removed. The girl was bald although her features betrayed Western,  perhaps  European  origin.  Her  face  was  wrinkled  from humidity during the time she had spent in the hood. It was streaked from tears. Her head looked to be freshly shaven. Vickie wondered why the girls were shaved before being delivered. They had shaved the heads for training, but after a couple of weeks at least a stubble should  be  present.  Perhaps  a  clean  look  was  more  appealing.

Perhaps the control implicit in taking a girl's hair was reinforced for her delivery to her new master. The smith checked her over from head to toe. He prodded her as if inspecting a sheep or cow. After all, she was no more than livestock to him. When he was apparently satisfied he pulled the girl to a small cubicle off the main room. Her wrist chains were fastened to a chain and pulled above her head until she stood on  her  toes.  The  smith  then  utilized  a  small  hose  with  a  pressure nozzle to wet, soap, and scrub clean the body of the girl. Vickie was surprised that he had not turned that job to the eunuchs, but she saw that as he worked he inspected the flesh of the girl. Only when the girl was clean and the smith appeared satisfied did he release the girl's wrists from the chain, he then handed her neck chain to Thabit. Thabit directed the girl to step through the chain joining her hands. She did not hesitate to perform the task. She had learned this task while in training at the pens. After she had completed the required task she stood, pulled her chained hands up over her buttocks and turned to face away from Thabit. He lifted the chain between her wrists pulling her hands up between her shoulder blades and fastened the center of the chain to a clip at the back of the girl's collar. The girl made not a sound. She was helpless. Even if she dared to try to release herself, the  clip  at  her  collar  was  well  beyond  her  reach.  Her  arms  would remain  bound  in  this  uncomfortable  position  until  those  who controlled her life chose to release her.



Chapter 10 - A Chance to See a Harem 

It was now time for the girl's introduction to the harem. Thabit, holding a leash to her collar, walked her down a wide hallway. At the end was a set of large wooden doors. 

A turbaned, broad chested, guard stood to each side. When the trio arrived at the door a guard looked at the girl, checked her tattoos, referred to a clipboard, made a mark next to something thereon and opened the door. Vickie and Thabit led the chained girl through the door. The guards stayed on the outside. They had hardly looked at Vickie  or  Thabit.  It  was  like  their  'Uniform'  as  a  Eunuch  gave  them unquestioned access. Vickie expected that they would now be in the harem,  but  they  were  not.  Instead  it  was  something  of  an antechamber. The floor was bright tiles, the ceiling ten or twelve feet above. The chamber was separated from a larger area by an ornate grill. Patterns of flowers, birds, and Arabic letters were worked into the fancy scroll work. The delicate work notwithstanding, the grill work was  substantial.  Iron  bars  would  not  have  been  any  stronger.  A portion of the grill formed a gate. It was solidly locked with a strong bar and padlock. Thabit stood quietly holding the leash. The girl stood behind  him,  eyes  down.  Occasionally  small  sobbing  sounds emanated from her. Was she afraid? Or was she just resigned to her new life? Probably not yet. After a time, a eunuch appeared with a key and opened the gate. This opening led to the harem. Vickie realized that before a girl could leave the harem she would need to negotiate first  the  metal  gate  controlled  by  the  eunuchs  and  then  the  heavy wooden doors guarded by two of the Pasha's soldiers. There would then still be the doors to the building and the tall wall surrounding the palace. A formidable task, but as Vickie looked at the chained girl next to  her,  impossibly  daunting  wouldn't  even  begin  to  describe  the prospects  of  escape.  Vickie  watched  the  girl  look  at  the  iron  door ahead  and  then  turn  slightly  and  look  back.  "Eyes  forward."  Thabit punctuated  the  statement  with  a  strike  from  his  dog  whip  on  her buttocks which brought a gasp and redirected her attention. Vickie noticed as the eunuch unlocked the gate that not only did it take a key but that at the same time as turning the key the eunuch had to reach to the side about two feet and shift a lever. Even with the key in hand a harem slave with her hands connected by a foot of chain could not use  it.  It  would  take  at  least  two  of  them  working  together  to  even open the gate with a key. Once through the gate Vickie could now see the subject of all her curiosity, the harem. There was a large fountain near one end. Water burbled up and down into a small pool. The pool was occupied by three or four girls. Each of them was collared, like the new girl, and all wore wrist chains. Their feet could not be seen.

Other  harem  slaves  could  be  seen  around  the  room.  Some  were seated on large soft pillows spread around other parts of the room. A group of four girls were throwing a large beach ball from one to the other. The slaves wore very light, almost gossamer harem pants and a  matching  vest.  These  articles  of  clothing  were  closed  at  the shoulders  and  around  the  legs  with  Velcro  type  fasteners,  which allowed  them  to  be  donned  and/or  removed  despite  the  fact  that every girl's wrists and ankles were chained. Vickie could make out the breast shackles on every nipple and the gold stitching between the legs. A small pill box type hat, with a slight veil, adorned each head. 

Vickie noticed the variable state of hair. Some had long luxurious hair. 

Others  were  quite  bald.  Most  were  somewhere  in  between.  Vickie learned that all harem slaves arrive bald. Hair was a privilege and sign of  status.  Deference  was  paid  to  those  with  the  longest  hair.  Hair needed to be earned and could be taken away for an indiscretion. Just the mention of the shears was usually enough to keep an established harem  slave  in  line.  The  slaves  were  organized  into  'chains'.  Each chain had a minder who was responsible for the girls in that chain.

Vickie  blushed  when  she  saw  that  in  this  harem  the  minders  were young men. They looked to be only 16 or 17, but they had all been cut so may have been several years older. Even though younger than any girl in the chain each minder had full control over the chain. Each chain had an order. The number one girl usually had the longest hair and was  in  control  of  the  chain.  Her  rank  was  marked  by  a  gold  disk hanging from the front of her collar. She answered to the minder, and like all the other girls would still bow and kiss his feet - she was not exempt  from  his  whip.  From  First  Girl  the  chain  of  command descended down the chain to the number six girl. The number two girl had a silver disk on her collar, the number three a copper disk. The bottom three did not have a badge of position, but they knew their place  and  jealously  protected  their  position  within  it.  Whenever  the girls were made to line up - which was frequent - they lined up in chain order. If they went anywhere they moved in a coffle in chain order with first girl at the front. 

If a girl misbehaved, was not pleasing, or was in any way disobedient, she could be moved down the chain. Sometimes, for serious offenses, this meant shaving her head in front of the entire harem and moving her to the last position of the chain. Girls worked hard to protect and keep  their  ranking  and  tried  to  move  up.  This  "fact  of  life"  created dissention among the slaves. Every slave was suspicious of the other girls in her chain. She knew the ones below her wanted to move up, and those above wanted to stay above. There were over two dozen girls about the room, closer to three. The room itself was at least 30 meters wide and over 50 long. It was very brightly lit with what seemed to be natural lighting. The ceiling was very high, at least 15 meters with what looked like a frosted glass paneled ceiling. The far wall, from where Vickie stood, was glass revealing a large garden just beyond.

At the outer edge of the garden was a wall. The wall, bright white very smooth  masonry,  at  least  15  meters  in  height.  A  wide  doorway connected the harem room to the garden. The garden was a part of the harem grounds. It was the same 50-meter length of the harem and was about 15 meters wide. Not that the security of the place should be taken lightly, a mesh of sturdy wire provided a cap to the otherwise open garden separating the outside from the area occupied by the slaves. The outside world was just beyond that wall. The light from that world fell into this space, but the harem's occupants could not get  to  the  outside.  They  could  not  even  see  it.  The  space  may  be opulent in look, but it was nonetheless a cage. A gilded cage, but a cage all the same. On the short wall at one end of the harem room a narrow staircase rose to a small landing. The wall side of the landinghad a small barred gate. It was large enough for a person to negotiate on  their  knees,  but  certainly  not  standing.  At  that  same  height, extending along the wall from the small landing there was a wooden grill, it obscured what was behind. Vickie assumed that this 'harem curtain' allowed the Pasha to look down on the harem without being seen from below. Vickie realized that the harem slaves would never know when he was watching and when he was not. Near the middle of  this  wall  was  a  large,  very  large,  painting  of  a  man.  Vickie recognized it immediately as the Pasha. The man in the painting was dressed in rich colorful robes. He was standing and the robe was open in the front revealing the center piece of the painting, his erect and imposing manhood. One could not look at the painting without having the eyes drawn to the magnificent phallus. Vickie found herself staring at  the  visage.  Below  the  painting,  six  rows  of  sleeping  mats designated the place where the slaves would sleep. They gave Vickie a better count of the number of harem slaves. Not hundreds as there had been in some of the tales of the past, not more than three dozen, but  certainly  over  thirty,  still  a  pretty  substantial  number  of  slaves whose only role in life was the pleasure of the Pasha. On the far wall side of the sleeping area a slightly raised section held an imposing piece  of  furniture.  It  was  a  punishment  bench.  Vickie  recognized  it from the description during her interview with the Prince. She should p179">have expected it, but the reality was like a slap across the face. Vickie was impressed and terrified by its functionality. The top of the bench was contoured to accept the belly of the slave. Going forward from there was a single adjustable bar with a loop at the end for a girl's neck.  Two  rings  below  that  could  be  easily  positioned  to  accept  a girl's breasts. Vickie could not help squirming. The slave girl they had just brought had rather large breasts, Vickie was suddenly glad she did not. A large - very large - eunuch walked across the room and greeted Thabit with a hug and deep voiced welcome. Thabit hugged him back. Vickie had found Thabit to be imposing. This eunuch was even more so. He must have been six and a half feet tall. His turban added three inches to this. His shoulders were twice the width of hers. 

His skin was a caramel color and seemed unblemished. His arms were bare  to  the  shoulders,  a  good  thing  Vickie  thought  because  those arms  were  so  large  she  did  not  think  normal  sleeves  could accommodate them. The gold handle of a whip extended from the top of his belt. It was not hard to see why the harem slaves would obey this creature. Thabit did not bother to introduce Vickie, and she was just as happy that he had not. This was the Pasha's chief eunuch The chief eunuch took the leash of the new girl from Thabit and led her to the bench. She only glanced at the eunuch. That was enough, she was  completely  intimidated.  She  did  not  make  a  sound  and  she followed  without  resistance.  She  looked  sad,  but  she  knew  that resistance would only bring her pain. More pain than she was destined to  receive.  It  seemed  that  all  newcomers  were  to  receive  an introductory thrashing. It was said to be good for the discipline of the other girls and to strongly impress on the new girl the importance of strict obedience. Vickie did not think such measures to be necessary, but it was none of her business. It would, however, be a part of her article.

The girl, naked of course, was bent forward onto the bench. Loops were  adjusted  to  encircle  her  breasts  as  she  was  pushed  forward against  the  bar.  Wide  straps  at  her  waist  and  neck  held  her  tightly against  the  pole.  With  her  body  pressed  firmly  onto  the  bench  the straps  around  her  breasts  were  adjusted  and  then  pulled  tight, fastening  around  the  root  of  each  breast.  The  girl  gasped  as  each strap was pulled. Almost immediately her breasts began to swell and darken. She could now not lift her body at all, she was held tightly. 

The girl's hands remained where they were, pulled up between her shoulder blades. Vickie watched as the helpless girl wiggle her fingers, but no finger could touch anything that might in any way relieve her restraints or, more importantly, protect any part of her body from the impending  punishment.  The  girl  was  completely  helpless,  but  the eunuch was not done. The girl's legs were secured next. Each leg was lifted forward, pulled against a curved form, and a belt was wrapped around the lower thigh just above the knee. As the belt was tightened the leg was drawn tight to the form. This pulled her upper legs forward about  45  degrees  from  straight.  It  also  extended  her  bottom,  fully exposing all parts of both firm buttocks while still leaving her upper thighs exposed and accessible. The lower legs rested in other curved troughs. A strap just below the knee held each leg in place. A ring that could slide up and down a bar on the inside of the lower leg trough had a ring with a clip. This clip was fastened to the ring in the girl's ankle  cuff.  The  ring  arrangement  allowed  the  frame  to  fit  different lengths of legs, but it provided no movement to the restrained slave.

Her feet hung over the back of the wooden frame but were effectively immobile, but for the ability to wiggle and flap about in place. The girl could hardly move. Vickie could see the panic in her face. She knew the extent of her helplessness and the degree of punishment that was soon to come. The girls head was unable to move. She could not turn it. A small cup held her chin in place and with the pressure of the strap across her neck. She could only look straight ahead. Her eyes moved back and forth over her muzzle, but they could not see anything of what was going on behind her. With the crank of a handle the rear of the  bench  was  raised,  thus  raising,  and  further  exposing,  the  girl's thighs and bottom. Now her lower legs were parallel to the floor, her feet easily accessible. Her buttocks protruded into the air above the bench. Vickie could not help but think that it was inviting. Her buttocks and thighs provided an easy accessible target. The front of the bench had stayed where it was. The girl's back arched to accommodate the movement of her lower half. He breasts hung below the bar to which they were strapped. With the back of the bench raised, and her upper body supported by the bar, her breasts were accessible from all sides.

The effect of the tight straps around the root of each breast could be seen in the dark color that each displayed. A more delightful target for the  cane  could  not  possibly  be  presented.  Vickie  shuddered  in anticipation. The girl, although not yet struck, not even a single time, began to cry. Vickie wondered how many times, if ever, this girl had experienced this form of discipline. Vickie did not think it would take many such experiences to completely break any thought of resistance. 

Vickie felt moist between her legs. Why did she feel that way? Had her time training slaves changed her? She pushed her legs together. 

Confused and feeling guilty Vickie looked away. Her eyes fell on the other harem slaves. They were all kneeling, as required, on their mats only meters away from their stricken new comrade. They did not look away. Each girl knew that if she was seen looking away, she would be obliged to experience the bench instead of watching it. That threat was enough to keep all eves forward and properly placed. Usually a girl was left to stew in her own thoughts before she was punished on the bench, but, it was getting late and it was time to put the slaves to bed. Vickie thought it was pretty early for that, but the harem had its rules. The punishment was to go forward now. In a way a benefit for this  new  slave.  She  would  not  have  to  wait.  SWISHH-THRACK-00OHHHAAAAGGGAAA.  "FEASSSEE  -  OHH-OHH0O-AAAGGAAA."

Could it really have hurt that badly? Vickie's eves came off the other slaves and back to the bottom so blatantly displayed. A red line clearly marked  an  even  divide  across  the  two  white  hemispheres.  Vickie marveled at how little it was moving even though the girl was pulling and twisting at her bindings for all she was worth. Tightly arched and strapped she was only able to wiggle her now pain seared bottom an inch or two in any direction. Her helpless fingers wiggled in between her shoulders. Miles from providing any help or protection. There was nothing the girl could do to interfere with her caning. 

Vickie watched as the cane moved back and up and then cut through the air to impact the soft flesh of the girl's bottom. SWISHH. Vickie watched  as  the  flesh  indented  to  absorb  the  thrust  of  the  cane. 

CRACK. It made a sound almost like a gunshot. Vickie watched as the flesh sprung back pushing the cane away in reaction to the insult to the  flesh.  The  red  line  appeared  almost  instantly.  Almost  perfectly even to the stripe above and only an inch below, Vickie was impressed. 

AAAAAHH0000  The  scream  was  as  loud  as  the  one  before,  the volume was about the same, but it seemed to have moved up in pitch just a little. "A little sharp." Thought Vickie and then giggled to herself. 

"EESSSEE. OH... EESSE." Vickie knew the girl was doing her best to beg. The begging choked off into a gasp, scream and sobbing with the next stroke of the cane. Vickie smiled. The girl had not been told the number of strokes she was to receive. Vickie knew that six - at least - would be delivered. That outbreak was likely to cost this girl at least a seventh. But, the eunuch stopped after six. That, as it turned out was not a reprieve for the girl. He walked around her. Her eyes grew  large  when he positioned himself in  front  of  her.  He  lifted  the cane and tapped in gently across the top of the girl's blood engorged breasts. The girl was trying to shake her head back and forth. She was trying to pull herself free from the frame. Her shoulders wiggled from side to side, but her breasts, tightly held in the binding straps hardly moved.  With  the  straps  pulled  around  the  root  of  each  breast,  her breasts had swollen and dark colored against the white of the girl's skin.  Those  breasts  looked  very  sensitive.  This  was  going  to  hurt. 

Vickie sucked in her breath and braced herself for what was to come. 

SWWISSH---CRACK----000HHAAA  AWWAA  EEESEE  0000.  The girl's eyes had filled with tears. She looked up at the eunuch. The girl watched as the cane was pulled back and cocked for another strike.

Vickie  held  her  breath.  SWIISSH  -  -  -  -  THRACK  -  -  -  AAAGHHAA There was not as much volume in this scream. Vickie wondered if the girl had been holding her breath as well and didn't have the air for a loud scream. The eunuch walked around to the side. Vickie wondered if this was the end of the torment of the girl's breasts. Two very bright stripes punctuated the top of the girl's breasts. Vickie could see that fastened as the girl was, the bottom of her poor tender breasts were equally accessible. This punishment bench was a diabolical device. 

The  girl  could  no  longer  look  directly  at  the  chief  eunuch,  but  she could  sense  the  movement.  Her  shoulders  wiggled,  her  hands clenched between her shoulders and a small squeal of releasing air left her lips. SWOOSHH - - - CRACK - - - AHHOOHWA The cane and cut under the girl parallel to her body intersecting with the bottom of both breasts. The breasts were held so tightly that they only wobbled for  a  few  seconds.  ОНН  -  000  ---  OHEEE  The  girl  was  once  again animated but with no helpful result. Vickie was sure there would be at least one more. Eunuchs did not like to leave things uneven. And - there was. SWISH - - - CRACK - - - OOOHHAAGGAW That had been four strokes to the poor girl's breasts. It must have felt like more. The girl's body had gone limp. Vickie was glad that it was over, but a part of her was excited. She felt wet and warm between her legs. A part of her wished that the cane could have been in her hand.

The eunuch walked around behind the girl. Vickie was ready to move away when she saw him stop. Was it not over? The eunuch tapped the cane lightly on the soles of the girl's feet hanging off the back of the bench. Not that! Was he really going to cane the bottom of her feet too? The message had also reached the girl's mind. Her body stiffened. The feet began moving about, but there was no place for them to go. With her ankles strapped down she could wiggle them forward and back or up and down, but she had no means of really protecting them. She knew she was doomed. SWISH - - - THUNK - - - - OOGGHHAAA Vickie thought the girl was going to break her neck trying to arch her head back. Even as tight as the neck strap was her chin actually lifted a little from the cup that held it. That, however, was only for a half a second and was not sufficient to allow her to be free of the restraint The strike had been on the right foot. In spite of the efforts to avoid it the stripe was almost perfect across the middle of the foot. Vickie could already see the flesh swelling. That was going to  hurt  to  walk  on  for  a  few  days.  Again,  things  could  not  be  left uneven. A stroke to the left foot insured that was not the case. It had only been a dozen strokes, but it had been horrible, six to the bottom, four to the breasts and one to each foot. The girl's vulnerability had been communicated clearly. The pain of the discipline would be fresh in her mind. This had not even been punishment. The girl was ready to  do  anything  to  obey  and  avoid  punishment.  The  girl  had  never experienced anything like this in her short life - and she did not want to  experience  it  again  -  although  it  was  more  than  certain  that  she would. The eunuch, now finished with the slave, hung the cane on the wall. He walked around in front of the girl. "You are not to be speaking unless spoken to. You violated this rule." Her eyes dropped and he stroked her cheek. "Al  considering, not bad. You will  be staying here through night. You will be thinking about your new life and how hard you  will   be  working  to  be  of  pleasure.  In  the  morning  you  will   be receiving two more strokes for this disobedience. You are lucky I am feeling lenient." A noise outside the grill caught Vickie's attention. Was another slave being delivered? Another eunuch, previously identified as the first assistant to the chief opened the gate in the barrier. Two of the young minders entered the area outside the gate. They were only  gone  for  a  moment.  They  returned  pushing  small  carts.  These carts were reminiscent of the serving carts utilized by air hostesses on planes. The chief eunuch signaled to the slave girls who had been devoting rapt attention to the punishment of their new sister. Almost as one they rose and moved to another area of the harem floor. Vickie could  see  six  circles  of  mats.  Quickly  the  girls  moved  to  what  was clearly a designated circle and mat and knelt down. Vickie could now get an accurate count. Of the six groups (chains) of harem girls three had  six  members  and  three  had  only  five.  Of  course  one  of  those would become six when the new girl was assigned. One girl from each group rose and lined up near where the young men had brought the carts. They were the lowest ranking member of each chain. At least the lowest member who had use of her arms. Nine girls, two in the full chains, one in the other chains, knelt with their arms behind their back and  clipped  up  to  their  collar.  Where  they  being  punished  for something?  Carrying  two  trays  each  girl  returned  and  served  the number one and two girls. She knelt several meters away from the girls to be served, then with her head lowered she crawled across the floor, then carefully placed a tray in front of each girl. Vickie noted that each tray had a number matching the slave's number. It appeared that the diet of each slave was carefully controlled. After the first two girls were served the girls returned for the next two trays. Then the last one or two trays, including her own tray were retrieved. After the full five or  six  girls  knelt  with  their  tray  in  front  of  them  the  chief  eunuch cracked his whip and the girls began to eat.

No fork or knife was provided. Only a rubber spoon and even this was only provided to the top four girls. The bottom one or two received none, but then they had no use of their arms. Vickie wondered how the girls with hands chained behind them would eat. The answer was simple. Those without the use of their hands, knelt forward, pushing their faces down to eat from the tray like an animal. How humiliating this must be thought Vickie. It also provided a very keen incentive to try to move up the chain. But how did one do that? The competition among the girls must be fierce. It did not appear that there would be any strong alliances among chain-mates. Each tray was marked with a number matching the harem slave and the quantity and make-up of the  portions  were  unique  to  each.  The  basic  protein  was  a  Ful Mudammas (a dish made with diced tomato, fava beans, and slices of boiled egg.) The aroma was wonderful and Vickie's mouth began to water. Each tray also had at least one fig (some as many as four) and  a  piece  of  pita  bread.  For  the  concubines  on  the  low  end,  the ones  condemned  to  eat  without  hands,  the  pita  was  torn  into  bite sized  pieces.  The  four  upper  chain  girls  were  able  to  eat  with  the spoon and the pita bread. The young minders carefully watched as the girls consumed their food. It quickly became clear that everything on a girl's plate was to be consumed. Using the spoon the upper girls carefully scraped the tray clean. The lower girls ate all that was there and then licked the remainder clean. When finished they returned to a  full  kneeling  position  and  waited  while  the  young  eunuch  who controlled their life inspected the results and, only after approval, used a towel to clean their face. The upper girls, upon completion, placed the now empty tray on the floor, and returned to a full kneeling position.

Only when all had been inspected did the minder crack his whip and direct the lowest girl with available hands to collect the trays (again, two at a time and return them to the cart. The carts were once again pushed  out  of  the  harem  into  the  antechamber,  just  outside  the seraglio. Vickie assumed (correctly) that palace servants, under the watch  of  the  guards,  would  retrieve  the  carts  from  there.  The  grill separating  the  antechamber  from  the  harem  was  heavy  enough  to shroud  the  view  into  the  harem.  On  another  signal  from  the  chief eunuch each slave went to a series of shelves and retrieved a bowl. 

The bowl had a number written on it. The number corresponded to the number tattooed across the left breast of the girl holding the bowl. 

The young trainers moved into the tiled wash room and sat on stools. 

Their charges lined up. Then, one at a time they stepped forward. Held out  the  empty  bowl  for  inspection  and  then  when  signaled  put  the bowl on the floor and squatted over it. The young minder watched the girl carefully, each girl looked back at him. When he was satisfied of their submissiveness he said: "Perform." Only then, did the girl relieve herself into the bowl. Once a girl had assumed the proper position, squatting  with  her  hands  behind  her  neck  (unless  restrained),  the youthful  minder  opened  the  valve  on  the  end  of  the  catheter  tube emerging  from  the  girl's  tightly  laced  beauty  lips.  This  required  a special tool. Her flow was then directed into the small bowl. When the flow stopped he closed the valve and then inspected the results. The bowl was marked with graduated levels on the inside. The volume was recorded. The color was also recorded, and once in a while - Vickie was unsure why - the minder used a small test strip in the liquid, again recording the results in a book. When he was satisfied with the results he gave a sharp order to the girl who only then picked up the bowl of her waste water, emptied it into a sink like receptacle, rinsed the bowl, then  returning  it  to  the  shelf.  Once  again  Vickie  was  horrified.  How humiliating must it be to have even such a basic function regulated and controlled? And, what could be the purpose of recording all that information? Was it just to demonstrate the level of control held over these poor girls or was there some real purpose? Vickie did not know that  eunuchs  had  great  knowledge  and  had  developed  skill  in determining the health of a woman by examination of her waste. One part of which was perfectly determining when she was ovulating. This was important information for her master who may be persuaded to use or not use her based upon his desire to place her in a 'special circumstance' - or not. Vickie wanted more time to explore the harem.

She wanted to see more of the routine, but there was not time for that. 

It was time for the girls to bed down. Vickie stood with Thabit to watch the ritual in this harem. She marveled at the strictness with which the chief eunuch ran his domain. With thirty- two (now thirty three) girls to watch over, but with the assistance of at least one assistant eunuch and six young minders it was essential that no rebellion of any kind could  be  tolerated.  Vickie  marveled  at  the  level  of  discipline  and control. On a word from the chief eunuch each girl lifted her muzzle from where it hung around her neck, pushed the large leather pad into her mouth, pulled the front strap up over her head, and then fastened the side straps behind her head. The muzzles were pulled very tight.

The concubines knelt with chained hands in their laps. The girls with arms confined behind them were muzzled by the youthful assistants. 

The girls pulled the muzzles very tight. Vickie thought if it were her she would  have  all owed  herself  some  slack.  First  girl  on  each  chain walked down the line inspecting the muzzles. The young assistants stood nearby watching, further inspecting the job. A quick slash of a dog whip elicited a yelp from one of the girls. This was followed by a quick strike to the first girl who had not found a muzzle that was not sufficiently  tight.  The  first  girl  swallowed  her  shriek;  she  pulled  the strap  of  the  offending  muzzle  another  notch.  That  was  going  to  be very uncomfortable. The girl moaned. The minder turned and looked at the slave and first girl. "I am clearly hearing you. Obviously it is not tight enough." The girl did not answer. The first girl opened the buckle at the back of the muzzle and pulled it another notch. Vickie thought one  would  be  enough,  but  the  girl  was  to  be  punished.  She  would have to endure the extra tight muzzle. Vickie wondered if discipline was  so  good  that  no  girl  would  dare  to  loosen  the  strap  later.  She guessed that was the case, although it would certainly be tempting.

They would certainly be watched, but there might be an opportunity. 

Vickie had never seen anything as humiliating in her entire life. It must take  frequent  use  of  the  punishment  bench  to  get  these  girls  to succumb to this level of humiliation without complaint or resistance. 

With  all  of  the  slaves  purged,  the  results  recorded,  and  the  bowls cleaned,  muzzles  inserted,  the  next  stage  of  the  night  time  ritual began.  The  head  eunuch  announced  three  numbers.  Three  very happy looking girls left their lines and reported to the head eunuch. 

Only on his approval and with his permission they then went to make-up  stations  and  began  to  prepare  themselves  for  their  master.  The remaining slaves, heads down, were prepared for their sleeping mats. 

Vickie  was  surprised  that  they  looked  so  unhappy  about  not  being selected. One at a time the girls stepped forward and then stood, legs widely spread, in front of one of the minders. The girl placed her wrist chain behind her neck and her hands on the back of her head. The minder inspected her, running his fingers up and down the lacing of her most personal area. Then she turned around and bent forward so that the minder could inspect her rear entrance. It was then that Vickie noted that each and every girl had what looked like a small metal plate covering her rear entrance. Only on more careful inspection did Vickie realize  that  each  and  every  one  of  them  wore  a  plug  in  her  rear entrance.  Vickie  had  trouble  holding  back  a  gasp.  Only  after  full inspection were the girls directed to turn back to the front. In some cases, a girl's book was picked up and a note was made. The girls for their part stared straight ahead. Vickie thought she saw tears in the corners of a few eyes. Once the minder had finished his inspection he dipped his fingers in a bowl and then rubbed an ointment over the available part of the labia and then the nipples of the unhappy looking girl. With a flick of his hand the girl straightened up and ran toward the sleeping mats. The next girl then moved in and spread her legs for her inspection. Vickie wondered what the ointment was for, perhaps a cleaner or disinfectant of some kind. As soon as a girl reached her sleeping mat she sat down. She positioned her ankles at the lower end of the mat and fastened a clip from a ring in the floor to each end of her hobble chain. The result was that her legs were held 18 inches apart at the bottom of her thin sleeping mat. She would be sleeping on her back. As if knowing she was being watched, and she was, she acted quickly. Lying back on the mat she raised her hands above her head. The center of the wrist chain had a large center ring. The girl pushed this ring down over a bolt of almost the same diameter as the ring. As the ring moved down the bolt there was a metallic click. The ring locked in place.

From  this  position  the  girl  could  lower  her  hands  only  to  about  the tops  of  her  ears.  Hands  that  might  otherwise  find  mischief  if  not closely supervised were now kept out of harms (or pleasures) way - even if a girl could evade the tight lacing of her lower parts. Soon each of the girls not chosen was restrained on her individual sleeping mat.

They were close together, so close as to almost touch each other - almost touch. Each girl could sense the nearness of her sisters to the right and left, but even if both girls tried to reach each other they would fall just short of that goal. Those with their wrists locked between their shoulders were allowed to put their arms in front, but only long enough to  be  restrained  like  all  the  others.  There  respite  was  brief,  but seemingly welcome. It was clear that come morning the hands would once more be between the shoulder blades. Thabit smiled and leaned over  to  Vickie.  "Watch  now.  The  chief  eunuch  is  a  master  at conditioning  proper  harem  slaves.  The  salve  takes  about  three minutes to start to work." The slaves were not lying still. They were squirming. Vickie watched as hips moved back and forth. As girls tried to pull their thighs together with only marginal effect due to spread restrained  ankles  and  bodies  pulled  straight  by  the  chains  to  their wrists. Vickie was confused. The girls restrained on their mats on the floor were not confused. They knew too well what the evening brought for  those  not  selected  for  the  Pasha.  The  ointment  applied  by  the trainers to labia and nipples has no real therapeutic purpose. To the girls it is only a means of torment. Within minutes from application it causes the flesh to which it is applied to engorge with blood. Applied to such sensitive parts of the body it quickly caused the sensitive flesh to throb and then itch. And, the tight lacing of the girl's labia did not prevent the ointment from seeping through to reach the sensitive flesh held  below.  The  needs  to  touch,  rub,  and  stroke  that  flesh  is impossible to resist. But, resist they must. Any girl found touching the parts of her own body to which this treatment has been applied would be  in  huge  trouble.  Just  touching  that  part  of  her  own  body  would cause  a  girl  to  find  herself  strapped  to  the  punishment  bench.  The only solution is to quickly, very quickly, proceed to her sleeping mat and place herself in her night restraints. Once so restrained she was unable to reach the throbbing flesh. She suffers. She suffers greatly.

She is overcome with the need to touch and massage her flesh. She pulls at her bonds, it can't be helped, but she is safely secured in her bondage, she is not able to perform any offending touch. She suffers from the itching and throbbing of her flesh, but she is spared the cane. 

Vickie's attention was drawn away from the moaning and twisting girls. 

The  three  selected  for  the  Pasha  had  finished  their  preparation. 

Dressed now in gossamer harem pants that showcased rather than covered the femininity of these creatures and short bolero vests that did nothing to hide the breasts they were ready for presentation. Their faces were made up with dark colors including Kohl colored outlining of the eyes. They presented as the perfect middle eastern hoary. They had been made to step through their wrist chains and the chain had been pulled up behind their back with the large ring, the one that now held  the  other  girls  flat  on  their  backs  on  the  floor,  fastened  to  the back of the collar, holding the girl's hands high on her back near her shoulder blades. But, the girls did not seem to mind this. They were being presented to their master. If he was suitably inclined he may even  unlace  their  beauty  lips  and  let  a  girl  enjoy  the  feeling  of  his phallus. It was the only time when a girl's lacing would be opened. It would be her only chance for sexual satisfaction. It was no wonder that every girl in the harem longed for this opportunity. The three were escorted  up  a  narrow  staircase  leading  up  to  the  short  landing overlooking the harem. Vickie realized that behind that wall were the private quarters of the Pasha. A small metal gate was opened and the three slaves crawled through. Vickie pictured the girls crawling into the quarters of the Pasha and appearing before him. The reality was not quite so. Once inside the gate the girls found themselves in a small cage. The cage, in fact, was inside the Pasha's apartment, but the girls could do nothing but kneel next to the bars waiting to be released and used to service the Pasha. The Pasha was not even in the rooms at that time. But the girls would not be allowed to relax. They must kneel with their back straight and the breasts displayed. They knew they could be seen by the young eunuchs that cared for the Pasha in his rooms. If they slouched, if the squirmed, if they did anything but stay straight and ready they would be punished. Punishment could be as simple as being struck with the dog whip carried by each minder.

They could be brought into the room and restrained over the whipping bench  located  at  the  foot  of  the  Pasha's  bed.  That  almost  always meant a good caning - usually followed by a visit from the Pasha's erect member- but not in the location desired by the girl. 

As a means for escape or rebellion, this part of the harem provided little help. The locked gate on the harem side could only be opened with the key of the chief eunuch. The gate on the cage on the other side  could  only  be  opened  with  a  key  held  by  the  Pasha's  trusted youths. And, more importantly, the lock was arranged in such a way that even with the key a person inside the cage could never open any of the doors. Back inside the harem the lights began to dim. It was time for the remaining girls to rest, but the assault on the tender parts of  their  flesh  from  the  oil  placed  there  would  not  let  that  happen. 

Further,  as  the  lights  in  the  room  dimmed  the  large  painting  of  the Pasha, the only male (eunuchs don't count) that any harem girl would see, became the predominate feature of the room. It hung on the wall opposite  to  where  all  the  slaves  lay  squirming  in  need.  The  most predominate feature of the painting was the manhood of the Pasha, now brightly illuminated. Every girl looked longingly at the picture. It was now that each slave bemoaned the fact that she had not been selected to be with the Pasha. She would just have to try harder. She would have to make sure that tomorrow he selected her. Meanwhile, chains rattled as hands pulled at restraints. Even though every slave knew  she  was  fully  restrained.  Even  though  she  was  forbidden  to touch herself, she pulled and twisted at her bindings. If she could have turned over she would have pushed her groin against the mat, but she could not. She was held on her back. The only thing she could push against was air, and it provided no relief for the itching and longing that coursed through her body. The ointment would keep the slaves busy  in  their  bondage  for  the  next  two  or  three  hours.  Vickie  and Thabit did not wait to see, they instead retired to the eunuchs' section to  eat  and  meet  with  the  other  eunuchs.  Vickie  had  seen  all  see needed. The last part of her expose, the part that would tie it all up, had  now  been  fulfilled.  She  had  seen  the  actual  inside  of  a  harem.

Something that is almost impossible to accomplish, but she had. She was very proud of herself. She had a small journal. She kept it hidden in  her  quarters  at  the  slave  pens,  but  used  it  to  carefully  record thoughts and observations. It was now time for her to get back there, collect her notes and get out of town. Her extrication plan involved getting  to  a  phone  and  leaving  a  message  on  a  recorded  number.

Eunuchs  fell  into  a  strange  middle  category.  She  had  learned  that officially they were slaves, but that they had wide-ranging freedoms. 

For  the  most  part,  they  could  travel  as  they  desired  -  leaving  the country  was  not  part  of  that  freedom.  She  would  need  to  be  with someone. Officially, that should be Pierre. She would give her thanks to  Thabit,  then  she  would  meet  Pierre  at  his  hotel  and  they  would return to Europe. Right now, she needed to get out of this palace. She did not know if the Pasha was around. She had worried the entire time she  was  in  the  harem  that  he  might  look  down  through  the  harem screen, see her, and recognize her. It had been a great relief when they had left the harem and retired to the eunuch quarters. Vickie had urged Thabit to leave the palace and return to town to eat. He, and he was  in  charge,  insisted  that  hospitality  required  that  they  dine  with their brothers. Vickie understood that refusing such an offer could be taken  as  rude,  and  it  could  cause  offense.  "When  in  Rome"  she thought  and  sat  with  Thabit  around  the  large  table  in  the  eunuch quarters as the meal was served. 

Chapter 11 Discovered 

But then, everything changed. Vickie was very nervous. The Pasha had called for Thabit and Vickie to see him. Thabit seemed  very  pleased.  This  was  more  than  just  common  courtesy.

"The Pasha must be extremely happy with his new concubine." Thabit speculated. Vickie hoped he was right. As they walked through the hallways of the palace, guided by a very large man who even wore a sword at this waist Vickie shivered at the high degree of security. They passed  through  guarded  doors  and  gates  that  had  to  be  opened. 

Beyond,  when  open  space  could  be  seen,  were  the  tall walls  that surrounded the palace. There were at least 10 meters of white smooth plaster  walls  encircling  everything.  Vickie  noted  that  nobody  could scale  such  walls  without  very  sophisticated  equipment.  Anyone  on this  side,  and  that  was  her,  could  only  enter  or  leave  the  palace through the few heavily guarded gates. She did not want to do this, but she had no choice. She could feel herself starting perspire. She needed to keep her cool. She needed to keep her head down and play the  role  of  the  young  eunuch  in  training.  The  Pasha  would  not  be looking for her. He would not expect to see her here. That was her saving grace. The Pasha was hosting a dinner for the Sultan and a number of sheiks and advisors. Tables were arranged to form a U. 

The  Sultan  and  several  others,  obviously  very  important  persons, were seated on the bottom bar of the U. Others sat along the outer side of the two legs. Nobody was seated on the interior of the U. As they entered the room Vickie saw the Sultan seated at the end of the table.  This  just  got  so  much  worse.  But  she  really  had  no  choice.

"Look natural. Don't do anything to call attention to yourself." Vickie kept  her  eyes  down  and  talked  to  herself.  Following  Thabit's  lead Vickie bowed to the Sultan and then the Pasha when she stopped at a line that would have marked the end of the two legs of the U. Vickie kept back a half step from Thabit trying to keep the attention on him and not her. "Thabit, you are most welcome in my palace." The Pasha greeted them. "It is my honor to have been of service to your majesty." 

"Your  master  is  a  good  friend  and  is  lucky  to  have  one  such  as yourself." "Your majesty is too kind." "I must also thank you for the delightful delivery." "It was my pleasure, your majesty. I only hope she is  all  that  your  majesty  expected."  "But,  most  of  all,  thank  you  for delivery Ms. Barrows to me." The Pasha smiled as he looked over at Vickie. The Sultan was also smiling. She thought her legs were going to collapse. He knew, he knew. 'FUCK". She did not wait for him to say anything more. She had to get out of here. She had to get out of here right now. Thabit had turned toward her, following the look of the Pasha. He had a puzzled look on his face. Vickie glanced up at him, then she turned and broke for the door at the back of the room. She made it to the door and grabbed the large handle. She half expected it to be locked, but it opened, in fact, in spite of its size and weight it was well  balanced and pulled in easily, so easily that she initially lost her footing and fell back on the floor. She looked up over her shoulder to see how close her pursuers were. Nobody had moved. In fact, the Pasha  and  his  guests  were  not  even  looking  in  her  direction.  They were just carrying on their conversations. Only Thabit was looking at her, it appeared he had no idea what was going on or what he should do. He appeared to be frozen in place.

Vickie jumped back to her feet and rushed through the now open door. 

She made about three steps before a large arm encircled her. She felt herself lifted into the air and carried down the hallway. She tried to squirm  out  of  the  grip;  she  pounded  her  hands  on  her  captor.  He laughed. The large guard carried her through a doorway into a small room. Another guard joined him and the two started to pull at Vickie's clothing.  Each  of  them  had  her  outweighed  by  almost  double. 

Between the two of them she had no ability to provide any meaningful resistance. Within minutes, she was completely naked. They did not even take the time to inspect her. She was pushed face down on the cold stone floor. Her arms were dragged behind her back by one of the men. The other started to wrap cords around her wrists. These were  knotted  and  the  tie  cinched.  Her  elbows  were  next,  pulled together until they were separated only by the cinch, tightly bound. 

While  her  elbows  were  being  tied,  the  other  man  had  grabbed  her ankles and tied them together. She was spun onto her back and her legs  tied  just  below  her  knees.  "Please."  She  tried  to  look  into  the large guard's eyes. Could she find some sympathy? There was none. 

She  was  turned  back  onto  her  stomach.  A  cord  was  doubled  and cinched around her wrists leaving two ends. The running ends were then pulled through her legs between her knees and ankles. The guard pushed her ankles up toward her hands. He lifted her knees and put his knee underneath to increase the arch in her back. He pulled on the cords until her wrists were tight against the bottom of her ankles. He was not finished. He ran the running ends through the cinch on her elbows, pulled again to make sure it was tight, and, only then, tied it off - at the elbows. Vickie was hogtied, and the key knot was up at her elbows. She would never be able to reach that knot. She would never be able to get loose. The guards knew that. They gathered what was left of her clothing and left closing the door to the small room after  them.  Vickie  knew  she  was  helpless,  but  she  could  not  just accept  that.  She  pulled  at  her  hands.  She  twisted  her  wrists.  She pulled and twisted her feet. Nothing moved. Nothing moved at all. She was held in such a tight bow that she could not even roll about. Once she was on her side it took forever even to get back on her stomach. 

Her arms and shoulders were starting to hurt. She looked around the room to see if there was something to help, although she had no idea how  she  could  even  maneuver  if  she  found  something.  Her  wrists were held right against the back of her ankles, she did not know how she could manipulate a tool if she found one, but she had to try. The floor was clean and bare. There was a table with two chairs. Could there be something on the table that could help? Maybe there was a knife up there. From her place on the floor she certainly could not see.

Maybe if she could get over to the table she could lift a leg and tip it over. The table was only three feet away. Vickie tried to roll, but she only managed to find herself back on her side. She tried a crab like motion.  She  inched  until  her  stomach  touched  the  table  leg.  She pushed  her  weight  against  it  by  rocking  back  and  forth.  The  table rattled and scrapped against the wall. She continued to jostle it. She could not see if there was anything of use on the table, let alone if her efforts were making anything move. However, what else was there to do. The door opened. The guard laughed. "I would love to leave you to your fun, but you have an apology to give for your rude behavior." 

The guard put a large canvas bag on the floor. Vickie recognized it immediately. It was a slave sack. It was designed to hold a hogtied occupant. Vickie did not want to be put in the sack. In part, it was because it would make her even more helpless, but more than that, it was because of what it represented. Only a slave would ever be put in a slave sack. She was not a slave. He rolled her onto her stomach and picked her up by her elbow tie and ankles. Her squirming and wiggling didn't even encumber his efforts. Once she was in the center of the sack, he pulled her up onto her knees and lifted the flaps until they came together around her neck. Using the closure belt that ran through  multiple  flanges  around  the  top  of  the  sack  it  was  closed around her neck. He made it tight enough to keep her body in and her head out, then locked it in place. There was nothing Vickie could do but cry, and that is what she did The other guard came through the door. The two guards picked up the slave sack. A slave sack has strap type handles on all four cardinal points a quarter of the way down from the neck. It makes it very easy to lift and transport the sack and its contents. Under her knees Vickie could feel that the firm platform that made up the bottom of the sack.

As she was carried back into the room, she had earlier escaped Vickie felt  a  wave  of  panic  wash  over  her.  She  remembered  the  awful misogynistic attitude of the Sultan. She remembered the fear she felt in the interview. She thought of the things she had said about him in her article. That did not now seem very wise. She could feel that these were men who would have a woman mercilessly whipped if she was at all disobedient. She had already seen the new harem slave caned, not  for  any  failure,  but  just  as  an  introduction  to  the  harem.  She remembered the interview. She had been so relived to be out of the Sultan's presence, and now... Now she was his captive. Well, his or the Pasha. Not that that was any better. What would they want? Her editor would help her, but at what price? This was bad. This was very bad. The slave sack, and Vickie were deposited at the open end of the U made by the tables. The sack was designed in such a way that it could set on the floor and it would hold the slave inside upright on her knees. That is how Vickie now found herself. She could probably rock back and forth and tip over, but what would that gain but further humiliation? The Pasha, the Sultan and the guests were eating. Vickie heard a metal on metal sound. A pipe was inserted into a hole in the floor directly behind her. From the top of the pipe, at the level of her neck, a clip on maybe two or three links of chain was fastened to the neck of the slave sack. Vickie was held, hogtied, on her knees, in a slave sack. Now she could not even tip herself over. She looked up at the Sultan. He was not even paying attention to her. A free woman had just been stripped, hogtied, bagged, and was kneeling helplessly before him, but he was more engrossed in his meal. Vickie wanted to shout at him. The very least he could do is acknowledge her. But, she knew any outburst on her part would do nothing to help her cause and only serve as a reason, not that any would be needed, to punish her.

Time passed. Vickie squirmed. She tried to find a comfortable position. 

There was not one. Her ankles were held up off the floor. Her body was held in a tight arc. She could not move her hands away from her ankles. She wanted to slump back, even lie on her side, but the top of the sack held her neck against the metal post. If she tried to push her body forward, all of her weight was on her knees. If she let the sack top take her weight it cut into her neck. She hated this damn sack. She hated this damn place. Most of all she hated these people. 

Finally,  the  Pasha  looked  at  her.  "Much  more  properly  attired  Ms. Barrow, and certainly a much more respectful position." His smile was infuriating.  Vickie  was  encouraged  by  the  use  of  her  sir  name.  She started to say something but then held her tongue. "When I first met you  I  thought  you  had  potential."  He  paused  and  took  a  sip  of something from a mug. "I considered having you taken. But, that was not necessary. Here you are. I could see the intrigue in your eyes when we spoke. How many nights have you dreamed yourself a helpless harem slave at the beck and call of a strong master? Now you can have what you desired." "You are wrong. I am not a slave. I don't want this. You can't put me in a harem." "I see. Because you are a strong independent woman you cannot  be a slave?"  He  laughed  and  was joined by laughs from many of the other men. Vickie blushed in shame.

"People know where I am. I cannot just disappear." "Oh no my dear. People disappear all the time. And, you already engineered your own disappearance.  Not  to  mention  breaking  many  serious  laws  of  this country.  You  have  entered  our  nation  under  false  and  fraudulent documentation.  You  have  illegally  taken  work  in  a  highly  regulated field without a proper license. You have illegally entered classified and restricted areas, just to mention a few of the most serious crimes."

Vickie's heart was beating so fast she thought her chest was going to explode. Nothing had seemed so serious when she did it. Hearing him recount the felonies sounded so ominous. "I would hate to see you just  rot  away  in  one  of  our  prisons.  And,  since  you  never  officially came here... well, you disappeared, but not from here. So, you see I am doing you a kindness. I know you are untrained, but I think you are smart and will  learn quickly. For the sake of you bottom I hope you learn quickly." He laughed again. He was joined by the Sultan and the others at the table. Vickie felt her face flush with embarrassment and rage. The Pasha signaled to the guards who had caught and bound Vickie. "Take this slave for preparation and see that she gets safely to the harem." As the guard approached, Vickie struggled against her bonds.  She  flopped  around  like  a  freshly  landed  fish.  "No.  No. Please." Vickie tried to look back at the Pasha, who was now talking to  one  of  his  guests  and  paying  no  further  attention  to  Vickie.

Something  pushed  against  Vickie's  mouth.  She  tried  to  close  her mouth until fingers slipped into her nostrils and jerked her head back. 

Many think that pinching the nostrils is a good way to get an unwilling mouth to open for the gag. With a well  restrained recipient hooking fingers into the nostrils and pulling up is an effective way to tilt the head back and encourage the mouth to open. By the way - it is very painful  and  when  not  expected  is  almost  always  successful.  Vickie gasped and screamed in pain as the leather plug was pushed home. 

That  muzzle,  but  did  not  completely  block  her  screams.  Then everything went black, her head was enclosed in a hood. As the hood was laced up its back the gag pressed tightly against her face and almost  all  sound  disappeared.  Vickie  felt  the  sack  being  lifted.  She could not see where they were taking her. It was impossible to keep track of movement. She thought they changed directions from time to time, but she could not make it out. There was a voice: "The smith has gone for the night." "What should we do with this one?" "Put it in a storage locker. The smith will  see to it in the morning." Vickie heard the sound of a metal door being opened. She felt herself being pushed onto a ledge. It was a small space, barely able to accommodate a full slave sack. A short chain with a clip was fastened from the back wall and both side walls to the rings at the neck of her sack. She would be held  in  the  middle  of  the  storage  space.  The  door  to  the  locker clanged shut. The position she, forced by the chains to her neck, was no more comfortable than had been the one before the Pasha. The only concern seemed to be security. She had to figure a way to get out of here. She remembered the security in the harem. Once they got her in there it was going to be very hard to get away. But what could she do now. She was well tied. She had tried everything she could think  of  to  loosen  any  of  the  ropes.  Nothing  had  worked.  She  was locked in a slave sack. Even without ropes it would hold her helpless.

The  chain around  her neck held  it tight.  She  was  closed  in  a  small locker. She was sure the locks were all on the outside. And all of that was before she tried to negotiate the doors and walls of the palace. 

Vickie wept. She had never fully realized the extent of the risk she was assuming. Why had she ever come here? How could she be so stupid that she did not weigh the risk of becoming a part of what she was investigating?  The  truth  was  that  she  was  almost  completely unprepared for what she found when she got to this hell hole. She had expected a misogynistic society that treated women as second class citizens. She expected that weak women would have been made to believe they had to obey every command of a man. She had never expected that regime to be enforced with chains, ropes, and the whip. 

Even  when  she  first  saw  it  she  had  not  fully  believed  how  far  the control went. She certainly believed now, but now it was it too late? 

Vickie tried to sleep. It was very hard, and time seemed to pass very slowly. The door to the locker opened. Vickie knew it was not morning. 

What was happening? "It would appear you have found yourself in a very difficult situation." It was Thabit's voice. He was her friend. He was here to rescue her. Vickie moaned and tried to tell him to let her go. Her arms had gone numb but her shoulders ached terribly. She really needed to get out of these ropes. The clips to the chain around the top of the sack were disconnected. The belt was loosened. The sack was opened and dropped down about half way. "Yes, yes, yes." 

Vickie was so happy. It just wasn't happening quickly enough. 

"Do you think it was nice to hide these?" She felt his hands on her breasts. Why was he doing that? He needed to just get her out of the ropes. Someone might come. They needed to be quick. She would let him play were her breasts later if he wanted, for now she needed him to untie her. "I think they will mark well under the cane." Why would he say that? She shook her body back and forth and tried to turn to expose  her  hands.  "Did  you  think  I  was  here  to  let  you  go?"  He laughed.  "You  have  seriously  embarrassed  me.  You  could  have caused me great harm. Fortunately nobody thinks I had anything to do with your perfidy." Oh no. No. He had to help her. She had not meant to harm him in any way. They were friends. He had to help her. 

"I would love to be there for your caning, unfortunately I need to get back to the city. The least I can do is give you a nice introduction to what your life is going to be about." She felt his hand on her nipples. 

There was a cool feeling as he rubbed something into the nipple and areola. Then his hand was between her legs. She felt the coolness on her beauty lips and even on her clit. "That should keep you busy for a while."  He  pulled  the  sack  back  up  into  place  and  closed  the  belt around her neck. He clipped the restraining chains back to her neck. 

She heard the clank of the locker door as it closed and then he was gone. The chains to the neck of the sack held it mostly upright. Vickie was hogtied, she was hooded, she was on her knees in a slave sack able only able to lean against the back wall of the locker. She could not even get her feet down to the bottom so her weight rested on her knees.  It  was  the  most  uncomfortable  position  she  had  ever experienced. The closeness of the hood was claustrophobic. It felt as if it were crushing her head. She needed it off. She needed hands free. 

She needed out of this sack. But none of those were going to happen. 

For  a  minute  or  two  she  twisted  and  pulled  at  her  bindings.  She flopped around on the tether from her neck like a fish on a line. But something else was taking over her attention. What had he rubbed on her breasts, labia, and her clit? It felt like her nipples were engorging with blood. They were feeling so sensitive. It was almost like they were being stroked. How could that be? And the same between her legs. It felt like something was stroking her clit. She could feel it engorging. It was the same feeling as when she lay on her bed and caressed herself. 

Her body was becoming sexually excited. Her breasts, her beauty lips, but mostly her bud needed attention. Instinctively she tried to touch herself.  She  pulled  at  her  hands.  The  thongs  were  tightly  tied.  She would never be able to slip free. Her fingers felt about for anything she could loosen. There was nothing. But she needed to touch herself. 

She needed to stroke and massage her nipples. She needed to put her  hand  between  her  legs.  She  could  bring  herself  much  needed relief if only she could get a hand there. She tried to move her hands around her body. But, her wrists were tied to her ankles. Her hands were kept tightly between her buttocks. She even tried to maneuver a hand, even a finger through her legs from behind. What she needed to reach was so close, but just out of reach. That only increased her frustration. She groaned in despair. Maybe she could rub her body against the side of the sack. She tried to lean out at the sack. She tried to move her upper body back and forth. The sack was fastened at her neck and then flared out to contain her body. For the most part it just moved with her. She could occasionally graze a nipple on the fabric, but nothing that brought enough contact to help. This sack was designed for slaves and it was carefully designed so as not to allow sexually enflamed slaves to gain any satisfaction. She screamed into the gag in her mouth. The torment continued for what seemed like hours.  Vickie  had  never  felt  so  helpless,  she  had  never  felt  so vulnerable, she had never felt so frustrated. At this point she would do anything to get out of the sack. But there was nothing that she could do. She heard noise. She opened her eyes, but there was still nothing to see. She must have fallen asleep. She did not remember it. Al  she remembered  was  continuing  to  fight  her  bonds  in  a  vain  hope  to obtain  some  sexual  relief.  It  must  have  been  exhaustion  that  had finally overtaken her. Could it be morning? How could she tell hooded, bound, and locked in some locker? She could do nothing. But there was  definitely  someone  in  the  room.  She  heard  the  sounds  of movement. Was it the Smith? She wanted him to remove her from this torture. Her shoulders ached. Her knees hurt. If she were untied she did not think she could even stand. But, she knew what being released would mean. "Oh God." She thought. She had watched this happen just  the  day  before.  She  had  been  curious,  but  she  was  now  the subject. She was to be ringed. She would be shaved. She would have her most intimate parts laced closed. She would be shackled in irons.

She  would  be  collared.  And  she  would  be  tattooed.  All  of  this  was about to happen to her and she could do nothing to prevent it. 





Chapter 12 Prepared for the Harem 

The door to the locker opened. 

She could not see it, but she could hear it. To her mixed dread and relief the slave sack was pulled out and she was taken from the sack. 

Her hogtie was released. Vickie wanted nothing more than to be able to stretch out her limbs and try to work out the cramps, but that was not to be. Her ropes were released, but heavy steel replaced them. 

Vickie felt the steel on her wrists and ankles and finally around her neck.  She  felt  the  vibration  of  the  hammer  as  the  pins  were  driven closed. She was now a chained slave. She was pulled to her feet. She wobbled from weakness and from the new weight she now carried. 

Her shoulders ached. Her legs would barely hold her. She felt herself propelled forward. She was pushed down and locked across a bar, just as she had seen the slave only the day before. Vickie had mixed feelings about her hood. It had not been removed. She knew it would be  removed  at  some  point,  but  for  now  it  actually  gave  her  a separation from the things that were being done to her. She tried to put her mind in another place. To an extent it worked. Then she felt the hands on her body. She had been touched before, but never under a circumstance like this. She could not see who was touching her. 

She had no control over where and how she was touched. Her body did not belong to her. She twisted away from the touch and heard only a low laugh. Vickie sobbed into her hood She felt moisture on her body. Then she felt the spray of the water. She was being washed down.  At  least  parts  of  her  were  being  washed  down.  Her  breasts were  cleaned.  Her  pubic  area  was  cleaned.  Fingers  touched  and pinched  at  her  nipples.  It  felt  good.  Her  nipple  hardened.  Then  the hand  was  gone.  Something  cold  pressed  against  her  nipple.  Then there was the pain. She shrieked into her hood, but it was done. Her nipple was pierced. A ring was inserted and closed. She couldn't see this,  but  she  could  tell  from  what  she  had  seen  before.  The  other nipple was next. There was nothing she could do to stop it, and she didn't. Vickie's breasts were not large, she was barely a B cup, but she liked her breasts. She always thought of them as being perky. Her lovers had not seemed to mind, and her breasts had always received their  fair  share  of  attention.  Her  small  size  had  helped  her  disguise herself as a eunuch. She had kept them tightly wrapped for the last week, now they were free. It made them feel larger. The attention left her breasts. She felt the moisture of the sponge or rag again. It was working between her legs. She felt something cool and thick. It was lather. Then there was the stroke of the blade against her skin. She could tell from the movement with almost no resistance that the blade was sharp. She held her breath. She held as still as she could. She did not like the idea of being shaved down there, but she was terribly afraid of being cut. That fear kept her motionless. She was not even thinking about what was still to come between her legs. When he was done she felt the coolness of the air. She had never thought about her pubic hair providing any warmth, but she could tell the difference. She could tell that she was even more naked than she had been since she was a small girl. She blushed inside her hood. Vickie heard someone enter the room. She heard a buzzing sound and then she felt the sting of  the  needle  against  her  body.  She  was  being  tattooed.  Her  body was being marked to display her ownership. She was now a slave, chained and tattooed. She had watched this done to another girl just the day before. Was it the day before? It seemed like a decade ago.

She had not been impacted by what she had then seen. It seemed normal. But now, now it was her body being marked. She could not keep herself from crying. It was so degrading. It was so humiliating. It tore  from  her  everything  that  was  hers.  As  she  felt  the  tattoo  artist worked her flesh, even though she could not see it, she felt owned. 

She felt her status change with every stroke of the ink gun. Finally, the hood  was  removed.  Nervously  Vickie  looked  about  the  room.  The tattoo  artist  was  gone.  It  was  only  Vickie  and  the  Smith.  If  he recognized her from the day before he said nothing. She knew she must look a complete fright. He did not seem to care. He washed her face,  her  neck,  and  finally  her  hair.  Vickie  was  momentarily encouraged. Maybe she was not to be shaved. Only after her hair had been washed, dried, and combed out did she start to feel better. She still had her hair. She felt her hair lifted. Then she heard the sound of shears.  He  was  clipping  away  her  hair.  He  gathered  large  handfuls and then clipped it away close to her head. The removed pieces were carefully set on a cloth to the side. Her hair had not been long, but what  there  was,  even  the  small  amount  that  had  been  there,  was preserved.

When her head was reduced to nothing but stubble he lathered her head and brought back the straight razor. This time Vickie could see the blade. It was no less intimidating when she saw it. Afraid of being cut, she held very still as her head became smooth Something white in color was rubbed onto her head and onto her now bald pubic area. 

She hoped it would be soothing. It was not. It burned. Vickie looked at the Smith. She gave him her best pleading look. He looked back into her eyes. There was no help there. She looked down. The smith once  again  examined  her  breasts.  He  kneaded  them  with  his  large hands. Vickie was surprised when he opened a cabinet and removed a  hypodermic  needle.  She  could  only  stare  and  whimper  when  he injected first one breast, filled the needle and then injected the other. 

The injections were made deep into the center of the breast and at least 30 cc's in volume. Vickie felt her breasts swell with the pressure. 

This had not happened to the girl yesterday. What was this for? When the smith next approached with the punch tool Vickie had seen used the day before she thought she was going to pass out. This was just too horrible to have happen to her. She tried reassuring herself that at least she was not being cut and all of this could be reversed. Of course that required her to first escape. Vickie put her mind elsewhere as she was cathetered, clit ringed, punched, plugged, and finally laced. She did not need to watch, she had seen it done. She knew what she now looked like. Her entire body felt numb - she felt almost nothing that was done to her. There was a sense of her love pouch being full, but her mind wasn't working well. Vickie was released from the frame, but she was still restrained in her new chains. She held up her arms and looked at the chain joining her wrists. She kicked her feet and felt the chain  that  joined  her  ankles.  They  were  not  heavy,  but  they  were certainly  strong  enough  to  keep  her  from  defeating  them.  She understood from what she had already seen that the impact was at least as psychological as physical. But it worked. She felt owned. She felt demeaned. She felt more like a slave than a free person. She could not suppress a sob. The smith directed her to step through her wrist chains. It was the first time he had said anything to her. She looked back  at  him.  He  smiled  and  reached  for  a  small  birch  cane.  Vickie gasped and hurried to follow his direction. He laughed - more a snort - Vickie blushed. Again, she felt humiliated as she was degraded by this simple act. A large part of the treatment was meant to imprint on her the change in her status and her new role in life. Vickie knew this from her time on the other end of the whip. She had not then fully grasped the level of humiliation. Why hadn't she felt more compassion for the slaves she was training? If she hadn't felt compassion, how could  she  expect  any  now?  The  smith  grabbed  the  chain  between Vickie's  wrists  and  raised  it  up  her  back  until  he  could  fasten  the middle  link  to  the  back  of  her  collar.  Now  it  was  a  very  effective restraint. Her arms were held just above the small of her back between her  shoulder  blades.  Her  entire  bottom  was  exposed.  In  front  her breasts were pushed forward and exposed. Her hands were useless to her. There was a knock at the door. The smith opened it. A eunuch stepped in. Vickie looked up at him. "Can I collect this slave?" The question  was  to  the  smith.  "Yes.  It  is  ready  for  you."  He  clipped  a leash to the front of Vickie's collar and held the end out to the eunuch.

Then he gave her a playful slap on her bottom. "Enjoy your new life girl." Vickie did not think she was going to enjoy any of this. She had certainly not enjoyed the preparation she had just been subjected to. 

She did not want to be a slave and she did not want to be a harem sex slave. But, then, nobody had asked her. Vickie thought about how she got here. She knew her going undercover would be a risk, but she had never thought of it in terms of this. She had been unmasked, and was now a branded, chained slave destined for the harem. Once she passed through the gates of its sanctum she would be lost. Nobody would  know  where  she  was,  and  she  would  be  unable  to communicate to anyone in the outside world. She could not stop the shiver that ran through her body. The leash jerked. She looked at the eunuch  with  panic.  He  smiled  back  and  then  jerked  again.  He  was stronger than she was. Even if she were not restrained she would be no match for him. The pull on the leash to her collar was hard to resist.

She shuffled along behind him, constrained in her steps by a hobble connecting her ankles. Vickie had to take multiple short steps to keep up with the eunuch and keep from falling. But there was more. With each  step  she  felt  the  bulging  thing  that  had  been  laced  in  her.  It apparently was not solid, and with every step there was a dull thunk as something inside the device rolled forward and back. It caused the entire plug to slightly vibrate inside her. It would never be enough to give her any pleasure, but it reminded her with every step of that part of her body and the fact that it was now completely denied to her. It belonged only to her master. She looked down at the floor in front of her.  Being  led  this  way  was  so  humiliating.  How  was  she  going  to endure this? Vickie looked to the right and left. She looked for any means of escape. She saw nothing. Soon, instead, she saw the gates of the harem quarters known as the seraglio. She squealed and turned away. She tried to get away from the eunuch that held her leash. Either he  was  stronger  than  he  looked  or  he  was  expecting  it.  All  she managed to do was to fall to the ground. Two more eunuchs appeared. 

Vickie was picked up by her arms. She was moved forward toward the gate. The gate had been opened as Vickie had struggled and a guard was standing next to the opening. With ease Vickie was walked through the door. She heard the gate clank as it slammed shut behind her. She was in the seraglio. She looked back at the impenetrable wall of  steel  bars  that  separated  the  occupants  from  the  outside  world. 

But, they were far from done with her. She was propelled forward to the punishment bench. She had forgotten that all new arrivals would be caned. She did not want to be caned. She had already experienced enough pain. She had watched enough canings to know that she did not want it happening to her. Vickie decided to make a stand. She struggled.  She  pulled  at  her  bonds.  She  twisted  and  jerked.  It prolonged things for a bit, but in the end she was on the bench. Her legs were spread and strapped in place. Belts across her back held her tight. She was bound helplessly with her arms still held between her shoulders exposing her raised buttocks and thighs easily available for the torment that was to come. Vickie dissolved into tears as she fought to prevent them from securing her to this insidious device. If anyone noticed they clearly did not care. She was completely helpless. 

Further, because she was nude this position thrust her now denuded pubic area up into the air. She hated the way she was exposed. When the bench was cranked forward her head was lower than her body. 

The highest part of her was her buttocks. From there, because of the angle  of  her  body,  her  thighs  were  vertical  to  the  floor.  Both  her buttocks and thighs were easy targets. Her stomach and hips were kept up by a bar that extended from her stomach back to just above her pubis. Her lower legs were now parallel to the floor. Her feet were completely exposed. When her great toes were each fastened with a strap even her feet were completely open and exposed. She could wiggle them, but she could not move them up, down, or to the side. 

Vickie knew the bench had straps that could be tightened around the base of a girl's breasts. She figured her breasts at a small B cup were too  small,  but  the  forward  leaning  position  together  with  the  small amount of additional mass from the injection provided just enough for the eunuch to circle each breast with a strap. Once he was able to capture some protruding flesh he pulled the strap tight. Vickie felt her breasts  swell  with  the  pressure  of  the  trapped  blood.  Her  nipples hardened. The eunuch laughed and stroked one and then the other nipple.  They  were  very  sensitive  and  Vickie  groaned  in  response. 

Vickie,  now  fully  secured.  As  if  not  helpless  enough  she  was  then hooded and gagged. She could not see what was happening around her. Even her ability to hear was limited by the leather of the hood. 

She kept listening for the sound of the cane. How many stokes would they give her? Would she know when it was to start? Would she know what her punishment would be? Not knowing was almost worse than the  punishment.  She  flinched  and  clenched  her  buttocks  at  every sound  behind  her.  She  expected  that  the  eunuch  would  have  said something to her after she was secured. She expected to be told how many strokes she was to receive. But nothing. He careful y checked her restraints, gave her a gentle pat on her behind, and then he was gone. When would it start? Could she stand it? Vickie had seen the girl caned the day before. That had been a total of twelve strokes. She had seen other girls caned. She had seen the faces react with shock, even disbelief. She had heard the deep screams. She had watched the  victims  twist  and  fight  their  restraints.  All  of  this  had communicated the message to Vickie. The cane was an awful tool.

Slaves rightfully feared it. She feared it. She did not want to be caned. 

She would promise anything to avoid it. But there was no alternative program that had been offered to her. She was to be caned, and she could do nothing to keep it from happening. She was crying again. 

The leather over her eyes was moist from her tears. Life in the harem went on around her. She was not yet a part of it. That would come after  her  initiation,  and  her  initiation  would  be  painful.  She remembered  what  she  had  learned  from  Thabit.  An  introductory caning was normal. First, it was important for the girl to feel the cane. 

Imagination  was  not  enough.  Her  fear  and  respect  would  be  much greater after she had been caned. It had made perfect sense to her when  Thabit  had  explained  it.  After  all,  she  was  then  a  eunuch  in training. Now it did not make sense. She did not need to be caned.

She did not want to be caned. It was completely unnecessary. She did not need to experience the pain. She would do anything she was told.  But  she  was  unable  to  communicate  this  to  anyone.  Vickie struggled in her bonds. She didn't want to be caned. She sobbed. It was even worse being made to just lie here helpless, just waiting for her caning to begin. She remembered her interview of the Sultan. He had stressed the importance of making the person to be caned wait. 

What had he said - hours in some cases? When was that interview? 

It seemed like years ago. It was in a different life. She was different now. They were making her wait; wait for the caning, just like he had said. Make her anticipate. Keep her hooded and disoriented. She did not know the time. There was no measurable sense of time in a hood. 

All of these things demonstrated the control they had over her. They had all the control. She had none. Vickie was so tired. She finally tried to relax and see if she could sleep. It was hard to take her mind off what was about to happen to her, but she had no control over that. 

Maybe she could relax. Maybe a little sleep would help. She would start to relax; she would take her mind off her helplessness and more importantly, her upcoming fate. Then there would be a sound near her and she would jump in anticipation. But then life in the seraglio would just go on. For now, at least, she was just a fixture. After what seemed like hours she felt the gag in her mouth loosened. When her mouth was exposed she moved her jaw about and tried to think of something to say, but before she could say anything something was pushed into her mouth. She felt it push deep. "You will now work this replica of your master in your mouth to receive water. You have half an hour to empty the bag. If you stop sucking for more than two seconds you will  be shocked." The eunuch connected wires from the base of the device in her mouth to each of her shiny new nipple rings. "What the fuck?" Vickie thought to herself. She was not going to play this game.

Then fire erupted in her nipples. It felt like a hot iron had been laid across  them  both.  "AAAGGHHH."  Vickie  screeched  and  began sucking on the thing in her mouth. As she sucked a small amount of water squirted from the end of the phallus and into her mouth. The water actually tasted good. She had not realized how dehydrated she was.  She  needed  the  water.  She  hated  taking  it  this  way.  And,  the damn phallus was very stingy. It took a great deal of effort to get a very  small  amount  of  water.  Thirsty  as  she  was  she  would  have forgone the entire enterprise except that when she stopped to try to catch her breath she was once again rewarded with the horrible pain in  her  nipples.  Did  the  tight  bands  at  the  root  of  her  breasts  make them tenderer? She didn't know, but she did not stop sucking again until  the  eunuch  returned  and  turned  the  device  off.  Vickie  was groaning as he pulled the phallus from her mouth and quickly replaced her gag. Her mouth was once again filled with the leather wad pulled tightly  by  the  pad  across  her  mouth.  Once  again  Vickie  was abandoned  to  her  own  nightmares.  She  now  knew  she  would  be required to wait until evening. She needed to relax. She needed to get some sleep. "Hah, she thought the sleep of the damned." Her body was so tense. She needed to relax. There was nothing she could do, so she needed to just relax. Vickie was starting to drift, but once again she  heard  sounds.  This  was  different.  Something  was  happening behind her. She could hear people. She knew. Oh, god, she knew.

The  other  slaves  were  lining  up.  That  meant  only  one  thing.  That meant it was time for her punishment. Well, it wasn't punishment was it?  She  had  not  disobeyed.  This  was  just  an  introductory  caning, unless  the  Pasha  had  added  punishment  for  her  sneaking  into  his harem. That was punishable. "Oh God!" That could make it so much worse.  It  was  if  all  her  senses  were  heightened.  She  could  sense someone behind her. She could sense his presence. She even knew it  was  not  one  of  the  other  slaves.  There  was  a  light  tap  on  her buttocks. She squeaked and jumped. He hadn't hit her, at least not yet.  He  was  only  measuring.  She  twisted  and  struggled  in  her restraints. She realized how tightly she was held. No matter what she did her bottom was well displayed. So were her thighs, her breasts, and  even  her  feet.  She  could  do  nothing  to  remove  any  of  these targets from the arc of the coming cane Then she heard the sound. It whooshed as the cane moved pushed aside air.

WHOOSHH She heard the sound as it connected with the flesh of her bottom. CRACKK She felt it push against her. She felt the soft flesh of her cheeks depress under the heavy stroke. She heard and felt all this before she felt the pain. It took a moment for the pain to register. 

Vickie's entire body stiffened. Her head went back. 00OHHHAAA. She screamed and howled into her gag. Never had she felt anything like that. It hurt on a level she did could not have even imagined. She had told herself it wouldn't be so bad. She had told herself that she could gut her way through it. It was worse. It was beyond her imagination. 

But that was not true. She needed to make it stop. But as that thought worked  into  her  mind  she  heard  the  whooshing  sound  again. 

SWISSHH "Oh fuck." She needed to get her bottom out of range of this horrible thing, but she could not. And the sound of the strike of the second stroke of the cane was as loud as the first. THUNKK Once again  the  cane  pushed  deeply  into  the  soft  flesh  of  her  bottom. 

OOHHAAAAA GGHHAA As she twisted and pulled at her restraints and howled, she realized that the eunuch had said nothing. He had just started to cane her. He had not told her he was going to do it. He had not told her how many stokes. That was completely wrong. She should at least be told how much punishment. Each stroke could be the last, but it could be only one in an endless stream of unbearable pain. Vickie was sobbing. There had not been a third stroke. Was that it? Oh please, let that be it. If only she could see. Was he still back there? She had lost track of him. Everything was deadly silent. She twisted her head as if she could see, but the hood was completely opaque. Was he done with her? Please, please, please. There was a sound. WHOOSSSHH The sound of her flesh impacted by the strike.

CRACK Then the pain. AAGGHHAAA Why didn't her body get use to is. How could it continue to be so painful? She needed to tell him she would be a good slave. She would be. She had already been caned enough  to  know  that  she  would  do  anything  -  anything  -  to  avoid feeling it again. If only she could get him to stop. 

She  could  not.  The  caning  continued.  It  continued  until  she  had received  a  full  dozen  strokes.  Her  bottom  was  on  fire.  Her  thighs burned. She was sure she was deeply cut and would be scared for the rest of her life. She had finally stopped struggling. Not because it hurt  any  less.  Not  because  her  body  had  adjusted  to  it.  No,  only because she was no longer able to pull and jerk. All her strength was gone.  Her  muscles  had  stopped  working.  She  would  be  unable  to walk. She would be unable to do anything. He didn't tell her it was over. He just stopped and she heard him moving away. She was not removed from the punishment bench. She was not unhooded. She remained helplessly strapped to the bench. Was he really done with her or only giving her a rest before it started again. She could not even contemplate that. Fear kept her tense. Please let that be all. PLEASE

PLEASE. Time passed. He was back. She could feel a presence. But he wasn't behind her anymore. He was by her side. Thank heaven; he was going to let her go. Then there was that sound, that whooshing sound, and then the dull thump of its interaction with something soft. 

Oh  god.  Oh  no.  This  could  not  be  happening.  The  pain  suddenly radiated from the front of her breasts. He had just caned her across the top of her breasts. AGGAHHHAAA The way Vickie was secured in the punishment bench was devious. The way her breasts were held, the  way  the  straps  tightened  around  the  root  of  each  breast  made them sensitive. So sensitive. That had hurt - it had hurt so much more than the stripes now decorating her bottom and thighs. And that had only been a single stroke. Vickie howled. She needed to pull up. She needed  to  free  her  breasts  from  the  horrible  vulnerable  position  in which  they  were  held.  But,  she  could  not.  She  was  completely helpless. As she heard the whoosh of the next stoke she tried to call out for mercy. WHOOSHH -- - CRACKK-- - 00OHHHAAAA He was right there. He was right by her head. Certainly he could tell that this was just too painful. She was going to be a perfect slave. He did not need to punish her. She had done nothing wrong. Because the front of  the  bench  was  open  her  breasts  were  completely  exposed  for punishment. She could do nothing to stop the assault. The tight belt across her back just below her shoulder blades kept her pulled tight to the bar that extended from her waist to her neck. She did not have large breasts. Right now she wished she had none at all. How could he keep finding flesh to attack? The assault on her breasts continued.

After two stripes across the top he laid two across the bottom of the breasts  and  then  two  across  her  nipples.  It  was  only  six  strokes. 

"ONLY".  Vickie  did  not  think  'only'.  She  thought  it  hurt  worse  than anything she had ever felt. She was sure that the flesh of her breasts had been ruined forever. Her bottom and thighs burned. Her breasts burned but also ached. This had been much more than she could take. 

She would have done anything to make it stop. But she had not been given a choice. She was not given the opportunity to change her fate in  any  way.  Her  level  of  helplessness  was  clearly  communicated. 

Once  again,  she  was  left.  Left,  but  not  released.  Just  remaining helpless now sent waves of panic surging through her. She had seen the slave introduced to the harem the day before, but it had not been like this. Why was she being treated so harshly? If only she could see what was going on. Then she felt it. It was just a sense. The way you know you are being watched even when you don't see the watcher. It was  the  Pasha.  She  knew  he  was  watching.  She  knew  he  had designed  a  special  kind  of  hell  just  for  her.  Vickie  sobbed.  Not knowing what was next was as bad as being beaten. Well- that is not true. It was the anticipation of being beaten combined with the fresh memory of the beating and the throbbing flesh on the abused parts of her body that was making her hyperventilate. At least she didn't need to breath into a bag. She already had a bag of sorts over her head.

Her  breath  was  already  constricted  by  the  clammy  embrace  of  the hood  and  the  tight  belts  holding  her  still.  But  her  breath  rate  was raging. She tried to get her breathing under control. 

She remembered the slave from the day before. There had been more punishment. But, she did not remember a long wait in between. And, Vickie  had  received  more  strokes.  This  should  be  enough.  All  was quiet. She turned her head from side to side as best she could in her restraints.  She  tried  to  make  out  anything  about  her  surroundings. 

Then there was a touch. It was just a light tap, a tap across the sole of  Vickie's  right  foot.  Vickie  jumped.  It  didn't  hurt,  but  it  was  a complete surprise. Then there was a second tap, right in the same spot. Oh NO! Not the feet. As the thought emerged from Vickie's brain the  air  was  cut  with  the  cane.  SWISSH  The  soles  of  the  feet  are incredibly  sensitive.  There  are  thousands  of  nerve  endings  in  close proximity. The flesh there is also quite dense. THACKK The stoke of the cane was delivered with less force than those on her buttocks or breasts, after all, the Eunuch did not want to cripple her, only punish her, but it hurt. The pain from this new insult raced up her leg, it ground through  her  body.  She  had  been  completely  surprised,  but  it  was more  than  just  the  surprise.  This  was  horrible  unbearable  pain.

000AAGGHHAAAA  Vickie  screamed.  Vickie  remembered  that  the bastinado was a very special punishment. One of its characteristics is that the body does not adjust to the pain; instead the sense of pain increases with each successive blow as the nociceptors in the feet respond. Vickie could now testify to that. The second stoke on her right foot hurt worse than the first. Then there was a third. The fact that  all  the  attention  was  on  one  foot  made  it  all  the  worse.  That deficiency  was  quickly  remedied.  The  left  foot  was  tapped.  Vickie cringed as the attack on that foot started. SWISH - - - THUNK - - - 000AAHHHGGG She needed to get her feet out of the line of fire, but a simple strap around each great toe kept the feet pointed down and available.  There  was  nothing  she  could  do.  If  nothing  else,  the complete  state  of  her  vulnerability  had  been  demonstrated  for  her.

Fastened to the punishment bench any portion of her body could be punished. She had never felt so vulnerable. He stopped after three strokes to each foot. Still, her feet throbbed. She was not sure she could even walk on them. She imagined them swollen to the size of oranges. She did not want to think if there was anything left to punish.

She was sure they had many more things they could do to her. She didn't want to know what they were. She knew clearly how badly they could hurt her. She also realized, that as horrific as this experience had  been,  she  would  not  only  survive  it,  she  would  survive  with minimal  damage.  She  would  have  marks  and  welts  for  a  time.  She would be bruised. But everything that had been done to her would heal. The prospect that so much pain could be visited on her without damage  to  the  Pasha's  property  was  terrifying.  Again  she  was  left. 

Again she was not released. She was overcome with panic. She could not take any more. She could not move. Not just because she was so tightly restrained. She felt limp. She didn't think she would be able to move her muscles even if she were not strapped down. She had been crying softly, now she began to lose control. She was sobbing. This was  so  much  worse  than  it  needed  to  be.  Why  had  she  been  so severely punished? Then she knew. Even when you cannot see you can  sometimes  tell  when  you  are  being  watched.  Vickie  knew,  of course, that she was being watched by the other slaves. She knew she was being watched by the eunuchs, but that was not it. The Pasha. 

The  Pasha  was  watching  her  punishment.  She  could  picture  him 

standing  in  his  rooms  above  the  seraglio.  She  could  picture  him looking down on her as each stroke of the cane marked her flesh and drove her to frenzied struggling. She could see him smiling with the knowledge of his control and her vulnerability. From somewhere she found some strength and jerked against her bindings. She had been touched. It was just a slight touch on her buttocks. She tensed for a strike,  but  it  never  came.  Her  eves  were  soaked  inside  the  hood. 

Nobody  could  see  her  cry.  Nobody  cared  if  she  did.  There  was nobody to help her. There was nobody to take pity on her. There was nobody to show her mercy. She dropped her head again. 

She jerked again. Once again it had been a very light touch. Not quite a stroke, just a touch, then nothing. She stiffened. Then she relaxed. 

Then she was touched again. This time she did not jump or jerk. There had not been any pain with the touch. Her buttocks were very tender, but the touch had been so light that it had not even set off any pain response. Was somebody touching her? Was some insect landing on her? He felt like more than that. But why? No, it was a touch. This time she knew for sure. She could feel the hand. This time it moved, this time it caressed, this time she could feel the fingers moving over her sore punished bottom flesh. There was something soothing about it. 

But the strokes were moving, oh God, they were moving up between her rear cheeks. She felt a finger riming her rear flower. "Not there." 

She said to herself. She did not want to be punished THERE. She did not want to be touched THERE. Then the finger pushed in. It probed about and then pulled out. Vickie had NEVER been violated there. She had never had anal sex. This was just not acceptable. "Girlie is very tight. This will have to be stretched." "What the FUCK." Vickie did not want to be stretched. She did not want any attention of any kind paid to that part of her body. But, she knew better. She knew that men like the Pasha liked to take women there. She had heard in discussions with Thabit that this was especially true for Western slaves. Not only did it avoid pregnancy it was considered to be humiliating. That added a level of enjoyment for the master. Just the eunuch pushing a finger into  her  was  humiliating.  Vickie  closed  her  eyes  and  clenched  her teeth on the gag in her mouth. The finger had been joined by another. 

The two fingers were working in and out. They had been coated with something and Vickie could feel the fingers working easily in her anal ring. Then they were gone. She hoped this was over, but she knew better.  There  was  pressure  against  her  sphincter.  The  eunuch  was pushing something into her. Her well lubricated anal passage opened to make way for the nose of the invader. Vickie instinctively clenched her  sphincter  muscles.  WHOOSH  -  -  -  CRACK---  000GGHHAAA FUCK - he had hit her with his small whip. It was not a painful as the cane, but it still hurt. It hurt a lot. "If you be loosening muscles all will be easier and girl be feeling less pain both in and on ass." She knew that, she knew she could not prevent the penetration, but it was hard to make her body respond to her brains logic. She did not want that thing in her ass. She knew she could not keep it out. She knew it was going in there, but a part of her signaled defend against the intruder.

The invader was pushing again. From the rather small head it grew in girth. "How fucking large is this?" It felt huge. There was no way she could  accommodate  this  thing.  But,  it  was  already  inserted  several inches.  And  it  kept  moving.  Vickie  took  a  deep  breath  and  tried  to relax her muscles. The thing in her ass was hurting now. She was sure she was going to tear down there. Then just as she knew that she could  accommodate  no  more  she  felt  it  push  up  inside  and  her sphincter close around the base. It was somewhat more comfortable, but not a lot. She still felt very full. She really wanted that thing out of her, but she knew that was not going to happen. At least the neck was not terribly wide. That was certainly a blessing. "You will  be finding this a most ingenious device. It not being necessary to be increasing plugs with larger ones. This plug is programmed, it will  be expanding on its own. It will  be doing so very slowly. You will  not be even noticing the  change,  but  in  a  week  or  two  you  should  be  open  enough  to please master. Doesn't that make you a happy slave?" It sure as fuck did  not  make  her  a  happy  slave.  Fortunately  she  was  gagged  and hooded. She did not have to say anything and she did not even have to look at him. She did feel herself flush with shame under her hood.

The  prospect  of  wearing  this  thing  for  a  week-  or  longer  -  was mortifying. 

"Even better news. Plug need not be removed. Can be kept in place as  long  as  is  necessary.  A  line  through  the  plug  allows  thorough cleaning without removal. Isn't that wonderful?" Again, it was anything but wonderful. She knew that this meant they would use an enema to "cleanse" her. That was not good news. "Also, device has wonderful training  ability."  Vickie  felt  fire  shoot  through  her  rectal  cavity.  The fucking thing was electrified and he had just triggered a shock. FUCK!

That hurt. That really hurt. "Surprising how well behaved a girlie can become. Girlie will  being very well  behaved, girlie should be thanking me for such help to her advancement?" The shock had been horrible. 

Vickie mumbled an affirmative and did her best to move her head up and down. She did not want to be well behaved, but she sure as hell did not want another shock, and she had nothing to gain by outward defiance. She was in no position to resist or fight back in any way. 

"You will  be resting here until morning. You should be using this time to  consider  your  introduction  and  your  necessary  obedience  when you  are  finally  allowed  to  join  the  harem."  With  that  there  was  an almost caressing pat on her naked bottom and he was gone. Vickie could not see him move away, but she could feel the change in the air signifying there was no longer anyone near her. She remembered that the  final  part  of  the  punishment  bench  was  to  spend  the  night  in contemplation,  restrained,  hooded,  gagged,  and  of  course  well whipped. She was certainly all of those things. Vickie's bottom burned.

Her  breasts  were  on  fire.  And,  the  soles  of  her  feet  throbbed.  She wanted to touch her injured flesh. She wanted to try to sooth away the pain. But she could not. Her hands were held helplessly between her shoulder blades. Her shoulders and arms were aching as well, but the pain from the thrashing she had received pushed that pain deeper. 

Instinctively she tested her restraints - she pulled at her hands; she wiggled her fingers about looking for something she could touch; she pulled and pushed at her legs; she twisted her body against the straps that held her; she tried to lift her chest against the straps and the tight constriction of her breasts. None of this activity aided her in any way. 

She was tightly restrained; she was absolutely held; she was a slave and there was nothing she could do about it. Vickie tried to relax and sleep. The inside of the hood again became wet with her tears - but nobody  cared.  Even  though  a  slave  was  not  supposed  to  cry,  was expected  to  be  happy  about  serving  her  master,  sometimes  crying was  not  punished.  It  was  normal  for  a  new  slave  subjected  to  the rigorous welcome to the harem. Besides, under the heavy hood the tears could not he seen.





Chapter  13  Life  in  the  Seraglio 

 Vickie  must  have  finally  slept.  She opened her eyes to the sound of movement around her. She could see nothing. Inside the hood all was dark. Her body ached. The pain on her buttocks had subsided, a little, but her shoulders ached, her breasts throbbed, and the thing in her ass felt like a 'fucking log? The eunuch had said it would slowly expand. She was sure it must have expanded over night. She needed to reach down and do something, but her hands were still useless to her. Her hands? Her entire body was helpless. She was going nowhere until she was released from this horrid bench. It was the start of the day, but Vickie had no idea what time it was. In fact it was early. The seraglio came to life with first light -  Vickie  could  not  yet  see  any  light.  It  was  actually  not  long,  but  it seemed like a long time before the straps holding Vickie down to the punishment bench were released. When the hood was finally removed the rush of fresh air on her face was like heaven. She took a deep breath. Her arms were still held up on her back, but just the ability to move the rest of her body was wonderful. Everything felt cramped.

Everything hurt. Vickie could see a great deal of activity in the harem. 

One of the young men signaled for her to follow him. He was much shorter than Vickie. He looked to be no more than 12, but in a eunuch, age can be difficult to gage. In any event being directed by one who looked so young made her very uncomfortable. He led her over to a line of sleeping mats. "You sixth girl in La'1 chain." He pointed to the mat in sixth position. Vickie did not know what to do. She looked at the mat that was about to become her home. She looked down into the face of the minder. She looked over to the end of the room where all the other girls seemed to be lining up for something. She looked back at him. SWIT - - - POP His hand moved so quickly that the small whip hit her flank before she could do anything. Next to the cane it was like a love tap - but, it still hurt. She did not want any more of that.

"Obeisance." He pointed to the floor near the mat. Vickie did not want to  be  hit  again.  She  dropped  to  the  floor.  She  bent  forward  and pushed her forehead to the ground at his feet. Her face turned bright red with shame. She knew the position. She knew what was required - after all she had made her slaves show her proper respect on many occasions. But this was just wrong. She was kneeling and showing her obedience to a mere pup. But the alternative was not acceptable.

She could not show resistance. If she did he would whip her. That hurt. And if she still did not... well she did not want another visit to the punishment bench. Her bottom and thighs had started to throb as she began to move. She needed to do whatever she could to avoid that. So, she assumed the position and accepted the humiliation. The purpose of this exercise was clear. She was going to have to obey and show proper deference to this youth. His age did not matter. His size  did  not  matter.  Al   that  mattered  was  his  authority.  He  had authority over her and she would have to do whatever he demanded.

Vickie  closed  her  eyes.  What  was  she  going  to  do?  How  was  she going to get out of this? And if she could not, how was she going to survive the humiliation and pain? Vickie held her position. She did not move her head. She did not try to see what was going on. She knew she needed to stay in position until her young master commanded her to do something else. She knew this was a test. For a very long time nothing  happened.  Finally,  she  felt  the  tap  of  the  end  of  the  whip handle  against  her  shoulder.  Not  painful,  this  was  a  signaling  tap. 

"Up." It was not easy without her arms, and with her ankles hobbled, but Vickie struggled to get her legs under her and finally rose. She almost  fell  when  the  hobble  chain  jerked  at  her  ankles,  but  she managed to catch her balance and come to her feet. She was very careful to keep her eyes cast down and not look into the face of the young master. She remembered what she had taught. She stood with her feet as close to shoulder width apart has her hobble would allow. 

She  pulled  her  shoulders  back,  thrust  her  breasts  forward  and lowered her chin and eyes. It was the perfect position of 'present'. 

She may not have been trained, but she had trained other slaves, and knew what was required. 

"Good."  She  heard.  The  minder  lifted  the  chain  at  her  neck  and disconnected her wrists from her collar. Vickie dropped her hands to her back but did not otherwise move her body. She wanted to shake her  arms.  She  wanted  to  massage  them.  But  she  did  not.  "Step." 

Again a single command, but she knew. She brought her wrist chain down and stepped back through it to bring her chained hands up in front of her. She resumed her present position but now she brought her arms up, flipped the wrist chain over her head and held her hands at the back of her head with her elbows back. It was funny, she had never  actually  taken  these  positions,  but  she  had  commanded  and watched them so many times it seemed natural. It felt wonderful to have her arms in front of her. Her shoulders still hurt, but this was a huge  improvement.  The  minder  nodded.  Then  he  pointed  with  his whip to the lines of girls near the far wall. "You will  join your chain." 

Vickie walked in the direction of the other girls. There were six lines of girls. Vickie knew she was the last girl in one of the lines, but which line was La'l. She knew that meant Ruby, but which line was that? 

Then she saw small colored circles on the back of the collars. There was green, blue, gold, copper, yellow and then she saw it -red. That had to be her line. She joined in. SNAP - - - POP - - - UUGHHH Fuck, that caught her on the breast. That really hurt. She looked at him with questioning eyes. He pointed with his whip handle to a series shelves near the wall. Most of the shelves were empty, but there were a few bowls still in evidence. Vickie looked at the line of girls in front of her.

Each  one  was  holding  a  bowl  in  her  hands.  Vickie  rushed  to  the shelves. There were only a few bowls left there. Then she saw it. The bowl  with  the  last  three  numbers  of  her  slave  number.  873.  She reached for it slowly. It was only a plastic bowl. Only a bowl with a number on it. But the number - the number was her slave number. 

Had she now become just a number? There was no time for reflection. 

Vickie grabbed the bowl and quickly got back in line. Vickie knew what the  bowl  was  for.  This  would  be  humiliating,  but  she  was  already feeling the pressure in her bladder. She looked down at the little line running from inside her bladder out between her tightly laced lips. The end was not open. Before the liquid, that was now creating pressure in her bladder, could be expunged it would take someone with a tool to open the line. Even the most basic of her functions were now totally under  the  control  of  others.  The  line  moved  forward  quickly.  Vickie now stood in front of one of the eunuchs. As she had watched those before her, she held the bowl in front of her body just below the little tube.  He  wore  gloves.  His  right  hand  lifted  her  tube.  The  eunuch checked the end of the tube. Then he used a tool to open the line directing the flow into the bowl. Vickie felt herself flush, but it felt so good to have the pressure relieved. Was this the only way she would now make water- as the middle Easterners liked to say? It appeared that it was. When the flow had stopped the same tool closed the tube.

Vickie wondered if it could be opened without the tool. She was not going to try to find out. She assumed - correctly - that just inspecting the end of the tube could result in a very sore bottom. The eunuch checked the level of the liquid. He said something to a minder next to him, who was sitting with a book open on a desk. The minder wrote something  down.  He  then  made  another  comment  and  something else was written down. Vickie assumed it related to either the color or smell.  Her  Arabic  was  not  good  enough  to  know  which.  Then  he dipped  a  small  test  strip  in  the  liquid.  Different  colored  stripes appeared on the stick. Vickie had no idea what any of it meant, but there  was  more  direction  and  more  writing  in  the  book.  They  were recording  the  results.  Not  only  had  she  lost  control  of  her  body functions,  but  those  functions  were  now  a  matter  of  record.  Vickie stood, legs apart, hands between her thighs holding a small bowl filled with her own urine. The eunuch finally signaled for her to go. Quickly she turned, stepped to the utility sink and emptied and washed her small bowl. After it was replaced on the shelf she lined up, taking her position, in her chain. One at a time a chain of slaves was selected to step forward. An overhead track ran down a corridor with tiled walls.

Hanging from the track were metal hooks about a meter apart. Each hook  had  a  number  on  it.  The  girls  in  the  chain  stepped  under  the track, lifted her arms and clipped the center hook of her wrist chain onto the hook. As the track moved forward the floor sloped down. Not a great distance, but enough to pull the slaves arms up raising her to her toes. The length of the line holding the hook was different for each girl. Clearly it was set to match the girl's height. Vickie stepped under hook  873  and  slipped  her  chain  over  the  hook.  The  track  moved forward and she moved with it. She felt her arms stretched up. It was not uncomfortable, but she would not be able to remove her hands from the hook. The downward pressure on the line had closed a gate on the hook. The walls of the corridor were tiled. As the track turned a  corner  Vickie  could  hear  and  then  see  the  stream  of  water  from above and from the sides. Slowly the track moved the girls through the first stage of washing. The water was cold, and Vickie shivered when  it  hit  her.  Her  natural  reaction  was  to  want  to  wrap  her  arms around her body, but they were held over her head. At the end of this stage  the  track  turned  again.  Next,  it  moved  into  an  open  area.  It descended into something of a trench. On both sides of the trench one of the young men began to soap the girls' upper bodies. They used mitts like those used for car washes. Not that different thought Vickie as her mind made the analogy. It was clear that the reason for the trench was to put the upper bodies in easy reach. The track kept moving and the girls walked up out of the trench. Two more minders, also equipped with mitts, washed the lower body. Careful attention was paid to the area between the legs. The next stage was another rinse stage. It looked very much like the first one, but could not be.

The line of girls was long enough to make a return to the same station problematic. When the track came out of the rinse station, it separated into  six  different  lines.  It  somehow  knew  the  different  chains  and moved each chain into its own line. Either the floor was slightly lower or  the  track  higher  because  Vickie  felt  her  arms  stretched  as  she moved  into  position.  A  eunuch  moved  down  the  lines.  A  tube extended  from  the  ceiling  next  to  each  girl.  The  eunuch  quickly plugged the tubes into the girls' butt plugs. Vickie tried to look over her shoulder to see what was happening behind her but she could not make out much. Suddenly she felt something in her bottom. It was warm. She was being filled with water. They were giving her an enema. 

She should not have been surprised. She had had an enema before, but then it was totally under her control. It was not at the hands of some  other  person  and  not  while  she  was  held  stretched  by  her chained hands. And not with some huge plug in her ass. This was not going to be pleasant. It wasn't. It did not take long for the sensation to become very uncomfortable. It felt like her stomach was expanding.

Enough she thought. She really did not want this in her anymore. She had not wanted it in her to begin with, but now she really wanted it out. And, she certainly did not want any more. She was full. She was going to explode, she was sure of it. Fortunately, the flow stopped. 

But she was still full of the liquid. Vickie wanted it out of her, but she was unable to expel any of the liquid. The seal on the plug was strong and prevented any of the liquid from leaving her body. It would stay in  her  until  others  decided  to  let  it  out.  Vickie  flushed  with  shame. 

Eunuchs moved down the lines. Hands massaged and pushed at one stomach after another. Each action resulted in a groan from the girl so handled. This was too degrading. Vickie could not put up with this. 

But here she was, stretched out, all but hanging by her hands, only her toes touching the floor, her backside stuffed with a horrid plug, her  bowels  filled  with  warm  liquid.  She  felt  a  tear  in  her  eye.  Then another. She needed to get out of here. She really needed to get out of  here.  Then  the  water  started  again.  Vickie  could  feel  her  insides expanding. Too much water! She felt like she was going to explode. 

Her stomach was starting to cramp. She lifted her legs and tried to pull her knees up to relieve the pain. She could hold that position for only a short time. To do so she had to hang by her wrists and that hurt - both her wrists in the chains and her shoulders. This did not take the pain  away  and,  in  fact,  the  strain  on  her  abdominal  muscles  only seemed to exacerbate the cramps. She let her legs down. She twisted and writhed. How long? How long would they leave her like this? The inflow stopped, but she still felt like she was going to explode. She tried to bear down and force some of the liquid out. That did not work.

It only hurt. The damn plug in her ass was too well sealed. She would remain as she was until they emptied her. 

Vickie looked around at the other girls. Most of them stood on their toes with only slight movement. When a girl did twist or squirm to one side or the other Vickie could see the extended belly from the forced enema. Why were they leaving it in? Fuck - this hurt. Then she felt the hand on her belly she did not look down, she did not react in any way. 

She could feel the water being sloshed around inside her. This hurt, not  much  really,  but  it  was  so  degrading.  Vickie's  eyes  were  moist from her tears. She continued to look off into space as the eunuch worked  her  belly.  Vickie  was  the  last  girl  in  the  chain.  Hopeful y  it would not take too much longer and then they would empty her out. 

Vickie had become separated from her body, her mind had travel ed away. It was certainly safer that way. She did not even realize that this was  over  until  she  felt  the  water  being  sucked  from  her  insides.  At least this part of her humiliation was over - for today. Was this going to be every morning? Please don't make it be every morning. Finally the  enema  line  was  unplugged,  the  chain  began  to  move,  and  the slaves  were  moved  out  of  the  cleaning  tunnel.  When  the  chain stopped again the clasp above her head opened and Vickie was able to follow the lead of the other girls and remove her wrist chain from the hook. That had been singularly unpleasant, but there was no time to dwell on that. The slaves dressed in their harem attire and moved to their feeding circles. Vickie followed her chain. The number two girl in the chain lined up at the iron gate to receive the feeding cart for the La'l chain. The cart was moved to the feeding area. The chain dressed in their skimpy harem attire and sat in a circle. Then the number one girl  pointed  to  Vickie  and  said  "Serve!"  Vickie  understood  that  as bottom girl, when her hands were free, she had the duty to serve the other.  She  didn't  really  want  to  do  this,  but  it  was  not  nearly  as humiliating  as  the  other  things  that  had  happened  to  her,  and  she knew that disobedience would only get her beaten. She jumped to the cart and opened the side panel. Inside were six plastic trays. Each tray had a number on the side. One said 873. Vickie knew that was her tray. Vickie took the top tray, looked at the number and matched it up to the number one girl. She served it to the number one girl and received  a  strike  with  the  dog  whip  from  the  young  minder.  "Bad service. On knees. Both hands on tray." The number one girl took the tray. Vickie retrieved the tray for the number two girl. She dropped to her knees and moved forward to the number two girl. She held the tray out with both hands. SNAP - - - THRACK - - -OOHHAA Fuck, that one hurt. "Head bowed. Eves down." This really sucked. And, she still had  three  more  trays  before  hers.  The  third  tray,  she  moved  more slowly  and  lowered  her  eyes  in  a  more  deferential  manner.  She cringed as she handed the tray to the number three girl, but there was no  strike.  She  also  got  through  four  and  five  without  being  struck.

Each tray was different. Each slave had their own specially designed diet. Some had more food. It appeared that the number one and two girls had more luxury items. Some had more food, one, fifth girl, had a very small amount. Vickie noted that this girl showed perhaps a little too much bulk. Vickie wondered when she had been captured. Only Vickie  was  lower  on  the  chain.  Vickie's  weight  must  have  been acceptable - she was given a more moderate portion. Vickie watched as the number five girl out her plate on the floor, then leaned forward and ate without the use of her hands. Vickie quickly glanced around the room and saw that every number 5 and 6 girl was eating without the use of their hands. Vickie knew what this mean. She saw the damn minder standing nearby watching her. That bastard. He was not going to tell her what to do. He was going to wait for her to make a mistake and then beat her - again. Fuck him. She looked up at him. He smiled - it was an evil smile. How could one so young be so cruel? Vickie dropped her head and leaned forward. She put her face into the plate and ate.

Vickie felt her face flush with embarrassment as she struggled to take mouthfuls of the food. The food for the fifth and sixth girls was more a mush. They had a few nuts and grapes - like the other girls, but it looked like the other ingredients had been ground together to make something that could be consumed easily without hands. It did not taste  bad,  but  Vickie  hated  it.  Vickie  tried  to  keep  an  eye  on  the number five girl. She decided to take her queues from her. Vickie was determined to keep from being lashed - if she could. Vickie realized the diabolical nature of the harem hierarchy. A girl's position on the chain made a huge difference in her life. As a result, a girl jealously protected her position on the chain, and did all within her power to move up. The only way to move up was to knock somebody above you down. The higher up the chain you were the more danger you had from below. There was going to be no sisterly love and assistance. 

There were five other girls on the chain above Vickie, and each one of them wanted Vickie to stay right where she was. Vickie had only been number six girl for under a day and already she wanted to move up the chain. If she were going to stay in this place - not that she wanted to - she needed to move up the chain. It was unthinkable to remain in this  position.  Vickie  learned  that  the  first  task  in  the  morning  (after cleaning and breakfast) was cleaning and maintenance. The twelve first and second girls left the rest of their chains and went together to a  plush  room.  Here  they  spent  the  next  few  hours  sewing.  The remaining girls, once their muzzles were replaced, were dispatched by the eunuchs to attend to various cleaning tasks about the harem.

Vickie  and  her  chain-mates  were  assigned  to  cleaning  floors.  With buckets  and  mops  they  scrubbed  and  washed.  The  floors  were marble and quickly gleamed. Vickie would have found this task to be almost  enjoyable  were  it  not  for  the  young  minder,  whip  in  hand, standing nearby and watching every move. Just stopping to wipe a forehead was enough to draw a slash of the dog whip. This horrid brat was smaller than Vickie. Even in chains she figured she could show him a thing or too - but then what? If it would gain her freedom she would go for it. But in the end she would still be locked in this place and she was sure that all she would get was a visit to the punishment bench. She had no choice but to accept the abuse from someone half her age and size. She looked away and returned to the task at hand. 

Vickie found another reason to enjoy the cleaning. As soon as they were finished and the cleaning supplied returned to the closet she was directed by her chief tormentor to step through her chain. She looked back  at  him  as  if  she  did  not  understand  the  command.  He  said nothing more but raised his whip. Vickie looked down and then quickly obeyed. Her face flushed with shame. FUCK she hated that creature.

He  made  a  turning  motion  with  his  hand.  Vickie  understood  and turned away from him. "Kneel." She obeyed. What else could she do? 

Only  a  second  later  she  felt  her  hands  pulled  up  her  back  as  the minder fastened her wrist chain to the back loop of her collar. Once again  she  was  virtually  helpless.  It  was  time  for  lunch.  And,  since Vickie did not need her hands to eat, and she had not earned the right to have them in front of her she was denied their use. The only good part was that Vickie did not have to hand out the food trays. That task fell to number four girls who did so without drawing any strikes from the little master. Vickie did not think that she had done the job any better than Vickie had. Why had Vickie felt the whip while number 4 had not? Was she a favorite of someone? Not likely with such a lowly position on the chain. More likely the new nemesis of her life just had it out for her. That was not a pleasant thought. It was, in fact, much more difficult eating with your hands locked between your shoulder blades. At least at breakfast she could use her hands to support her body. Now she had to bend forward with no support. At one point she lost her balance and fell to her side. You would think there would be some sympathy. Not a chance. Vickie heard number three girl whisper to  number  two  girl.  "So  clumsy.  It  does  not  seem  harem  material."

Number three girl smiled and giggled. Vickie glared at them, but was interrupted. WHOOSH - - - SMACK - - - AAAGGHHAAA How could that little fucking whip hurt so fucking much? Vickie quickly rolled to her side and got her legs under her. She sifted back into position and got her face back into her plate before she could be struck again. It was hard to concentrate on the first few bites. She kept expecting the strike of the whip once again, but it did not come.

The food was not bad, bland, but not bad. She could not help but look over at the trays of the first and second girl, and even the third and fourth. Their meals all looked much better. It really sucked being the last girl. How could she move up? Vickie felt better with food in her stomach. She raised herself back up on her knees. The tray was not completely empty, but she had eaten what she wanted. SWISSHH - - - CRACK - - - AAAGGHHAAA Fuck!! Vickie knew better. The portion given to each slave was carefully measured for that slave. That meant there was not more than necessary, but it also meant that the slave was to eat all that was there. It was not to be Vickie's choice to stop while any food remained. Vickie sullenly leaned forward once again placing her face in her tray. There were only a few small pieces left on the tray, but that had been enough to get her whipped. She reached out with her lips and picked up the remaining pieces one at a time.

When  Vickie  was  done  she  did  not  sit  back  up.  She  did  not  need another  stoke.  Instead  she  carefully  examined  her  tray  for  any detectable residue. There were a couple of smears and some crumbs.

Vickie used her tongue to remove the last of the residue from the tray. 

Only then did she sit back up. Her own little supervising tyrant walked over and gave the tray a careful look. Vickie held still with her eyes lowered. She could feel her heart rate increasing. "Good girl." She felt his hand on her head. He patted her head as he spoke. demeaned. 

Fuck! She would take demeaned. She held her position and kept her eyes down. Really? He was patting her on the head like a fucking dog. 

It appeared that her choice was to be beaten or Vickie thought about how others would judge her. She thought about how she would have judged her before she was the girl placed under this strict discipline. 

She would have told that girl to stiffen her backbone. Show them who you are. Show them you will  not give up your dignity. Ha. That was easy to think and say if you were not the one under the whip. Vickie had watched all the slaves bend to her discipline when she had been at the slave training facility, some had resisted for a while, but all had bent, now it was her who was bending to the discipline. Under these circumstances there was not a choice. When you have lost all control, there  was  no  meaningful  way  to  defy.  After  the  feeding  trays  were collected  and  removed  it  was  time  for  the  next  stage  in  the  daily routine. As it turned out the afternoon was broken into three periods. 

During each period four of the chains would be engaged in training while  two  chains  were  given  their  time  off.  Then  the  chains  would rotate. Vickie's chain and one other, went first to the oral training room.

Vickie recognized the fundamentals of this training from her time in the training center. Twelve posts were evenly spaced in the room. A thin mat in front of each post provided a place for a girl to kneel. On the post in front of the kneeling girl was a reproduction of a penis. The only real difference from the ones used in the training center is that these seemed to be flaccid. That confused Vickie. Each girl who had the use of her hands was made to step through her chain so that her hands  could  be  restrained  between  her  shoulders  -  where  Vickie's hands already sat. One at a time, each girl was guided to a post where she knelt on a mat. Her ankle chain was then fastened to a small ring just off the mat. A short 12" chain from the post was fastened to her collar. Two small wires clipped by alligator clips to each nipple ring finished the preparation. Each girl was now held in place facing the pole  and  its  protruding  penis.  Vickie  knew  what  the  fucking  wires meant. She could not resist a groan when she felt the slight weight on her nipple rings from the wires and clips. Involuntarily she twisted her hands in their restraints. She already knew she was going nowhere, but whenever there was an impending challenge she had to confirm the state of her helplessness. She was helpless. This was not going to be pleasant. She did not want to do this. They were going to make her use her mouth on this thing, and they were going to shock her when she did it wrong. And clearly she would do it wrong. The eunuch in charge of the room spoke. "For the next sixty minutes you will be maintaining the wonderful representation of your master's scepter to its full expanse." He paused and looked around the room letting his eyes  fall  on  Vickie.  She  had  been  looking  at  him,  but  looked  down from his gaze. Clearly as the new girl this was primarily for her benefit.

"But you are to be delicate. Some of you have already have had the great pleasure of providing for the master. Some of you have not. In either event it is certainly possible to do better. Very important. You are not to cause the master to cum. The master alone will  decide when that is to happen. You must be sensitive to what is happening and maintain the master's scepter as close to full majesty without going beyond unless signaled to do so. When you fail you will  be reminded with reminders from the marvel of electricity. You are being happy and learning.  This  is  helpful  to  you  as  failing  with  the  master  is  muchly punished." Ok, this was officially fucked up. She was to suck on this thing for an hour? If she did too much she would be shocked. If she did too little she would be shocked. Vickie looked down at the clips fastened to each nipple ring. Fuck. That was going to hurt. If she had the use of a hand it would be easy to disconnect the wires, but she had no use of her hands. She could not even move away from the post and even her ankles were chained down. How much electricity would they use? A red light came on above the penis on the post.

Vickie detected a flurry of movement as heads dipped and twisted to insert the object on the post into not so eager mouths. Vickie missed the  target  at  first  try  as  it  turned  and  flopped  out  of  her  mouth. 

ZZZZINITTT  -  -  -  OOHHAAA  -  -  -UUUCKK  Vickie  had  never  felt anything like that before. It fucking hurt. Again, it was like nothing she had experience. She involuntarily shook her body back and forth as if she could throw off the wires attached to her nipple rings. They, of course, were going nowhere. She could only stop the pain in one way. 

She needed to get that thing in her mouth and get to work. How long would she have before the next burst? ZZZHHITTT - - - AAGGHHAA Not very fucking long. She got the penis in her mouth. She wrapped her  lips  around  it  and  gently  sucked  it  in.  She  began  to  move  her tongue over it. To Vickie's shock and surprise the thing in her mouth began to harden and grow. Vickie had never had a real penis in her mouth before. She was not sure how close to the real thing this was, but it felt very real. At least what Vickie thought would be real. She was sexually adventurous - at least she saw herself as being such - but she had drawn a few lines. She did not give blow jobs, and she did not do anal. It appeared that her restrictions were about to change.

To Vickie's relief there was not another shock and the red light on the post  turned  to  green.  At  least  she  was  provided  with  a  visual  cue.

Slowly and carefully she worked her head back and forth. The thing in her mouth was now quite large. She was able to work just the knob without fear of it slipping out of her mouth. Just the knowledge that she had to keep this up, that she could not just work for a conclusion and be done was disconcerting. This little exercise was going to get very old very fast. Vickie started to work a pattern around the tip of the rubber appendage. For a while that worked. But then it changed. 

Vickie felt it bend. Some of its tumescence had been lost. That was not good. She worked her tongue lips around the tip. She really did not want to put any more in her mouth than necessary. The light in front of her turned red. She moved faster, but the device was growing softer by the second. ZZZITTTT - - - AAAGGHHAAA Fuck this thing. 

That really hurt. Vickie needed so badly to massage her poor breasts with her hands, but that was not going to happen. Worse, the light was  still  red  and  the  thing  in  her  mouth  was  getting  softer  by  the second. ZZUTTT _ _ - OOOHHAAAAGG Fortunately it was still ridged enough  for  Vickie  to  push  her  mouth  over  the  length  of  the  device driving it deep into her mouth and start to work it with her entire mouth. 

The light went back to green. Fuck. The damn machine could even detect  malingering.  Vickie  had  not  really  thought  of  what  she  was doing as malingering, but as she worked the artificial penis with her entire  mouth  she  realized  that  she  had  been  malingering.  She  had reduced her actions to only the minimum necessary to try to keep the thing stiff. After all, it was not a real penis. It was not really the master.

It was some fucking machine. It would never be able to tell the level of attention she was giving. Or so she had thought. Like everything else  here,  the  correction  had  been  quick,  and  painful.  There  were never warnings given. Well, there were warnings, but they came with pain. She really needed to figure out how to get out of here. Vickie did not let her enthusiasm flag for the next hour. She did not need her nipples  electrified again. They  still hurt from the few times she had been zapped. She now found that she had to temper her attention. 

The mission was to keep the pseudo master hard but not push him (it) over the edge. As Vickie's enthusiasm was pushed from her desire to avoid more pain to her nipples she started to work a little too hard. A part of her knew this, but mostly she just wanted to make sure she did not do too little. The thing in her mouth started to throb. That could not be good. Suddenly a spurt of liquid hit the back of Vickie's mouth. 

Her  eyes  opened  wide  as  she  started  to  choke.  To  make  matters worse, the fucking red light came on. Vickie did not know what to do. 

She  wanted  to  pull  her  head  away  and  spit  out  the  liquid  that  had collected in her mouth - they had to make this fucking thing actually ejaculate  -  FUCK.  But  Vickie  knew  the  shocks  were  about  to  start. 

She tried to keep the device in her mouth and work it back. The rigidity collapsed and it popped out. ZZZZUITTTT - - - OOGGHHAAA Artificial semen  (was  it  artificial?)  spewed  from  her  mouth.  The  thing  had shrunk  back  to  about  the  size  when  she  had  first  started. 

ZZZZZIIITTTT - - - AAAGGHHHAAA Vickie lunged forward to capture the penis in her mouth. Her breasts were on fire but she needed to do something,  and  she  needed  to  do  it  quickly.  ZZZIIITTT  -  -  - 000AAAAGGHH Vickie got her mouth around the object and began to carefully work it. Thankfully the light turned back to green. However, above that light a small red light was now lit. Vickie could see that there  were  other  such  lights  in  the  post,  all  fortunately  not  lit.  She knew  she  needed  to  be  very  careful  to  keep  them  that  way.  Vickie almost succeeded. By the end of the exercise - it seemed like hours - there were two red lights on the post. There was a third light, next to the first light, that had been turned on by the supervising eunuch. As he  flicked  on  the  light  he  told  Vickie  that  she  had  received  an additional  demerit  because  she  had  not  swallowed  all  the  offering from the penis. She was admonished that had this been the seed of her master that she had allowed to fall to the floor she would receive a  stoke  of  the  cane  for  every  drop  dishonored.  Vickie  had  been appalled, but when she failed another time and the device squirted into her mouth she quickly swallowed every last drop. There was no light  next  to  that  second  red  light.  Vickie  felt  a  sense  of accomplishment. Vickie's mouth hurt. Her tongue felt raw. That had not been fun. Vickie hated this damn machine. She was very happy when the chain at her collar and the clip to her hobble were removed and she was allowed to stand. She did not know what was coming next, but whatever it was it had to be better than this had been. The second period of the afternoon was, certainly by comparison, heaven.

The two chains where guided into a large room. Al  around the room were musical instruments. Almost as wonderful, Vickie's hands were released  from  her  collar  and  she  was  allowed  to  step  through  her chain and bring them in front. It felt wonderful. Her shoulders hurt, but as she rolled them forward and back her arms started to feel normal again. 

One of the girls from the Dhahab (or gold) chain. Picked up a stringed instrument  like  a  sitar.  Vickie  learned  it  was  called  a  Buzug.  She started  to  pick  the  metal  strings  with  a  small  pick.  The  sound  was bright and crisp. Vickie very much liked it. One of the girls started to hand out Buzug's to many of the girls. Vickie received one. Vickie had once played the violin, and she noticed that there were violins in the room, but none were now in use. Like many stringed instruments the girl's fingers moved on the neck of the instrument. Another girl picked up a triangular shaped instrument similar to a harp. It was called a Quanun.  The  girl  began  to  pick  the  strings  with  two  plectra,  one plectrum attached to the forefinger of each hand. She had joined into the music from the Buzug. Only a couple of Quanum were handed out to other girls. Each of those girls moved in front of the girl playing the instrument. The next instrument to be selected and played by one of the girls was a long flute like piece called a Nay. The girl began to blow into the mouthpiece and move her fingers over the six holes on the top and her thumb on the one below. The sound had a rich liquid flavor to it. Vickie was surprised at the rich fullness of the sound from this instrument. Vickie also recognized the only percussion instrument in the room a tambourine called a Rig. One of the girls picked one up and joined the music. For at least several minutes the core group of performers  filled  the  room  with  the  wonderful  sounds  from  their instruments.  The  other  girls-  divided  among  the  instruments  just watched.  Then  they  returned  to  the  beginning  and  started  to  play again.  Other  girls  joined  in,  all  watching  their  leader  very  carefully.

Vickie did not fully understand her instrument so she did not pluck the strings, but she did her best to follow the hand positions on the neck. 

The strings were firm under her fingers, but it felt wonderful. On the third run-through Vickie plucked a couple of times. She was terrified of ruining what sounded so exotic. Every now and then there would be a wrong note or an out of time note, but for the most part the girls 

performed well. Only one girl copied the Nay. The sound was breathy. 

Vickie could see that this would be a very difficult instrument to learn. 

It seemed like only minutes and this period was over. Vickie wanted to keep playing, but another two chains were due to take the room. 

The La'l and Dhahab chains left the room. What would be next. Next was  also  good.  This  period  was  the  "free  time"  for  Vickie's  chain. 

Several of the girls headed right for the small pool. They removed their flimsy clothing and hopped into the water. They were soon bobbing up and down and giggling with glee. Vickie watched for a moment and then followed several of the girls into another room where Vickie saw a television. She was drawn to it like a magnet. Could she get some sense of what was happening in the world? One of the girls turned on the  TV.  There  was  nothing  but  static.  "What  channels  do  we  get?" 

Vickie ventured. "We have only a closed circuit. If the Pasha decides to pipe in programming we get to see that. But, we have movies." The girl opened a cabinet and pulled out a disk. She popped it into a blu-ray player and started it up. Vickie was ready to watch anything. The program started with a film of the Pasha on the back of a huge white horse. It was magnificently dressed in flowing robes. Even though he was just walking the horse his clothing flowed and rippled. There was clearly a fan of some sort in front of him. There was a narrative over the  top  of  the  image.  It  was  declaring  the  grandeur  and accomplishments  of  this  man.  Most  were  exaggerations,  some blatant falsehoods. Vickie remembered how much she hated the man who  was  now  her  owner.  She  felt  like  she  was  going  to  throw  up.

Fortunately  it  came  to  an  end  and  the  opening  credits  of  the  Little Mermaid started. This was not exactly what Vickie had hoped for. She wondered  what  else  was  available.  The  cabinet  was  not  large,  but Vickie  quickly  determined  that  all  of  the  selections  were  children's programming and it appeared that almost everything was animated. 

This was not encouraging. Vickie got up and left the room. She walked around the harem feeling, at least some relative freedom. She moved out into the garden area. The flowers and plants were beautiful. She looked up at the blue sky. And then she traced the enclosure. On one side was the vertical wall of the castle. There were windows above, but  way  beyond  reach.  On  the  other  sides  were  the  smooth  white walls rising ten meters (over 30 feet.) At the base of the wall  was a one meter  strip  of  sand.  It  was  racked  into  a  delicate  sand  garden. 

Although nobody had said it, it was clear that no slave dared to step into the sand next to the wall. Not only was any hope of freedom 30 feet above her, she could not even touch the wall that separated her from  the  rest  of  the  world.  Vickie  lost  interest  in  the  garden.  The reminder of her hopelessness was just too great. Afternoon was just the three periods, and at the conclusion of the "free time" period it was time for the evening meal. After the meal each chain lined up next to their mats and waited for the selection of the lucky girls would have the honor of pleasing the master that night. Vickie wanted to look up at the woven wood panel high above them to see if she could make out the Pasha looking down on his possessions. She dare not. It was only  her  first  full  day,  but  she  had  already  learned  to  control  her curiosity  lest  she  find  herself  strapped  to  the  punishment  bench.  It appeared that the introduction to the bench as a means of welcoming a new girl to the harem had met its intended objective. She did not want to be there again. She would do whatever she could to avoid being  selected  for  punishment.  Tonight,  there  was  no  girl  on  the bench, but it still looked so ominous. Vickie was not chosen that night.

She  was  not  really  surprised,  she  was  very  new  and  certainly  not trained, but on the other hand she may be a novelty. She was relieved that she had not been chosen. To Vickie's surprise many of the other girls dropped their heads and sobbed at not being selected. Vickie needed  to  process  this.  The  evening  ended  with  the  girls  -  now including  Vickie  -  secured  on  their  backs  on  their  mats.  It  was  not particularly comfortable, but it was a far site better than night on the bench with a blazing bottom and burning breasts had been. Vickie fell asleep quickly and slept soundly through the night. 





Chapter 14 The Pasha's Chambers 

Humans are very adaptable. Each individual  may  believe  that  she  is  not,  but  then  she  is  surprised  by how the repetition of events and the expectation of regularity creates comfort.  Even  those  things  that  seem  intolerable  become  more tolerable if they are a part of a routine. One may not like it, but the knowledge of what is to happen makes it easier to bear. And so the daily  routine  inside  the  harem  took  on  a  sense  of  normalcy.  Vickie hated the morning enema, she really hated the oral training, but she liked the music sessions. Sometimes they played instruments, others, they danced. Vickie did not think she was particularly good at dancing, but she was getting very good at the Buzug. She wished they could spend more time doing that. It still irritated her to have to spend so much  time  with  her  hands  restrained  between  her  shoulder  blades and to have to eat without hands. It was humiliating and underscored that she was the very bottom of the chain. She needed to move up.

Life was clearly better the farther up the chain you advanced. It was this contest for movement which created the dynamic aspect of the harem. In order for a girl to move up she either had to perform well or someone above her had to perform poorly and move down. Every day two to four girls would be chosen to go to the Master's chambers. 

After they were made up, their wrists were clipped to the back of the collar, and they were sent up the small narrow staircase at the front of the harem. It was completely enclosed in bars. The eunuch helped the girls in, one at a time, through a small door at the floor of the harem.

That  door  was  then  locked.  When  the  girls  got  to  the  top  of  the stairway a similar barred door was somehow remotely opened, and the girls disappeared through. Vickie had once wondered if this was a potential means of escape, but it was not. The door at the bottom was locked, as was the door at the top, and Vickie learned that when the girls crawled through the door at the top they may have been in the Master's chambers, but they were in a small caged area where they  had  no  choice  but  to  kneel  and  wait.  That  was  no  means  of escape.  As  Vickie  stood  with  the  other  girls  each  afternoon  her feelings roller coastered. She did not want to be used by the Pasha. 

She really loathed that man, but he was now her master, and that was her  only  way  to  move  up.  In  addition,  she  was  feeling  sexually frustrated.  She  did  not  know  if  they  were  adding  something  to  the food, but having her pussy laced shut made it hard not to think about her needs. Vickie did not think of herself as abnormal, but she usually had masturbated to satisfaction two or three times a week - ok, so it was really almost every night. The very last time was the night before coming  to  the  Pasha's  palace.  Restrained  and  under  the  watchful eyes of the eunuchs she had no opportunity. That alone made her feel denied and frustrated. The stupid thing plugged inside her only added to her plight. She could feel the pressure of the thing inside her, but most of all she could feel the movement of what was certainly a small metal ball that rolled back and forth inside the damn thing. Whenever she walked, whenever she moved, it would move. Each bump of the ball inside her sent a slight vibration through her imprisoned flesh. She longed to reach down and touch herself. Most of the time her hands were restrained, there was no chance of the temptation overtaking her.

When her hands were only chained before her body and - but for the lacing - her sex was available, but, she knew she was closely watched. 

She had not even had an opportunity to test the lacing. It looked and felt tight. Was it even possible to slip a finger past? It did not look like it,  but  she  knew  better  than  to  try.  The  girls  were  all  told  that  their pleasure pouch was the property of the Pasha. And, that they existed only for the sexual pleasure of the Pasha. Any self use of their body in a sexual fashion was taking the property of the Pasha. Masturbation was  absolutely  forbidden.  In  fact,  it  was  considered  adultery  and punished accordingly. The punishment, if a girl was very lucky, and the Master was very forgiving, would be a sever caning. However, a girl  could  find  the  offending  hand  removed  or  her  she  may  be subjected to a deep circumcision. This removed her clitoris, her inner lips, and even major parts of the vaginal lining. The nerve endings that provided pleasure were then gone. In some cases a Master left some nerve  endings,  but  only  deep  inside  so  that  the  only  hope  of  an pleasure was from the Master penetration. It was even possible that a  girl  would  be  stoned  or  drowned  for  such  an  act.  None  of  these sounded inviting to Vickie.

Before she found herself here she would have given little or no stock to such threats. Not now. In only a few days she had received a brutal indoctrination into the level of discipline that was exerted here. She did  not  find  the  threats  ideal,  and  she  was  not  going  to  take  any chances. She wanted no repeat visit to the punishment bench, and wanted even less to learn what other punishment might be provided for  any  failing.  For  over  a  week  Vickie  was  not  selected  for  the Master's chambers. She felt relieved, but conflicted. She hated being the bottom of her chain. She hated having her hands chained behind her  back  so  much  of  the  time,  and  she  really  hated  having  to  eat without  the  use  of  her  hands.  It  was  so  demeaning.  Vickie  had wondered how she could get out of that position. The dynamic nature of the harem was revealed. The girls sent to the Master's chambers could see their fortunes changed. If a girl returned with a red ribbon tied to her collar she moved up one place on the chain. Accordingly a number  three  girl  would  become  the  number  two  girl  and  the  old number two girl would move down to three. If, on the other hand, a girl returned with a black ribbon on her collar she would move down a spot. Accordingly, if that number three girl came back so marked she would move down to number four and number four would move up.  Accordingly  there  was  strong  inducement  for  a  girl  to  be  very pleasing and more importantly not, under any circumstances, to be displeasing.  If  a  girl  was  found  particularly  displeasing  or  made  a major error she would be taken from the Master's chambers to the punishment bench. After her punishment, and a night of misery, she would move to the bottom of her chain. Just over a week of watching the  movement  of  girls  up  and  down  -  none  affecting  Vickie  -  the number three girl on Vickie's chain must have engaged in a grievous affront.  As  Vickie  watched  the  luckless  girl  strapped  onto  the punishment bench she could not help feeling pleased. She should not be taking pleasure in the misfortune of another, but she was no longer sixth girl. She was now fifth girl. Her new position did not address her greatest problem, i.e., having to eat with her hands locked behind her.

But, all she had to do is move up one more place and that debilitating part of her life would change. Vickie was surprised that the Master had not selected her. She assumed that he would want to bring her up to his chambers so he could gloat. After all, she was totally under his control now. He could do anything he wanted and she could do nothing.  She  had  completely  inspected  the  seraglio.  There  was  no possibility of escape from this place. Maybe he didn't care anymore. 

Most of the girls here were held against their will. A few were semi-willing. It was considered a great honor for a girl to be sold by her family for a life in the harem. The girl, who normally came from a very poor family, looked forward to a life of luxury. Vickie considered this anything  but  a  'life  of  luxury',  but  these  girls  were  used  to  strict discipline, and the life here was much better than they had before. All the other girls, especially the white Christian girls had been captured and then sold into slavery. Al  of them dreamed of returning to their old life. All of them, under the whip, had become obedient slaves, and after a time grown desirous of the sexual favors of the Master. It was their only chance for any sexual pleasure that would not land them on the punishment bench. Vickie was not interested in sexual pleasure. 

All she wanted was to move up the chain. But moving up meant one of two things, either Vickie earned a red ribbon or the number four girl earned a black one. Vickie took a whole new interest in the selection of girls for the Pasha. Further, she took a greater interest in the oral training.  She  did  not  know  exactly  what  went  on  in  the  Pasha's chambers, the girls were prohibited from discussing their experience there, but, Vickie was convinced that strong oral skills would be an essential  part  of  earning  a  red  ribbon.  She  really  needed  to  get selected and earn that ribbon. How was she going to be selected? 

She tried to think of herself as alluring. She tried to display herself. Up until this time she had stood as directed, but she had no enthusiasm for being selected. She instead dreaded the possibility. Did that show?

She was sure it did. Now she wanted to be selected. It was not what would happen - that part still mortified her. She was not at the stage of  many  of  the  girls  in  the  seraglio,  i.e.,  so  long  deprived  that  they hoped  as  much  for  sexual  satisfaction  as  for  recognition  and advancement.  She  was  only  interested  in  one  thing,  getting  to  the number  four  position.  She  now  looked  at  the  number  four  girl  in  a different way. And, the number four girl instinctively knew that Vickie was coming for her. That girl had just moved up from fifth. She did not want to lose what she had gained. The tension between the girls was palpable. But, as alluring as Vickie tried to be she still wasn't selected. 

Days went by. Weeks went by? Was it weeks? It was hard to tell. The routine in the harem was pretty much the same from day to day. There was no calendar -why would a harem slave need a calendar? There was not even a clock. Time was governed by the head eunuch. If he wanted time to change, it would change. If he said it was bed time at first light, well, it would be bed time. He and his little whistle - don't forget his big whip - controlled all aspect of the nature and being of the girls of the harem. 

Other girls were picked. Other girls went and returned. Some moved up,  most  stayed  the  same,  some  moved  down.  It  seemed  more moved  down  than  up  -  that  did  not  bode  well.  Vickie  realized  she could lose what she had. But, the difference between fifth and sixth girl was not significant, but for the proximity to fourth spot. There was not much risk. However, several times a girl was so disappointing that she  found  herself  strapped  to  the  punishment  bench.  It  was  how Vickie had moved up to fifth position, and it happened on one of the other chains. Another girl had been placed on the bench by the chief eunuch for improper behavior in oral training. She had received twelve strokes of the senior cane. Vickie had cringed as she watched. She felt her buttocks clench with each stroke of the cane and each howl of  pain.  Vickie's  own  experience  with  the  cane  was  still  sufficiently close in time to allow her to fully identify with the pain even if the marks on her body were now gone. This girl, however, had not dropped to the bottom of her chain; she had only been moved down one spot.

This confused Vickie a little, but she was not going to enquire. About the  time  Vickie  thought  she  would  never  be  selected  it  happened. 

Vickie and a girl from the Nuhhas (copper) chain were selected. Vickie liked that there were only two girls selected. Often there were three, sometimes  even  four.  She  would  have  better  exposure.  That  was good - wasn't it? Vickie had been trying so hard to be noticed and picked,  now  her  stomach  knotted  up.  None  of  the  girls  would  talk about what happened after they passed through the little door at the top of the little stairwell. Most returned with some whip stripes on their bodies. Some, were even well marked. The degree of marking on a girl did not seem to directly relate to whether the girl was awarded a ribbon, or its color. On at least one occasion a girl with a very well stripped bottom - obviously the result of a cane - came back with a red  ribbon.  As  she  climbed  the  caged  in  stairs,  her  hands  clipped between her shoulder blades, Vickie thought she was going to throw up. That would have not ended well as she was wearing her muzzle gag. She forced herself to breathe deeply and swallow. The little door at  the  top  of  the  stairway  opened.  Vickie  followed  the  other  girl through. As soon as they were both inside it closed and clicked. There was no retreat. Vickie found herself inside a caged area. It was three feet  high,  three  feet  deep  and  about  ten  feet  wide  along  the  wall.

Vickie  and  the  other  girl  had  to  kneel  down.  They  could  not  even straighten up on their knees. The front of the cage facing the inside of the chambers had three doors that could be opened from the outside. 

Each  door  had  a  rather  simple  looking  latch  arrangement,  the  bars around the latch were close together. It would be hard to manipulate from the inside of the cage, but a girl with her arms held behind her back could never operate the latch from the inside of the cage. Vickie and the other girl could only wait patiently. The Pasha was seated at a desk on the other side of the room. He paid no attention to the arrival of the girls. Two young men dressed completely in crisp white thawbs stood in attendance of the Pasha. One stood behind him at a relaxed attention. The other stood near the door to the suite. It was a large door  of  heavy  wood.  Vickie  could  not  help  but  look  at  the  door longingly. How she wanted to be able to walk across the room, open that door and leave this horrible place. She felt her hands clench and open. Not only would she not get through that door, she would not even get to it. And even if she could she knew she would never be able to even leave the building, let alone the walled grounds, or finally this awful country where she was now property. Property that would be  returned  to  her  owner  for  suitable  punishment  if  she  even  tried.

Vickie shook her head. She needed to get those thoughts out of her head. Right now she needed to focus on being pleasing. She was here to win a red ribbon. Then the Pasha looked over at the girls. He smiled. 

He signaled to the youth near the door. He said something that Vickie did not understand. The young man came to the cage. He opened the door in front of Vickie. She looked up at him and then looked down. 

He was much younger than her, but he had one of those damn whips in his hand. She knew what that meant. Those damn things stung like crazy. She wanted to tell him that it was not necessary; she was going to be very obedient. She was going to be oh so pleasing. The young man  clipped  a  leash  to  the  front  of  her  collar.  Vickie  blushed.  Shereally hated being leashed. It was so humiliating. He tugged on the leash and Vickie crawled from the cage. This was not easy with her arms locked behind her and her ankles hobbled, but somehow she managed. He let her stop when she was out. He closed and latched the door - the other girl would stay where she was, at least for now.

Vickie sat up as he raised the end of the lease. She was thankful when he removed her muzzle. As always Vickie stretched her jaw. It always felt cramped when the awful leather plug on the inside of the damn muzzle  was  removed.  Vickie's  momentary  joy  plummeted  when  he held a ring gag up to her mouth. She tried to give him a pleading look, but that only caused him to cock his whip. She quickly opened her mouth and he fastened the new device in her mouth. It was not like she  planned  to  say  anything  anyway.  She  was  just  hoping  for  her mouth to be free for a while. Keeping on her knees Vickie was guided toward the Pasha. He only looked up for a moment and slipped his chair back a little. This opened access to the space below the desk. 

He guided Vickie into the space. A chain from the underside of the desk  was  fastened  to  the  back  of  her  collar.  The  leash  was  pulled forward and fastened to a ring in the floor. Vickie's head was right at the crotch level of the Pasha as he sat in his chair. She had only a few inches  of  movement  in  any  direction.  The  Pasha  slid  forward  and pushed  his  now  exposed  penis  into  the  opening  in  her  ring  gag.  "I must say that I like you much better as a subservient concubine than a loud mouth journalist. We will  now see what you have learned. I have several hours of work to do. You are to insure that I am kept erect throughout that time. But erect only. When you have succeeded you will  have the honor of receiving my manhood in another part of your body." He patted Vickie on the head as he spoke. She in turn blushed.

He was already in her mouth and she had no retreat. "And, by the way, if I go soft you will  be caned. If I climax, you will  be caned. Let's see how your training has paid off." He shifted his body and returned his attention to what was before him on the desk. Vickie had to move her head back to the full extent of her restraints just to get his cock to the front of her mouth. She would be unable to remove it unless it was completely soft - but she was not going to let that happen. She began to work it with her tongue. She could just close her lips over the top of the ring gag, but as she worked the shaft to tumescence her lips began  to  touch  on  the  now  fairly  large  shaft.  Vickie  was  not  very experience  with  men's  penis  in  her  mouth,  but  from  her  limited experience, this one was a large one. She moved her head forward and back. She did so in a slow manner. She was ever so cautious of the warning not to make him climax. He was right about the training. 

Her oral training had included this exercise and she knew how to keep the motion slow and gentle. She knew how to control the pace and relax every now and then to continue to tease. She wondered how he could work in the face of this distraction, but somehow he did. Vickie carefully  felt  for  any  change  in  his  penis.  She  kept  her  tongue  in contact looking for any throbbing or other sign that climax might be approaching. Her face was pushed against his stomach. For a man of his  age  his  stomach  was  solid  and  flat.  If  he  wasn't  such  a misogynistic arrogant asshole she could be attracted to him. But that didn't matter she was more than attracted to him, she was owned by him,  and  that  meant  his  word  was  god  and  his  pleasure  was paramount. Vickie thought she was doing a great job. It must have been  over  an  hour.  Vickie  did  not  know.  She  used  to  be  one  who frequently  looked  at  the  clock.  Now  she  had  not  even  seen  one  in about  a  month.  If  there  was  a  clock  in  the  Pasha's  chambers  she could not see it. But from her position under the desk impaled on her master's  organ  she  could  not  see  much  of  anything.  Vickie  had stopped paying close attention. She felt the thing in her mouth soften.

"Fuck." That was not good. That was very bad. She began to tongue it.  She  worked  her  lips,  but  it  has  shrunk  beyond  their  reach.  She moved her head forward and back using the motion to work his shaft. 

"That's one." She panicked. She started to move back and forth with gusto. She moved her tongue working the tip of his penis. It started to harden again. As soon as it had grown large enough inside the gag for her lips to circle it they did and she began to work it with her lips.

She inhaled to pull air over the now erect penis. She had to get him hard again. She had to avoid.. "Oh fuck fuck fuck!" It had started to throb. She tried to stop and back off. A hand at the back of her head pushed her head forward until she felt the mass of flesh push into the back of her throat. He was holding the line to the back of her collar. 

He was moving her head back and forth on this throbbing flesh. She had no control anymore. He was going to cum. Any second - then he did,  spurting  his  seed  into  her  mouth.  She  started  to  swallow  as quickly as she could, but she was impeded by the stupid ring gag. If she could only close her mouth, but she was not only gagged, but his now softening organ was still deep in her mouth. She felt the semen slipping forward and running over her lips. It dripped onto her breast. 

A tear appeared in Vickie's eye. She had screwed up again. She had let him cum and she had spilled his seed. The girls had been taught in the oral training that it was a caning offense to spill the master's seed. It appeared unlikely she would leave this room without a very sore  bottom.  She  only  prayed  that  she  could  redeem  herself sufficiently to avoid the punishment bench. Her thoughts of moving up on the chain were gone from her mind. The young man, who had locked her under the desk, unclipped her and gestured for her to crawl out. Vickie stared up at him with tearful eyes. She did not move. He reached down, inserted a finger through her right nipple shackle and pulled. Fuck that hurt. Vickie gasped through the ring gag, but she scrambled to follow his pull. It felt like he was pulling her nipple right off her body. Once she was free of the desk he guided her to a padded bar at stomach level. Vickie knew all too well what this was for. She tried to pull back but the pain in her nipple changed her mind. When the bar hit her stomach her body bent forward over the bar. He knelt and continued to pull her down until her breasts were below the level of  her  stomach.  Only  then  did  he  lift  and  clip  a  line  to  the  nipple shackle. He repeated the action with the other nipple shackle. Vickie could not raise her body back up without causing considerable pain.

She clenched her hands, helpless between her shoulders. He kicked at her instep until her legs were opened to the full extent of her hobble. 

Only then were her ankles clipped in place. She was going nowhere. 

A thick belt was fastened across her waist and pulled tight. She was now held tightly to the bar. He knelt by the side of the frame and began to turn a handle. Vickie looked at him as pleadingly as she could. He paid her no mine. As he cranked the bar rose until Vickie was forced to her toes. Her legs and buttocks were tight and unmovable. This did not bode well. He tapped her a couple of times on her buttocks and watched as she tried to squirm. She had almost no movement at all. 

Her legs were stretch. Her feet were held down by the clips fastened to her ankles. She had only enough give in the clips to allow her to be pulled  up  to  her  toes.  He  removed  the  bottom  half  of  her  harem costume. It came away easily because of the Velcro connections. He left the top in place. The costume really provided no cover, it was so sheer  as  to  leave  nothing  to  the  imagination,  but  there  was  a humiliating quality to having it removed. The fact that the top was left in  place  made  it  all  the  more  humiliating.  When  he  had  finished securing Vickie he fetched the other girl from the cage and brought her to the desk. She was quickly secured in place. Vickie resented her.

If she was successful where Vickie was not it would not end well  for Vickie. Before going back to work the Pasha spoke to the young man who had only stood and watched. He was a little larger than the first youth but still much younger than Vickie. "she allowed me to go soft. 

That  is  one.  Then  she  rushed  forward  and  created  an  untimely eruption. That is two. That, of course, created softness again. That is three. And on top of all of that she dropped at least two pieces of seed. 

We will  call that four and five. That adds up to 25 with the junior cane. 

Vickie  gasped.  She  was  going  to  be  caned.  She  was  going  to  be caned now, here, was the Pasha going to cane her? Hopefully it would only be the young man. And, 25? How did 5 become 25 strokes? That was too much, but maybe it would be the young man. That would be humiliating, but she doubted he could put much into the cane strokes. 

That  had  to  be  preferable  What  was  she  saying?  No  caning  was preferable. She did not want to be caned. She did not deserve to be caned. She twisted and pulled at her wrists. She already knew that would get her nowhere. She pulled at her legs. They would not move at all, she could not even change her position on the padded bar. Her entire  bottom  and  her  thighs  were  completely  exposed.  She  pulled her  body  up,  fire  lanced  through  both  breasts.  FUCK!!  There  was nothing  she  could  do.  It  was  going  to  be  the  smallest  youth.  The Pasha wasn't even watching, he had returned to this work on his desk. 

The other girl was working on his member. Vickie watched her slowly moving back and forth. Of course, right now Vickie wanted to be her. 

In Vickie's position it was very hard to see what was happening behind her. She knew he was there. He was only about five and a half feet tall. She could catch glimpses of the cane in his hand, but she could not get a good look. 

No,  no,  no,  this  was  going  to  be  horrible.  She  thought  back  to  her introduction on the punishment bench. She had never felt anything that hurt as much as the cane. Would this be as bad? Certainly this youth could not match that. But she was to receive 25 strokes. She could not survive that. It would kill her. Maybe she would pass out. 

Yes, that was it, she would pass out. That would give her some relief. 

He was still back there. What the fuck was he waiting for? She tried 

to  twist  to  the  right  and  then  the  left  to  get  a  look  back.  Those movements  only  tormented  her  breasts.  She  could  really  not  see anything.  She  couldn't  take  the  pain  in  her  nipples  any  more.  She looked  straight  forward.  Would  this  ever  be  over?  Fuck,  it  had  not even started. WHOOSH - - - THRACKK The sound of the cane cutting through the air made her heart thump. She gasped out air even before it hit. The sound of it connecting with her body arrived at her brain before the message from her bottom. The cane had landed perfectly across  the  middle  of  her  bottom  catching  both  globes.  Al   of  the stripes from the punishment bench had disappeared and the young man was working with a perfect canvas. ОООААННННАА The pain had arrived. Oh fuck - oh fuck - oh fuck. That hurt. That hurt at least as much as the introduction caning. Could it be more? He was much smaller  than  the  eunuch.  Could  he  hit  harder?  Was  this  a  different cane?  None  of  that  mattered.  What  mattered  is  that  it  felt  like  her bottom had been sliced in two. That was enough. She could not take any  more.  SWISSHH  -  -  -  CRACK  -  -  -  AAGGAAHHHH  This  one sounded like a rifle shot. It landed just above the first strike. Vickie did not  need  to  see  it  to  know.  The  first  stripe  was  still  throbbing.  The sharp pain of the second stroke defined its own portion of her flesh. 

This was impossible. WHOOSSHH - - - - CRACKKK- - - - - 00OHHHH EEESSS OOOKKK She could not take any more of this. It needed to stop. But, there was nothing she could do to stop it. She tried to pull up her legs, she wanted to curl into a fetal position, but her legs were pulled tight. She could touch the floor with her toes, but she could not push up. Her ankles were clipped down to the floor. They were spread as far as the hobble chain would allow. She could not move up. She could not move her legs in or out. She was held down to the padded bar  by  the  broad  strap  across  her  back.  Her  nipples  were  pulled forward stretching her body out over the bar. WHHOOSSHH - - - - THRACCK - - - - 000HHAAA 00000 She tried again to raise her upper body. She needed to do something. The straps to her nipples pulled tight. Her nipples burned. It didn't matter; she was ready to rip her nipples free if that was necessary. But, as she attempted to raise her body she was stopped. The belt across her waist would allow her to pull up enough to cause serious pain to her nipples but no more. Even if it were possible to tear the shackles from her breasts Vickie, given the  rest  of  her  restraints,  could  not  do  so.  SWWISSSHHH  -  -  - CRACKKK - - - -UUUGGG 000HHHAAA Fuck that hurt. It had only been  five  strokes  but  it  felt  like  her  entire  bottom  was  on  fire.  Her hands jerked and pulled at their restraints. She knew that they would not come free. She felt the pressure from her collar at the front of her throat. She really needed to get her hands to her bottom. She needed to do something for the pain. There was nothing she could do. Her eyes blurred. They had filled with tears. Vickie tensed and waited for the next stroke of the cane. Fuck -there were 20 more to go. And there would be no escape. She had learned that a punishment announced was always carried out. There was nothing she could do.

Where was the stoke? She did not want it. She would do anything to avoid it, but the first five strokes had been delivered with a pace. It had been much longer than the expected pace between strokes. What was happening. SWHOOSH - - - CRACKKK - - - - 000AAHHHH Her thighs. It was right across the middle of her thighs. Vickie could see nothing now; her eyes were completely filled with tears. Her breath was starting to come in sobs. Four more strokes across her thighs followed at a set pace. The stroke moved up and then down. The fifth landed right at the point where her legs met her buttocks. Each hurt as much as the last. Her body was not adjusting to the pain. And she had not passed out. How could something hurt so much and her body not  retreat  into  unconsciousness?  After  the  fifth  stroke  there  was again  a  pause.  She  was  being  caned  in  sets  of  five.  That  was  the second set. There were three sets to go. That was impossible. She would  not  survive  it.  But,  she  knew  she  would  survive  it.  Vickie managed to look over at the Pasha. He sat working at his desk as if nothing else important was going on in the room. The head of the girl leashed below the desk bobbed as she worked the Master's manhood. 

The girl was succeeding where Vickie had failed. Vickie wished she could change places with the girl. She wished she could be below the desk with her Master's cock in her mouth. She would do better. She would show him how good she could be. She would worship it in the way  it  should  be  worshipped.  Al   she  needed  was  another  chance. 

Still three sets of five to go. This was not possible. The next set moved back  up  to  her  buttocks.  Vickie  did  not  think  there  was  any unpunished flesh left. She was sure that she would now have marks over marks. She expected the welts from the first series to break open. 

It hurt. It hurt so badly. After the third set Vickie was fully committed to doing anything she was asked. Her Master sat and worked at his desk  unbothered  by  the  discipline  being  administered.  He  had  not even bothered to administer her discipline himself. He had left that to a  young  man.  Vickie  found  that  humiliating,  but  she  would  trade humiliation if it would lessen this pain. Vickie was sure this was the worst  moment  of  her  life.  The  fourth  set  returned  to  the  thighs.  Of course it did. Vickie had given up struggling, it did not good. She lay across  the  bar  the  only  movements  being  her  body's  natural  recoil with each horrible stroke of the cane and the rising and falling of her chest as she sobbed. She prayed that he would show her some mercy. 

She  prayed  that  her  Master  would  tell  him  that  that  was  enough. 

Neither happened. Nothing was going to come to her rescue. For the final set the young man walked around in front of Vickie. She raised her head and looked at him. FUCK! Not that. NO! She shook her head back and forth. "OOOHHH." She tried to look into his eyes and tell him not to do this. He did not even look at her She squealed through her gag. She expected at least some reaction. He was just doing a job. Vickie watched as the cane came back. She tried to pull up - she could not. She tried to twist away - she could not. SWWISSHH- she saw the cane cut through the air. It almost looked like slow motion.

CRACKK - she could see the cane imbed into the flesh of the tops of her breasts. It hit evenly across both of them. It was about halfway from the nipple to her chest. Fire roared through her breasts and into her body. AAAGGHHAAA - she felt the air leaving her body. The hand was already pulling back. NO, NO, NO. She could not take any more. 

"EEESSEE" - she tried to communicate. But she knew that even if she were  not  gagged  it  would  do  no  good.  SWISHH-_-THRACK--_-OOAAHHGGAAA Still  on the top of her breasts halfway between the bright red stripe from the first stroke and her nipples. 

She didn't want to watch this. She could not watch this - but she could not take her eyes off the cane. She was like a rabbit watching a snake. 

Her  eyes  could  go  nowhere  else  and  she  was  frozen  in  place. 

WHOOSSHH-- - CRACK - - - AAGGAAHHH How could he strike so true?  This  stroke  bisected  the  space  above  the  first  stripe  and  herchest. She now had three bright angry red stripes adorning the tops of her breasts. Her breasts were already starting to throb. He walked to the other side of her body. She was held so that her body was over the bar. That meant that her breasts hung down below it. While the bar had posts on both sides that held it up, the entire area below the bar was open. He was thus able to line up the fourth strike to the lower half of Vickie's breasts. He did not have as much clearance to swing the  cane,  but  that  did  not  seem  to  matter.  SWISSHH---CRACK---- 000HHAAAGGG Vickie looked down at her poor breasts. She could see only the edges of the line across the bottom of her breasts. The three lines on the top were starting to darken, and the entire area on top of her breasts was an angry red. WHOOSSHH - - - THRAACKK - - - - AAGGHHAAA Vickie twisted her hands in her restraints. Her entire body seemed to be on fire. She needed to touch her injured flesh; she needed to massage the painful results of this horrible punishment. He returned the cane to a rack on the wall and went back to his position in front of the Master. Nobody was paying any attention to Vickie. She was very uncomfortable, but she did not dare do a thing that would call attention. She was trying to control her breathing. Her eyes were filed with tears, but she knew nobody cared. They only cared if she had  learned  her  lesson.  She  had.  She  did  not  know  what  would happen next, but she knew if she were given another opportunity she would  make  sure  she  did  it  right.  If  the  answer  was  insuring  her master's pleasure that is what she would do. It did not matter how humiliating it was. She would do anything to avoid being punished.

ANYTHING!  Vickie's  legs  felt  like  they  were  cramping.  That  did  not matter. She was not going to do anything. She could only move them a small amount. She did that very carefully. She did not want to do anything that might call attention. She did not dare do anything that would interrupt the Master. He was still working at his desk and the other slave was below the desk performing her duty - the very duty that Vickie had failed and which had landed her where she was. Vickie hung her head. She had been arrogant. She had longed to be selected. 

She  was  sure  that  once  she  was  selected  she  would  be  found pleasurable  and  returned  with  the  coveted  red  ribbon.  She  would move up on the chain. Now she was punished. She would probably return  with  a  black  ribbon.  It  was  back  to  number  six.  Then  she thought about the punishment bench. She had been punished enough -  hadn't  she?  Oh  please  let  it  be  enough.  There  was  movement.

Master  had  left  his  desk  and  walked  over  to  where  Vickie  was restrained. He was behind her. She kept her eyes forward. She dare not  look  at  him.  What  was  he  going  to  do?  There  was  a  hand  on Vickie's buttocks. Her flesh was red with the stripes of her punishment. 

But the touch was light. It did not aggravate the swollen flesh. She held her breath. Was he satisfied with her punishment? What if he was not  satisfied?  Would  he  have  her  subjected  to  more  punishment?

Would he send her to the punishment bench? Please, oh please let him  be  satisfied  with  this.  He  said  nothing.  His  hand  circled  and caressed each buttock. She felt his hands gently squeeze her lower cheeks. The most painful strokes had been the two that had landed at the top of her thighs just below her buttocks and the one across the very bottom of the buttocks where her thighs met her buttocks. 

Even with his soft touch she winched a little. He said nothing. 

She  felt  the  plug  in  her  bottom  move.  She  had  become  almost accustomed to it. It made her feel full all the time, and she hated the morning  enemas,  but  she  had  learned  to  walk  with  it  in  her  and whereas it was on her mind constantly at first she now gave it almost no  thought.  She  was  sure  that  it  had  been  expanded  on  a  regular basis. She knew it was too big to get out of her but she no longer feared  it  would  split  her  in  two.  Now  it  was  moving.  He  was  doing something with it. He said nothing. It felt very strange behind her. Was the plug was getting smaller? Yes, it was. It was getting smaller. He was doing something to it and it was getting smaller. When he finally pulled it from her body - she had expected some loud slurping sound, but that had not happened - she felt almost empty. She had worn that thing for so long now that it was really a part of her. She was sure she could feel a breeze blowing up inside of her. Her master had wanted her stretched, and she was certain that she was now stretched. It felt like her sphincter muscles were held permanently open. What did this mean for her future? Would she never again be in control of her own bowels? It did not matter. She was nothing but a slave girl and she was  sure  they  would  plug  her  up  again  soon.  Still   her  Master  said nothing. It dawned on Vickie what was happening. This was it. He was about  to  take  her  from  behind.  Vickie  had  stopped  thinking  about when this would happen. For days after she had been plugged she had cringed at the thought. It would hurt, but it would be humiliating beyond belief. She was certain that she would not be able to handle it. She would have to figure out a way to prevent that from happening.

Now, it was different. There was some fear. This was something new. 

Would it hurt? She really did not think so, at least compared to being caned this could not be so bad. It would be humiliating? She laughed. 

She  had  reached  critical  mass  for  humiliation.  She  could  not  be humiliated anymore. She was just a slave. As humiliating as that was, it  was  her,  and  given  her  surroundings  it  was  the  rest  of  her  life. 

Nothing happened behind her and her Master said nothing. The hands were  back.  Her  Master  was  stroking  her  bottom.  It  felt  good.  She wished she was not laced closed. She wished he could just fuck her. 

Open her laces and put his cock in her. She surprised herself with the off color nature of her thoughts, but that is how she was feeling. But she knew she was going to get fucked - just not where she wanted it.

She felt pressure on her sphincter. That surprised her. She felt like her back opening was about the size of the Channel Tunnel. Apparently that was not the case, it must have closed up. Something was pushing in.  Was  it  him?  It  felt  too  small.  It  was  moving  about.  It  was  just  a finger.  She  could  feel  the  coolness  of  some  lubricant.  He  was preparing the hole for his invasion. Then there were two and... was that a third finger? Why did that feel good? It wasn't supposed to feel good. Still  - he said nothing. The fingers were gone. The pressure was back.  Here  it  came.  Vickie  closed  her  eyes.  The  Master  pushed forward.  She  could  feel  his  member  moving  up  inside  of  her.  She could  feel  it  pushing  down  against  her  vaginal  chamber.  The  large capsule in her front kept that chamber expanded. The wall between her two chambers was thin and she could feel his manhood pushing up and down against the obstruction she held in her front. Even this small movement caused the capsule to move up and down and this caused the metal ball inside it to roll back and forth. At each end it stopped  with  a  small  clank  that  sent  its  vibrating  message  to  her yearning  flesh.  Still,  nothing  was  said.  He  was  deep  within  her,  far deeper  than  the  plug.  He  was  moving  forward  and  back.  He  was thrusting and pushing against her bottom flesh. It should have hurt, that flesh was still very tender, but it did not. It felt welcome. He tried to  push  back  at  him,  but  with  her  legs  spread,  her  arms  strapped between her shoulders and her belly pushed into the rail she enjoyed no leverage. With every thrust she felt the end of his penis push deep in her bod. The capsule in her vaginal chamber shook back and forth and its little tormentor clicked as it knocked against first the top and then the bottom of the capsule. She was becoming aroused. She was becoming  very  aroused.  She  could  feel  her  clitoris  throbbing.  She tried to wiggle from side to side to increase the sensation. She needed to get a little more sensation to her clitoris. It was looking for attention, but it was hidden from view held below the tight lacing of the hills of her pleasure valley. He went on and on. He was insatiable, but she did not care. With a little more help she would get there. She was sure it was possible to cum this way. It would only require a little more. His urgency  was  mirrored  by  hers.  She  was  really  excited.  She  was actually getting there. She did not think this was possible, but she was going to cum. But what would happen then? He had said nothing. She had not been given permission to cum. She remembered that she was not allowed to cum without permission. But she was so close. She was almost there. What was she going to do? Was she going to be the good slave girl or seize the climax that had been held from her for so long now?

Her decision was preempted when he stiffened and she could actually feel the liquid squirt within her back channel. At least she could not get pregnant that way. She had not cum. She was breathing hard. She was  so  close.  She  was  so  excited.  Did  he  know  that?  He  reached around and tweaked a nipple. That seemed like a good thing because it  was  not  painfully  done.  He  patted  her  shoulder.  He  ran  his  hand down her back and over her buttocks. She had been so close, but she had not cum. She told herself that she had just been a good slave and had obeyed. The reality is that she had needed just a little more to get there and it had not come. If he had kept going she would have blown like a geyser. But she told herself that she was being obedient. He seemed happy with her. "With some training I think you might be good at that." He patted her back again. Was that a compliment? In here that is what served as a compliment. She would take it. She was pretty sure she had dodged the punishment bench. She sighed with relief. 

Her Master walked around in front of her. Vickie looked up - it hurt to raise her body too far because of the lines to her nipples. She was puzzled until she saw that he was moving his body toward her. She knew  what  was  expected.  His  semi  turgid  member  was  pushed forward to where her tongue could reach it through the ring gag. Vickie did  not  even  stop  to  consider  what  to  do.  Her  tongue  immediately came out reaching for the fleshy object before her. She was meant to clean it. She was meant to clean it with her tongue. Never mind where it  had  just  been,  she  was  being  given  an  opportunity  to  please  her Master. Vickie was not long subjected to this task. It did not seem to take long before her Master withdrew his manhood into his thwab and walked away. Vickie tried to look after him. Had she done a good job?

Please, she had tried to do a good job. Was he pleased with her? She really  needed  him  to  be  pleased  with  her.  It  must  have  been  late because the Pasha retired to his bed. Vickie remained where she was, and she could soon hear from his breathing that he was asleep. Her back was hurting now. Her legs really hurt. There was no comfortable position. When she tried to shift her body to a new position - really an impossible task because she had no slack - she quailed in fear when her  restraints  jingled  and  the  thing  to  which  she  was  restrained creaked and groaned. She knew that if she woke him up she would be very sorry. The young men had curled up on small couches by the side  of  their  Master's  bed.  They  appeared  to  be  light  sleepers  and Vickie was afraid that even disturbing one of them would be sufficient to bring her punishment. Her only alternative was to try to tamp down the pain. She tried to relax her muscles to take the pressure off her legs. This worked for a short time, but the damn bar, even though it was padded, was not that wide and pretty soon it started to hurt her stomach. She would be forced to take up some of the weight with her 

toes. This would make her legs scream and burn. She would shift her weight from foot to foot, but this created noise, and noise was not to be  allowed.  But  as  painful  as  this  was,  there  was  always  worse available. She endured as silently as she could. 

 

 

Chapter 15 Time Outside the Harem 

Morning was a huge relief. The plug  in  Vickie's  bottom  had  not  been  returned  all  night.  This  made Vickie  wondered  if  her  Master  would  once  more  make  use  of  her before  sending  her  back  to  the  seraglio.  She  did  not  know  if  she wanted that or not. She felt too confused and conflicted by what had occurred the night before. In the end a eunuch appeared in the room. 

The plug was returned and pumped up until Vickie started to cry. She was certain it had been expanded much larger than before. Or was this just a sign that her body had quickly started to recover over the course of the evening? Vickie was returned to the harem. Her body was well  marked with red stripes from the caning she had received, but she wore no ribbon on her collar. She had not met her goal of moving up - much to the relief of the number four girl. But she had also  not  been  visited  with  her  fear  of  moving  down  -  much  to  the disappointment of the number six girl. There was little companionship and/or solidarity in this place. A fellow slave may smile at her sisters, but  the  knowledge  that  success  of  a  sister  potentially  reduced  the 

other slaves standing was always keen. How could you wish another slave well when it was likely to be at your expense? Vickie had looked around to try to find another girl who could be her confident, another with whom she could share her feelings. She found no good candidate. 

Vickie saw no harem slave so confident of her position that she was not threatened by the other slaves. How was she to live her life this way?  Life  in  the  harem  continued  in  its  mind  numbing  routine.  Al decisions  were  made  by  the  eunuchs.  As  Vickie  quickly  learned, slaves had no independent thought. Slaves obeyed. A slave obeyed immediately. If she did not obey, in fact, if she was slow obeying, or even  looked  like  she  was  less  than  enthusiastic  about  performing whatever she was instructed to do she would be punished - and then, she would do what had been instructed. Since the end was always obedience, it was much smarter to obey first and avoid the pain. This was not easy, and could only be mastered by learning to disengage the brain from orders. Even the time for analysis was enough to draw a painful rebuke. A good slave learned to process the order and obey instantly. Over the next couple of weeks Vickie was not sent back to the Master's chambers. She had mixed emotions about this. She was still desperate to move up the chain, but she was unconvinced that she was good enough to move up. She did not know if the challenge she had faced was all that would happen. She was reasonably sure 

that it was only one possible thing that could happen. In any event Vickie had been tested and had come up wanting. She needed to see that that did not happen again. Vickie now understood the importance of the oral training. She still hated to do it, but she now worked harder to  improve  her  technique.  Prior  to  being  called  to  the  Master's chambers she had developed enough of a technique to stay out of the  punishment  from  her  minders  during  this  disgusting  training,  at least mostly. Now she regretted doing that. Had she better applied herself before she might have at least survived that exercise and not been beaten. She might even have earned advancement. She was not going to take a chance in the future. As humiliating as this practice was it was important and she worked hard The part of the training that she  had  found  most  disgusting  was  when  the  faux  phallus  would begin to throb and would then spurt salty thick white substance into her  mouth.  She  now  knew  the  importance  of  not  dropping  even  a single drop. It was tricky business to keep the softening member in her mouth, keep her chin up, and collect and swallow everything that spurted out. Having to do so with her hands restrained between her shoulders  and  her  neck  chained  to  the  post  did  not  make  the  task easier. Anything she spilled during training usually earned her a strike from a minder's dog whip. She hated that - to tell the truth she hated everything  about  her  young  minder.  If  she  were  standing  next  to  a 

pool of quicksand with a rope in her hand, and he was sinking in the quicksand, she would lift not a finger to help him and would revel in watching  his  evil  little  head  sink  below  the  noxious  brew.  FUCK! 

Attention. Pay attention. Vickie's 'wool gathering' just cost her a strike from  the  dog  whip.  Instead  of  watching  this  bastard  drown  in quicksand,  he  had  caught  her  not  paying  attention  and  striped  her right breast. When Vickie had first become a slave she would have been unable to keep from at least looking at him - if not glaring, which could result in another strike. Now, she doubled her effort. She still could not help feeling sorry for herself. She did not want to be a slave. 

She should not be a slave. But, like a good little slave she returned her  attention  to  the  job  at  hand,  i.e.,  using  her  tongue  to  work  the simulated cock to tumescence. Vickie still enjoyed music period best. 

She had become pretty good with several instruments, although she recognized that she would never be more than proficient. Still, it was something  that  provided  an  instant  pleasing  feedback.  It  had  a relaxing  quality,  and  she  was  rarely  punished.  Did  the  stupid  little tyrants just not understand music? She thought it probable that they would not be able to distinguish between a timpani and a cow bell. 

For the most part they were not even present during music period. 

And, unless a girl openly acted out she was not likely to be punished for  anything  that  happened  during  these  sessions.  Even  though 

humiliatingly dressed, collared, and chained at the ankles and wrists, music period was almost like being human. Vickie coughed. She felt a tear form in her eye. Was this to be her life from now on? Was she destined  to  find  small  moments  of  pleasure  interspersed  with humiliation and pain? It certainly seemed to be the case. When she was first introduced into the seraglio, she set herself on her escape plan.  Every  opportunity  she  watched  the  routine  looking  for  the slightest  weakness.  She  walked  every  inch.  The  high  white  walls surrounding  the  garden  were  smooth  plaster.  Even  three  girls standing on each other's shoulders could not reach the top of the wall. 

Not only that, the meter wide sand garden restricted the harem slaves from even touching the wall. The only ways into or out of the seraglio were  the  iron  grill  door  that  led  to  a  sally-port  always  guarded  by soldiers, and the small iron door that led to the cage in the Master's quarters. While a higher ranking slave might be sent to the sally-port to  retrieve  what  was  brought  for  the  harem,  usually  food,  she  was always under the watchful eye of the minders and or a eunuch, and the  outside  door  to  the  sally-port  was  closed,  locked,  and  well guarded. The small staircase to the Master's chambers had intrigued her for a time. The door was opened by the eunuch from the bottom of  the  stairs  when  the  girls  were  ready  to  pass  through  into  the chambers. It then quickly sprang back into place. For a girl to sneak 

through she would need a confederate below willing to operate the upper door. And, doing this without being seen was unlikely. And, if successful, what would be gained? Vickie had already been inside the cage on the other side of that door. From inside the cage there was no way out. The doors to the cage could only be opened from the other side. Only someone in the Master's chambers could open the cage. Vickie wondered if a tool could be created to allow one confined in  the  cage  to  reach  the  latch.  Given  freedom  of  movement  and  a workshop - maybe - but here, everything was watched and accounted for. How could she do that? She knew that hardened criminals, even in super max prisons somehow managed to get their hands on things they could convert to their own use. But, when was the last time a prisoner in a super max prison escaped without outside assistance? 

On top of all of this, as long as Vickie was on the lower third of her chain  she  would  spend  most  of  her  time  with  her  hands  chained between her shoulder blades. Not only did that negate any chance at escape - or even defiance - it made it almost impossible for her to even try to retrieve something that might be a tool. And, even if she did, where would she hide it. As she thought about it she realized that a  prisoner  in  a  super  max  prison  actually  had  much  more  freedom than  she  or  her  sisters.  Even  such  a  dangerous  criminal  had  some privacy, they had their own space. She had no privacy. She had no 

personal space. She had a mat on the floor to which she was bound under the watchful eye of a eunuch when she slept. Escape from the seraglio was impossible. Vickie tried not to think about the rest of her life as a slave. It was hard to put out of her mind, but her only hope was to try to live in the moment. The bad would pass and the good gave her some respite. Vickie was nervous. She expected to be called back to the Master's chambers. She was surprised when a week went by and others went - but not her. Then there was another week, only during this week nobody was called. The Master was away. 

In anticipation of the Master's return Vickie worked very hard during oral training. All of the marks on her legs and thighs had gone away. 

However, the mark in her brain had not. Vickie had always thought she was a brave person. Now she did not think so. She had not held up well under pain - either on the punishment bench or in the Master's chambers - she was certainly not a masochist. She knew that it was her oral skill that had gotten her punished in the Master's chambers. 

She was not going to let that happen again. Plus, she started to again think about moving up the chain. She really wanted to get up to fourth position. Life in that spot seemed so much better. It was worth all the work she was putting in. It looked like the Master was back. Vickie and the other girls were lined up. Would Vickie be picked? Two other girls were picked. But then two more were picked. Then two more. 

Vickie was very confused. When the eunuch was finished ten girls - 

including Vickie - had been chosen and were standing in a line in front of  the  remaining  girls.  Vickie  was  very  curious.  She  was  sure  that many of the others were also curious, but they all knew better than to ask. Vickie stood in present position with her eyes facing forward. She could feel the presence of the girl to her right and left, but she would not look at them. She could sense that they were holding their position as well. Girls whose arms were not locked between their shoulders had  their  position  adjusted.  They  stepped  through  their  wrist  chain which was then pulled up to lock at the back of the collar. When all ten girls were properly restrained the minders began to work down the line from the two ends hooding the girls. Vickie was closer to the middle than the end so she could see from her peripheral vision as girls  were  hooded.  Vickie  hated  the  hood.  She  did  not  want  to  be hooded, but she also knew that it did not matter what she wanted. 

She could cooperate and be hooded, or she could resist, be punished, and  then  hooded,  or  worst  of  all  she  could  resist  and  find  herself strapped  to  the  punishment  bench  -  and,  of  course,  hooded. 

Whatever she did she was about to be hooded. When signaled to do so she knelt so the minder could pull the tight leather over her head. 

The strong smell of the leather made her gasp. She had to overcome the instinct to pull away. When the front of the hood was pushed into 

position Vickie could only see what was directly in front of her. The hood had narrow slits in front of her eyes. At least this hood allowed some  sight.  She  was  told  to  open  her  mouth.  She  did.  The  mouth portion of the hood was pushed into place. The hood had in integrated ring gag. It was no larger than the ring gag Vickie practiced with in oral  training.  It  slipped  easily  into  place.  This  should  have  been uncomfortable, but it was not. Vickie was used to this. She sighed in realization. Once upon a time she would have found this humiliating. 

Once  upon  a  time  she  would  have  wanted  to  die  to  avoid  being displayed the way she was. Now it was almost the norm. The ring gag confirmed  that  Vickie  would  soon  get  the  chance  to  show  her  oral skills. But, why the hood? She did not like the way it restricted her sight. Was that just another means of showing her how under control she was? Perhaps. And why so many girls? Occasionally three girls went upstairs, but there were ten now being prepared. But prepared for what? The eunuch connected a short line from collar to collar until there was a coffle of girls. Vickie found herself fourth in the chain. To Vickie's  great  surprise  the  coffle  was  led  toward  the  door  to  the seraglio.  The  eunuch  opened  the  large  iron  gate  and  led  the  ten hooded slave girls into the sally-port. Once all the girls were inside the inner  gate  was  again  locked  and  only  then  the  door  to  the  exterior hallway opened Vickie had dreamed of walking through that door. She 

had prayed to be outside the harem. Now she was. The irony was that she was tightly restrained, hooded, and in coffle with nine other girls. 

This was about as far from escape as was possible. A minder led the girls from the front lease. A second minder held a similar leash to the back of the last girl in the coffle. Vickie felt even more controlled than normal. What was happening? They were just a line of slaves being led. Nobody told them where there were going or what they were to do. They were only property. Why would anyone bother telling them anything? Vickie wanted to get a look at the Pasha's palace, but in coffle with her vision restricted in the hood it was very difficult. She could tell the hallway was largely done in highly polished marble. 

They were led into a large room. In the center of the room was a low table. Pillows were around the table so that individuals could recline and eat. This, of course, was not for the slaves. Rather, Vickie could see that there were openings under the table. One at a time slaves were  removed  from  the  coffle  and  led  to  the  table.  The  pillow  was pushed aside and the girl was guided into a small alcove under the table. There was just room for a girl to kneel with her head forward at the  edge  of  the  table  and  near  the  pillow.  A  short  chain  from  the underside of the table was connected to the back of her collar. The slave girls, it seemed, were going to be providing pleasure to guests. 

They had been hooded because the faces of the girls from the harem 

should not be revealed outside the harem. While it is unusual for the concubines to be allowed sexual conduct with other men, the contact here  was  limited  to  their  mouths.  These  must  be  important  guests. 

What  would  happen  to  any  girl  who  was  not  completely  pleasing? 

Vickie felt a knot tighten in her stomach as she was guided into, and restrained in her own small space under the table. Vickie could not see the girls to her right or left. Each enclosure was separated from the next. Her entire attention was to the front and to whoever would be seated on the pillows next to her station. Vickie did not want to do this. It was just to humiliating. But what choice did she have? After the chain to the back of her collar was affixed she was left essentially alone. She could see only a part of the otherwise empty room. She could hear the occasional sounds of one of the other girls. She could not move off her knees. She had no use of her hands. She had only a little room to move from side to side. She was nothing but a slave held for the pleasure of her masters. She could do nothing but wait and then, do her best to be as pleasing as possible. Anything less than perfection  would  result  in  severe  punishment.  These  were  special guests of her Master. If he were embarrassed in any way - well  that was just unthinkable. It was a very long time before Vickie heard the sound of movement and talking. She could make out nothing of what was being said, but she was sure this was the Pasha and his guests. 

A person walking into the room would see the large table set for ten. 

One would not necessarily see what was below the table. The alcoves may have been created to give the impression of a Middle Eastern table at near ground level but still allow a place for the diner to place their  legs.  The  Pasha  had  adapted  this  feature  to  provide  beautiful accessories. He would share the mouths of some of his concubines while keeping their features hidden, exotic toys to pleasure the male guests. Vickie finally saw swishing of a thaw moving in her direction. 

Hampered by the horrid slits in the hood it was hard to make out much. 

She wanted to see the face. She wanted to see who this man was. 

But she could not. The angle was never right and when he was close enough to the table his thawb blocked her view. The thawb was white, but the fabric was clearly of high quality. Vickie thought the man would put his legs down into the alcove, but he did not. He reclined on the pillows next to the table. Then with a single movement he raised and dropped his thawb over her head. She probably could have gotten a look at his face as he was doing that, but her focus had been on the part of his body close to her. Now it was too late. He was not wearing anything below the thawb. The man's penis and balls were only inches from Vickie's face. He was uncircumcised - of course. Even flaccid he was large. The man said nothing to Vickie. He had not touched her. 

He  had  not  commanded  her  in  any  way.  Nobody  issued  any 

commands.  He  just  placed  his  member  within  her  reach.  No command  was  necessary.  Vickie  shifted  toward  him  as  well  as  her bondage would allow. His manhood was within her reach - had he experienced  such  hospitality  before?  It  did  not  matter.  Al   that mattered was that at the risk of a thrashing Vickie was going to make him happy. She was going to make him very happy indeed She had limited vision through the slits in the hood, and almost no use of her lips  because  of  the  ring  gag  in  her  mouth,  but  her  tongue  darted forward and began to flick at the sides of his penis. As she worked she could feel the member begin to grow. With her limited vision she could not see the object of her activity, but she could orient on where it must be by watching the man's abdomen, and by using her tongue to  continue  to  guide  her.  Once  she  had  obtained  tumescence  she maneuvered the fleshy weapon through the opening in her hood. As she did, she continued to work her tongue against the underside while closing her lips to provide contact with it as she moved her head back and forth. A tricky maneuver for a novice, Vickie like the other harem slaves had been well schooled in the technique. 

The object continued to harden. The man shifted his legs a little. Vickie smiled to herself. She was getting to him. She was beginning to get results. She thrust him deep into her mouth. While not quite the size of her Master he was not small and the tip of him tapped at the back 

of  her  throat.  When  she  had  first  practice  this  movement  she  had gagged, and even once thrown up. That had earned her some strikes of the whip. But she had developed the skill to take what the man had to offer. She could take it to the back of her mouth; she could even take it into her throat. She did not think it mattered how large it may be, she was now an accomplished sword swallower. The sword in her mouth was more a Roman Gladius than an English broad sword. This sword may be quite stiff, but it was easily within Vickie's new found skills. The man was being passive to her attention and she enjoyed that fact. As she felt him stiffen to a point of danger she eased up. 

She  did  not  release  him  from  her  mouth,  but  she  stopped  the movement  holding  tight  and  waiting  for  him  to  relax  a  little  before continuing. This had been where she had errored with her Master. She had  undergone  a  lot  of  practice  since  then.  She  was  sure  that  her Master was somewhere at this table. If Vickie fucked this up - hah, that  was  funny -  he  would  know  and  she  would  not  like  the  result. 

Besides,  she  wanted  to  show  him  that  she  had  learned.  It  was  the man that would decide when he would cum. Until then, Vickie would keep him hard and interested. Even if it took all night, she was going to show that she was up to the task. As Vickie continued to work the fleshy member in her mouth she put out of her mind what she was doing. She could not see the man. Well she could see some of him, 

but not enough to individualize him. This was just a piece of meat in her mouth. This was nothing more than the practice cocks. The smell was a little different. The smell under the thaw of her assigned guest was musty. She hoped he was clean. She thought he was. The smell was not strong, but in a way it reminded her of the smell of a wet dog. 

The taste was a little salty. There was also almost a copper taste. The simulator  had  the  salty  tang,  but  never  the  copper  taste.  She wondered what that was from. Then she decided she did not want to know. Vickie continued to work using her head, her tongue, and to the extent that she could, her lips. She wished she did not have the damn ring gag in her mouth. She certainly understood the logic in using it. 

A girl could accidentally do some damage with her teeth. If a girl were sufficiently despondent she might do more. She might do much more. 

The outcome would be devastating for the girl, but far from pleasant for the recipient. Vickie wondered if it had ever happened. She was sure  that  most  girls  at  some  point  dreamed  of  it.  Kept  in  helpless bondage  there  was  little  opportunity  to  fight  back.  That  would certainly be a way. But a part of her realized that however much a girl would love to deliver such a devastating attack it is unlikely that she, and most like her, could ever find the courage to actually do it. That is,  of  course,  if  she  were  even  given  the  chance.  Vickie  could  hear laughing  and  talking.  It  was  somewhat  muffled  by  the  hood,  but 

mostly it was Vickie's purposeful focus on the task at hand that made the  sounds  slip  into  background.  It  mattered  not  what  was  being discussed. It mattered not what language was being used. As a slave girl she was no longer curious about the affairs of men. Her job was to see to the pleasure of the man before her - whoever he might be. 

As time went by Vickie felt like she was doing a good job. She had kept the man hard but avoided taking him to fulfillment without jagged ups  and  downs  in  his  arousal.  Although  he  seemed  to  be  mostly distracted with other things, he did occasionally pat her on the head. 

At first she thought it was a signal to do something different. Finally, she determined that it was only the action of a person stroking the cat purring in his lap. She did not let the attention change or affect her activity. She recognized it as a sign of his appreciation. Then her face flushed  below  her  hood.  He  was  petting  her.  He  was  petting  and stroking her like a domestic animal. It was completely demeaning. She felt a tear in her eye. Then she sniffed it back and got control of herself. 

Demeaning was what her life now had to be. She would be humiliated and demeaned. She would have to accept that. She would live with that, if it would keep the cane off her bottom. Time lost all meaning. It could  have  been  an  hour.  It  could  have  been  four  or  five  hours.  It mattered  not.  Vickie  had  locked  herself  into  her  performance.  Her mouth was sore, but that did not matter. Vickie had heard the meal 

being served. She had heard the table being cleared. She had heard the sound of glasses filed and drunk. She pictured kettles of hot tea being  poured  into  small  cups  from  great  height.  It  was  one  of  her favorite parts of this culture, but she could not see it. Her attention was below the thaw of the man. Her vision was fixed upon his thighs, stomach, and his male appendage. That was the totality of her world. 

Vickie  felt  the  man's  hands  at  her  head.  He  held  her  head  and increased his movement. It was time. He was now signaling the end of the activity. It was her job now to finally bring him to climax and, importantly, to retain and swallow every drop of his emission. Vickie began  moving  her  head  with  more  speed.  She  was  guided  by  the man's hands. She worked her tongue across the bottom of his shaft up to the tip and back. His breathing was heavier. She was getting him close. She used her lips to enclose him. It was hard over the ring gag, but he was large enough in his tumescence to just allow her to close her lips around him. It did not take long. She had kept him at an almost  ready  stage  throughout  the  evening.  She  felt  the  throbbing start as she pushed forward driving his flesh deep into her mouth and throat. In anticipation of his reaction she began to swallow. She kept him  deep  in  her  mouth.  Then  she  felt  the  first  splash.  Only  her swallowing action averted gagging. She was careful not to breathe. It would be a disaster if she were to choke. Vickie did not think she could 

actually be thankful for the horrible humiliating training that she had been subjected to, but she was. What was happening now was just what she had been trained to do. She had choked on the simulated semen many times before she developed the timing and the throat action to handle it. Now she was swallowing and sucking him dry. No drop of emission was going to escape her mouth. She was proud of herself. She would save her bottom from the attention of the cane. 

The man was pleased. When he was soft he slipped back. He patted her on the head again. She felt his hand at her mouth. He slipped a small  piece  of  sweetmeat  into  her  mouth.  She  could  not  close  her mouth and chew it, but she worked it with her tongue and enjoyed the sugary  flavor.  Her  controlled  diet  had  little  sugar,  and  this  was  a supreme treat. She felt herself glow with pride. Vickie felt the man's hand  on  her  hood.  He  guided  it  back.  There  was  something  in  his other  hand.  Suddenly  something  pushed  into  Vickie's  mouth. 

Instinctively she tried to close her mouth, forgetting the ring gag. She could feel something plastic but not that hard. She pushed her tongue against it and it yielded only slightly. It extended only an inch or two into her mouth, certainly not as deep as she was now used to being gagged. As she worked her tongue over the surface she felt holes. 

The man turned the plug and with a click it locked into the ring gag. 

Vickie  knew  it  was  not  coming  out.  Vickie  looked  up.  There  was  a 

plastic hose extending from the thing. The man was maneuvering the hose around in front of his crotch. "FUCK! Oh no." Vickie tried to say 

- nothing audible came out. He wasn't really going to do this? Yes. He was going to. She watched as he placed the end of the hose over his mostly flaccid penis. Vickie tried to shake her head from side to side. 

She  pushed  with  her  tongue  against  the  plug.  Her  tethered  hands flapped  behind  her  back.  She  pulled  back  to  the  limit  of  the  chain attached to her collar. She could go nowhere. She could do nothing to avoid what was about to happen. She felt the warm salty liquid as it spurted into her mouth. The plug had many holes all around it. Vickie had pushed her tongue against it but there were sufficient holes to make blocking them impossible. Her mouth filled with the man's salty urine. The plug was locked in place and the ring gag sealed her mouth. 

There was only one place for the foul liquid to go. Vickie started to swallow. She tried to open her throat and accept what was now a very steady stream. How could there be so much so fast. It turns out that there was not just one place for it to go. Vickie fell behind drinking. 

Her sinuses started to burn and liquid was dripping down the front of her hood from her nostrils. She started to cough, but the liquid was still coming. She couldn't breathe, her mouth and nose were filled with the man's liquid, she needed to drink it. To breathe she would need to  clear  her  mouth,  then  she  could  clear  her  nose,  then  she  could 

breathe. If she coughed and chocked it would not help. She needed to control herself. The flow had stopped enough that she was able to relax her mouth. The liquid still flowed, but slowly in spurts into her mouth. She used what air she had left in her lungs to blow out trying to clear her nose. Then she slowly began to breathe in. She controlled herself and did it slowly. She knew that her breathe would be laced with the horrid liquid. She needed to filter it through her mouth and take only air to her lungs. But, her mouth was sealed. She needed to swallow, then close her throat, and breath through her nose. 

She alternated between breathing and swallowing. Where in the fuck did he get this much piss? Vickie was 'pissed off'. What kind of thanks was  this?  She  had  given  him  perfect  attention.  He  had  even recognized her talent. Then he did this? And, she could do nothing about it. Was she just supposed to accept this happily? Her training as a slave had been that she should take joy in anything that made her  master  happy.  This  was  not  even  her  master;  it  was  some unknown guest of her master. But for the moment he was her master. 

His pleasure was paramount. If this pleased him, then it was what was required. If Vickie ever needed any expression of the depths to which she  had  fallen  this  was  it.  Was  it  possible  for  her  to  be  any  more humiliated  than  this?  She  did  not  see  how.  Vickie  wondered  if  the other girls were subjected to the same treatment. She could not see 

from her position under the table, and the hood sufficiently impaired her hearing to be unsure of what else was going on around her. Was this something that happened regularly? Vickie certainly hoped not. 

She  knew  that  human  urine  could  be  recycled.  She  knew  that  her body would even use it. As long as the contributor was free of disease she could even be watered this way. The master "killed two birds with one stone." The slaves were watered and the guests did not have to leave  the  table  to  relive  themselves.  It  may  be  efficient,  but  it  was fucking intolerable. Vickie raged at her helplessness. She twisted and jerked  at  her  restrained  arms.  They,  of  course,  were  not  going anywhere. The man patted her on the head. It was the kind of pat one would give a dog. "I can tell you enjoyed that little one. Maybe there will  be enough tea for me to give you some more." He laughed. Vickie wished  the  ring  gag  was  gone  and  his  manhood  was  back  in  her mouth. He was a man of more than average length. She would love to reduce the size considerably. In her mind she bit into the penis and felt  the  blood  surge  into  her  mouth.  If  she  was  going  to  drink something salty let it be blood, not his fucking urine. That was not to be. She was a slave girl and she would do as her masters pleased and she would learn to at least accept it if not enjoy it. That was now her life. Vickie felt a tear in her eye. The man left the plug in her mouth and Vickie was afraid that at any moment he would let another stream go 

into her mouth. She was afraid it would come without warning and she would choke. She kept her eyes fastened on his crotch waiting for any sign of a repeat occurrence. Vickie was relieved when the man turned the plug and pulled it from her mouth, as it clicked open. How frustrating. Al  it took was a simple quarter turn and it clicked free from the ring gag. Yet, with her hands restrained there had been nothing she could do to dislodge it from her mouth. Still, it was gone now and Vickie was very happy about that. The man guided her head back to his flaccid penis. She knew what was required. She used the opening in her hood to maneuver the shaft into her mouth and began to work with  her  tongue.  The  flesh  began  to  harden  almost  immediately. 

Before she had been captured she would have found what she was now doing completely abhorrent. But, she had been well trained at this task. She was good at this and she took to the work quickly and efficiently. She did not want to be punished. She especially did not want to be caned. At first that fear had been sufficient to motivate her to work at her proficiency, but the fear of punishment - while not gone, it  could  never  be  gone -  was  not  necessary  for  motivation.  She  no longer saw this task as abhorrent. Besides, if she really pleased him again, she might receive a reward. The thought of the sweet candy melting in her mouth encouraged her. It would help get the taste of the  piss,  his  piss,  out  of  her  mouth.  Vickie  did  well.  She  received 

another candy. Happily she did not have to drink from the hose again that night. But, she was exhausted and was very happy when the girls were released from their confinement below the table, coffled, and led back to the seraglio. Vickie did not think the harem could look so good. 

She was so happy to be restrained to her mat and allowed to sleep. 



 

Chapter 16 Leaving the Harem

 Life had become a blur. The sameness of every day was numbing. Life was boring, but there was a constant anxiety. A slave was never far from being whipped or even caned. The switches of the minders were painful but mostly just humiliating. The slave girls always had to obey. No decision of any kind was ever left to  them.  And,  the  ever  present  punishment  bench  kept  stomachs knotted whenever an error of any kind was perceived. Vickie had only been caned on her arrival to the harem and on her first night with the Masters. She had survived a second visit to the Master's chambers without  a  caning  or  a  demotion.  To  her  distress  she  had  not  been sufficiently  satisfying  to  move  up.  The  other  issue  was  her  sexual frustration.  Since  the  time  she  had  been  laced  closed  she  had received no orgasm. She was teased by the damn thing that moved around inside her whenever she moved, but it was never enough to get her to satisfaction. Maybe, if she could really work at it, but there was no opportunity for that, she was too careful y watched. She was not even allowed to touch herself in that part of her body. Most of the time her hands were locked between her shoulders, but when she was allowed to have her hands in front she was very careful to keep her hands away from her sexual parts. She did not even touch her nipples

- let along the lacing between her legs. She knew better. Actually, she knew what the cane felt like and she knew that if she touched herself she would be caned. That was enough to insure her obedience Vickie knew  that  the  Master  would  sometimes  unlace  a  girl  and  give  her pleasure. She must be very pleasing for that to happen. But, just the knowledge  was  enough  to  make  the  slaves  yearn  for  a  trip  to  the Master's chambers. Vickie had scoffed at that idea when she was new to the harem. Now she fully understood - more than understood, she wanted a chance to be unlaced and satisfied - even the short odds were enough. She really needed satisfaction. Usually the Master took the  girls  of  the  evening  from  behind.  Always,  the  girls  used  their mouths.  Vickie  was  now  very  accomplished  orally.  However,  she found herself very embarrassed when her Master pushed himself into her from behind. She knew that some of the girls had learned to get great  enjoyment  from  it.  Some  even  claimed  a  girl  could  climax  - although she had to be very careful in doing so. Climaxing without permission  was  punishable.  Vickie  tried  to  concentrate  on  the pleasure of the activity when she was strapped across the bar in the

Master's chambers and he came at her from behind. His entrance into her did not hurt - at least not anymore. The large plug she had been forced  to  wear  had  expanded  her  channel  sufficient  to  easily accommodate him. Its constant pressure inside her body had even reduced her inclination to clench down when he began to enter her. 

She  could  feel  his  manhood  moving  inside  her.  She  could  feel  it pushing at the device buried in the part of her where she wanted him to be. She could feel the sensation move from the back passage to the front. She tried to focus on enjoying the feel of it. She tried to move back against him. Maybe if she joined in the activity she could find pleasure and more. After all, she was about as sexually frustrated as a girl could be. She wanted sex. She really wanted sex. But, she knew this was as close as she was going to get and she wanted to make the most of it. Sometimes, when she sought what solitude she could find, usually the garden during her very limited 'relaxation time', she would feel a tear in her eye and a lump in her throat. Was this to be the rest of her life? Just looking at the tall white wall surrounding the garden was enough to communicate the hopelessness of her situation. 

She would look down at the chains around her ankles. She moved a foot back and forth and watched the connecting chain to the other ankle move, snake like, across the ground. Escape was impossible. 

But she would catch herself and choke back the tear. It was not bad enough that she was a helpless prisoner in this place, required to obey any command given, even by the young terrors with their whips. She was not allowed to look or act sad about her lot. She was expected to rejoice in her role to serve her Master. She should be happy that she was selected as one of his concubines. To show anything else denigrated  her  devotion  to  him.  That  would  draw  at  least  a  painful strike from a switch, and could even lead to a caning. Vickie had seen a  girl  receive  twelve  strokes  of  the  cane  because  she  was  caught crying at night when she was supposed to be either sleeping or gazing with awe and affection at the huge picture of the Master on the wall above the sleeping area.

The routine helped. A person can get caught up in the routine. There is  comfort  in  knowing  what  is  to  happen  next.  Uncertainty  is  not  a good thing when you live under the total control of others. Anything that  was  different  increased  the  feeling  of  stress.  Part  of  that  is because  different  was  usually  not  a  good  thing.  It  almost  always involved humiliation and pain. When a eunuch came for her just before lunch, Vickie felt her stomach lurch. She was going to throw up. Her hands were still fastened behind her back, up between her shoulder blades - she was still number five girl. And, that did not come with the freedom  she  sought.  She  had  attempted  to  move  up,  but  had  not succeeded. At least she had not moved down. The eunuch fastened a leash line to her collar and led her to the doorway out of the seraglio.

Vickie's heart was thumping. She was not hooded or even blindfolded. 

What was happening? She was led down corridors and finally back to the smiths section, where her chains had first been fastened to her body. She was left standing facing a wall, her leash was tied to a ring less than a foot in front of her face. There was nothing for her to do but stand and stare at the wall. Was she being released? Was that possible? She had heard of harem slaves being ransomed. This was a normal event in the days of the Barbary Pirates. Wealthy Europeans would buy back their captured wives and daughters. But did it still happen? And if so, who would have ransomed her? Her publisher, of course! She was important to her publisher. He must have tracked her down and made a deal. The Pasha moved in both her world and his own. He and her publisher knew each other. Had the Pasha reached out to make a deal? She thought he was already very wealthy, but that was not impossible. But, wouldn't he be afraid of what she would write? She was ready to burn this place to the ground. Just let her get a pen to paper. This would be an expose for the ages. But, why would the Pasha allow that? He would certainly be a center piece in anything she wrote. Had the publisher made a deal on that too? Well, nobody had asked her. She had made no such agreement. She was not willing to be quite about the abuses going on here. She was going to yell to the high heavens - or was she? She would do anything to escape this life and this place. If such a deal had been made and her agreement to the conditions were part of the deal would she go along with it?

The  strong  Vickie  of  the  past  would  spit  in  their  faces.  The  current Vickie was not so strong. The Vickie of old had not yet felt the cane. 

It is surprising what a difference the cane can make to ones attitude. 

The new Vickie was compliant. The strong self-assertive Vickie may be a creature of the past. Some of it would come back, but she knew that she would never be who she was before. Vickie was starting to get excited. This must be what was happening. She was going to be released.  The  smith  arrived.  Vickie  strained  to  look  hoping  to  see someone else, someone there to rescue her. There was nobody. Then the eunuch returned. Still not what Vickie was longing for. The smith released her leash and brought her over to his work bench. Her hands were  released  from  her  collar.  When  she  had  stepped  through  the chain she twisted her shoulders - as she always did - to release some of the tension. Her harem outfit was removed. Not that it provided any semblance of cover anyway. The smith placed her right wrist on his bench and then using a strange looking tool popped out the rivets that held  the  shackle  closed.  The  tool  was  large  and  took  considerable strength to operate. It was clear to Vickie that no slave would ever be able to remove the shackles. Soon both of Vickie's wrists were free. 

The shackles were off for the first time in... how long had it been? She did not know. All she knew is that her wrists were free. It was really happening, she was being released. Vickie was confused when the eunuch flipped her around and pulled her arms behind her back. She started to twist away when she felt him start to wrap ropes around her wrists. Why was he tying her back up? She pulled away. The eunuch held her now partially bound hands in one hand, and with the other hand struck down on her right breast with his short whip. Shit that hurt. Vickie knew better. She was not free yet. She straightened up and stopped struggling. Her wrists were bound and cinched. Then her elbows were pulled together, roped and cinched. She was once again helpless. She was still a slave. 

Only then did the smith have Vickie sit in a chair, raise her ankles to the workbench and remove her ankle chains. Vickie felt the weight of the shackles leave her limbs. Then he removed the collar around her neck.  Vickie  had  never  in  all  her  life  been  happier  to  be  rid  of something. Even more than the wrist shackles, the collar, and what it symbolized,  was  such  an  oppressive  part  of  her  slavery.  Nobody touched the lacing which held her beauty lips tightly together. Nor was her  catheter  removed  although  the  eunuch  did  open  the  valve  and empty it. The results were not inspected or recorded - that was a good thing. The eunuch bound Vickie's ankles. She did not resist in any way. 

Obviously she was not to be allowed to walk out of here. She was going to be taken someplace. Was there to be an exchange? Like a scene in a classic kidnap movie? That did not seem likely. More likely, everything would be much more businesslike. So why was she being restrained? When a slave sack was spread on the floor Vickie began to panic. She had moved girls in slave sacks. She did not want to be put in a slave sack. Especially if she were to be delivered to someone she knew. The sudden image of being taken to her publisher locked in  a  slave  sack,  her  head  sticking  out  the  top,  made  her  flush  with embarrassment. It was one thing to be seen by these people, but such an  image  in  front  of  her  publisher,  was  just  to  humiliating  for contemplation. Please don't let that be what they do. She thought to herself. She knew better than to speak. The eunuch positioned Vickie on the bottom of the open bag. She knew better than to resist. Her lower legs were strapped to the bottom of the bag at her ankles and just below her knees. She was pushed back into a sitting position on her  legs.  A  belt  from  her  ankles  was  threaded  over  her  wrists  and tightened down. She was now kneeling in the center of the bag in a hogtie  position.  Vickie  looked  straight  ahead.  She  could  not  bring herself to look at anyone. The eunuch and the smith assembled the slave bag around Vickie. Each flap of the bag like the petals of a tulip was raised and connected to the flap next to it by pushing slots in the overlapping  material  over  a  flange  in  the  flap  below.  There  was  a flange  ever  few  inches.  A  belt  fastened  to  the  bottom  of  the  bag slipped through each flange holding it tight. At the top of the bag the collar  connected  to  the  first  flap  fastened  around  her  neck  and accepted both the top of each flap and each belt fitted over flanges in the collar. Another belt was pushed through the flanges at the neck securing and closing the entire package. The final belt slipped over a ring and was secured in place with a padlock. The collar was tight enough and high enough to make turning her head difficult. Vickie had seen the heads of other slave girls sticking up out of the black form of a slave sack before. She had paid them no mind. Now, it was her head atop the secure mass of the slave sack. Even if she had the use of her hands - which she most certainly did not - she would be unable to get out of this bag. And, without the key to unlock the lock at her neck (a lock she could never reach from inside the sack) nobody else could get her out without significant effort. The sack was made of a heavy rubberized canvas. It would be difficult to cut. The belts that threaded through the flanges were thick. They could be cut, but it would take effort. Handles on the sides of the sack meant that Vickie could now be handled like a piece of luggage. Rings in the material at her collar, the  center  and  the  base  of  the  sack,  allowed  it  to  be  tethered  or secured to allow for easy transportation. Vickie had to admit it was a formidable  invention.  It  made  slave  girls  completely  helpless  and facilitated the handling of them, like the goods they were. Even though Vickie knew what was coming she hoped against hope that it would not happen. It did. The eunuch raised a leather hood to Vickie's head.

It was not a full discipline hood, but it would tightly fit to her head. 

There were no holes for her eyes - slave girls did not need to know where  they  were  or  were  they  were  going.  It  would  be counterproductive to supply a slave girl with too much information. 

Vickie did not want that thing on her head, but she knew there was nothing she could do to prevent it. She gasped involuntarily when it was slipped over her head. The only openings were two small holes under  her  nose  and  a  small  pipe  that  penetrated  the  center  of  the penis  gag,  that  was  pushed  into  her  mouth.  There  was  a corresponding opening on the front of the hood. This allowed a small nozzle to be inserted to water the slave. Vickie could now see nothing. 

Even her hearing was muffled by extra layers sewn into the hood at her  ears.  Curiosity  was  not  encouraged  in  slaves.  Keeping  them isolated from outside stimuli was actually a kindness. 

It had been months since Vickie had been in the world outside the seraglio.  She  hated  the  fact  that  she  was  bound  and  hooded.  She longed to look at the world. But, that would happen soon. Soon she would be released. It was ok that she was to be taken like this. She would even put up with her publisher seeing her bound in a slave sack, although she knew that she would never, ever, hear the end of it. She blushed at the thought of the humiliation she would have to endure for years to come. The sack was lifted. Vickie could tell she had been removed from the room. To her humiliation she was deposited in the hallway.  The  sack  was  not  secured  to  anything.  She  just  sat  there waiting. She could hear the occasional sound of people coming and going. There was not even a break in the footsteps. Nobody stopped to pay her any attention. She was just a package waiting for pickup.

They would know it was a slave girl, but nobody could tell who she was.  Under  these  circumstances  time  seems  to  stop.  Vickie  was anxious  now  to  get  on  with  things.  Without  thinking  about  it  she twisted her wrists in her bonds. Her fingers searched for the knots that held her. She could find nothing. She knew that any knots would be well  outside her grasp. She had been bound by experts. Maybe she could  loosen  the  strap  holding  her  in  the  hogtie.  She  was  in  an uncomfortable position. If she could at least loosen that it would be a little more conformable. She ran her fingers down the strap. There had to be a buckle down there someplace. She found the loose end of the strap. She held it in her hand and tried to follow it down. She could feel  something  like  a  clasp.  She  could  find  no  way  to  open  it.  She grasped the running end that emerged from the clasp. She pulled it to see  if  that  would  loosen  the  clasp.  The  belt  moved  another  inch through the clasp. But the clasp stayed closed. And, the belt did not retreat, not even to where it was before. All she had managed was to tighten her own restraints. FUCK! In frustration she pulled and jerked her hands at the restraints. Nothing was gained, and held in the heavy material  of  the  sack  her  movements  were  almost  imperceptible.  It might have been possible for her to wiggle enough to tip the entire package over, but even that was not easy. The base of the sack was large, her lower legs were strapped to the base, and with her body pulled down in a tight hogtie her center of gravity was very low. For all of Vickie's actions no visible change to her condition was made.

Vickie did not know how long it had been. She felt herself being lifted. 

She was finally being taken from this place. She could sense being carried some distance. She could even feel the difference in the air when they left the building. How she wished she could see. The bag was placed in the back of a van. Security straps held it in place. They were necessary given the winding roads of Eshan. It was not a short trip - or at least it did not feel like such to Vickie. For all she could tell, they  were  driving  in  circles,  but  she  doubted  any  such  subterfuge. 

Where would she be taken? Where would the hand off location be? 

Who would be there? Who was her rescuer? A line had been fastened to the opening in her gag and she was able to suck in liquid from time to time. But, other than that, everything remained the same. At least for a little while more she was a helpless slave awaiting delivery. Vickie once  again  thought  of  her  story.  She  pictured  the  slave  waiting  in anticipation  as  she  was  taken  to  her  new  master.  Would  he  be handsome? Would he be kind? How would she win his heart? She felt herself  moisten  within  her  laced  sex.  One  of  the  first  orders  of business, once she was released and alone, would be some busy time with her fingers. She had been kept sexually frustrated so long. It was amazing to her that even with the pain administered and the terror of punishment  her  mind  was  never  far  from  sex.  That  stupid  teasing device inside her did not help, but she knew that even without it, she would be almost overcome with need. Just think, she will  no longer be prohibited from touching herself. And, her body will  once again be under her control and not locked away. She was still grommeted and laced tightly. She still had large shackles in her breasts. Would she remove them? Maybe not. The laces had to go, but the other things might stay. They were, after all, pretty erotic. When the van stopped - finally -  and  Vickie  was  carried  out,  she  did  her  very  best  to  sense something,  anything,  about  where  she  was.  She  could  derive  no useful information. She could only wait.

Finally, the sack was put down on the floor. This was it. They would have to release her now. FINALLY - FREEDOM. 

 

 

Chapter  17  Arrival 

 The  hood  was  loosening.  As  it  was  pulled  away Vickie blinked to accommodate her eyes to the light. The inside of a hood can be very dark. She was still hogtied and fastened inside a slave sack. It would be hard to be more helpless. Vickie could tell she was in a large room. She could tell it was elegantly appointed and that the walls and columns were marble. This is not the sort of place she had pictured for a transfer. She had expected a dark warehouse or even a deserted road. Vickie tried to look around. The tight collar of the  slave  sack  made  this  very  difficult.  She  could  only  see  straight ahead and a little to each side. There was a very large chair in front of her. It sat a couple of feet above the floor on a pedestal. There was someone in the chair. It was a male. He wore elegantly colored robes. 

He was leaning forward looking at her. OH NO! It was the Sultan. Of all of the people in the world this is not who she wanted to be before. 

If there was anyone who hated her it would be the Sultan. Her last piece after their interview had been, well, even she admitted, it had been  mean  spirited.  She  was  so  angry  at  his  misogynistic  attitude. 

She had wanted to bring him down a peg or two. She felt she had done a pretty good job of that. This was not what she had hoped for. 

Rather than release, she was in serious trouble. She had welcomed leaving  the  harem,  but  whatever  this  was  going  to  be  it  had  to  be worse. After Vickie's eyes stopped blinking and came to a hard focus on the Sultan he finally spoke. "You can imagine my delight when I learned  that  you  had  decided  to  pay  our  wonderful  little  country  a visit." He paused and waived his hand about as if evoking the power of the land about him. "Unfortunately - for you - you have committed serious  crimes.  You  have  engaged  in  defamation,  blasphemy,  and espionage." He paused again. Then he signaled to one of the guards.

"Un- gag her." Then turning back to Vickie. "Think carefully before you speak." Vickie decided she was not going to say anything. Whatever happened next was going to be bad. The only question was how bad. 

"I hope you are comfortable in your bag. I must say it suits you well. The crimes you have committed carry serious punishment including the  death  penalty."  He  leaned  back  a  little  and  tented  his  fingers.

Vickie stared at him but said nothing. "You once quoted a line from Lord  Byron:"  'There  yawns  the  sack  and  yonder  rolls  the  sea.  "It seems you have already been sacked. How simple to just cast you into  the  sea.  Again,  not  very  far  away.  Think  of  that.  You  would probably float for a time, but as the bag seeped water and became saturated it would eventually sink. You would struggle at your bonds. You would gasp for breathe. You would see the light above the water as you sank into oblivion. Is that a proper and fitting end for one as perfidious as you?" Vickie could not help but shiver. She involuntarily pulled at her bonds. This man had the power to end her life. He could, just  as  he  threatened,  have  her  thrown  into  the  sea,  leaving  her  to drown. This would be a terrible fate. She did not want to drown. Vickie said nothing. She was not sure she could have formed any words if she tried.

But, some of my advisors think that would be too kind. They would like to see you impaled in the square." He paused for affect and smiled. 

"With  your  arms  bound  behind  you  and  rixed  by  a  pole,  you  are lowered onto another pole. For females I like to use the front channel. From what I understand you could accommodate this pole as its girth is not much greater than a normal male. The problematic aspect for a young woman is that it is longer. It is much longer - almost seven feet to be exact. At the top it is pointed. But it is not a sharp point. It is sharp enough to eventually push its way through flesh at the top of the vaginal canal, but slowly, very slowly. The pole holding your arms behind takes a little of the pressure, but mostly it keeps you straight and  prevents  you  from  pushing  free.  Your  ankles  are  bound  to  the stake that is invading your body and you can use your feet to try to hold it to keep your body from moving down, but that never works for long. I am told it is almost pleasurable for the first few minutes but then it starts to become painful, very painful, as the weight of your body concentrates on the small top of the stake. Once it breaks free from your vaginal canal it begins to travel up through the body cavity. This is where the dull end of the stake is most insidious. It is not sharp enough to puncture your internal organs, but instead pushes them out of the way. It still tears things apart and does damage. After a few days sepsis is likely, but although most individuals selected to ride the stake  can  survive  for  quite  a  while,  even  a  couple  of  days,  death arrives before infection is a problem." Vickie thought she was going to pass out. She didn't want to die. However, if she had to die she did not want to die slowly. She almost begged him to just throw her in the sea. Suddenly the horror of that ending sounded compelling. "But, I am told that you have adapted well to your slavery. I am also told that you are well trained orally. There might be some advantage to keeping you alive and putting you on display. Would you like to live?" Vickie wanted to cry. She had thought she was being released and instead had found herself in a new nightmare with her very life at risk. But she had been sufficiently trained to know how to respond. "If it pleases Master. The life of this slave belongs to Master." The Sultan's face broke into a huge smile. He turned to a man in a white thaw standing near the throne. "Yes, yes, she has been trained." He looked back at Vickie. "But your transgressions cannot be so easily forgiven. You will have to be punished." Vickie did not know what he was going to do, but  she  knew  she  could  do  nothing  about  it.  She  was  well  enough trained to say nothing. She carefully dropped her eyes looking in the direction of the Sultan but at the floor. It was the only submissive act allowed  her  in  her  current  bondage.  Vickie  was  removed  from  the slave sack, the Sultan still watching. When she was pulled to her feet the Sultan laughed. "Well, I see she has been sealed with Ali al Sahin's crest."  He  signaled  to  one  of  his  eunuchs.  The  lacing  that  had threaded Vickie's beauty lips shut was cut away. For the first time in months her sex was open. The chain attached to her clit ring hung loose.  The  eunuch  then  removed  the  large  device  that  had  been lodged inside Vickie this entire time. It almost didn't want to come out and it took some twisting and pulling before it left the sanctity of her body. Vickie felt herself blush deeply as the eunuch struggled with this intimate part of her body. "Clean her, seal her, and put her on display."

The Sultan having given orders for Vickie's fate turned his attention to other things. Vickie still had her arms tightly tied behind her back. It was an easy matter for the eunuch to lead her from the great hall. She was not going to enjoy what was to come, but her life had been spared. 

In a tiled room she was scrubbed down. It was not that different from the Pasha's harem. After so long in the sack, it felt good. It was also nice to have her arms finally released. As security a chain had been locked around her neck, but she knew better than try anything. She had only narrowly escaped a painful end. A useless escape attempt was not something worth trying. When she was washed and dried her arms were inserted into a U shaped arm binder and laced tight. It was somewhat more comfortable than the classic armbinder that held the elbows tightly together, but still very secure. She could not remove her arms and her hands were trapped inside removing any possible use of her fingers. After she was strapped down on her back to a table, the  eunuch  inserted  a  new  invader  into  her  vagina.  It  felt  slightly heavier than the old one. Her beauty lips were then fastened closing her up, but instead of being laced, small metal links were threaded between each set of adjacent eyelets. Each link was closed with a tool and clicked tight.

Vickie now had three things hanging from the bottom of her laced sex. 

First was the catheter tube with its simple turn valve, this had not been changed. Second was the chain, attached to her clit ring. And new, was a small wire like a cell phone charger line. Its presence alerted that the new device inside her required charging. Vickie did not like the  idea  of  something  locked  inside  her  that  required  charging. 

Whatever  it  was  going  to  do  surely  it  was  something  she  was  not going to enjoy. Vickie had been sealed and washed. What remained was displayed. This was almost too humiliating for words. Vickie was taken to the entrance to the great hall. It was an open area on the edge  of  a  courtyard  crowded  with  the  coming  and  going  of  many people.  It  seemed  to  Vickie  that  everyone  going  anywhere  in  the palace had to walk past the location chosen for her "display". Vickie was fastened into a smaller version of the punishment bench she had endured at the harem. She was completely naked. Her body rested on a single bar that extended from her neck to her waist. A cupped piece in the front pushed against her chin and held her face up. She was not hooded, but a ring gag was inserted in her mouth. A strap around her neck insured that she could not turn her head or even look away. Everyone who walked by could look at or into her face. A strap across her shoulders kept her body down against the pole. Bells were attached to her nipple rings. If she struggled with her binding the bells would  ring  and  draw  attention  to  her  and  her  naked  breasts.  As  is normal with such devices her buttocks were slightly raised but held tightly to the bar by a belt across her lower back. Her thighs extended downward  at  a  90  angle  from  her  stomach.  Straps  just  above  her knees  held  them  in  place  and  pulled  the  flesh  of  her  thighs  and buttocks  tightly.  Vickie  knew  all  too  well  the  vulnerability  of  this position. There was little doubt in her mind that she would be caned before she would ever be released. The ignominy, however, was far from  over.  One  of  the  eunuchs  appeared  with  a  large  placard.  He proudly displayed it to Vickie before propping it up against the bench just below her head. The placard displayed a picture of Vickie. It was the same picture used as her byline for her published articles. Below the picture it said: "I have been made to understand my proper place."

Then: "I will  learn to obey men as dominant." Below that: "I am as you see me, without shame." Vickie could not escape. She could not hide. 

It felt to her as if everyone who walked by smirked or laughed at her. 

That was probably not the case, but it certainly felt that way. Indeed, some did, some even stop and look at her. She could not even look away. She could not imagine anything more humiliating than this. A photographer appeared and started to take her picture. He stood in front of her and directed her to look at the camera. She closed her eyes. She could not assist in this. The camera continued to click. Then it stopped. She opened her eyes and looked in the direction it had been. CLICK. Fuck he got her. Her face flushed. How could a society that  required  the  full  covering  of  women  allow  her  to  be  displayed completely  naked?  They  had  decided  that  she  was  without  shame and therefore had no modesty to protect. Her very nakedness was a symbol of how she was regarded. Vickie spent the entire afternoon displayed to the public on her bench. She thought she would adjust to it. She did not. Each passing pair of eyes evoked a deep sense of shame. She was almost wishing she had been consigned to death. 

Well maybe  the  drowning  death.  The  eunuch  appeared  in  front  of Vickie. He carried a cane. It was a very serious looking cane. Vickie was about to be caned. He rang a large bell hanging near where she was restrained. People in the courtyard stopped what they were doing and began to assemble. Not only was she to be caned but she was to have an audience. About 50 people assembled about her. Some were only a short distance away. None were there to help her. Al  were there to watch her suffer. Vickie shivered in the sight of the onlookers.

It seemed to her to be a huge crowd. Vickie knew she was blushing. 

This was the most degrading experience of her life. But, she knew it was about to become painful - very painful. Vickie tried to look back to  see  what  was  happening,  but  the  cup  holding  her  chin  in  place prevented her from any view of what was behind her. She would not have any warning when the caning was to begin. She would not be able to see successive strokes of the cane. She realized she had not even been told how many she was to receive. It was an alternative to death, so clearly, it would be substantial. Tears were welling in her eyes and her bottom had not even been touched. 

She barely heard the sound of the cane before it connected with her body. SWWISSHH - - - CRACK Her brain had not yet registered the insult to her flesh. From the depth of the sound of the strike she knew this  was  going  to  hurt  -  it  was  going  to  hurt  a  great  deal  -  it  did. 

AHHOOAAAGGGGG  Her  lungs  emptied.  The  bells  on  her  nipples chimed as she twisted her body from side to side and tried to pull her bottom  flesh  away  from  the  fire  that  now  ran  up  her  bottom  She caught her breath. There had not been a second strike. WHOOSH - - - THRACK - - - - AAGGHHAAA 0000HH EEESSSE It hurt. The strike was right across the top of her buttocks. It hurt more than anything she remembered. She had been caned before. Could this really hurt more than her past caning, or had her mind just tempered the memory?

No, she was sure, this hurt more. This was clearly the worst caning she  had  ever  had.  SWHISSHHH  -  -  -  -  THONK  --  -  000HHAAA EEESSEEE 0OOKKK Pulled tightly, the flesh of her upper thighs was firm. That did not stop the cane from cutting in. Vickie was sure that the stroke had lacerated her flesh. They were going to strip the flesh from  her  body.  That  was  clear.  SWISSHHH  -  -  -  -  CRACKK  -  -  -  - UUUGGG OOOHHH This was going to kill her. She wished she were back in her slave sack. She wished that she had been hurled into the sea. She pictured the waves beginning to close over her head. She pictured the release from the pain. SWHOOSH - - - THRACKK - - - - AAGGHHAAA This was too much. She could not take any more. She pulled and twisted - with a sudden intensity - at her bonds. Al  to no avail, she was helpless. SWISSHHH - - - - CRACK ---- 00OGGHHAAA Her entire body was shaking, the bells on her nipples chimed softly as she sobbed in pain and self misery. She waited for the next strike. She tried to twist her head. Her stomach knotted with anticipation. Nothing happened.  The  crowd  talked  and  laughed.  The  assholes  were laughing at her. She could not understand most of what was said, but she did hear one man say that he had read some of her articles. The Sultan was certainly great to have acquired this devil. She would serve as  an  important  lesson  to  others  to  respect  their  culture.  Vickie wondered what effect something like this would have had on her when she was writing her stories. She knew. She would have been outraged.

She would have made it a focus of a tirade against these maniacs. 

She had never felt like she was at risk. She never dreamed she could end up here - like this - a human example. She could no longer see the  crowd;  her  vision  was  too  blurred  with  her  tears.  She  felt  the punishment bench move. It lifted up and then began to turn. It had wheels that could be engaged, and they had been engaged. She was wheeled from the courtyard. The punishment was over. No, that was not  correct,  the  caning  was  over.  She  was  sure  that  there  was  still more humiliation and punishment for her. Vickie was wheeled into the great hall. She was pushed into a side alcove. The Sultan walked up. 

He walked behind her. She could feel his fingers on the stripes on her buttocks and thighs. "Very good Amhed, you have marked her well." 

"Thank you master." Came a reply. The Sultan walked around to the front of Vickie. "I hope you enjoyed your introduction to the palace. It will  be very interesting to see your bottom after a week or two." He laughed and walked away. Fuck no. They were going to do this to her every day? That wasn't possible. It hurt too much. Every day would kill her. They couldn't do that - could they? Vickie was rolled through the hall, out a doorway and into a small room. The eunuch emptied her  bladder  using  the  valve  on  the  catheter.  Vickie  had  been  in  so much  pain  from  her  caning  she  did  not  realize  how  much  see  had needed to go to the bathroom. She was grateful to have the pressure relieved.  But,  what  she  really  wanted  was  to  be  released  from  this damn  bench.  She  was  now  getting  very  uncomfortable.  She  could move almost nothing. The eunuch did something in the back of the bench  and  Vickie  felt  it  settle  to  the  floor.  The  wheels  had  been disengaged. It was now firmly seated in place. It was going nowhere, and so long as she was strapped to it, she was going nowhere. She really  needed  to  be  released  from  this  horrid  bench.  Vickie  tried  to twist her body. There was almost no movement. She tried to push her legs. Again nothing. She tried to raise her head. That did not work.

She was going no place. The eunuch brought over a stand like the ones used to hang blood from in hospitals. It had a plastic bag with a gray looking content. From the end of the bag a small hose connected to something that looked very much like a penis dildo. The eunuch pushed the faux penis into Vickie's ring gag, locked it in place with a quarter turn and then opened a valve at the bottom of the bag. Gray sludge descended the hose and began to flow into Vickie's mouth.

Vickie already knew that there was no place for the incoming material to go but into her stomach. She expected it to taste terrible. In fact, it did not. It did not taste wonderful either. It had very little taste at all. 

Vickie considered this to be a good thing. She was being fed. She knew that the material would be balanced to contain all the nutrients that she needed. They were going to keep her alive. It was not even her choice. It did not matter if she was hungry or not. She was to be fed and she would feed. She had no choice. The eunuch left her to finish her meal. He said nothing to her. He just left. Within minutes of the  eunuch  leaving  a  slave  girl,  easy  to  identify  from  her  wrist  and ankle chains, entered the small room. She had a jar from which she spread ointment on Vickie's bottom and thighs. At first the ointment felt cooling, but then it began to burn. Vickie groaned and fought her restraints. The girl said nothing. She finished her task and left the room It must have been at least an hour. The food had stopped flowing into Vickie's mouth. She did not feel sated, but she did not feel hungry either. She was very thirsty. She was happy when the eunuch returned and removed the feeding cock from her mouth. She was not as happy when he replaced the food bag with a water bag with its own penis shaped gag attachment. She was thirsty, but she did not like having to suck on the damn penis just to get water. Unlike the food system the  water  only  flowed  into  her  mouth  if  she  actively  sucked  on  the damn thing in her mouth. Not easy with a ring gag, but something she had learned to do, and do well, during her time in the harem. Nothing, however, made it any less demeaning. She was left, and to her dismay, the  lights  in  the  room  were  turned  off.  She  was  not  going  to  be removed  from  the  bench.  She  would  still  be  on  the  bench  in  the morning. She would be available to be rolled out onto the courtyard for another day of humiliation and pain. Vickie pulled and pushed at her bindings. As she already knew she could accomplish nothing. She was completely helpless. And, so it was, the following day was very much a repeat of the day before. She was placed on display in the courtyard with her little placard proclaiming her treachery. At the end of the day she was again caned. Again six strokes. She had worried as the sixth stroke was delivered that it would not be the end, but it was. Six strokes of the cane was hell. It may not sound like much to one who has not been caned, especially with a senior cane in the hand of an experienced task master. But Vickie had learned that it could impart more pain than a girl ever thought she could endure. And, yet, it  was  within  the  range  that  a  person  could  absorb  without  losing consciousness.

The cycle continued the third day. Vickie's entire body ached from the long confinement. The only difference in the third day was that when she was pushed back into the little room off the great hall the Sultan visited her there. "Three days into the rest of your life. I wonder if you are beginning to think that death may have been better? Fortunately that is not your decision." He ran his hands over Vickie's shoulders.

They slipped down around her body and began to toy with her nipples. 

One in each hand. Vickie looked up at him in despair. His hands felt good, but she did not want him doing this to her. "I have been told that  you  are  well  trained  in  oral  activity.  I  am  going  to  give  you  a chance. It may have an impact on your future. I would be very very good if I were you." What the fuck did that mean? Did he intent to hurt her more if she was not good? On the other hand was there a way out of this current cycle of hell? She dare not hope, but she dare not be disappointing  either.  She  expected  him  to  release  her  head  so  she could pleasure him. He did not. Instead he removed his penis from his thawb and thrust it forward through her ring gag. With her head held motionless and her mouth held open by the ring gag it was very hard for her to exert any control over the situation. She did begin to flick her tongue against his member. She had learned how to use it to work the tip and side of a penis that was already in her mouth. She also closed her lips over the gag to make contact with his now growing shaft.  The  Sultan  was  slightly  larger  than  the  Pasha.  That  made Vickie's task a little easier. She had no ability to move her head so he had full control of the motion. He did so by moving his hips back and forth. As he did he plunged his member deeper and deeper into her mouth. Soon it was pushing at the back of her throat. Prior to her time in the harem she would have choked. But, she had learned how to breathe  through  her  nose;  she  had  learned  how  to  control  her  gag reflex; she had learned how to submerge her discomfort in the need to continue pleasuring the male flesh in her mouth. Before long she felt his shaft throb and then began to swallow as he spurted into the back of her throat. She kept sucking and swallowing until he had gone limp and pulled out. Once upon a time she would have choked. She had also learned to control that. She could take the ejaculation in the back of her mouth and swallow without choking. "Not bad. I have to give credit where it is due. You are well trained." He patted her on the head; the same indulgent pat one would give a child or even a pet animal. She felt herself blush in response. Then he was gone. It must be as Vickie had presumed. He was satisfied enough to not increase her punishment, but nothing was going to interfere with the hell that had become her life.

 

 

Chapter 18 Writing Again

 For four days Vickie had been kept bound to the punishment bench. Her muscles had cramped on occasion but all she could do is endure. She was fed only once a day. The same grey paste - and she ate it all. She would get no water until it was gone. On the second day she was cleaned with an enema, and then her body washed by the slave girl that applied the ointment. This same girl worked and massaged her muscles. That felt very good, but not near  as  good  as  would  release.  Yet,  there  was  no  release.  Vickie wondered how many days it would take before her muscles started to atrophy.  She  was  pretty  sure  that  she  was  already  feeling  the breakdown of her muscles. If she were released from the bench right now, would she even be able to walk? For four days she had received six  strokes  of  the  senior  cane  each  day.  She  had  been  caned  two dozen times. Her bottom and thighs were well marked. She was sure if  they  continued,  the  caning  would  start  to  do  serious  permanent damage - if it hadn't already. On this fourth day Vickie was rolled into the great hall. The Sultan was there. Vickie assumed she was going to be put to oral use again. It didn't matter. She was in a haze now from her punishment. She would just float with whatever he did to her.

He  walked  over  in  front  of  her.  He  reached  behind  her  head  and unbuckled the ring gag. When he pulled it from her mouth she could not even close her jaw. She tried to move and work it, but the muscles were not responding to her instructions. The pains in the sides of her jaw were almost worse than the cane. She needed to rub her jaw, but her  arms  were  still  restrained  behind  her.  "Would  you  like  an alternative  means  of  atonement?"  Yes,  yes,  a  thousand  times  yes.

She would do anything to be free of this bench. She didn't care now. 

Take  her  to  the  square  and  impale  her.  Just  make  this  end  "Ees, Aaster."  Her  mouth  wouldn't  fully  form  the  words  even  with  the restraint  fully  removed.  "Good.  I  have  decided  that  in  spite  of  your being misguided you are a bright girl, and you are not without talent. 

I am assigning you to my third wife Jumala. You will be completely under her control. She has my permission to discipline you in any way that  she  deems  proper.  Hopefully,  you  will  not  require  much punishment." Vickie watched the Sultan as closely as she could. So far this sounded pretty good, but where was the atonement. Where was the catch in this? "You are going to write some articles. You are going to use that skill of yours, and your recent enlightenment, to write about the natural order of things. If you do a good job, who knows, there will be a life for you." Vickie felt her stomach knot. Fuck, how could she do that? It would not be what she believed. It would betray all that she had worked for. But, what choice did she have? The Sultan walked  around  her.  He  ran  his  hands  over  the  tender  flesh  of  her buttocks  and  thighs.  The  mere  touch  burned.  Her  flesh  was  so enflamed from the four days of caning. She could not take any more. 

She had to agree to what he wanted. She would figure out a way to frustrate it later, but for right now, she had to agree. "Hannnk yooun aaster."  Her  mouth  was  still  not  working,  but  she  could  feel  it  was getting better. There was a beautiful young sematic girl standing to the side. She was small, at least half a head shorter than Vickie. She had  small  but  well  formed  breasts  clearly  visible  through  her gossamer jacket. She also looked to be very young. Barely 18 if Vickie was correct. It would be humiliating to be under the control of a girl so much younger than Vickie, but as Vickie had learned, humiliation did not hurt as much as the cane. If this would change her situation and its daily caning, it was worth whatever she had to do.

Vickie was released from the bench for the first time in four days. She could barely stand without help. Notwithstanding her weak condition she  was  placed  in  the  traditional  sirik.  Her  wrists  were  chained together with about a foot of space between. Her ankles were also hobbled at the same distance and a single chain ran from the center of her ankle chain to her hands and then to her collar. Everything was tight  enough  to  make  walking  a  challenge.  She  had  to  stoop  and shuffle. She could easily get from place to place, but would not be moving quickly, and would have almost no hope for escape. Jumala seemed jubilant to take control of Vickie. Her seeming enjoyment of the situation did not bring Vickie any comfort. Jumala clipped a leash to the chain hanging from Vickie's clit ring. That was not a good sign. 

She  turned  and  walked  away  jerking  on  the  leash  to  show  her authority over the older but completely helpless girl. The tugs on her clit did not hurt, well not a lot. They hurt, but mostly they passed a message that Vickie did not like. She had no protection against being used and hurt as this girl saw fit. And, it was already clear that Vickie's comfort - or the pain she suffered - was not something that would temper  the  conduct  of  her  new  warden.  Jumala's  chambers  were large and lavish. Two hand maidens collared and cuffed, but not quite so restricted as Vickie, jumped at every movement of their Mistress to see to her needs. To one side of the room was a small table. Sitting on the table was a computer screen and a keyboard. The chair before the computer did not look comfortable. It was too heavy. Belts and straps betrayed that Vickie would be restrained as she worked. The screen  on  the  computer  was  open  to  a  word  processing  program.

Vickie wondered if it was connected to the Internet. Would she be able to get a message out? Would she be able to let others know where she  was  and  what  was  happening  to  her?  Would  that  make  any difference? Jamala had a large bed overflowing with soft pillows and heavy blanketing. It looked very comfortable. At the base of the bed was a cage. Vickie could not take her eyes off the cage. She had seen smaller  punishment  cages.  She  had  seen  larger  retention  cages  to keep slaves safe for longer periods. This cage was in-between in size. 

Vickie did not like this. A girl could be kept for longer periods of time in  such  a  cage  and  while  not  being  damaging,  it  would  be  very uncomfortable.  She  truly  hoped  that  this  cage  was  only  for punishment, not regular use. "You will  tell the world of the beauty of our system and culture. You may think that I am some stupid back country girl. You would be foolish to do so and find it very painful.

Everything  you  write  must  be  approved  by  me  before  my  husband sees it. When it is shown to him, if he is dissatisfied we will  BOTH be caned. I submit willingly and with great happiness to his discipline, but I will  NOT be caned for your errors. Vickie was led to the desk. 

The girl settled her into the heavy wooden seat. Her feet were pulled up  under  the  seat  of  the  chair  and  fastened  there  with  a  clip.  This created enough slack in the chain to her hands to allow her to place her  hands  on  the  keyboard.  A  heavy  belt  was  threaded  across  her stomach. The end was fed through a slot in the chair and then buckled. 

Vickie realized that the buckle was well beyond her reach. A clip was fastened to the back of her collar. She and the chair had become one. 

Small copper wires were fastened to Vickie's nipple shackles and the line from the new device laced inside her. There was no part of this that Vickie liked. Vickie looked at the blank page before her. How was she going to do this? She could not do this. It defied everything she believed in. If she just gave it a halfhearted effort it would be clear. 

That  would  just  get  her  punished  or  see  that  her  former  routine  of punishment  was  resumed.  She  stared  at  the  screen.  Vickie  looked around and could not see Jamala. She needed to see what else was on this computer. She minimized the word processing program. She saw  an  almost  blank  screen.  There  was  the  icon  for  the  word processer. There was an icon for a version of the Koran, in English.

There was a strange icon. She opened it. It gave her access to her articles. The ones she had written espousing the need for greater role of women in everything and condemning the insensitivity of most men. 

There was no internet access - at least that she could see. There was no email. There was nothing that seemed to connect this computer to the outside world. Vickie opened the word processor again. What was she going to say? Could she write about the cultural role of men and women  here  in  a  way  that  looked  neutral  but  would  still  reveal  its insidious aspects to a more enlightened reader? That would be a great accomplishment. This little twit of a girl could probably be fooled, but what about the Sultan? He was a bright man. But he was clearly a narcissist.  Could  his  narcissism  mask  his  vision  sufficient  to  slip something like that past? No, that was much too risky. If he realized she was trying to trick him it would be worse than refusing. She did not want to do this. But she did not want to die, and even worse than that she could not take any more punishment. She would do anything to keep from being caned. 

Vickie then had a great idea. She would not just drink the cool-aide, she would guzzle it. What she would write would be so over the top that  those  who  knew  her  would  realize  that  this  was  not  her.  They would realize she was being forced. Vickie took some solace in having a  plan  -  but  the  screen  before  her  was  still  blank.  Then  her  fingers began  to  move:  Many  have  continued  to  deny  what  is  clearly  the natural order of things. The mere physical (and biological) differences between men and women make it clear that male dominance is the natural  way.  This  difference  is  often  dismissed  as  rutted  in  pre-civilization. Men were made larger and stronger for reasons. One of those reasons was to preserve the continuance of mankind by being able to seize and control the female. The female, in turn, quickly learns to give in to the strength and the protection of the male. In fact, we know  that  females  were  most  drawn  to  the  strong  dominant  males avoiding weaker males. This led to evolution of strength in the male and the natural tendency in the female to be drawn to and submissive to strength. But it is a mistake to relegate this to just pre-civilization. 

Women  are  still  naturally  drawn  to  strength  in  male  partners.  The nature of the strength that is necessary to dominate the woman is all that has changed. Physical strength is still a factor, and the male is still  larger  and  stronger  than  the  female,  but  men  have  developed other important areas of strength, including power and money. Where the male of the savannah protected his family with his spear and his muscles, the male of today owns and controls the household in which his family lives. He is the master of that household and so that order may  prevail  he  must  control  it.  It  is  well  known  that  women  crave strength and dominance in the male. They rarely respect men who are not strong. This means that it is the role of the male to control and dominate  the  female.  It  also  means  that  the  female  will   test  that strength, and if the male does not assert himself she will not let him take control. She does want him to take control, but if he will not do so then she will  not let him, and she will  not respect him. How hard the female may push back depends on a lot of things. Some women will  naturally submit with little or no resistance. Many will  resist and force  the  male  to  take  control.  These  women  may  well  require  the male to impose strict control and discipline. They, in fact, desire such.

Women were created with larger and generally fleshier bottoms than men. There is a reason for this. A man must impose proper discipline on  the  women  he  is  to  control.  Discipline  requires  imposition  of punishment  (but  not  injury.)  A  woman's  bottom  is  designed  for punishment. At the very least it is important for the male to take her across his lap and redden her bottom with his hand. Both the pain and the exertion of dominance in this act is important to defining the proper  relationship.  Vickie  stopped  and  lowered  her  head  so  she could put her hand over her mouth. She wanted to start laughing, but she did not know who might be close. It was well not to be heard. She returned  to  the  screen.  Some  women  and  some  circumstances require even more drastic measures. While spanking can - and should -  be  used  on  a  regular  basis  to  maintain  balance,  more  severe punishment must be available. Only if the outwardly strong woman understands that disobedience and certainly defiance will  earn her not just a spanking, but a proper thrashing (maybe even the use of the cane) will  she properly conform her conduct to what is required. She will  come to accept, even enjoy, the spankings, especially the erotic personal  nature  of  the  contact.  but  she  must  also  fear  the  more significant pain that comes with more serious punishment. In some parts  of  the  world,  the  household  will   have  a  device,  especially designed, to hold the female in a helpless position and expose her thighs and bottom to the ministrations of the cane or the whip. Such a device just by its presence, plays a significant role in maintaining proper  discipline  in  the  household.  Western  homes  might  well  be enhanced with such.

Vickie  smiled.  What  a  great  start  to  her  article.  It  was,  of  course, bullshit - utter bullshit. No reasonable person was going to believe this drivel. She loved satire and to her this is what she was writing. She only hoped that the Sultan did not see through her little ploy. He was a  very  smart  man,  of  that  she  was  sure,  but  he  was  such  an unmitigated  narcissist  he  would  probably  take  this  hook  line  and sinker. This was going to save her bottom. What she had written in one respect was very true. Her fear of the cane absolutely dominated her behavior. She was going to do what she had to do to be compliant.

There was no doubt about the fact that a male with the ability to so severely punish a woman could easily dominate her. Vickie hated it, but  it  was  true.  She  had  learned  to  obey  and  the  very  thought  of disobeying brought her to shivers. Vickie shuffled into the grand hall. 

She was placed on her knees before the Sultan. She kept her eyes down. Her stomach churned with fear. She had completed the article and it had been taken to the Sultan earlier in the day. What would he think? She wanted to look into his face and judge his mood, but that alone would get her caned. She had to hold her position. Her hands were chained before her and the chains on her ankles restricted her movement, but, she had not been caned the entire time she had been writing. That is not to say there had been no punishment. If Jumala did not think she was working hard enough she would strike Vickie with her small whip - it hurt, but nothing more than Vickie was used too. She would threaten to have Vickie caned, but Vickie would make her efforts obvious causing Jumala to be happy. Jumala read what Vickie was writing. On occasion she made suggestions or critiqued 

some  small  passage,  but  for  the  most  part  she  was  happy  and complimentary. Tactfully, Vickie adopted - at least in part - Jumala's suggestions. During this period Vickie was well fed and allowed to use her hands to eat. Luxury. She had been required to sleep in the cage in Jumala's chambers, but the cage was large enough to lie down in -  if  not  stretch  out  -  and  there  was  a  soft  pad  on  the  bottom.  It  is amazing  what  can  become  attractive.  "You  have  done  well."  The Sultan paused. Vickie's stomach stopped churning. She kept her eyes down but her body stopped shivering. "It needs a little editing, but that will be fixed. I think you are beginning to see the reality of nature."

Again he paused. Vickie realized she was holding her breath and she started to slowly breathe. "For your next article you will  look at the need for dominance and control from the perspective of the female. I expect  nothing  but  your  best.  You  have  a  week  to  deliver."  With  a wave of his hand she was dismissed, and he turned to some other need. The guard stepped forward and helped Vickie to her feet. She knew to bow to the Sultan and then back from the room. The hand of the guard on the leash chain attached to the back of her collar helped guide  her.  Back  in  Jumala's  chambers  the  third  wife  was  ebullient. 

"My prestige has increased with our efforts. I am sure this next effort will  be even better. I am sure that your bottom hopes so too." She laughed,  but  as  she  spoke  her  fingers  stroked  the  top  of  Vickie's shoulder and the side of her head. It was the kind of gesture a person used with a pet. It was degrading, but Vickie said nothing and did not attempt to move from the offensive touching. Even when it descended to  stroke  Vickie's  nipples  Vickie  held  her  position.  She  kept  her chained hands at her belly and her eyes down as she knelt in front of her Master's third wife. This snip of a girl could do with Vickie as she chose. If happy, Vickie might be rewarded, but if she was anything but fully compliant, the girl's mood could turn and Vickie would suffer for it. As she knelt and submitted to the touching of a girl who was barely an adult Vickie reflected on the journey that had brought her here. She had wanted to confirm that slaver was still active in this place - well she had certainly confirmed that. She wanted to try to determine the scope and extent - she still did not have that fully in hand, but she had learned it was much more pervasive than she had thought. And, she had wanted to get some perspective on the life the slaves lived - she wished she had not unearthed this. She had never expected that she would become nothing but property. She now understood slavery all too  well.  Reflecting  on  her  situation  she  laughed,  if  she  had  been asked before this began what she would do if made a slave she would clearly have said that she would never be a slave. She would resist any attempt to make her a slave. She would escape from any attempt to take her, and if she could not escape she would die before losing her dignity. All of that was bullshit. She had been captured. She had been rendered helpless. She had been trained and conditioned. One who promises resistance does not take into consideration the will  to live and the necessity to make pain stop when it is used as a tool of training. No person who has not been caned can ever ever criticize her for succumbing to its kiss. The combination of being helpless, the unbelievable  pain,  and  the  knowledge  that  only  complete uncompromising  compliance  can  make  it  stop  is  enough  to  break almost anyone. It broke her. She would not think to disobey an order.

If they stood her next to an open door with no chains she was not sure she could bring herself to run. Besides, she was marked as property. 

If she ran she would be caught and returned. And then there would be the pain. She could not completely avoid it but she needed to do everything she could to mitigate her punishment. That was now her future.  The  second  article  was  even  easier  to  write.  It  received  a positive review from the Sultan and a third article was assigned. Again a  week  was  given  to  complete  the  task.  That  article  received  a mediocre review. It was sent back for further work and a week later was  finally  accepted  as  not  great  but  passable.  The  quality  of  the writing was degrading. Vickie did not like the project any more. She had gone over the top crazy in the articles, but she did not like that anymore. Vickie worried as the words found their way to the paper that she really was becoming not just accustomed to but dependent upon  control  discipline  and  punishment.  Jumala  whipped  her,  but based upon her time as a slave to this point that was just a caress. It was not enough to keep her properly in line. Even though she knew that a more serious violation would get her caned she could not help but start to take advantage of her new supervisor. Was she proving the  theory  that  close  discipline  was  necessary  and  a  girl  not  kept under  close  discipline  will   act  out  until  it  is  restored?  Vickie  even talked back. She stopped work and told Jumala that she was too tired to write any more that day. There was only a day left of the assigned week and the article was far from finished. Jumala struck Vickie with her little whip and Vickie turned on her grabbing the whip and pulling it from her hand. Vickie almost struck her with it - thankfully she had not - but she threw it to the floor and turned her back to the small girl.

Vickie headed for her cage to lie down. The door to the cage had not been closed in several weeks. This made it easier for her to sleep. She was able to stretch out into the space outside the cage. Vickie felt pleased with herself. She had finally stood up for herself. She still had some dignity. She had shown the little tyrant that she could not be pushed around. One of the guards entered the room. He walked over to the cage where Vickie rested. Vickie pulled her legs back into the cage  and  took  up  a  fetal  position.  He  reached  in  with  one  hand, grabbed the chain between Vickie's ankles and pulled her out of the cage onto the hard stone floor of the room. Vickie was suddenly afraid.

Using the chain from her collar to her wrists the guard pulled her to her feet. Then he picked her up like a sack of flour and threw her over his shoulder. He carried her from the room down several sets of stairs and into a dark stone room. Center in the room was a punishment bench.  Vickie  started  to  struggle  with  her  captor.  "Please.  I  will   be good. I'm sorry." She tried to mitigate her situation as he pushed her onto the bench and systematically locked her into place. "NO. Please. Don't do this to me." She knew none of that would help her, but she tried. What had she done? She had gotten well beyond herself. Now she was going to be punished. And the strange part was Vickie knew she deserved it. She also knew that this punishment was something that she needed. She needed it, they needed to exert the proper level of  control  over  her.  She  was  completely  helpless,  strapped  to  the bench with her bottom and thighs well exposed. She could not help but pull and twist at the restraints, even though she knew there was not a thing she could do to escape. When the guard placed the ring gag at her mouth she dutifully opened her mouth to receive it. She knew it would end up there. This one had a large opening and her jaw hurt, but there was nothing to be done about it. The guard inserted a bladder into the hole in the gag and quickly pumped it up until the entire inside of Vickie's mouth was stuffed. She could utter now not a sound. The guard left. The door closed. The lights went out and Vickie was  left  alone,  helplessly  restrained  in  the  dark.  Punishment  would come but she would have to patently wait for it.



 

Chapter 19 A Trip to the Sea

 Vickie finally managed to sleep. She was not  comfortable,  but  she  had  learned  over  the  last  months  how  to sleep  while  restrained,  even  while  held  in  very  uncomfortable positions.  But,  it  was  always  worse  when  that  position  was  in anticipation of punishment. She had fucked up. She had really fucked up. She was not even sure why she had done what she did. It was a single moment of defiance, but it was a royal fuck up. At the very least, she was going to be subjected to a lot of pain. She squirmed in her restraints.  There  was  nothing  she  could  do  to  change  her  position. 

She  hated  having  her  bottom  thrust  up  in  the  air.  It  was  such  an inviting target. She expected it would be well striped before she was released. When the door finally opened many hours later, Vickie was surprised to see the Sultan. She looked up at his face and then looked down  at  the  floor.  She  was  scared,  but  more  than  that  she  was embarrassed. He probably still hated her for who she was - at least before  -  but  she  had  made  some  inroads.  She  had  noticed  some softening in his attitude over the last few weeks. But that was not in evidence  now.  "You  really  can't  help  yourself  can  you!"  It  was  not really a question. She did not look up at him. "There is a fire in you that will never quite be quenched." Vickie actually liked the sound of that. It recognized that she was not weak. But, at the same time it was frightening. Was he now going to kill her? "You have performed the task I assigned you - well  almost, you did not quite finish, but I have enough of that from you. We will  see that it is finished. I do not think you can go into a harem. You need to be closely confined, watched, and  disciplined.  As  you  yourself  have  written  you  are  among  that group of women who will act up unless subject to firm control and discipline.  Fortunately  I  have  just  the  place  for  you."  He  patted  her head as if she were a family pet. Vickie wanted to ask him what that meant but the ring gag in her mouth prevented that. "Before you leave you must be punished for what you did. You will receive two dozen cane strokes. It will hurt very much. It is supposed to hurt. I will also give you a final opportunity to please me while you are being caned."

He lifted her head, holding his hand beneath her chin. It was pretty clear what was coming up front, and she clearly knew what was going to happen behind. Vickie looked up at him but the sight was blurred. 

Her eyes had filled with tears. She watched as he opened his thaw and  extended  his  member  toward  her  mouth.  "During  the  first  six strokes you will use your tongue and stroke. If you pull away, or stop the action the stroke will not count. Vickie extended her tongue. This activity did not even seem strange anymore. SWITT _-- THRACK - - - UGGHH Vickie grunted but kept her tongue working on the flesh in front of her. The fucking cane lit a line of fire across her bottom. She wanted to throw back her head and scream, but she knew he meant it when he said the stroke would not count if she reacted. SWISSHH - - - CRACK - - - -AAH FUCK. She should be used to the cane by now.

She had been caned enough in her time as a slave. But that hurt. It hurt sooo muucchh. And to have to keep her attention on licking the sultan's cock, just seemed to make it hurt worse. She knew it was only the humiliation, but that seemed to add to the pain. SWWISSHHH -_ - CRACK __-UUHGG

She once again stifled her scream. She wanted to let the scream out, but she would not. At least he was not in her mouth. She had managed to  keep  up  the  movement  of  her  tongue,  even  while  grunting  in response  to  the  pain.  Complete  silence  was  just  not  possible.  Her tongue worked the side of his shaft, then she curled it around the tip. 

He had grown stiff. Her thought, was to quickly bring him to climax. 

Maybe that way he would lose interest in her mouth and she could take  her  thrashing  without  his  sexual  ministrations.  She  had  little movement  available  to  her.  She  could  not  control  where  he  was  in connection to her mouth. If she could, she would have placed him in her  mouth,  but  she  could  not.  He  was  not  yet  ready  for  that.

SWWISSHHH----THRACCK----0OAHHH  FUCK  FUCK  FUCK.  For  a second her tongue stopped its work, but she quickly got back to work. 

The pain when they first moved to her thighs was always terrible. The flesh there was tighter and it really hurt. She hated having her bottom caned, but she really hated when her thighs were caned. SWHISSHH - - - - CRRACK - - -UUUGGHH Again on her thighs. How many was that?  She  did  not  remember.  SWISSHH  -  -  -  -  TRANKK  -  -  - 000HHAAA Her eyes were so full of tears she could hardly see. She continued  to  lick  at  his  shaft  with  her  tongue.  Her  mouth  was  held open by the ring gag. She knew pretty soon he would push himself in, she would not be able to prevent it, and she would happily take it. She wanted him happy with her. She did not know where he was sending her. It did not matter. She was going to be good. She was going to give  no  occasion  to  be  further  caned.  She  twisted  her  bottom  in anticipation of the next stroke but nothing came. Then her attention was diverted as the Sultan's full manhood slipped into her mouth. She had  learned  how  to  use  her  lips  over  the  outside  of  the  gag.  She worked them as best she could. She continued to work her tongue, now to the underside of him. He was rocking back and forth. As he pushed  forward  she  felt  the  tip  of  his  manhood  at  the  back  of  her throat.  When  she  first  became  a  slave,  that  would  have  made  her choke. Not anymore. She had learned how to control her gag reflex.

She  had  learned  how  to  turn  her  mouth  into  a  working  pleasure machine.  She  was  doing  that  now.  She  was  giving  her  best  to pleasure  the  man  who  had  just  had  her  caned.  The  man  who  was sending her someplace where she would be restrained and punished - maybe even killed - but that did not matter. He was her Master she had to give him pleasure. It was her duty to give him pleasure. It was all she now existed to do. As the Sultan continued to pump himself into her mouth the caning commenced again. Six more stripes were landed  while  Vickie  struggled  to  maintain  her  focus  on  the  task  at hand.  Twelve  strokes  may  not  sound  like  much,  unless  it  is  your bottom  that  is  receiving  them,  and  she  still  had  twelve  to  go.  Her bottom and thighs were already well marked from the first dozen. But the Sultan had finished. Vickie felt the warm liquid squirting into the back of her throat. That did make her cough. It was almost impossible not to. "Exceptional. It will be too bad to lose your oral skills around here." He patted her head again. She lifted her head and gave him her best pleading look. "Keep me. Master, please Keep me." She said - with her eyes only - to have attempted vocal sounds would have only increased her punishment. The Sultan walked away. Vickie dared to hope for a moment that this would end the punishment, but it did not.

Punishment announced is always carried out. Vickie knew there was nothing  she  could  do  to  stop  or  change  the  punishment.  She  had twelve more strokes of the cane coming, and that is exactly what she got. Even though she knew it was fruitless, she cried, she begged (as best she could through the ring gag) and she jerked and pulled at her restraints. Nothing changed the even measured delivery of the painful strokes  of  the  cane  across  her  bottom  and  thighs.  When  the  last dozen were delivered she was well marked. There was a solid lattice of red lines from just above her knees all the way to the top of the fleshy portion of her bottom. Her bottom and thighs burned. She was sure she could feel every mark. She was sure she had been cut and was bleeding from the severity, but what she felt running down her flesh  was  only  her  own  perspiration.  The  punishment  had  been delivered by an expert. Her flesh was well marked but the skin was not broken. By tomorrow the welts would be dark red and the area mottled with black and yellow bruising, but it would heal and it would heal without a scar. It would be only a few days and her bottom would be once again available for the cane if her master desired. Vickie lay sobbing in her bonds feeling sorry for herself. She had been bad. She had deserved punishment, but this had been too severe. And what was to happen to her now? Two men opened a slave sack on the floor near where she was held. She hated the slave sack. She did not want to be bagged. She wanted to let them know that she would behave.

They did not need to bag her. But, again, that would do no good. She was  to  be  transported  some  place  and  that  meant  she  was  to  be bagged. While she was still strapped down to the punishment bench her wrist chains were removed and her arms unstrapped. They were too weak to do anything with, and one man each held an arm. Even if she had her full strength she would have been helpless. Her arms were pulled behind her back, pushed together, and tied. Ropes wrapped her arms above the elbows and at her wrists. Once again she felt lucky to be flexible, but it still hurt to have her arms forced into a single unit behind her. Only when her arms were tightly tied did they release the remainder of her body, including her legs from the bench. Her ankle chains were removed, and her legs were tied at the knees and ankles. 

She was going nowhere. Well actually she was going wherever they wanted  to  take  her.  After  her  wrists  and  ankles  were  linked  in  the normal  hogtie,  she  was  brought  to  the  slave  sack.  She  could  do nothing but kneel where she was placed on the center, and as the petals of the sack were closed up to her neck. Piece by piece she was enveloped in the tight canvas cocoon of the bag. She was helplessly tied  within,  but  as  the  neck  of  the  bag  was  closed  and  locked  she once again marveled at the fact that even if she could free herself of the  ropes  that  bound  her  she  would  be  unable  to  escape  from  the sack. It may only be a heavy cloth, but it was a completely effective prison. Vickie could only glance up with a sad look as the standard discipline hood was pulled over her head. Vickie twisted and pulled at her wrists. They were well tied. She was helpless. The sack was lifted from the floor and Vickie was moved through the palace. She could tell  that  she  was  deposited  into  a  vehicle,  probably  one  of  the ubiquitous transportation vans. She had no idea where she was being taken.  She  was  only  a  package  for  transport.  You  don't  talk  to  the package. You don't tell the package its destination. You secure it from harm and move it. She was secure, and she was being moved. Straps from the sides of the vehicle connected to her slave sack. That kept her in place and protected her from falling over from the motion of the vehicle. Vickie tried to sleep, but it was difficult. There was nothing to rest her head against, and held up by the suspension straps she could only droop her head. Still, whenever the vehicle bounced over a bump or  dip  in  the  roadway  Vickie's  head  bobbed  about  like  a  strange bobble head doll. After what seemed like a very long time the vehicle slowed and began negotiation a slow twisting downward road. Vickie could only try to speculate her fate. Was she once again being sold on to a new owner? It did not seem so. If not a harem then what?

What was to happen to her? Vickie was very happy when the collar of the slave sack was finally opened. She was still hooded and tightly tied. It was not uncommon to leave a slave hooded when removed from the slave sack. The hood was disorienting, and if her restraints were to be change, which was normal after transportation, the hood would  all  but  remove  any  thought  of  resistance.  Vickie  had  no intention  of  resisting.  Her  bottom  and  thighs  burned  from  her thrashing.  She  was  not  anxious  to  do  anything  that  might  cost  her further punishment. Vickie was also happy to have the ropes removed from her body. It had only been a few hours, but the tight hogtie had been  very  uncomfortable.  She  hoped  that  wherever  this  was  she would not be subjected to such close restraint. Vickie was helped to her  feet  and  guided  into  a  room.  She  could  sense  the  change  in pressure of being inside. Shackles were fit to her ankles. They felt not unlike the shackles she had worn in the Pasha's harem. Her wrists were also shackled. She could tell that these shackles were closed and  then  a  plug  of  some  type,  probably  lead,  was  pushed  into  the rings  of  the  clasp  causing  them  to  lock  shut.  That  meant  that  her shackles could only be removed with a special tool. These were not temporary shackles.

Only then was the hood removed. She felt flush, and the slight breeze felt nice on her face when the hood was finally pulled away. Vickie wanted  to  be  well  behaved,  but  she  could  not  help  a  quick  look around. She was, as she suspected, in a smith's area. But, the wall was largely open giving way to an open area, that then dropped off to a dock and the sea. It was really quite lovely, and were she here on a vacation she would have loved the sight. She knew this was to be no vacation. Her wrist shackles were  not heavy, but they were strong.

Her wrists were only separated by about ten inches of chain. Her feet the same. Walking would be quite difficult. She would be forced to shuffle. Even so, Vickie could see that a special rectangular shaped piece attached to the middle of the ankle shackle was clipped into a bracket on a ring near her feet. Had she attempted to bolt when her hood  was  removed  she  would  have  ended  up  flat  on  her  face.  As always, security was well observed. There was a similar piece of metal attached to the middle ring in her wrist shackles. These clearly had a purpose, but she was not sure she wanted to learn the purpose. A matching  collar  to  her  shackles  was  locked  around  her  neck.  She could see that there was a tag hanging from the collar, but could not see what it said. It must identify her. She was a piece of property to be properly tagged and identified Leashed from her new collar, she was led from the smith's shop toward some low buildings. It was late in the day. Vickie saw no other females or even other slaves. She was still  uncertain  what  was  to  happen  to  her.  The  building  looked  too much  like  a  stable.  She  was  afraid  for  a  moment  that  she  was  to become  a  ponygirl,  but  the  shackles  that  had  been  locked  to  her wrists and ankles made that seem unlikely. She was here for some other nefarious purpose. The building was divided into small narrow room, not unlike a stable, but clearly designed as slave cells. Vickie received her own private room. Just under two meters wide and three meters deep. Half of the room was a wooden platform with a thin mat.

This was to be her bed. Vickie was fed a bowl of gruel. It did not taste bad. It did not taste at all. It was as close to being tasteless as Vickie thought could be possible. After she had eaten, her catheter (which had not been removed) was opened to allow her to be emptied. She was taken to a separate room where she was allowed to squat over an  open  hole  type  toilet  and  evacuate.  She  was  watched  and  kept leashed the entire time. It did not even bother her anymore. Only then was she returned to her cell, placed on her back on the small bench, her hands lifted and the clip between her wrist chains pushed into a metal lined slot in the wall just above her head, did It clicked into place. 

The bracket between her leg chain was clicked into a similar slot at the foot of her bench. Vickie pulled at her hands to test the restraint. 

It held tightly. "You have very busy day tomorrow. You sleep now." 

Her control er spoke as he pulled a nylon hood over Vickie's head. It fit sufficiently tightly to remove all sight. She could still see enough light through the fabric to tell that the sun had not fully set, but she could make out no details of anything. She reached her hands down toward her head. Putting her ankles together and pulling all the way up toward the top of her bench she could just touch the top of her head. She wondered if she could grab the hood and pull it loose, but it was not all stretchy. The neck piece had a leather collar that was fastened around her neck. Unless she could open that she could not pull the hood loose. Not that she would be able to do anything if she could.  And,  after  all,  it  would  only  get  her  punished.  That  was something she needed to avoid. There was much to think about, but she did not, Vickie must have been tired because the next thing she knew it was morning. At least she thought it was morning. She could hear lots of activity around her. Vickie was released from her bench and the hood was removed. To her dismay, the hood was hung on a hook  near  the  bench.  If  this  was  to  be  her  sleeping  bench,  then  it seemed  that  she  was  to  be  hooded  when  she  slept.  She  was  not unused  to  being  deprived  of  sight,  but  she  did  not  care  for  the claustrophobia that always came with it. She wondered if that would be permanent, or if she could earn her way to better treatment. Vickie was led from her cell to find the hallway lined with similarly restrained girls. They were coffled at the collar. Vickie was added to the end of the  coffle.  The  cable  from  the  front  of  her  collar  extended  about  a meter to the back of the collar of the girl in front. But for collar, ankle and wrist cuffs and chains the girls were all naked. There were a lot of girls in the coffle. Vickie tried to count, but the movement of the line made it difficult. There were more than eight girls. After they left the building and started to move in more open terrain Vickie determined it was ten.

Vickie could see another coffle of ten girls a short distance in front of her  group.  They  were  all  heading  down  a  gradually  sloping  path toward the sea. In not more than a hundred meters a dock came into view. There were strange boats moored at the dock. Vickie had never seen one up close, but she knew what they were. These were slave galleys,  the  same  type  she  had  discussed  with  Thalbit  during  their drive to the Pasha's palace - what now seemed to be many months ago. Vickie did not know if these were the same boats that she had previously seen from high on the mountainside. They all looked very similar  and  she  had  no  memory  of  any  specific  markings,  that  she could now compare to any of these vessels. The boats looked larger from here, but even so they were not that large. Each boat had ten oars extending from each side. The boats were narrow. They would cut  through  the  water  easily.  The  bow  curled  up  into  an  arched maidenhead topped with a stylized dragon head. The entire outline looked  more  Viking  that  Oriental  to  Vickie.  A  plank  near  the  stern allowed the first line of slave girls to be led onboard. Vickie's coffle stood and waited. Vickie watched as the first ten girls were released and seated on small benches to the port side. Only when all ten girls were  in  place  was  Vickie's  coffle  led  on  board.  They  lined  up  on  a walkway down the center and then, one by one, were released from coffle  and  seated  to  the  starboard  side.  As  each  girl  stepped  into place by her bench the rectangular piece in the center of her ankle chain was pushed into a receiving bracket below and in front of her bench. She could then sit at the bench and grasp her oar. A similar bracket on the oar received the piece in the middle of her wrist chains.

As Vickie sat she was directed to lean forward and fasten her feet to the floor. It was humiliating, but she knew that refusal, even reluctance, would be punished. The piece clicked in. Vickie gave it a short tug realizing just how helpless this made her. She then clicked her wrist chain  in  place.  A  muscular  turbaned,  but  bare  chested,  supervisor carefully monitored her until she had fully complied and was helplessly restrained at her seat. Vickie could see the release mechanism for her wrists. It was a piece at the end of the oar near the walkway. It could be pulled away opening the clip. A simple procedure, but it was too far away from her hands for her to ever reach it. Even though Vickie had been on the end of the coffle she was seated at a rowing position near the center of her group of slaves. It seemed that as new meat the overseer wanted to keep an eye on her. The oar had a girth that would make it very difficult for a girl to hold it, but at the place where Vickie's hands  naturally  fell,  handholds  had  been  shaped  into  the  oar.  This made it easy for a rower to hold the oar, and oriented the angle of the oar to assist in the correct placement of the paddle end. In addition, a slave could not rotate her oar to give the allusion of rowing while lessening  the  pressure  she  had  to  pull.  Vickie  wrapped  her  hands around the holds on the oar. She pushed it up and down. It moved easily. Although there was some weight that caused it to want to drop, much of the weight was counterbalanced by the portion of the oar inside the boat. Vickie could see where the oar passed through a small slot in the side of the boat. It was pinned in place so that it would not move in and out but could easily be rotated forward and back. This arrangement did not allow the slaves to "ship oars" or otherwise pull them into the boat. The helmsman would always need to be conscious of the additional width created by the oars on each side. Vickie, and the other galley slaves - that is what they now were - faced toward the  stern  of  the  boat.  The  rowing  action  would  be  to  lower  the  oar raising its paddle out of the water. Push it forward to arm's length.

Drop the paddle part into the water and then pull back to move the boat. This last action was to be accomplished by using the back while pressing  with  the  legs.  In  the  back  stroke  the  oar  was  at  shoulder height. The cadence was set by a drummer sitting at the stern of the boat. She had two drums. The first stroke, to a small drum, was the signal to lift the oar and move it forward. Then the thump of the large drum signaled the time to pull back on the oar. When the oars had been  pulled  back,  the  small  drum  once  again  signaled  the  time  to move forward. The timing between the two drums set the pace. There were twenty galley slaves. Ten on each side. Vickie had been last on the coffle and had boarded from the stern. She expected she would be right at the end, but she was moved to a position near the middle.

This allowed her to observe what other slaves were doing, and just as importantly  it  put  her  very  close  to  the  overseer  who  stood  in  the middle of the walkway with his whip in hand. Vickie glanced up at him, but  quickly  looked  away  when  he  glared  at  her.  He  had  not  said  a word,  but  his  eyes  said:  "eyes  front."  She  stiffened  waiting  for  the slash of the whip. It did not come, but the front of the handle of the whip was tapped against her shoulder and then pointed out in front of  her.  Yes,  she  had  been  right.  "Eyes  forward."  It  appeared  that instruction here was going to be non-verbal and probably very painful. 

Vickie did not realize that her position in the middle also put her in what  is  referred  to  as  the  'engine  room'.  The  strongest  rowers  are usually placed in the middle to provide the greatest power. How was Vickie going to figure out what to do? She felt her body trembling. 

That would not work. She needed to get herself under control. Vickie looked past the girls in front of her to the cadence keeper. She raised both  drum  sticks  into  the  air.  Then  she  tapped  small-large-small  in quick sequence. Vickie watched all the other girls lift their oar from the water  and  held  it  with  their  hands  down  toward  their  lap.  Vickie followed. The next signal was three small drum taps. This was the 'at the catch' signal and all the oars were pushed forward and lowered into the water in preparation to row. Vickie looked straight ahead. She stiffened and prepared to start at the signal. She kept her eyes on the back of the girl in front of her. She was going to do her best to match what this girl did. The girl's shoulders and back were well muscled.

Vickie  felt  puny  in  comparison.  Two  loud  thumps  on  the  big  drum. 

Vickie watched the girls in front of her start to pull back on their oar. 

She  tried  to  match  them.  She  was  a  fraction  behind.  She  was surprised at the amount of resistance and ended up behind the stroke. 

As the small drum hit and the other girls lifted their oars and pushed them forward for the next stroke Vickie had not quite completed her first stroke. SWISSHHH - - - CRACK - - - OOHHAA Vickie was only partially surprised by the stripe of pain across her back. It was not a location she was used to being whipped. Most of her caning had been on  the  bottom,  thighs,  and  even  her  breasts.  The  whips  she  had experienced were usually light, they stung but not greatly. This whip hurt a lot. It was long and supple and the overseer could reach almost any girl in the boat with not more than a step or two from his position. 

But, Vickie did not have time to think about this. She quickly pushed her oar forward, dropped it into the water and with the sounding of the big drum pulled back. It took more than just regular arm strength to keep up with the pace. Vickie saw the muscles in the thighs and back of the girl in front of her bulge as she used her legs and back to pull the oar. SWWWISSHHH - - - THRACK - - - AAGGHHAA Again, there  was  a  stripe  across  her  back.  This  was  high,  between  her shoulders. She had been off the beat, but only slightly. FUCK THIS!

She was not even given a chance to learn what to do. But, Vickie was chained to an oar by her wrists and her shackled legs were locked to the rib of the boat in front of her feet. She could go nowhere and she would be whipped until she learned how to keep the pace. By the fifth stroke Vickie was in time and finally she completed a stroke without receiving the whip on her back. She could feel the motion of the boat gliding over the water. It felt like they were moving rapidly, but she could see little. The resistance on the oar when she pulled was less. 

Her only view to the outside was the small hole through which her oar extended. Al  she could see out the hole was water. The sides of the boat were just high enough to keep the slaves from looking over them. 

For  what  must  have  been  an  hour  they  maintained  a  steady  pace. 

Vickie had finally found the rhythm. It was not easy work. She could already feel it in her legs and back. She was going to be very sore tonight.  She  wondered  how  long  they  would  be  required  to  row. 

Suddenly the pace increased. Not just a little, but a lot. Vickie tried to keep up, but the change, but the rhythm threw her off. She was again behind the pace. WHHOOSSHH_-_THRITICKK___-AAGGAHHAAA 

Vickie almost dropped her oar. The fucking whip had not hit her back, the overseer had flicked it around her side and onto her breast. The tip  finally  dug  in  just  below  her  nipple.  FUCK,  THAT  HURT.  She wanted to wrap her chains around the neck of that son of a bitch. If she could she would strangle the life out of him, but again, he could - and  would  -  whip  her  with  impunity.  Vickie's  eyes  filled  with  tears.

Could her life get any worse? There was no way she could go on like this. If she were not chained to the boat she would throw herself into the water and drown. That would be better than this. But, for now she had to do what she could so that she was not the target of further whip strikes. Vickie caught up with the pace. They were really working now, and the tears in her eyes were joined by sweat from her forehead. 

Her eyes burned and her vision blurred. Her shoulders were burning. 

Her hands hurt from her death grip on the oar, but she continued to row. With the small drum she lifted and moved the oar forward. With the large beat she pushed with her legs and pulled with her back and arms. They kept going and going and going. This could not keep on. 

She was going to pass out. Other girls received the kiss of the whip. 

Each time Vickie heard it snap she cringed expecting the pain on her own back - or worse. She did receive a couple more, but only a couple.

Finally, when she was sure she would pass out at any moment, the beat slowed. It was probably only back to the original pace, but if felt like a slow walk after a marathon run. Vickie realized she was gasping for air. Then there was another signal. Two big drum beats followed by two small. Vickie watched as the other girls lifted their oars and moved them back into their laps. Vickie was so happy to stop. Her arms throbbed. She could feel the painful stripes across her back. She wished she could run her hands over her abused flesh, but they were chained in front of her. She was able to reach back with one hand and run  it  along  the  red  ridge  that  marked  her  right  breast.  She  looked down at the stripe and imagined what her back must look like. It had not been necessary to whip her. She was trying to get the pace. She was working as hard and fast as she could. And, she had picked it up pretty  fast  -  well,  she  really  had  to,  didn't  she  -  she  hated  the realization that it was the motivation of the whip that accounted for that. She also realized that had it not been for the whip, she would have not been able to keep the pace for as long as she did. She had been whipped, but was it an unfair application? What if she had been the  one  holding  the  whip?  She  would  probably  have  felt  it  was  a proper and judicious use of this implement of discipline and training. 

Now  that  Vickie  found  herself  under  the  whip  she  hated  herself  for ever having applied it to another. A crew member moved down the aisle with a bucket and a ladle. Every slave was allowed a ladle full of water to drink. The water was warm, but Vickie was parched and was thrilled  to  have  even  this  small  respite.  When  all  the  slaves  were watered, they were alerted to get ready and before long were rowing again. It was a moderate pace and Vickie was able to keep up with only a couple of painful reminders. It was an exhausted Vickie that learned  how  to  perform  a  back-oar  movement  as  the  boat  was returned to the dock. Then, one by one, the slave girls were released from their bench and oar, lined up in the aisle and once again coffled.

A tired, sweating, group of naked women shuffled in their chains off the back of the boat and back toward the stable. Vickie's mind was blank. She had never felt so tired in her life. The coffle was lead to an area with a concrete floor and piping. Once the entire coffle was led within  the  structure,  the  water  came  on  spurting  from  the  pipes. 

Slaves with buckets and sponges stepped forward and began to wipe down each of the tired dirty galley slaves. The water was very cold, but it felt very good. Vickie almost started to come back to life. When the slaves were clean ointment was rubbed into the whip marks on their backs and sides. That also felt very good. Next, they were taken to a feeding trough. It was humiliating to have to kneel and feed in a line  of  slaves.  Vickie  thought  she  was  too  tired  to  eat,  but  just  the proximity  of  food  made  her  stomach  grumble.  Vickie  did  not  know what  it  was,  but  it  tasted  good.  Chunks  of  bread  were  stacked  on ledges next to the trough. The girls scooped up the seasoned grain from within the trough eating with their hands. Olives, dates, and small pieces of vegetables were included. Vickie watched as the girls ate heartily. Being a galley slave was hard work, and it was clear that the master wanted the girls well nourished. At least that was one benefit.

Also,  they  were  allowed  to  use  their  hands  to  eat.  Vickie  almost laughed at that. Who would have thought that using your hands to scope up and consume your dinner would be a luxury? But, it was. 

After feeding, the coffle retreated to the stable. The sun was now low in the sky and by the time all the girls were released and placed into their individual stalls light was fading. Vickie wanted to try to establish communication  with  some  of  her  new  mates,  but  she  was  just  too tired. She decided she would lay down for a moment and then try to open a communication. She could see no-one from inside her stall. 

She could hear some sounds, like whispers, but could not make out anything. Something woke her. She had fallen asleep. It was morning. 

Early morning, but still morning. Vickie worked her way to her feet. 

She  was  stiff  and  sore  from  yesterday.  Her  back  still  hurt  from  the whipping she had endured, and she knew there would be more today. 

This was going to be a very difficult day. It was. It was much like the day before. Vickie worked through the stiffness within a few hours, and with only a few additional stripes to her back. Vickie more quickly found the pace and learned to stay in rhythm. She was no less tired at the end of the day, but once again she made it through the day.

The next several weeks continued the same pattern. Every morning they would be led to the boat. Throughout the morning they would row. Vickie never knew where they went. She learned the standard pace. This pace could - arguably - be kept up all day with few, or even no,  breaks.  Then  there  were  'sprints'.  These  were  never  for  a  long period  of  time  but  were  far  more  taxing  than  long  periods  at  the standard  pace.  They  would  be  given  occasional  breaks  when  they were  watered.  Near  mid-day  they  were  given  a  longer  break.  They received  not  only  water  but  also  a  chunk  of  break  with  a  lump  of cheese imbedded. Girls were not released to go to the bathroom. Her catheter was still in place, but the valve was opened. If a girl needed to pass water, she did so right where she sat. The smell of urine was always present in the rowing areas of the boat. Vickie assumed the boat insides were washed down at night after they returned because it did not smell in the morning. The first time that Vickie found herself letting go where she sat, and while she rowed, she was embarrassed. 

She lost a beat and received a stripe across her back. The overseer clearly  knew  what  was  happening  because  he  laughed  as  she resumed  the  pace.  Vickie  felt  her  face  warm  and  grow  dark  with shame. She was naked and her bottom and thighs were wet from her action, but that quickly dried. She refocused on the job of rowing. By the end of the second week she had the pace and knew all the signals.

She had also started to develop strength in her back, thighs, and arms that had never been there before. She was still very tired at the end of the day, but not nearly as much as at the beginning. Her back was well striped. More than a few stripes extended down around her sides. 

These hurt the worst. In the evening before being locked down, she could not help running her fingers over the red ridges. Would there be permanent scars? Did it really matter? She wondered how many of the girls were new to the oar. An intermediate pace was introduced and held for much longer periods of time. It would always end with a sprint and then a return to a standard pace. There were other boats and other crews, but Vickie did not see much of them. Rarely were full coffles of galley slaves being moved at the same time. Al  the slaves Vickie saw were female, although some of them looked very muscular. 

Would that be her at some point? The sight was not appealing to her, but  it  would  certainly  make  rowing  easier  -  at  least  she  thought  it would.  It  had  been  at  least  four  weeks,  maybe  longer.  The  normal routine was different. There was a lot of activity. Vickie could see that there was movement outside the stables. She could hear the sound of  more  than  a  few  people.  Vickie's  stomach  clutched.  Something new  was  happening.  She  was  not  sure  she  wanted  to  experience anything new. Vickie and the other slaves in her coffle were washed and cleaned. That was different. That normally happened at the end of the day, not the beginning. It was strange because very soon they would be bathed in their own sweat. Even stranger, their bodies were wiped  down  with  oil.  It  made  their  tanned  skin  glow.  Vickie  looked around  at  the  other  slaves  in  her  coffle.  They  looked  marvelous.

Obviously, they were to be shown off to someone. As the coffle left the stable area, and was guided toward the dock, Vickie could see that things had changed. There were people. Lots of people. Most, if not all were men. They were dressed in flowing thawbs and covering robes.  Rich  material  that  fluttered  in  the  wind.  Tables  with  fruits, sweets and other temptations were set up. Almost naked slave girls, wrists and ankles chained, held trays of delights for the assembled men. 

Vickie saw other coffles of galley slaves. They were lined up in front of the dock. At the dock six galleys were moored bow out. Vickie's coffle was guided into position near the other slaves. All the slaves were  lined  up  facing  the  area  where  the  richly  dressed  Arabs  were enjoying  their  conversation  and  treats.  The  guests  only  gave occasional glances toward the galley slaves Usually as a part of an otherwise heated conversation with much gesturing. Vickie's stomach lurched again. This was going to be a race. The galleys were going to race. The muscular look of some of the other teams was daunting.

Vickie tasted bile in her mouth. There was no way that her team could compete  with  some  of  these  mutant  Amazons.  Vickie  had  seen enough of slave contests to know that that would not matter. Her team would  be  expected  to  win.  And,  losing  teams  would  certainly  be punished. Vickie felt her bottom clench in anticipation of the pain she and her sisters would feel when they lost this race. They needed to win. But, how could they do that? They were not as strong as these other girls. They were virtually new to this. It had only been about a month that her team had been training together. Some of these teams look like they had been doing this for years. This was going to be awful. 

The  guests  occupied  a  terrace  that  overlooked  the  dock  and  the extended bay beyond. The slaves were lined up in their coffles below the terrace near the dock. Some of the guests came down to inspect the teams. The naked slaves stood in rows by coffle like soldiers on review. Vickie did not want to be inspected'. This was demeaning, but she knew that if she acted out in any way, if she was anything other than completely obedient she would be punished. She looked straight ahead and tried not to focus on any of these men as they laughed and talked  among  themselves.  The  talk  was  a  mixture  of  Arabic  and Turkish.  She  picked  up  only  bits  and  pieces.  They  sounded  like owners  and  betters  wandering  about  the  stables  at  the  race  track before the races. Vickie and the other slaves were clearly the livestock here. Vickie did not look around. She was interested, but she did not want to be seen acting in any way that was inappropriate. She did not see the Sultan. She had not even seen the Pasha. Who was she racing for? Before she could give it more thought, her coffle was directed to their galley. Vickie took up her all too familiar seat and was locked into place, ankles to the floor wrists to the oar. The galley was decked out with  brightly  colored  streamers  and  flags.  The  short  mid-mast  (this was not a sailing vessel) displayed a flag, a green background, swords, and swirling Arabic letters stylized into a fancy symbol. Vickie had no idea whose crest this was. It mattered not. She was a slave, she was a slave on this galley, and, she would row for her owner for all she had.

There was no other option. The boats were all released from the dock. 

They rowed slowly - very slowly- then took up a still position. Vickie could see the short mast of a galley to starboard, but that was all she could make out from her position locked to the rowing bench. Finally, there was a signal to begin rowing. Again, it was a very slow pace. 

The pace changed to even slower. Then there was the loud bang of a gun - no, more like a canon. The order to row was issued. Vickie and the other slaves pulled at their oars. The drummer set the pace. It was not a sprint, but it was not an easy pace. This was a fast pace. Vickie was not sure how long they could keep with this pace. How long was this race? Nobody bothered to tell any of the slaves. They would row until told to stop. They would row at the speed set. And, they would be whipped to keep them going. Vickie had learned that speed was derived  not  just  from  the  speed  of  the  pace  but  also  from  the coordination of the rowers. If all the oars moved together at the same time  a  slower  pace  could  cover  more  distance  than  a  quicker  but ragged  pace.  Vickie  glanced  to  her  left  (starboard  on  the  galley because she was facing the rear.) She could see the tip of the short mast of the boat that had been next to them. It was now at least a length behind. That made her feel good. But it had been a mistake, she  had  let  her  attention  drift.  She  had  fallen  a  fraction  of  a  beat behind. She heard the swish of the whip just before it found her right shoulder. Crack -AHHAA. Fuck that hurt. But it was her own damn fault. She quickly looked and adjusted. It was amazing how good she had become over the last weeks. Her entire team was very good. Their timing was near perfect. Maybe they had a chance.

The pace was faster than they were used to rowing at. Still, they held the  pace.  Vickie  could  feel  her  breath  coming  fast.  Her  lungs  were starting to burn, but she did not lose the pace. She lifted her oar, she pushed it forward, she dropped it on signal into the water and pulled. 

She pulled with her back, with her thighs, and, only slightly with her arms. Arms tired quickly. Backs and thighs were stronger. Her bottom lifted slightly from the bench with each stroke of the oar. It felt like they had been rowing for more than an hour. The pace had slowed twice, but only for a few minutes, and then it had moved back to this higher  pace.  The  port  side  was  ordered  to  hold  water,  but  the starboard (including Vickie) continued to pull. The boat pivoted, as if on  its  center.  These  were  light  maneuverable  galleys.  Then  port picked up the pace. Vickie tried to judge how much they had turned. 

She did not think it was a full 180. It felt more like 90 to 100 degrees. 

There was much left in this race. Vickie had not looked again, so she did not know if any other boats were in view. She just kept her eyes on the back of the girl in front of her. Even so, the whip had found her twice more. She was getting used to the rowing, but she really hated the whip. She had been whipped so much since she had become a slave. There was a time in her life when she would have been outraged. 

Now it was just a fact of life. Something that could and would happen to her, and a reason to be perfect in her conduct and obedience. The pace should have worn them out. Somehow all the slaves on Vickie's galley kept with the pace. The pace had been lowered slightly several times, but then increased. Vickie wondered were the other boats were. 

Was her galley in the lead? Was it well back? How fast were they really going? The port side held water again and once more the boat turned.

Again, if felt like 90 to 100 degrees. Was it more? If it was only 90 degrees then they would need this and one more leg to get back to the  harbor.  If  it  was  more,  closer  to  130  degrees  then  a  single  leg could  get  them  back.  Vickie  prayed  for  a  single  leg.  Her  back  was hurting, her thighs were burning, and her chest hurt. She was not sure she could make it back, even if they beat her - which she knew they would. The pace was once again slowed. Vickie was thankful. It had happened just when she thought she was going to drop over. But then it resumed. Only a short time later they were ordered to sprint speed.

This was impossible. They had rowed for hours. They could not now be  expected  to  sprint.  Others  must  have  thought  the  same  thing because the whip began to crack. It had not fallen on Vickie, and she did not want it to. She sucked in as much air as she could and pulled at  the  oar.  The  cracking  of  the  whip  stopped.  Al   her  sisters,  even though dead tired, had found the new impossible pace. Vickie could see the figures in the stern of the boat becoming more animated. "Yes. We are overtaking them." It was Turkish, but she understood enough.

This was different. They must be near the end, but they were in a heat with another boat. A boat they could beat. The other slaves sensed it as well. The pace increased - how could it increase? But it did, and somehow the slaves kept with the pace. Vickie's arms were numb. 

The pain in her back and legs was gone, the burn had left her, she gulped large gasps of air. Her body moved as if it were a machine. 

She did not think about it, she just pulled and pushed forward to pull again. There was very little left in her, but she was going to spend it all  right  here,  right  now,  on  this  oar.  She  did  not  know  if  they  had caught the other boat. She did not know how much further they had to go, but she did know that when they stopped she would collapse. 

Vickie's eyes had glazed over. They were filed with tears, but it was like her brain had disconnected. She could feel her body moving, but she did not think she controlled it any more. There were shouts from the  stern.  Vickie  could  hear  shouts  and  cheers  on  the  shore.  The slaves were ordered to stop. Vickie's arms seemed to be moving on their own. She brought them down, then she fell forward. Her chest was heaving now. Her lungs burnt. She tried to straighten up but her muscles did not want to obey. Her arms felt wobbly, her legs were so weak  she  did  not  think  she  could  stand.  They  were  given  a  few minutes to rest, then they were ordered to pick up a very slow pace. 

That was impossible. Her body was not going to obey her. She tried, but nothing happened. Her arms felt lifeless. SWHISS - - CRACK - - - OOGGHHAAA.

FUCK, the whip had curled around her side caressed the side of her breast and then flicked her nipple. That was the most painful stroke an overseer could issue. Somehow Vickie found control over her arms.

They wobbled and were weak, but the effort required was not really much. As she started to row and this leisurely pace her arms and legs actually started to relax. Her overseers knew what to do. This was a cool down. Had they let the girls just rest their muscles would have all tightened  up.  They  would  have  been  prone  to  injury.  They  may  be slaves, but they were valuable animals. Much had been invested in their training, and they needed to be utilized properly and protected. 

What did not matter is what any of the slaves wanted or cared. When the boat was finally moored, and the slaves coffled and released, it was  all  they  could  do  to  walk.  Al   of  them  shuffled  bent  over  like refugees from an old folk home. Climbing the hill toward the stables was almost impossible and several slaves fell in the journey. Vickie was not one of them. When they reached the shower area, Vickie and all the slaves were elated. Not only were they now close to their stalls, but the showers looked inviting. The cold water had never felt so good. 

Nor, had the interior of her stall ever have been so inviting. Nobody bothered  to  tell  the  slaves  how  they  had  done.  Vickie's  galley  had taken a surprising second. The crew would all be partying that night. 

The slaves would not know or be a part of the party. They were only animals and they were to do as they were told. They were rewarded with a good shower, their meal - enhanced to make up for the calories they had burned - and a good night's sleep. After all, what more could they  want?  Come  morning,  Vickie  could  feel  the  effects  of  the  day before in every muscle. She wanted to just lay in her stall. She wanted to just lay for at least a couple of days. She assumed from the groans she heard that her feelings were in concert with her slave sisters. But, as slaves, Vickie and the other girls had no say in what was to happen.

As if the day before had been nothing but a normal training day they were  up  and  following  normal  routine.  Every  girl  in  her  coffle  was moving stiffly. Vickie was pleased that she was not the only one. To make things worse, the weather was not good. Heavy clouds almost touched the sea and the wind was gusting uncomfortably. There had been several days of bad weather when training had been canceled, at least training on the water had been canceled and they had worked instead on land. Vickie was sure this would be another such day. But Vickie did not know the importance of working out the crew the day after a race to loosen up muscles. It was believed by galley overseers that if the muscles were not properly worked - i.e., by rowing - that they could bulk and make the slave less able to properly perform. It did not matter if it were true or not. This was not up for discussion. It would  not  be  a  hard  day,  but  prolonged  rowing  was  deemed necessary. The water was choppy as the galley moved away from the pier. It was very difficult to row under these conditions. A wave could expose  an  oar  during  the  pull  causing  the  rower  to  almost  fall backward. It could also rise up and interfere with the ability to move the oar forward after finishing a stroke. But the pace was kept very slow, and the helmsman kept the boat nose into the waves. Water still broke  over  the  sides  when  a  large  wave  was  encountered,  but  the drummer  could  match  the  strokes  to  the  waves,  most  of  the  time.

After  about  an  hour  Vickie  was  feeling  better.  Her  muscles  were loosening and the slow easy pace was easy to keep. If it had been a nice day it might have been pleasurable, but the weather seemed to just get worse. Looking back over the stern of the little boat Vickie could see nothing but sloshing water. It was a very an angry looking sea. Vickie felt her stomach knot. Surely, they had worked enough. It was time to get them out of this. And, it was about that time that the helmsman started to turn the boat about. They could row back to the dock  with  a  following  sea.  It  would  have  challenges,  but  would  be easier than rowing into the waves had been. Vickie started to feel a little better. Shortly after the little boat came about the wind changed. 

It was now coming from directly in front of them. The waves were once again coming at them. After about half an hour of rowing into the wind, and  the  waves,  the  drummer  picked  up  the  pace.  There  were  no landmarks, but Vickie sensed discomfort in the crew. In spite of the strength  of  the  rowers,  they  were  not  making  progress  against  the wind  and  the  current.  Vickie  had  not  been  afraid,  but  seeing  the increasing concern on the faces of the crew was infectious. This was going wrong. This was going very wrong.

The  helmsman  was  trying  to  change  course,  Vickie  could  see  him leaning into the tiller, but whenever he did the boat shook and rocked so badly that the oars had no purchase and the boat started to turn even more. At one point, it turned sidewise to the waves and a huge wave washed over the boat. Vickie was glad she was chained down. 

She had been pulled up from her seat, but her ankles kept her in place. 

The helmsman guided them back into the waves. Even though it was daytime the overcast was so heavy that it was impossible to place the sun. Vickie had no idea where they were headed. The helmsman kept looking down at his compass. When he did he shook his head. That was not encouraging. The pace was picked up. But the pace keeper had to time the strokes to the crashing of the waves. That was now dictating the speed at which they could row. Vickie was now afraid. 

She did not want to drown. She and the other slaves were chained to the spars of the boat. If it sunk they would go with it. Even if they were released  from  the  boat,  it  would  be  impossible  to  swim  with  these chains. The weight, while not great, would still drag them down and the restriction of movement would be too limiting. If they did not get back to land they would die. For the next several hours they held the only course available to them and the slaves rowed as if their lives depended on it. The overseer was not whipping the slaves. He was too busy trying to hold on. The jostling of the boat and the increased size  of  the  waves  washing  over  almost  pitched  him  overboard  on several occasions. If a person went overboard there would clearly be no rescue. It would not be possible. They had been rowing all day.

They had not stopped for a drink of water, they had not had anything to eat, they fought on. The slaves were near exhaustion. They could not keep this up, but they dare not stop. It was getting later in the day; even though the sun was not visible, the light showed signs of fading. 

Vickie was terrified of the prospect of being on this angry sea after dark. Then there was something different. The boat lurched again, but this time there was a loud crashing sound, and then another. Vickie watched in horror as the boat broke in half across the middle. They had hit rocks. It appeared that rather than drowning, they would just be dashed to pieces on the rocks of some reef. Had this been what the helmsman was worried about? The two pieces shifted away from each other. The part with Vickie turned against the rocks. The oars along her side sheared off. She was still holding the shaft of her oar (she was still fastened to it) but the oar itself was gone from the point it  had  extended  from  the  boat.  Vickie  pulled  up  and  the  remaining piece of the oar came loose in her hands. She tried to pull her feet up. 

She was now in water up to her knees. But her feet were still stapled to the spar below her. The part of the boat containing Vickie rolled to the side. Her head went under. She could see the jagged rocks around her. All it would take is a little shift in that direction and she would never have to worry about anything again. Vickie could not take her eyes off the rocks. But the boat rolled again. Instead of the slaves' heads, the bottom once again smashed against the rocks. It lurched into the air. Vickie's head popped up. She was able to fill her lungs before it rolled again. The boat section crashed again on the rocks.

Vickie  wondered  what  would  happen  first,  would  she  no  longer  be able to get air or have her brains bashed out. It was funny. During her slavery, she had thought about how she could kill herself. Most of the slaves had that thought from time to time, but right now, with death staring her in the face, she did not want to die. She wanted to live. 

The section of the boat rolled again, Vickie's head burst through the water and she again filled her lungs with air. The section of the boat lurched  and  crashed  once  more  against  the  rocks.  This  time  it fractured again. It was breaking up into small pieces. Vickie felt her legs float up and churn in the water. She was no longer fastened to what had been the bottom of the boat. She was still chained to her piece of oar. At least it was wood and helped offset the weight of the chains - at least a little. 

Vickie kicked with her feet and was able to move back away from the crashing water at the rocks. She did not know if she had been injured. 

Her entire body hurt, but she could not tell if it was more than just the strain.  The  waves  had  pushed  the  debris  from  the  fractured  galley along the edge of the rocky reef that had torn it to pieces. The water was calmer here. Vickie was able to get some control over her position in the water. She was a good swimmer, but not with chained hands and  ankles.  She  could  feel  the  weight  of  the  chains  on  her  ankles pulling her feet down. She kicked her feet, but she could not kick them individually. She had to kick like a mermaid kick. That worked to a degree, but this was not going to work for long. Soon the weight of the  chains  would  take  over  and  she  would  sink  and  drown.  Vickie thrashed  around  in  the  water.  It  was  getting  dark  and  there  was nothing but water, debris, and sharp rocks. To Vickie's right was a piece of debris about the size of a normal door. It had a large piece of spar on the bottom and flat boards - maybe part of the hull - on the top. It looked buoyant. It was not too far away, but whenever Vickie kicked toward it, it seemed to move away from her. With her wrists chained to the piece of oar, she was limited in their use as well. About the time she thought she was going to give up -at the point her legs burned and her arms were starting to shake - she got to the edge of the wood. Carefully, so as not to push it away, she reached up on top. 

It tipped down a little but stayed up and did not move away from her. 

With her hands now on top she was able to slide her body up until she was laying on the flat part up to her waist. Keeping the motion steady with her feet she managed to slip her hips up over the edge. It was large  enough  to  take  her  whole  body.  She  worried  that  it  would capsize and throw her back into the water, but the spar piece on the bottom held it in place. She was able to stretch out flat with almost all of her body out of the water. Her feet hung over the bottom and her hands and the oar piece extended over the other side. Vickie started to gulp in large lungful's of air. She could feel her lungs burning. She knew she had swallowed a lot of water, she coughed, and could not stop her stomach from reacting and expelling its contents. She did not bother to even turn her head. The expectorant fell about her but was quickly washed away by the water. Vickie looked around to see if she could see any other survivors. She could not see anyone. She was limited as she needed to stay still. Her platform was reasonably stable, but she was still afraid she could easily capsize it. She did not know if she would have the strength to get back up if she slipped off. 

All she could do is cling to it and hope for rescue. 





Chapter  20  Home

Vickie  had  fallen  asleep.  She  opened  her  eyes. 

Somehow, she had stayed on the small raft. It was morning. The storm was gone and the sun was shining. The sea was smooth. Vickie lifted her head and looked around. Every muscle in her body ached. She could see red marks on her body, but nothing seemed badly damaged.

There was no sign of blood. She could see no other signs of the wreck around her. She could see no other signs of life. She dare not twist to look behind her, but she could see no sign of land. But then, was that a boat? Yes, it was a boat, not large, but a boat. It was clearly a fishing boat. She tried to push up on the raft so that she could be seen. The boat was at least half a kilometer away. She did not know if they could see her. She wanted to waive her arm. But her wrists were shackled together and fasted to the oar piece. It was off the front edge of the little  raft  above  her,  and  when  she  pulled  up  on  her  arms,  the  oar caught on the edge of the raft. She could not easily free her hands without risking disaster. The best she could do was to raise her body in a sort of push-up. Vickie tried to yell out, but her throat was dry. 

The sound was a tortured creak that clearly could not be heard at the boat. Vickie was afraid the boat would start to move away from her. 

She could not take her eyes off it. Finally, after what seemed like hours (maybe a minute) the boat started to move, and, thankfully it pointed itself toward her. She had been seen. She would be saved. But, what then? Vickie wore the brand of the Pasha. She had an identification number that showed her to be a slave. By the law of Eshan she was a slave to be returned to her master - whoever that was. Did that mean back to the galleys? Did it mean back to the Sultan, or the Pasha?

None of these prospects seemed attractive, but they were all better than drowning. Weren't they? She considered releasing her grip on the raft and letting her body slip beneath the water. She would be free of her slavery, but she could not. As bad as her slavery was, at least she was alive. Vickie was tired. She had drunk a lot of water - and that was  not  good.  She  could  no  longer  do  anything.  She  dropped  her head. Her thoughts were how ironic it would be to now slip off the raft. 

She  pictured  herself  drifting  downward  pulled  by  the  weight  of  her chains. Was that a better solution? She could just succumb to the sea. 

Her slavery would be over. Again, her mind fought back. She did not want to die. She had stayed alive this long. She was not going to give up now. Her arms were grasped. The hands were large and rough. 

She felt herself pulled from the water. She looked up into a face, a face rough from exposure to the sun, the wind and the sea. It was a face that spent a great deal of time on the water. As she was pulled over the rail and into the boat she could make out the tools of the trade for fishermen. She saw the man who had rescued her. There was  also  another  man.  They  were  talking.  She  did  not  understand them. It was not Arabic. It was not Turkish. Maybe, yes, they were speaking Greek. That was a language that Vickie could speak not at all.  She  had  no  idea  what  they  were  discussing.  The  men  looked shocked  at  her  naked  body,  but  beyond  that,  the  heavy  shackles imbedded in her breasts, and the chains on her wrists and ankles. And the collar on her neck. Were they discussing what they should do with her? There were instructions as to her ownership and a reward for her return on her collar. But those instructions were in Arabic and Turkish.

These men did not seem to speak either. But as soon as they made port others would. Vickie looked up at the man standing nearest to her. He smiled. That made her feel better. He said something to her. 

She  could  not  understand.  She  answered  in  French.  He  shook  his head. She tried English - no recognition. She tried some Turkish, but he still shook his head. The man picked her up. She did not mind. She was too weak to even stand on her own. He carried her into the small cabin below. He laid her down on a sleeping berth. Nothing had ever felt so good. Vickie looked up at the face of the man as he looked down at her. She wanted to drop to her knees. Her training was to reward him with her mouth. Her instinct was to bow her head, but she could not take her eyes off his face. It was somehow different from the faces that had tortured her for the last many months. 

He stroked her head, then he turned and left the cabin. Vickie close her  eyes.  Almost  instantly  she  was  asleep.  Vickie  sensed  someone next to her. Panic surged through her. She started to roll toward her knees. She did not want to be beaten for not being on her knees. A hand stopped her. She opened her eyes. It was the other man on the boat. She was not in the harem. She was not in the stable. She was on the fishing boat with the Greek sailors. But, clearly, they now knew that she was a slave. Would they expect her to act as the well-trained slave? It was ok, she could do that. They had saved her life. She was ready  to  show  them  what  a  good  slave  she  could  be.  Maybe  they would keep her. Was she proper salvage? The thought made her smile.

The hand eased her back. She did not fight it. She expected him to push her to her back and then use her. That was ok. She was well trained. She would she him how good she could be. She would not be disobedient. There would be no need to beat her. As soon as she was back on her back the hand came away. She heard, then saw him put a tool box down on the table next to the berth. He took Vickie's wrist  and  raised  it  up.  He  studied  the  locking  mechanism  on  her shackle.  Vickie  remembered  them  being  put  in  place.  She remembered  the  lead  seal  and  the  crimping  tool  used  to  lock  the bands she wore on each wrist, each ankle, and around her neck. She let her arm limp as the man studied the shackle and its mechanism from different sides. Vickie watched. She held her breath, but she was not aware that she was doing so. The man picked up some tools from the box. He signaled to Vickie to twist to her side. Then he placed the shackle  on  a  piece  of  wood.  Using  a  long  heavy  pin  and  a  small hammer he poked and hammered at the top and then the bottom of the locking mechanism. Vickie was sure this would not work, but after no more than a few minutes of effort the lead plug pushed out and fell to  the  deck.  The  shackle  popped  open.  For  the  first  time  in  many months Vickie's hand was free. The man had little trouble releasing the other wrist. Her ankles were more of a challenge. He had to find the  correct  position  to  work  from,  but  before  long,  those  shackles were also gone. The man studies her collar, but finally he just nodded his head back and forth. The collar was too much of a challenge. It would remain on, at least for now. Still, Vickie felt a sense of liberation not present since her first moment as a slave. Did this mean that she was NOT going to be turned back to the authorities in Eshan? But, where were they going? If they landed in Turkey Vickie was pretty sure that she would be returned. She knew from her previous research that a close treaty relationship existed between Turkey and Eshan. Unless, she  could  somehow  avoid  detection.  How  could  she  do  that?  The good part was that Eshan would think she was dead. She did not think anyone else survived that wreck. She should not have survived that wreck.  But,  as  soon  as  word  of  her  survival  surfaced  she  would become a target. Suddenly Vickie could actually think about life as a free person again. Her hand went to the heavy shackles that pierced the flesh of her breasts. The Greek sailor stared at these. Vickie had become used to them, but they were a clear sign of her slavery. She would need to get them removed. How hard would that be? Her hand ran over the grommets installed in the lips of her vagina. These were not so obvious, but removal would be very difficult. Could that even be done without significant surgery? Would it be worth it? Would they be something she would just have to learn to live with? Then there were the tattoos. She knew that there were new methods for tattoo removal, but she had heard it was very painful. Al  the same, most of the  markings  that  had  been  placed  on  her  body  were  completely unacceptable.  She  would  want  them  gone.  So  long  as  she  was tattooed, she would not be able to look in a mirror without thinking of the slave that she saw there The first sailor brought her some warm soup. These men may only be fisherman, but they were angels to her.

Her eyes filled with tears. It had been a long time since she had felt compassion  and  caring  from  another  human  being.  It  was  the  first time she had been treated this way since her enslavement. This made her realize what she had lost as a slave. The warmth of other human beings, but most importantly, being treated as a human being. She knew that she had been saved for a reason. She was going to expose the evils of slavery – the evil being practiced today - not just the evil of the past. People lived under the deception that slavery was gone. 

It was not. People needed to know that it was still here and just how terrible it was. When the small boat finally made port, Vickie did not know where they were. The men had given her some clothing to wear. 

They were so overlarge that she could barely keep the pants on, and the  shirt  felt  like  a  dress.  There  were  no  shoes,  but  a  large  pair  of socks reached half way up her lower legs. Another man came over to the boat. He spoke French. Vickie had never been so happy to hear her language. She learned that they were on a small eastern island belonging to Greece. Immediately she felt better. Vickie told the man that she had been held as a slave in Eshan, that it was against her will. 

She told him that these fishermen had rescued her. The man asked if she was French. She said she was. The man did not seem surprised to hear she had been a slave in Eshan. Did they know? Vickie shivered. 

Was there an agreement with Eshan? Would she now be seized and returned? Not now, please not now. Not when she was so close to freedom. She felt her eyes tear up. The man's face softened. "There is no French counsel on this island." He paused and looked her over. 

"Do you have any identification?" Vickie began to worry, if he was a government official she still may be seized for not having papers. If her government did not intervene would she be turned over to Eshan? 

"No." She dropped her head. She could not bring herself to make eye contact. "They took everything from me." The man nodded his head. 

"But, I am a journalist. If you have a phone I can reach out to my editor. 

He can tell you who I am." Vickie wanted to tell him that if he helped her that her editor would reward him, reward them all. But, she did not want to insult the man, or the fishermen, still she was worried that the lure of a reward from Eshan would influence what would happen next. 

This island may be Greek, but they probably knew much of when on only a short distance away. The man had not looks surprised at her mention of being a slave. That could make things very dicey. But she held back for now. If he did not give her a phone that could be next. 

To Vickie's relief the man fished a new looking smart phone from his pocket  and  handed  it  to  her.  Vickie  dialed.  Thank  heavens  she remembered  the  number.  Most  people  today  did  not  remember phone numbers. Without their phone, they were stuck. Vickie looked up at the sky. It was afternoon, but not late afternoon. The phone was answered. She recognized the voice. At first her throat closed and she could not form any words, then worried that he would hang up she spoke. "Laurent? It is Vickie." There was a long silence on the other side  of  the  line.  Then  "Vickie?"  Again  silence.  "We  had  just  about given  up  any  hope  of  hearing  from  you.  Are  you  alright?  What happened to you?" Vickie gave a short, very short, less than Reader's Digest, version of what had happened and where she was. Well, she was  not  sure  where  she  was.  She  did  know  that  she  had  no identification, and no money. And, she did not even have cloths. She did  not  mention  the  new  ornaments,  the  things  she  did  have.  She looked down, and even in the bulky too large shirt, she could still see the outline of the shackles in her breasts. Vickie's editor asked her to hand the phone back to the man. Vickie could see the man nodding as he listened. He smiled. "Oui, Oui." The man asked Vickie to follow him. She turned and thanked her saviors before leaving, then turned back to the man. But then she turned back. She stepped forward and gave the older man a huge. Then she did the same with the younger man. Both faces beamed and Vickie felt warm inside. She turned back to the man with the phone. "Please tell them I am forever grateful to them. I am a writer and would love to have a picture with them." The man said something to the fishermen. They spoke in return. The man nodded his head and looked back at Vickie.

"They are glad they could be of assistance. They do not approve of what goes on in Eshan, but they spend much time in the neighboring waters. They would just as soon never be associated with this. They do not know who you are. No slave was rescued from these waters." 

The man laughed. He waived to the fishermen and walked up the pier. 

Vickie turned, she bowed to the men then she turned and followed the  man.  She  still  had  some  trepidation.  She  had  no  money,  no identification and was a valuable commodity. She did not feel entirely safe. Whatever the man had arranged with her editor worked. She was escorted to an office in the small village. The girl behind the desk gave the man a stack of bills. The man thanked the woman and signed for the  bills.  He  next  led  Vickie  to  a  small  store  and  waited  while  she purchased (and the man paid for) a new wardrobe. Next was a trip to a travel agency for a ferry ticket. It would leave in only a few hours.

Vickie was also provided a plane ticket to Nice. She would have only a few hours after the ferry arrived at Kasos Island. Included within the materials  provided  by  the  travel  agent  was  a  fax  from  the  French consulate establishing her identity to allow her to board the plane. The man escorted Vickie to the ferry dock, handed her about a thousand Euros and wished her good luck. Vickie did not know how much the man had collected. She assumed it had come from her editor and that, at least some was for the services of the man. She did not mind this at all. She still had some concerns, but as she boarded the ferry a lightness seemed to come over her. Looking down at the water from the rail of the ferry she felt almost normal. It just might be that she was escaping from her slavery. She had not thought this day would ever come. She had just about reconciled herself to spending the rest of her life in slavery. The letter was sufficient for Vickie to board both the ferry and the plane to Nice. Thankfully she was traveling from one EU country to another, she did not need a passport. Laurent was waiting for her at the airport when she landed. Vickie had never been so happy to step onto any piece of real estate in her life. Now she felt home.

Now she felt things would finally be ok. For almost a week Vickie slept. 

Her apartment was gone. Most of her belongings were gone. She had stayed in a small, out of the way, hotel while she gathered her wits. 

Finally, she met with her editor. She knew that he had advanced a lot of money to help recover her and help her get back on her feet. She was going to make it worthwhile. She was going to write a killer article - and she was going to make those who had abused her the subject of such public scrutiny and scorn they would rue the day they ever met her. Vickie proposed a series of articles. She could get the first one  out  in  a  week.  She  wanted  to  start  the  campaign.  "Non,  non!"

Laurent shook his head. "We must be better prepared. Once the word of your story starts to leak out there will be a great commotion. We will not have the luxury of time. Those in Eshan believe that you are dead. The official story is that you were arrested for illegal entry into their  country  -  at  least  partially  true.  That  you  were  on  a  boat  with other 'prisoners' - again, somewhat true. That the boat was caught in a storm and sunk with no survivors - well, they do not know that there was a survivor." "So what, they can't touch me here." "Maybe not. But they can create difficulties by calling for your extradition. I think we could block it, but there is risk. If your writing is finished then it will shore  opposition  to  them  getting  you."  "I  am  not  afraid  of  those bastards. I need to expose what they are doing." Vickie felt her blood pressure rising. Now she was getting angry. "I agree, but let's exploit our  advantage.  You  will  write  a  full  book.  Then  we  will  release  an article  about  your  escape,  and  start  to  serialize  chapters  from  the book.  We  can  create  lots  of  hype.  The  very  fact  that  the  book  is finished should reduce your risk. They cannot stop your writing when it is already fine'."

As bad as Vickie wanted to start to slam them now, she understood the logic. The time to write the book would not be long, two or three months should do it. She could use the quiet. Besides, her cynical self said,  the  magazine  wants  to  make  sure  that  it  has  the  entire  work before revealing her just in case the French government turns her over to Eshan. Also, did her editor want to make sure she was mentally ok. 

He  had  complained  about  the  articles  she  had  written  while  under control  of  the  Sultan.  He  had  made  a  point  of  telling  her  that  she needed to deal with those in her book. She had agreed. It was taking a little longer than expected. She was almost 90 days in and still had at least another month's work to go. She had met with Laurent several times to discuss the progress and she had shown him some of what she had done, but copies were not sent in to the magazine. She and Laurent  decided  the  risk  of  a  leak  was  just  too  great.  When  she finished the final draft this month it would go for printing the galleys.

If a leak happened then it would be manageable and would just start the publicity campaign. The only person who had seen the work was Amy. A petite brunette, just out of college, she was hired to act as Vickie's assistant. She proofed and researched. She also saw to most of the day to day needs so Vickie could devote her time to writing. It was a hard adjustment to having someone take care of things for her. 

Vickie's experiences as a slave made it difficult. It was hard for her to look people in the eyes - especially men, but she was working on that. 

She tried to visualize and recapture the old Vickie- the before slavery Vickie - but that was hard. Whenever she looked into the eyes of a man she felt fear surge through her body and she remembered the pain of the cane slicing across her bottom and thighs. It was going to take time - a lot of time. Vickie had seen a doctor about the shackles in her breasts, the grommets in her labia, and her tattoos. None were going to be easy to deal with. The most pressing to Vickie were the shackles.  They  were  heavy.  Their  presence  taunted  her.  She  had thought it would be a simple matter of cutting them off, but the portion that  pierced  her  flesh  was  strong  and  not  easily  reachable  with  a cutting tool. The doctor had suggested they would open her breasts with an incision to allow the intact shackle to be pulled loose. It would be  painful  and  she  would  need  some  time  to  recover.  Vickie  and Laurent had decided it would be scheduled as soon as the book was finished. In the interregnum, the presence of the shackles would help remind Vickie of her ordeal, and the removal would be a graduation back into her old, now new life. Vickie had been to the store to pick up some things for supper. Amy usually did the shopping, but Vickie wanted  to  stretch  her  legs.  The  small  cottage  where  she  and  Amy were working was in a quiet neighborhood with a small store within easy walking distance. Vickie enjoyed the fresh air and sunshine. She carried  a  small  bag  with  some  nice  sea  bass,  Brussel  sprouts, mushrooms, garlic, and an onion for dinner. It fit easily into Vickie's arm. Vickie would turn these over to Amy who would then prepare the meal. Vickie felt relaxed and happy. There was a white panel sided van in front of the next house up to the North from the cottage. Vickie gave it only a glance. Perhaps her neighbors had something delivered.

As Vickie came to the side door of the cottage she thought she heard some sounds inside. Amy must be up to something. Her hand twisted the handle, pushed the door open, and she stepped inside. Directly in front  of  her,  right  in  the  middle  of  the  kitchen,  a  bundle  of  canvas shuddered and shook. At the top of the bundle a black leather head shaped object twisted from side to side, moaning sounds escaped into the air. The bag of groceries fell from Vickie's arms, her knees went weak. It was certainly Amy's head, although fully enclosed in a discipline  hood.  Vickie's  assistant  was  inescapably  restrained  and packaged in a slave sack. Next to the restrained form another slave sack  lay  on  the  floor.  Its  sides  were  open  and  flat  just  waiting  to receive its occupant. A hand grasped Vickie's arm...
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