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HAREM GIRL





Chapter One







Sex is power; at least, it's the only power I've ever had. Sex is the power you get when you have no other kind, but it can be strong and controlling in its own way. I've always had it, as long as I can remember, even before I knew what sex was. Except then it was the power of a pretty girl to get what she wanted, to have people smile at her and want to make her happy. Sex is the same thing, really; getting people to want to make you happy.


I had some pretty wild teen years. I partied, and I played around. I avoided romantic entanglements, and I experimented with sex, drugs and booze. For the most part, though, it was all fairly vanilla. You know? I mean, yeah I got drunk a lot. But that's nothing special. Yes, I did some drugs, but none of the nastier, more dangerous ones. And yes, I had sex, a lot, but it wasn't kinky. Teenage girls aren't much into kink since just your basic sex is thrilling enough for most of us, new as it is.


I have to say I was something of a narcissist, but then, aren't most attractive young girls? All of society seemed to be telling me how hot I was, and how much everyone wanted me. God knows all the guys did. Even my male teachers looked at me in that carefully controlled way older men did when they thought you were really hot but couldn't afford to have anyone know it. 


I don't meant to say I was arrogant about it, just that I acknowledged and accepted it as something that was there, that existed, my hotness, my desirability, if you will. The only real problem it presented was lust-sick, love-sick guys wanting me when I didn't particularly want them. I was willing to engage in a few mercy-fucks, but no, I'm not going to be some guy's girlfriend just because he's got a big case of puppy love for me.


Besides, cynic that I was, even then, I knew that it wasn't any innate feature of my sparkling personality which caused guys I barely knew to stare at me across the class with dreamy eyes. They thought I was really hot, not hot nasty, like, hot and sophisticated, not like hot and dangerous, but hot in that girl-next-door way which seemed to make them think I was more real, more obtainable.


I think that's the eyes. I have simply enormous grey green eyes, and my face is slender, elfin, with a small nose and mouth but full, sensual lips and somewhat high cheekbones. I'm slender all over, in fact, with narrow hips and shoulders. But I'm not skinny. I do have a noticeable waist, and my breasts are a nice size, not huge, but they look bigger than they are on my slim chest.


Because I exercised, because my parents were fitness nuts, my body is toned and firm, my belly flat, my butt nice and tight as well as being beautifully rounded. I look incredible in a bikini, and going to the beach is an exercise in being lusted after by half the men I pass.  And yes, I do get off on it. In fact, the more they want me the hotter I get. When I go to Europe, and sunbath in just a thong, topless, the lust is palpable, and I always feel a squirming sense of heat which fills my pussy and sends hot flushes up through my body the entire time I am there.


 I'm five-ten, tall for a girl and on the soccer and swim teams at Boston College, where I'm a third year journalism student. I don't like to cover little stories, though, little one-offs of bake sales or car accidents. I like to write in-depth about things people should or would want to know about but don't. I like to find things which few others have done. I did a long piece on a homeless woman, following her around so people knew what her life was like. I did another piece on a chemical plant, and all the safety corners they cut. 


And this summer, what I wanted, was to do something outrageous. My parents were giving me a present of a summer in Europe, which I was supposed to spend on the southeast coast of Italy. But my first week I ran into a smooth-talking, cocky Arab guy named Faris. He was so cocky that I decided to match my skills – in bed – with him, and we had a torrid one night stand that went on for hours. 


Yeah, he was good in bed, he knew all the moves, but I still blew his fucking socks off and left him gasping and groaning. The power of sex is even greater when you're really good at it. And I had, over the years, learned and perfected everything about it, especially my oral sex skills.


Faris, by the way, was your proverbial tall, dark and handsome. At about twenty three, he had a somewhat square-jawed face for an Arab, clean cut, with broad shoulders and a gym-toned chest and belly. He had a nice ass, too. And his English was British-accented because he'd been educated at Oxford. Anyway, we hung together for a couple of nights, dancing and fucking, and he talked a little about his home.


It seemed his uncle was some kind of big shot, a prince – mind you, there are, he said, about eighteen thousand princes in Saudi Arabia so we're not talking very blue blood here. Anyway, with oil money, every prince still had at least one palace, and some had several. His Uncle had a big palace, and after one of our trysts he mentioned his harem girls, and how hot they were, and that I was even hotter. That intrigued me, of course. I wanted to know all about them.


They were all there willingly, he said, his uncle being a wealthy man, they lived lives of ease and wealth and privilege. 


“You don't need to kidnap white girls and drag them across the ocean, Chloe,” he said with a smirk, “not when you can simply pay one an obscene amount of money to do anything you want.”


Most of the women in the harem, he said, were Europeans, and most were there having accepted an offer to come for a week, a month, or a year, after which they would be paid a sum of money and sent away.


“So they're hookers,” I said.


He shook his head. “Not of the type which usually sell themselves. None of them were prostitutes. My uncle would not dally with such. No, what he does is find a respectable western girl and offer her an outrageous sum of money, more than she could earn in ten years of work, say, to live in his harem for a few months or a year. Then they go back to their old lives, with a large bank account.”


“So what kind of women accepts these offers?” I asked.


He shrugged. “Mostly the poorer ones, though I have seen rich girls do it for the kick, the thrill, of being a harem girl for a few weeks. But mostly they are shop girls, waitresses and secretaries and the like, teenagers or in their early twenties, able to get away for a while without anyone taking note. And all are beautiful, of course.”


“Like me?” I teased, sliding my fingers over his bare chest.


“Yes, like you. Adventurous, like you. Sexually precocious, like you.”


“Sexually precocious?!” I laughed. “I haven't heard that in years.


“Unrestrained, then,” he said. “Being a harem girl is not one for those who have a shy nature, Chloe.”


“Because they have to have sex with your uncle.”


“Because they have sex with anyone who wants them. That is the nature of a harem girl.”


“Suppose they're not in the mood?”


He snorted. “You might have noticed that my country is not the most advanced when it comes to women’s rights. We have a long history of corporal punishment which continues to this day for anyone who annoys the government, and in their palaces, the princes ARE the government.”


“So they would, like, whip you or something if you refused?”


“Once you accept being a harem girl you're required to obey the rules, and that, of course, is the first rule, that you are, in essence, a sexual servant to anyone who desires you. For the term of the contract, you must abide by the rules imposed on such a servant.”


“Suppose you say no and want to go home?”


He shook his head. “When your term is up. Not until. This is carefully explained to them before they agree to come, you see. It is like your military. If you join and decide you do not like it, you cannot simply quit. You must do as you are told or be punished. Ultimately, if you refuse, they will imprison you and make you break rocks or something. You cannot quit there, and you cannot quit the harem, until your term is up.”


“Sex soldiers,” I mused. “I bet that would make an incredible story.


“Not one, I think, that my uncle would wish told.”


“I could make it anonymous, I mean, from the point of view of where the harem was. I could tell it like it could be any harem in any Arab country which had them. I wouldn't have to give names,” I said, starting to get excited by the idea.


“Yes, but there is a problem with that. My homeland does not like journalists, and in any event, women do not have any rights beyond that of their families and husbands. You could not travel alone in my country, nor stay in a hotel alone, nor travel with a male not your husband or relative.”


“There must be a way.” I scowled unhappily.


A slow smile flitted across his face. “Well, you could join the harem.”


I snorted in dismissal, but a moment later the idea came to me of myself in a harem girl outfit, living among them, talking to them, getting their stories. What were the drawbacks? I'd have to have sex. Well, I liked sex, I loved sex. So what was wrong with that? Of course, I wouldn't get to pick who I'd have sex with, but you know, when I'd been drinking enough I often didn't know who was doing me anyway.


He could see me thinking about it and laughed. “I do not think you would enjoy the harem, Keaton.”





“Why not? 	“Because you are strong-willed and  used to getting your  own way. Such  are not the demeanour looked upon favourably in my country. “





“I could fake it.”


“Can you be an obedient servant, Chloe?” he demanded.


“Sure!”


“Really?” he said in a tone of disbelief.


“Try me!”


Since we were both naked in the big hotel bed and had just made love for an hour it wasn't like I feared whatever orders he'd give me. He laughed and then reached a hand down between my legs, idly stroking my hairless pussy.


“Do you see my slipper over there?” he said, pointing at the leather slipper sitting across the room.


“Yeah?” I said doubtfully.


“I wish you to crawl over there on all fours, pick it up in your mouth, and bring it back to me.”


“Now you're just teasing me.”


“You said you could obey, yes? A harem girl obeys without question.”


“I don't want to be a harem girl. I just want to go there and interview them.”


“If you wish to go there you will have to stay there. If you stay there you will be bound by the same rules as they are. That means obedience, happy, unquestioning obedience. Now... fetch.”


I glowered at him. I didn't like to lose, and he was going to beat me hands down. Then again, I suddenly felt a hot little glow of sexual excitement at the mental image of myself crawling across the floor with his slipper in my mouth. Combined with my desire to win the argument I slid out of bed, and, blushing a bit, crawled over to his slipper, gathered it in my teeth, turned, and began to crawl back.


“Stop,” he ordered.


I halted, blinking.


“Sit back on your heels, knees apart,” he said.


I obeyed, glowering at him a bit, the slipper still caught between my teeth.


“Now rise on your knees, straighten your back, and put your hands out thusly.”


I glowered even more, my face reddening as I bent my arms, holding them tightly against my sides, and let my hands go down limply, looking like a dog begging.


He swung his legs over the edge of the bed and onto the floor, and snapped his fingers at me, and I dropped forward onto all fours again, crawling over to him and depositing his slipper at his feet. I felt his hand in my thick, silky, tangled brown hair, not caressing it as he had before, but ruffling it, like I was a dog.


“Good bitch,” he said tauntingly.


I flushed indignantly.


“Now turn around and bend over.


My inner heat rose, and that kept me obedient, along with my desire to win the argument. I turned and bent over.


“Lower your chest to the floor and spread your knees wide,” he ordered.


I hesitated, and he slapped my bottom so that I yelped.


“Obey, harem girl,” he growled.


A hot rush of sexual excitement flooded my belly and chest, and I did so, my breasts pillowing out beneath me as I pressed my chest to the floor.


“Now thrust both your arms back between your legs, reach up with your fingers, and spread your sex open for me to see.”


I felt momentarily outraged, and almost straightened, turned and cursed at him, but then another, hotter rush of sexual hunger flooded me, leaving me momentarily speechless. God, this was so kinky! And more, it struck some dark, depraved side of me I hardly knew I had. You see, I had never had to beg for anything, never had to ask for anything, from any of my lovers. They were all so damned happy to have me that I often controlled what happened. And... now that I thought on it, the very few times that men just... just took me, you know, in a rough, macho kind of way, I had really gotten off on it.


Did that mean I had a submissive side, that I longed to be told what to do, made to do nasty things, topped, as it were, in sex?


It would certainly be different!


I thrust my arms between my legs, then hesitated. That was just so... so dirty!


I felt him grasp my wrists and press them together, holding them in one hand.


“You have not obeyed my command,” he said. “And thus must be punished.”


With that he slapped my upraised bottom sharply and I yelped as it stung. 


And yet the heat got hotter, a sort of squirmy, liquid heat that spread out through my muscles and nerves and made them throb with excitement. A crackling sexual electricity seemed to envelope me, contracted closely about my body, and when he slapped me again, and  then again, and then again, I felt my pussy throb and pulse and burn with an excitement so intense that my mind kind of went numb. I sometimes, though not often, get into this sexual place, this total sexual mindset where nothing matters but the pleasure and excitement, and I was there now. And so quickly! He hadn't even done anything! I was actually shocked enough to make the sexual haze part slightly.


Then he slapped me again and again, and I struggled weakly, but his grip on my wrists was firm. Another slap, and another, and I was gasping and writhing and moaning as my bottom heated up. 


“Oh! Oh! Don't! Ungh!” I gasped.


I felt him lifting my wrists, gripping my fingers, pressing them against my pussy, which was wet and swollen. I felt my own fingers pushed into myself.


“Spread yourself open,” he ordered.


Panting, gasping, I did so, feeling... I don't know, obscene, embarrassed, feeling... low, dirty in a way, but hot, white hot, fiery hot to the point I moaned at the touch of my own fingers, even though all I was doing was spreading my sex lips open.


Then I felt his finger slide into me. I shuddered and my hips pushed back as his long, thin finger slid into me and twisted from side to side. It pumped slowly in and out.	


“Will you obey me, slut?” he demanded.


“Y-Y-Yes!” I gasped breathlessly.


He pulled his finger free, and I felt his hands on mine again. He rearranged one of my hands, pressing it up to spread my pussy lips apart with my fingers. Then he pressed my other fingers up against my clit.


“Masturbate while I watch,” he said.


Another thunderbolt hit me and I gasped at the very idea, rejecting it at once. But then that shockwave of sexual excitement followed right behind it and I moaned at the thought of how nasty, how dirty, how wicked and … and exciting it would be to do something like that. And why not, I suddenly thought? It wasn't like he knew any of my friends or family, not like he could gossip to anyone I knew, not like I'd ever hear back about it.


My clit pulsed and throbbed and the sexual electricity crackled. I slipped my fingers up across my clit and rubbed lightly, shuddering, hips bucking at once. Oh my God this was hot! This was awful! This was sick! I rubbed faster, moaning and panting and groaning as the sexual vortex grew in power. My hips began to rock and buck and jerk as my fingers stroked wildly across my clit, and then with a helpless cry of pleasure I came, came while he sat back and watched me. It was humiliating, in a way, but oh wow was it hot! 


“Slut,” he said, mockingly. 


I flushed, but it was hard to argue the point. Anyway, I'd been called a slut many times in my life, sometimes using it myself as a badge of pride.


“Turn around,” he said.


I groaned, panting, then yelped as he slapped my butt.


“Turn, slut.”


I turned slowly, starting to rise, but he gripped my hair and forced my face back down.


“Keep your bottom high and your knees wide,” he said.


I obeyed, and he rubbed his bare toe across my cheek.


“Show your master how devoted you are to him, dog,” he said, sliding his toes across my lips.


Oh! Give! Me! A! Break! He must be kidding, I thought. Surely he was kidding!


And yet, just as before, the sense of outrage and knee-jerk “No I will not!' was followed by a frothing hot wave of bubbling sexual hunger at the thought of doing something so... so degrading, so submissive! I moaned and then licked at his foot, somewhere safe at first, like up along the top, well back from the toes.


“That's it, slut. Kiss my foot, then lick it,” he said.


Bastard, I thought, partly horrified at myself, partly thrilled at doing something so kinky and perverse. I licked at his foot, and only reluctantly slid my lips closer and closer to the toes. But the more I licked the hotter I got at the whole situation, and when he raised his foot and ordered me to suck his toe into my mouth, I obeyed, mentally squirming in heat and discomfort as my lips sucked and bobbed on his big toe.


“Maybe you could be a harem girl,” he said. 


“I don't want to be a harem girl,” I said, panting, raising my head.


“I will ask my uncle what he thinks,” he said. “He might find the idea amusing, so long as you can guarantee that nothing in your story identifies him, or even my country.”


But then he grasped my hair and I cried out as he yanked my head up and forward, then back, forcing my back to arch as I rolled my eyes up at him.


“But be warned, even if he agrees to have you do this story, you will be expected to act like the harem girls in most respects. He will use you if he desires, and you will obey. And if you refuse, once you agree, you will be held to your agreement, and punished.”


“H-how punished?” I gasped.


He eased his grip on my hair and smiled darkly. “You will not be harmed. Of this I can say. I can guarantee you will not be harmed. But you are a writer, yes. You are aware of the difference between the word Harmed and the word Hurt, yes?”


“I... I don't...”


“You will not be injured, you will not be … damaged... you will not be harmed. But you may be hurt, punished.”


He twisted his fingers in my hair, jerking my head back and causing me to make a small, pain sound which he nodded at. “Children are spanked when they disobey, yes? And women are treated as children in my country – though for harem girls, the punishment can go beyond spanking. You can hurt a child, make it scream at the top of its lungs because of the spanking you have given it, yet you would not cause harm to the child because you love it. Do you understand?”


“Y-Your uncle doesn't love me,” I said.


He laughed in amusement. “Very well then, say a new dog you have purchased. You must discipline it, teach it obedience. But you would not break its leg for that would be wasteful, yes? You will be punished for misbehaviour and rudeness but not harmed.”


With that he yanked my hair suddenly, pulling me forward, dragging me across his lap. I scrambled to push myself forward to ease the pull on my hair, then yelped as he spanked my bottom sharply.


“Do you think you can learn to obey, little journalist? I have my doubts,” he said, slapping my bottom again, then sliding his fingers between my twitching buttocks to stroke my pussy.


“I-I-I ca-can!” I gasped.


The truth is... the truth is that the idea of doing the story had really caught at me but more than that was at work. I wouldn't go through this sort of thing just for a story. No, no, the heat was at work, clawing at my mind, making my insides quiver and shake with the thought of myself as some kind of harem girl, forced into obedience, made to be submissive, made to... to crawl and .. perform! The idea was outrageous! And outrageously exciting! It would be the sexual experience of a life!


And like I said, I like sex – a lot, hot, nasty, casual sex! And I'm not shy about my body.


I felt out of control, as though I had ceded my body to Faris, and he could do anything he wanted with it. The sexual hunger flared wildly as his fingers explored my sex, and I came, crying out, as he stroked lightly across my clit, my bottom bucking and jerking up at him as he chuckled deep in his throat.









Chapter Two







I was wearing chique safari wear when I stepped off the private jet in Saudi Arabia. I had gorgeous brown boots, light linen trousers with matching big-button jacket over a khaki button-down, short sleeved shirt and a broad brimmed hat to protect me from the sun. I had a bag slung over my shoulder which contained a camera, my papers, some makeup and toiletries, bottled water, a small tape recorder, and a number of notebooks. Another bag slung over my shoulder had my laptop.


There was no sign announcing the name of the airport, and it looked small. I thought perhaps it might be a private airport, since there were no large aircraft to be seen either. There was a black SUV waiting with tinted windows, and I looked around nervously, then walked towards it as the door opened and a man in a robe got out. He was wearing one of those traditional white robes compete with headdress, and he said not a word, simply opened the rear door for me.


I climbed in, and found that there was another tinted window between front and rear seats. The door closed behind me, and my pulse ticked up a pace as the driver got in and the SUV pulled out.


Well, you're in for it now, I thought, partly with anxiety, partly with a squirmy sense of dark, sexual anticipation. God! I was insane! I'd told myself that a hundred times already. What if they kept me here as a sex slave!? No matter what Faris said – and it made sense – about them not needing to use force given all the money they had.


The windows were so heavily tinted that if it had been at all dark out I wouldn't have been able to see a thing. The sun beat down overhead through a cloudless sky, however, so I could see the tall metal gate we passed through, attended to be a guard with a sub-machinegun slung over his shoulder. The SUV turned onto a long, paved road which was smoother than most of the roads at home. Then again, I supposed they didn't have to cope with winters here, or much in the way of rain – or traffic, from the looks of it.


We drove for some miles, at; I judged, close to 100 – no speed limits around here? - Through nothing but desert before trees started to appear, then a wide lack with fountains. We passed through tall trees on either side, palm trees, and the palace appeared. It was a monster. I tell you, rich people in America know nothing about how to show wealth, not compared to these guys. The Arabs had clearly learned from the British and French about conspicuous consumption. Or maybe they taught them. Who knows?


The palace was the size of a hotel at home, not that high, though it had a number of towers, but wide, very wide, several blocks wide and long, with what must be hundreds of rooms. It was like Buckingham Palace, Arab style. The palace would have suited any reigning monarch in the world, but here it was just one of the residences for one of eighteen thousand princes. 


Yeesh! 	There was a tall stone wall around it, not unlike the one at Buckingham Palace either, with tall steel gates. We stopped at one, and the driver's window opened. He spoke to the guard, then the gate opened and the car slid through, drove around the side of the palace, and turned in through a long, narrow access tunnel which went down.


Now I could hardly see, but it seemed like there were a couple of different turns inside, and we took one, then stopped.


The door opened, and a woman opened it.


I blushed, for, unaccountably, I hadn't really stopped to think about women, or at least, not about Arab women. I mean, I'd thought about the harem women, but this was clearly not one of them as she was clad in one of those all-covering black robe things. Even her face was covered in lace.


“Come,” she ordered.


Boy, she must think I was such an incredible slut! How much must these religious women look down on women like me? Even most of my friends would look down at me if they knew I was going to let myself be pawed and groped and even fucked by strange men – like a whore. Yet these were women who didn't even show their faces to any men other than family! With standards that high, how much lower I must seem!


I bet there was a story there.


It was not luxurious down here. The corridors were utilitarian, with industrial tile on the floor and painted cinder-block walls. We went into a small room which turned out to be a medical examination room, with a woman there waiting. She was dressed much as the one who had brought me, save her face was uncovered. She looked to be about forty, twice my age, and there was no sign of reproof on her face.


“Remove your clothing,” she said.


“But I already had a complete physical in Italy,” I protested.


“Yes and now you will have another. And we will test your blood again.”


I bit my lip as there was no sense protesting. The other woman stood there, silent, robed, invisible. I felt self-conscious with her there, but it didn't look like she was leaving.


I stripped off my safari outfit, stripped down to my silky black thong and half-bra.


“Continue,” she said when I hesitated.


Grumbling to myself, I removed my underwear, thinking that she could examine me quite well enough with my thong on.


The examination was long and thorough, and included a full gynaecological exam – again, with the silent woman watching. It was embarrassing, and not the least bit exciting, I can tell you!


Then, and I was lying on an examination table this whole time, while my legs were in the stirrups, she reached up and almost casually strapped my ankles in place so I couldn't pull my legs free.


“Do not move, please,” she said.


She had on latex gloves and now pulled over a metal tray on a table and took what looked sort of like a hole punch from it. She slipped a finger into my pussy, not deep, gripped my labia and stretched it out to the side.


“This will hurt for but a moment,” she said.


Hurt? What will hurt, I wondered uneasily, watching him.


It hurt A LOT! I yelped in pain and sat up abruptly. She simply shook her head impatiently and pushed me back down.





“What was that!?” 	“The prince desires that all the women in his harem be so treated,” she said soothingly.





She took my arms and lifted them up and back above my head. 


“But I - .”


“It will only be a moment,” she said, overriding me even as she strapped my wrists down.


She returned to sit down at the other side of the exam table, and this time gripped my labia on the other side, again stretching it, and again the hole punch bit into me so that I cried out and jerked against the straps, my back arching, the muscles in my thighs bunching as I instinctively tried to jerk my legs closed.


Humming softly, she examined my pussy lips, and I could see she had driven holes clear through, low, near the bottom. Now she picked up a thick round ring. It was about an inch wide, perfectly tubular, and rather thick in diameter for a piercing ring. I winced as she forced it through the holes, and then she pressed the two sides of the ring – which had been partially open, together. They closed and locked with a small click, and I saw nothing on them which indicated how they were to part again.


She brushed at my pussy with a wet cloth that smelled of alcohol, examined me for another few seconds, then nodded to herself.


When she was finally done, the silent woman took my bags, and said “Come.”


I reached for my clothing but she shook her head. “You have no need. We do not go far.”


Well even if I wasn't going far I would have liked to have some clothes on! But I bit my tongue and followed her back out into the empty corridor. I felt my stomach churning now, being naked in public – sort of. I mean, anyone could come by! I fought not to walk like a shy girl, covering my body with my hands and arms and all. Given what I was getting into that would be silly.


We only went a couple of doors down and then into another room. There was a man there, tall, slender, middle aged, wearing a beard and dark suit, and my hands instantly jerked up to cover myself as my face turned red.


He gave me an amused look, and, slowly, I let my arms fall, blushing furiously.


He examined everything in my bags, and shook his head at the laptop. “You may not have this, nor the tape recorder. You may have the notebooks and pencils by special dispensation of the Prince. Nothing else.”


“But!”


“Nothing else,” he said firmly.


The robed woman had picked up a camera and the man motioned me to stand against the wall.


“Wh-what's this?” I gulped.


“For our files, to ascertain what shape your body is in now. If there are scars, they will be noted in the medical report. You will be in the same condition when you leave.”


Well that was... reassuring... kind of.


But I had to pose for several pictures – naked – for the robed woman, including with my hands behind my neck, back arched. Front and back, bent over and everything.


Then, finally, she left, and I was alone with the man in the beard, whose name had not been given me.


He produced a contract and had me sit down at a wooden table and read it.


“Pay very close attention to it. Much effort was made to keep it as simple and clear as possible. The words are concise and obvious, and if you have any questions, ask them now. Once you agree to abide by this contract you will be held to it for the stated period of time. Punishments can range from deprivation of lunch or dinner to corporal punishment. You will note this is for a three month term. The rate of payment is one hundred thousand American dollars.”


I blinked in surprise. “Uhm, we hadn't discussed payment.”


“It is a standard fee. If you had wished more you would have to discuss that before your arrival.”


“No, it's not that! I mean, it's like, uhm, you understand I'm here as a journalist? I'm going to write a story.”


Somehow, it was important to me to differentiate myself from the, well, the prostitutes, who were selling their bodies for money. I realized it was a fine distinction between me and then, especially if I was going to have to be uhm, well, “servicing” some guys sometimes, but still, it was vital to me.


He nodded. “Yes, but as was explained to you, I believe, in order to be in the harem you must be IN the harem. That means the same conditions which bind the other girls bind you. You will be given time to do your … your interviews, your story, your writing. Still, your behaviour must conform to that required of every female in the harem. Disobedience will not be tolerated.”


“I understand, but I don't want the money.”


He raised his eyebrows. “You cannot be forced to take money, of course. Or if you do you can always give it to a charity.”


He was right, I supposed. I read through the contract. It was indeed quite simple, without the complex legalisms you usually found in such things. But it was basically ceding control of my body, selling myself as a whore, and I agonized over that. But there was no turning back now, so in the end, I signed it.


“Is Faris here?” I asked uncomfortably.


“You will likely see him at some point, if he sends for you.”


I blinked at him.


“Only women, and certain trusted men such as myself are permitted into the harem itself,” he said. “And harem females are not permitted to leave unless they are sent for.”


He opened the door, and the black robed woman returned, with another – or maybe they were both new. Who could tell?


“Now, your introduction to the life here will be somewhat harsh compared to what you can expect once you have settled in. It is so deliberately. We find it puts arriving females in the proper frame of mind and settles many issues in their minds. Until your medical tests are confirmed, you will not be permitted into the Harem proper.”


The two women gripped my upper arms and turned me around, then pulled my wrists back behind me. I wasn't really even thinking of resisting, not knowing what they intended until I felt metal closing around my bare wrists. Instinctively, I jerked my wrist free of one, long enough to see that it had on it a kind of shiny, stainless steel shackle, a good four inches long, though it seemed to have a soft leather interior. Nevertheless, it was tight around my wrist, and its only feature was a keyhole, and a ring in the side.


My wrist was jerked back behind me, and then I felt the two shackles locked together. That made my fear rise rapidly, but also roused that dark, masochistic, submissive side which I hadn't really understood I possessed before Faris. I felt my nipples stiffening, my pussy pulsing, as I felt my helplessness. They produced a collar which was similar, and fit it around my throat. Its only adornment was a very large ring dangling from the front.


Ankle shackles followed, then one of the women attached – I am not fucking kidding – a leash to the ring of my collar. The man spoke to them in Arabic, and one of the women left, then the one woman pulled on my leash.


“This woman will take you to your cell,” he said.


I swallowed. Cell? Holy shit!


She pulled on the leash and I followed her out of the room and up the hall. I felt a sense of numbness settle around my mind, disbelief at what I had gotten myself into. I was fucking insane! I was fucking crazy! I was a fucking idiot! I felt near panic as the woman led me – leashed and shackled – down the corridor, my bare feet padding on the tiles, my eyes wide as I stared helplessly around me.


The thought occurred to me that women had suffered this sort of fate for eons, and yet, I had put myself into it deliberately. What kind of perverted sicko was I!?


She opened a heavy, unadorned wooden door and led me through, then closed it behind. The floor now was bare concrete, and the lighting bare bulbs. I felt my nervousness grow. Yet that dark sexual submissiveness was also producing a churning heat in my lower belly, and I knew I was wet.


We turned a corner and went through another heavy wooden door, and then down a flight of stairs and through another. I felt the world, the bright sun getting further and further away. We reached another door, and I blushed furiously, for there was a robed man standing before it. He looked me up and down and I dropped my eyes as he and the woman spoke. Then the door opened and we passed through and down another flight of stairs. 


Jesus! How deep was this place!?


And then we turned into a wider area. It was every cliché of a dungeon you could imagine except the flaming torches on the walls. Instead there were bare electric bulbs.


There was a desk there, and two men in uniforms sat behind it. I blushed furiously as the woman spoke to them, and they spoke back. Then the woman removed the leash, turned, and walked out. I felt my heart pounding in my ear now as the two rose. I was naked and shackled and helpless!


One of them smirked at me and said something, but I didn't understand it. He was middle aged, and a bit pudgy in the belly. The other was younger, both with beards. One said something, and the other chuckled. The older man reached out and cupped my left breast, and I felt wild surges of embarrassment and a kind of terrified excitement within me.


I knew that whatever was going to happen, I had no say in it, and the realization was both deeply arousing for some reason, and scary as hell.


Abruptly, he gripped one of my arms, and jerked me forward, turned me, and then I felt his hand behind my neck, shoving hard. I grunted as my chest hit the surface of the desk. Then I felt his booted feet kicking my ankles apart. 


Oh my God! 


I heard him laugh, and he said something to the younger one, who laughed too. I felt his hand on my bottom, squeezing and kneading my buttocks, then he slapped it so I flinched. A moment later I felt what had to be his cock rubbing up and down the narrow slit of my opening. 


I think what got me is how fucking casual he was! 


I gasped as he penetrated me. I felt his hands on my hips then, jerking them up. He barked what sounded like a command, and slapped my bottom sharply, and his hands positioned me as I guess he wanted me. My legs were spread but straight, my bottom high, and I was bent over at more than a ninety degree angle as his cock pushed deeper.


Oh my God!


I gasped helplessly, my eyes darting about as if I could find an escape, yet I didn't really want one for my inner heat was surging stronger with every second. 


His cock drove deep, and a whimper escaped me, for despite my heat I wasn't quite ready. But he forced himself into me to the balls and ground himself into me, chatting again with the other guard.


What was he saying? She's tight, this slut?


He ground himself against my upraised, out-thrust bottom, his cock turning and shifting within me. Then he started to pump. It hurt, at first, but not a lot, and my pussy was getting wetter as he stroked in and out. Soon the pain was essentially gone, and I gasped as his hips began to strike me with more authority. My wrists pulled helplessly, instinctively, against the shackles, but of course, could do nothing, and my upper thighs began to jerk and grind against the edge of the desk as my captor thrust in and out with deep, hard strokes.





Every deep thrust made me gasp as a wave of heat and sensations washed over me, and I thought, Oh God, I'm going to come like a whore! 	My cheek was on the desk, rubbing  back and forth as he thrust  against me. But then my hair was grabbed and I cried out in  some pain as my head was  jerked up and then  to the side. They shifted me a little over, and then my mouth  was pulled onto the other  man's cock. Dazed, shocked, numbed by the sexual wildness, the raw, carnal heat which  had taken hold, I  could only gurgle and  moan around  it as he slapped my face lightly and barked a command.	





I didn't understand but I knew what he wanted. I started sucking, not bobbing my lips because I couldn't with his tight hold on my hair. But I didn't need to for he did the job, thrusting in and out of my mouth while his partner fucked me. Someone's hand groped one of my breasts, and I mewled in protest against the rush of sensations whipping and whirling through my mind and body as the two men used me.


The man behind thrust hard and then kind of ground himself up and down with a groan of satisfaction. Then he eased slowly back, pulling his softening cock from me. The two men exchanged words, amused, chuckling, and the younger one pulled out of my mouth and moved around behind me. I yelped as he slapped my bottom, then his hands gripped my hips, jerking my bottom high once more. He said something, and slapped my butt again, and I knew he meant “Don't move”.


Then he pushed into me. He was bigger than the older guard and thrust faster, jerking on my hips at first to pull me back onto his cock. I felt myself surging up towards orgasm again, and some part of me, some repressed part, some part which clung to my pride, tried to fight it off.


I cried out as he gripped my thick brown hair and yanked it up and back. Keeping my chest on the desk, he forced my head up and back and thrust his hand under my chest to grope one of my breasts. Then he jerked back on my hair with every stroke, forcing me back onto his cock, hard.


I gasped and grunted explosively with every thrust, my voice losing control, and then, as he sped up, I felt my voice dissolving into an animal gurgle and broken cries of orgasmic pleasure as the climax hammered down upon me. I came – came like a whore, my pussy spasming wildly, my blood racing, my nervous system overwhelmed with sensations as my body jerked and twisted and my hips bucked back frantically onto his rooting cock.


They chuckled as he pulled out, drained, I guess, and I knelt, lay, whatever you call it, panting weakly, chest heaving, sweating, for it was quite warm. Then a hand gripped my hair and I cried out in pain as I was forced up and back. The older man said something, something nasty, I guess, and then forced me down the corridor behind him, gripping my hair tightly, painfully, forcing my head back as he marched me along. 


The cell doors were of heavy banded wood with small windows with bars. He opened one and shoved me into it. 


The cell was spartan, to say the least. The floor was stone, except for one corner, where there was a porcelain hole – the kind of toilets they had out here. There was a narrow metal bed with a thin mattress next the toilet, and he shoved me onto it, then reached up to the wall behind, took down a chain which was bolted to the wall, and locked it to the back of my collar.


Then he smirked at me, turned and walked out. The heavy door shut with a metallic clank, then the heavy bolt was thrown, and the only light in the room was a small bulb overhead.


I heard the next door slammed and bolted, and I thought about how many bolted doors were between me and the surface and felt so... helpless, so out of control. Fear surged, and I stared around the small, bare, stone walled cell with a sense of disbelief.


And yet... and yet I had come when the... jailors had ...raped me. Was that word proper? If I were a real prisoner that was what it would have been, but I rejected it. They had... used me, and used me so casually, without any concern for whether I wanted them or not that it was still shocking.	


And if I had said no, if I had struggled, they'd have done it anyway.


I was no longer in control of my body, of anything. I was a prisoner, a virtual sex slave.


Again, fear and heat rose in tandem, and I cursed myself for the latter, even as I felt a part of myself revel in my helpless, submissive status.


Sex slave! Wow! 


Of course, I would be free to go – in a few months.


Right?


Of course I would! My mind avoided even thinking about it.


They were just - putting me in the proper frame of mind as the man had said.


I was naked, in a dungeon, shackled, chained, having recently been raped by jailors. 


Oh my God!


I lay on my back for a time, waiting, but nothing happened. And lying on my arms was not very comfortable. I twisted and sat up, back against the cold stone, and shivered as I looked down at myself. The silvery metal of my pussy ring glinted, and I stared at it. It didn't look like most rings I had seen. Most of them were a lot thinner, for one thing, and they had little barbells which allowed it to be screwed open and closed. This had nothing, was entirely smooth, and I wondered with some nervousness, if it was ever meant to be removed.


My pussy had been aching dully since the piercing, even during the sex, and it ached now, so that I kept my legs spread wide and slouched to put as little pressure on it as possible.


What on earth was going to happen now?!


As it turned out, nothing. I lay there, shifting positions several times, and started, after a while, to get bored. Hours passed, and I napped intermittently, perhaps suffering from jet lag. 





When I heard the distant sound of a door closing, of bolts shooting, I opened my eyes. Was something going to happen? Was I going to be taken upstairs to the fabulous harem now that I was in a proper frame of mind?





 	Then the bolt was shot on my cell door, and it opened. A man walked in, a new one, and I blushed. Like the others, he had on a khaki uniform, and like the others, he leered at me. I blushed more deeply, sitting up, and he walked up to the edge of the little cot and unzipped his uniform trousers. He pulled out his cock, gripped my hair, and pulled me forward over him.


It was just so fucking casual! That was what kept hitting my mind, even as I started sucking, even as I started bobbing up and down on his stiffening cock. I was helpless to say no, and these men were going to use me any time they felt like it.


He grunted as his hips began to work, and then he shuffled back a bit, pulling me forward so I slid off the cot and had to kneel on the cold floor. He spoke, saying a few things, but clearly knowing I didn't understand. He pulled me in tight against him, then jerked back on my head to force my head back and pushed down.


I gurgled a little and choked slightly as his cockhead pushed into my throat. He chuckled as he pulled me up the length of his shaft, pushing down until my nose was jammed into his belly and my lips were wrapped tightly around the base of his cock.


He held me there, looking down at me with a kind of fierce conquering look in his eyes, a sneering look that said “I can do anything I fucking well want to you, slut!”


Then he pulled back a little, only to thrust in deep again. He started to pump in and out, jerking on my hair as he did, fucking my throat, my mouth, ignoring my need to breathe as he used me and cursed softly – I presumed. I knew how to deep throat, and even how to breath, after a fashion, while deep throating. But I wasn't deep throating. He was fucking my throat, and that lost me the control I needed. 


I felt my chest starting to burn, my head pounding as he fucked my throat, both hands tightly controlling my head and hair.


Then he gasped, his grip tightening, and I actually felt his cock starting to soften as he sprayed the back of my throat with his semen. He groaned and pulled out and I gulped in air, panting and gasping weakly as he laughed softly, zipped up, and left.


Jesus!









Chapter Three







I tried to get comfortable once again, on my cell bunk, lying on one side, arms behind me. My throat ached from the guard’s hard poling, and I had to swallow repeatedly. I wished I had a drink, something, anything, even water, but of course, there was none, and no way to ask. My sense of helplessness deepened. 


This was not at all what I had had in mind when I imagined coming here and doing a story on the harem girls. I had imagined some helplessness, yes, but not being shackled and locked in a cell, unable to even get a drink when I wanted. And while I had sort of - half anxiously, half excitedly - prepared myself for the thought of being ‘required” to have sex with strange men the reality was far different.


I mean, to begin with, no, I wasn’t particularly self-conscious about my body. But being mostly naked on a beach filled with mostly naked women, I had discovered, was a far cry from being the only person naked, inside, with men looking at me. And being sent to the luxurious suite of some visiting sheik was not the same as being in a dungeon being used - raped - by the guards. I mean, they were not particularly rough or anything, but they used me with such breathtaking casualness that it was like I was a piece of furniture!


And here I was in a dimly lit cell, still shackled, wondering how long I was going to be here. I tried to keep my mind away from the more fearsome thoughts about what they might do, especially the thought of what would happen if they simply decided not to let me go.  But when you’re a naked girl in a cell it’s hard to keep your mind on anything else but what your captors intend to do with you.


More time passed. Quite a bit, it seemed. I could not sleep. It wasn’t just the light - for I doubt the bulb was more than 20 watts, but the uncertainty of my situation. Also, my throat still ached naggingly, the kind of ache you hardly notice when awake and moving about, but which distracts you from sleep.


I heard the sound of the bolt being thrown in the far door clearly, and sat up slowly, heart starting to beat faster. Then the bolt was shot back on my door and I saw movement through the bars. The door opened and another guard stepped through. He smiled hotly, and I felt my chest tighten, felt my belly clench as he walked over and sat on the bunk next to me.


Abruptly, he gripped my hair and pulled my head back, then his lips were on mine even as his right hand cupped my breast and began to roughly grope it.


I did not particularly feel in the mood for sex, my initial excitement with my shackling having passed, but it wasn’t like I could say no, and while he was not unduly rough he was quite firm as he ran his hand over my body and enjoyed it as he would. When his hand plunged between my thighs I reluctantly parted them to give him fuller access to my pussy, and his fingers began to stroke and caress me there with some degree of expertise and skill.


I was… surprised… to say the least… when he slipped off the bunk and onto his knees, gripped my thighs, and jerked them up and apart as he brought his mouth in against my sex. That was the last thing I would have expected from some sort of Arab dungeon guard, and I gasped at the feel of his tongue stroking along my tight cleft.


My legs spread wide, I lay back on my arms, panting and staring up at the ceiling as his tongue found my clit and began that most intimate of caresses, his fingers kneading my buttocks and  then sliding up to slowly penetrate me and pump in and out.


I could not help the heat rising once again, could not stop my body - and then my mind - responding to his skilful tongue as his fingers pushed and pumped slowly and deftly within me. I moaned helplessly, my hips rolling up at him as he sucked my clit and whipped his tongue across it, and my bottom bucked violently when he growled and caught it between his teeth to grind ever so teasingly.


The tendons in my thighs ached as they spread wider and wider. The bunk was not at all deep, of course, so that laying sideways, with my buttocks on the edge, pressed my head against the wall and forced my chin forward towards my chest. My long legs were stretched out along the edge of the bed as he licked even more strongly at my clit, and I shuddered and wriggled in helpless response.


He stood up, and then pulled me forward. Gasping, panting, flushed, I stared at his revealed cock as he dropped his uniform trousers, and licked my lips in anticipation. He pulled my head forward and I widened my mouth to envelope a very thick cock, moaning around it as I rolled my eyes up at him.  He pumped slowly in and out, letting me suck and lick at his cock for long, long seconds before withdrawing.


He pulled me to my feet, turned me, and unclipped the shackles binding my wrists behind me, but then clipped them together once more in front of me just before sitting down.


He grinned up at me, gripped my hips, and pulled me forward, and I spread my legs around his legs, straddling him. I slipped my shackled wrists over his head as I slowly lowered myself over his cock, and he held himself up, pointed at my glistening pussy as I felt the pulsing waves of heat and excitement begin to grow and deepen.


I groaned aloud as I sank slowly down on his fat cock, feeling it stretching and spreading me as it drove deeper into my belly. I brought my knees up onto the bunk on either side of his hips to better position myself, and sank down further, gasping in pleasure - and some ache - as his cock drove  high into my belly and I settled atop him.


I have always loved sliding down a thick, slick cock, and I could not repress a groan of satisfaction and pleasure as I took it deep into my belly. I ground myself against him as he kissed me, and opened my mouth to kiss back as his hands stroked up and down the long, bare flesh of my back. Of course, they soon coasted down onto my buttocks, and squeezed, lifting me up, telling me it was time to start riding.


I began to work my knees, pulling myself up, then sinking down again, feeling the delicious sense of movement inside me as I rode the man’s hard cock. His fingers kneaded my buttocks and then one pushed into my rectum, pumping in and out as he helped lift me up and forward. His mouth found one of my breasts, and he began to suck and chew on my aching nipple as I rode him.


And then there was a sound behind me which drew my head around with a gasp to find another guard there. I moaned helplessly, then yelped as the man I was straddling slapped at my bottom and barked a command. I didn’t know the words but I knew what he wanted, and, face red, reluctantly resumed riding up and down on his fat cock.


He and the other man behind me talked lightly, laughing a little, no doubt about me. It was incredibly strange and embarrassing and yet weirdly thrilling as well, to have a man watching me as I fucked another. That they were both complete strangers made it all the more bizarre, all the more kinky and wicked.


The man beneath me now lay back, pulling me forward over him, and slapping my bottom again to encourage me to greater efforts. Panting, flushed, I worked my thigh muscles, horribly aware of the view the man behind would have as my pussy rode up and down on his partner’s stiff cock. The man I rode had two fingers in my anus now, one from each hand, and was wiggling them around, stretching me wide. He added a second finger on both sides and I groaned and gasped as he stretched me embarrassingly open so his partner could look at me.


That was not, however, the purpose, as I discovered a few moments later. The other man moved forward, and the fingers came out of my bottom - to be replaced by a hard cock.


I had never really been one for sodomy. Oh I had tried it of course, but it just wasn’t my thing. And I’d had sex with two guys at once - one time - when drunk - but that had been in the mouth and pussy. I had never taken two big cocks into my belly at once, and gasped and moaned and bit my lip breathlessly as I felt the man’s cock pushing against me and forcing its way inside.


The man under me gripped my hair behind my head, jerking my lips down on his, elevating my bottom in the same motion so the guy behind could slide into me more easily. It ached, at first, but I had discovered that pain didn’t really hurt that much when you were in a hot enough state of excitement, and the aching only added to the excitement as he stretched my flesh wider and his thick cock began to slide into me.


He felt surprisingly slick. I wondered if he’d spit on his cock or used some kind of lube - but I didn’t wonder very hard. I was riding slowly up and down on the other guard’s thick prick and it felt delicious inside me. I was gasping and moaning helplessly into his mouth as I rode him, and the other guy pushing into me made my skin sizzle with sexual heat as I felt the second penetration going deeper and deeper.


Having two big cocks in me was - just amazing. I was being pushed into that state of sexual fever, where nothing mattered but the raw, wild animal heat and lust, and I moved faster as the heat flared within my mind. The man behind pushed and pulled, working my anal muscles looser, and then he too began to thrust deep into my aching belly as the two men groped and fondled and crushed me between them.


Oh God it was wild! My mind and body were suffused with heat as those big cocks pumped wildly up and down within my lower belly - and part of my upper! I gasped and moaned and panted for breath as their hands raced over my body, as their cocks pounded into me. The man behind yanked on my hair and I cried out as he forced my head up and back. The man below dug his fingers into my breasts, kneading and groping me as the man behind bit into the nape of my neck.


The orgasm billowed up within me and shattered my consciousness. I cried out again and again - I think - since my memory is somewhat foggy at this point. The orgasm tore through me like a whirlwind, everywhere at once so I couldn’t think, but could only feel, could only shudder and moan as the raw sensations tore into me and through me. It seemed to go on and on and on until I felt ready to faint, and then it slowly, slowly eased, leaving me breathless and limp.


I had been somewhat uncomfortable in the rough cot, chained as I had been, but now I looked at it with longing. I hadn’t said anything to the men, hadn’t protested, had done what they’d wanted - so far as I knew. Yet before leaving they had unlocked the chain from my collar and removed me from the bunk. Now I was squatting awkwardly, my back against the cold stone, my shackled wrists chained above me. They were shackled at a low enough height I might have tried to stand and turn, but my ankles had been chained to the wall as well - well apart on either side.


If I stood up with my back to the wall I would have had my arms going up and back over my head, bowed back very awkwardly indeed. So I squatted, but that wasn’t easy, for it was an awkward and uncomfortable position.


After about twenty minutes - it was hard to judge when there was no window and no clocks - the door opened and one of the guards returned. It was not, however, to change my position. Instead, he had that smirk on his face many of them seemed to have, and I wondered if he wanted to have sex again already. 


He squatted before me, and spoke, but of course, I had no idea what he was saying. Then he gripped a few small hairs at the top of my head and gently pulled. I gasped and winced, and slowly pushed my body up along the wall to ease the sharp pain. That was when his other hand slid in below me, and I felt a pressure against my already gaping opening. The pressure was of something rounded, slick, and somewhat - plasticky. The pressure grew more and more powerful as the - whatever it was - twisted and turned, pushing insistently at my opening.


“Oh! Oh please!” I gasped, as the ache deepened.


Whatever he was trying to push into me was too damn big to fit, but that wasn’t stopping him.


Fortunately it had some give in it - as did I - and as he turned and twisted it, pressing in hard, I felt my sex lips slowly, slowly, slowly spreading wider and wider and then with a gasp, I felt the thing push inside. I groaned at how thick it was, gasping and moaning, unable to see because of how he held my hair up and back.


I felt him shifting the angle below me, then it slid down. There was a click, and he released my hair with a smile, said something, and reached underneath me again. I didn’t see what he did, and then I did. He clipped a short, thin chain to the pussy ring, a chain which was only a bit of slack, and attached to the wall down near the floor.


Then he stood up, laughed, and locked me in again.


The thing inside me was a dildo, a really big one. It was semi hard, meaning it had some give but wouldn’t bend, and I couldn’t help feeling a sense of delicious dark heat as I stared down at it sticking into me, my pussy lips straining so wide around it.


God it was thick!


It was way thicker than any cock I’d had before, and I ached where it sat within the front of my pussy. I tried to rise off of it, but immediately discerned the intent of the chain attached to my pussy ring. I only rose a bit before it went taut, and then, trying to rise higher, pulled stingingly at my pussy ring so I could not rise high enough to pull free. But also aching were my leg muscles, because holding myself up this high was even more of a strain on them than sinking down would have been. And so I began to sink, slowly, gasping weakly, wincing, moaning, as bit by bit the fat, thick, hard dildo impaled me.


It ached, but there was a fierce, dark sense of sexual submissiveness and masochistic excitement accompanying the ache. I was breathless, and wincing as the fat girth of the thing slowly forced open the tight, elastic sleeve of my sex. Looking down, my sex lips strained visibly, spread obscenely wide around the shaft of the slippery plastic cock as I sank down on it but gravity compelled me, and slowly, slowly, slowly, my ankles and thigh muscles trembling, I sank until the thing was deep, deep within my aching belly.


It hurt, but it was a dark, feral sort of hurt that had my pussy throbbing moistly around it. I groaned with the fullness of it within me, My legs still ached, only higher up, near my groin, because of how awkwardly splayed open I was by the way I had been shackled.  With my feet flat on the floor out to either side, next to the wall, and my bottom now almost touching the floor, my thighs ached terribly. Even so, I sank down deeper, for while the pain mounted in my thighs and in my belly, gravity forced me down all the way onto the dildo.


I sat there for some minutes, panting, wincing, clenching my teeth against the ache inside me, and yet relieved that my buttocks were finally on the floor and the burning, trembling ache in my muscles had faded away. But the thing was as thick as a pop can, only twice as long.  It was too long, really, for my pussy, but the ache as it jammed up high against the back wall of my pussy wasn’t as bad as the ache in my muscles by trying to hold myself up. 


The dildo was firmly affixed to the floor in some manner, for it did not move or shift as I did, Then, my muscles having recovered somewhat, I tried to ease myself up a bit to lessen the pain deep inside me. The relief was vast, but unsustainable. And after some seconds I sank slowly down once again. That started a series of rises and falls, like someone in bed with a sore back who keeps shifting to gain relief from the ache, I moved up a bit, then sank down, waited, and repeated.


It was, of course, impossible to ignore the sexual aspect of this, even if I had wanted to, and I did not.  My insides were throbbing and my mind swirling with sexual heat despite the aching and discomfort, and it forced me to slide myself up the dildo, up, up, up almost all the way, up until the chain began to pull painfully at my soft skin. Then I let my self sink slowly down, groaning helplessly all the way as that massive cock pushed up deep inside me once again.


Oh my God! That hurt! And it felt so incredibly hot and wild and exciting! The wild thrill of being penetrated by the big cock forced me up its length again, and then I paused, panting, gasping, gulping in air - and then sinking slowly down, taking what must be almost a foot of it up into my slender belly.


I began to use my arm muscles, as well, pulling against the shackles binding my wrists overhead, helping to raise myself up each time, my body straining. Then I would sink slowly, slowly - and then not so slowly down its long, slick length.


Fuuuuuuck!


 It was warm in the cell, and the effort I was putting out was making it seem warmer still. The air felt close and humid, and I was sweating now as I gulped in air. Sweat trickled slowly down my ribs and over my taut breasts as I forced myself up, and then sank down again on the thick, impaling cock, but I was in that state of sexual fever where nothing else really mattered but the pleasure and excitement. It was that state which gripped me not long before climax, yet my climax seemed to be difficult to obtain this time. 


I could not touch my clit at all, of course. It sat, quivering, throbbing, swollen, just above where that monster cock entered me, and with my legs spread wide I could bring no touch, no pressure on it whatever.  I shuddered and groaned every time I let myself slowly slide down the long, fat length of it, taking it all the way up inside me until the nose jammed achingly deep within my belly. Every slow, delicious descent sent a long, rippling rolling wave of pleasure up through my body so that I fairly undulated and writhed with the sensual intensity.


Yet I wasn’t coming! My legs and arm muscles worked strenuously to pull me up then ease me down slowly. The air became, it seemed, even hotter. My breathing was ragged as I gulped in air, my chest heaving. Beads of sweat began to stand out on my forehead, and my hair became matted against my skull as I continued to ride slowly up and down, shuddering and groaning and gasping helplessly, in the grip of the wild, sexual hunger which forced my mind onto the frantic need for pleasure.


I don’t think I had ever felt so intensely sexually aroused for so long before. I was pulsing; throbbing with heat and sexual hunger as I slowly pulled myself up and then sank down again and again. My insides felt strangely empty, as though the big dildo had hollowed me out, yet my pussy squeezed and sucked and caressed the long shaft every time I sank down, and pulled against it as I raised myself.


And then the door opened. I barely had a moment for my distracted mind to realize it and to stop my movements before one of the jailors entered. He was another new one, but unlike the others, he had no uniform. Instead he wore one of those Arabic robes with headdress. He was older, perhaps into his fifties, tall and lean, with a tightly trimmed beard. He wore sandals rather than boots, and stopped before me, saying something before reaching down and gripping my hair. 


He opened the front of his robe and pulled a very stiff, very thick cock out, thrusting it immediately into my mouth. I moaned around it, sucking obediently as he stood before me. His fingers twisted in my hair, making me gasp and moan around his cock. Then, he seemed to slip out of one of his sandals, and I felt his big toe against my sex, felt it rubbing against my clit. My eyes widened and I gurgled at the wild rush of sensation.


I swallowed the head of his cock, and he pulled my head forward into him as he leaned forward himself. His cock slid down my throat to the base and he ground himself into me then to pump, using slow, deep strokes. I hardly cared, though as that shockwave of sensations continued to crackle through my body, my clit burning and pulsing with more and more intense sensations as his toe continued to stroke against it.


I couldn’t help myself, and started to rise and sink on the dildo again, the intensity of the sensations lending me energy and forcing my tired muscles into movement. I felt a scream starting, and then my throat just seemed to open wide as his cock pumped faster. My mind exploded with the shattering heat of the climax, and everything disappeared but the purest, most incredible storm of sensation. It battered at my mind, swamping my consciousness.


The pleasure! Oh my God! It was like a hurricane, a howling wind that never ceased, sensations screaming through my body as I jerked and trembled and bucked in mindless, spastic heat. Convulsions wracked my body and my eyes glazed over as my back slapped and ground against the hard stone wall. It was an incredibly powerful orgasm and it went on and on and on until I thought I would die, and didn’t care.


Somewhere in the midst of it I guess he came, pouring himself down my throat, for he then withdrew, and I was left, impaled on the dildo, hanging freely from my wrists, eyes slitted, jaw slack, barely conscious as the door closed and the bolt was shot.


I hung there, wrists aching, dripping sweat, dazed and unthinking, occasionally twitching and trembling, until slowly, slowly, some semblance of thinking emerged from the shattered shell of my mind.


It was… I think - perhaps an hour later before the jailers came again, the guys in uniform. They unchained my pussy and pulled me to my feet, and I groaned as that fat cock finally pulled free of me. They unchained my ankles and wrists from the wall, but it was only to chain my wrists to a different bracket higher up. Now I was standing, simply standing, back to the wall, arms chained above me, as the two men before me grinned and pawed and fondled me with casual familiarity. Again, they were two new men, and I wondered how many guards they had here and how often their shifts changed.


The massive climax had left me shell-shocked for a time, but even so, their hands began to rouse me once again, fingers kneading my breasts, rolling and stroking my nipples, caressing my clit and dipping into the tight, warm, moist entrance to my pussy. This sort of thing should have embarrassed me, hell, should have humiliated me, but it was becoming routine. Yet in a way it still outraged me, but in that hot, seething, exciting way which had my blood racing as their hands skimmed over my body.


One dropped to his knees before me, parting my legs so that I had to rise onto the balls of my feet, and plunged his mouth in between my trembling thighs. His open mouth enveloped my mons, then his tongue began to stroke along my overheated cleft. The second man closed his mouth on mine as his hand kneaded one of my breasts, and his tongue caressed my own as his other hand slid down my back and his fingers began to push against my anus.


Jesus God, I thought. Is this what it’s going to be like here? Non-stop sex all day every day?!


You would have thought the orgasm would have sated me, but this whole dungeon thing, the chains, the outrageous and casual assumption of the right to use my body on the part of every man here, and the knowledge I had absolutely no say in it had all stroked my erotic imagination to a wild, receptive state. No matter how weary I was, how overheated, inside and out, how sweaty and tired I was, or how I ached, my body and mind still responded to them and I writhed and moaned in the helpless throes of pleasure as their hands and mouths roused me to ever higher levels of heat.


Soon the one man had three fingers plunged deep into my ass, pumping in and out, and was biting and licking and sucking on the nape of my neck as he kneaded my breast - while the other one was virtually eating at my pussy, sucking and slurping and chewing, his tongue stroking wildly across my clit so that my hips jerked and spasmed in eager response.


Then he rose, and I whimpered in eager excitement as he spread my legs farther, lifting one up and pressing it back against the wall as he thrust into me hard and deep. It felt incredibly good to have a cock inside me, a real one, and our mouths fed at each other as his hips pumped in and out with powerful strokes. His hand slid down onto my buttock and I curled my leg up around him, clutching hi to me as he jammed me back against the wall.


His hips were strong, powerful, and I loved how hard they thrust against me, loved his hard, muscled body crushing me back against the wall. I was becoming nothing but a sexual animal, uncaring about morality or pride, wanting only a stiff cock inside me. Wanting, needing, only to be used, like a whore. And then I came, like a whore, crying out in pleasure as he drove his cock up hard into my hot, oozing pussy.


The other man had continued to stand beside me, his fingers still pumping idly inside my ass. Now as the first man finished and pulled back, he stepped forward, and roughly spun me about. I was gasping, panting weakly, still in the afterglow of the orgasm when the second guard pulled my hips back and then pressed his cock against my anus.


“Oh! Oh God!” I gasped as he pushed himself forward.


He gripped my hips firmly, pulling them back until I was balanced precariously on my toes, my arms tautly held up and forward as he slid his cock up into my ass.  It pushed in fairly easily, though it was tight, at least for the first six inches. Then he started to draw back and push forward, working me loose, thrusting in short, slow, but forceful strokes until the head of his cock was so deep I felt cramps in my belly.


The other man leaned against the wall beside me, smirking at me as the other one thrust up into me with longer and then faster strokes. He casually leaned in and kneaded my breasts as I was sodomized, then let his hand stroke up and down along my belly before his questing fingers found my clit and began to stroke and rub at it.


I felt the man behind gripping a thick chunk of hair behind my neck, then yanking my head up and back as he thrust even harder. My body jerked and shuddered as his hips slammed against my buttocks again and again, and his thick spear of flesh slid deep into my belly with every thrust.


Like I said, sodomy had never been something I had any interest in, but the feel of his cock pushing up inside me was incredible, and combined with the fingers stroking roughly against my clit my insides were whirling and swirling and churning with growing sexual heat as I gasped and moaned and spread my legs slowly, gradually, wider apart. That, of course, only allowed him to punch deeper, and made the cramping ache stronger every time he jammed himself fully inside me.


But the dark, hedonistic nature of the act, the cruel, nasty perverseness of it, while being shackled to a dungeon wall, filled my mind with a dark heat and hunger, and I was breathless with excitement as all my senses focused on his hard cock thrusting, thrusting, thrusting up into me from behind.


Oh God, I’d just had an orgasm, and he was forcing me through another meltdown! I shuddered and moaned and then cried out as the sensations spilled through my body and overwhelmed my mind. It hurt to take his cock so deep, but it hurt in a way which inflamed my mind and made my body spasm and shake with a screaming sexual release.


And then - they left - again - and I was alone - again, in the dark, overheated stone cell with my chest pressed against the rough stone. I groaned weakly and turned around, at least, pressing my buttocks back into the stone as I laid my head back and panted for breath. I slowly recovered, my pulse easing its wild pounding, and I stood there on stiff legs, arms held aloft by the chains, waiting, waiting, waiting for something else to happen.









Chapter Four







Two stern-faced men came for me. I was a bit groggy, by then, following what I guess were hours of standing there against the wall in the near darkness. They unbolted my shackles so that at last my arms could down, and I groaned in relief, despite the fact they immediately turned me to face the wall, crushing my breasts against the rough stone, then shackled my wrists together behind me once again.


One gave my breasts a little groping as they pulled me back from the wall, then they took me out of the cell and up the narrow corridor to a larger, more brightly lit room. A very large, very fat woman in a burka was waiting there, and after the men shackled me to a square frame, my arms and legs spread very wide and held very tautly in place, the woman washed me. She washed me with all the emotion you would wash a cat, in fact, though with considerably closer intimacy.


The hollow, square shaped frame in which I was shackled then flipped upside down and she examined the pussy ring which had been installed the previous day. Then a hose was thrust down into my anus which filled me with water to the point of overflowing, to the point my gut ached and I moaned in pain. Then it sucked the water out - and then filled me a second time before again sucking the water out. 	The square rotated once more so I was right-side up and another, smaller hose was thrust into my pussy to douche me, then, starting from the head down, I was shampooed, lathered and scrubbed raw with stiff brushes which probably took off much of my outer layer of skin. Even my teeth were brushed and I was made to gargle three times with some foul tasting stuff.


As clean as I suppose I had been for years, I was shackled once more, and a very small woman summoned to lead me away. This time she attached a slender leash to my pussy ring! I gasped as she gave it a firm tug, and scurried to follow as the woman, again, faceless, wearing one of those burka things, led me back up the corridor, then up a flight of stairs and then another. We went through several doors, and then back into the world, is how I thought of it, out of the dungeon.


Everything seemed so bright, so wide, so … beautiful, compared to the dim, dark, unpainted grey stone of the basement! My bare feet slapped on the shiny, marble floor as we walked along, in counterpoint to the harder clip of her sandals.


You would think, given all the men I had recently been exposed to, that this would have removed any shyness about my body, but it hadn’t. Perhaps because of the low light, and the fact we were all so closed in and - involved, if you will, was a factor. But now, out in “the real world” under bright lights, whenever a stranger passed or whenever we passed someone I blushed helplessly as their eyes lit on me. 


The woman ahead of me could have kept the leash loose, for I tried to make sure that it did not go taut, at first, but it was clear she intended to make sure the leash was a steady pull on my pussy ring no matter how closely I walked to her. When I got closer she simply tightened up her hold, shortening the leash so there would still be a tugging at my sex. It was not quite painful, but an uncomfortable forceful feeling which stretched my pussy lips and made them ache.


We got into an elevator, which again seemed strange. It was such a modern contrivance, such a normal part of my life, and yet here I was naked and shackled and collared and leashed as we rode it up.


I mean- the contrast between the medieval and the modern was bizarre!


We got off on a floor of offices, of some kind, and I was taken up another corridor, eyed by two silent women in black robes, and then into an office. It was an enormous office with antique furniture, and a woman sat behind the desk. She was slender and middle aged. She wore the robe, same as the rest, but her face was uncovered and she had slim, frameless glasses. She looked across her desk at me silently for a long moment then stood up and came around the desk.


She was a tall woman, and she looked down her nose at me, somewhat, before speaking.


“So you wish to write about the harem, do you?”


She had an English accent.


“Uhm, yes,” I said, slightly startled by actually being spoken to in English.


“You have been informed that the only place for you while you do this is as a member of the harem, and that as a member of the harem you will be required to act and obey in the same manner as the rest of the girls.”


“Yes,” I said.


“Yes mistress,” she said sternly.


I swallowed. “Yes… uhm, mistress.”


“You will use the honorific master and mistress to answer any question put to you,” she said in a cool, nasal voice. “This does not indicate you are a slave. However, the harem girls were slaves for over a thousand years, and the traditional terms of address have been retained. Also, you do not need to know my name, or the name of anyone here. You probably could not pronounce it in any event. It will be far easier for you to simply refer to me as mistress.”


She looked at me expectantly. “Yes, mistress,” I said a bit uneasily.


“The introduction you have been given is to teach you that your body is not your own, that it is, for the time of your residence at the harem, in the possession of anyone set above you, from the lowest harem worker to the prince himself. You have no right to resist or deny any use of this body which they choose to make. Set that firmly in your mind and you will get along much better here. In addition, your demeanour must be accepting, pleasant, and polite. Rudeness will absolutely not be tolerated, and will be punished accordingly.”


She said something to the other woman, who removed the leash from my pussy ring, then unclipped my wrist shackles so I could draw my arms forward.


“Stand on that circle,” she ordered.


I was standing on a huge Persian carpet. There were all sorts of designs on it, but back a few feet was a large stylized circle, and I stepped into it.


“Pose your body as I order. Do you understand?”


“Yes, mistress,” I said, though I didn’t really.


“Hands behind your neck, chest out, legs apart. Stand on the balls of your feet,” she ordered.


The short woman had moved away and now returned, handing her a thin cane or crop - which increased my sense of unease. I stood as she directed legs apart, head back, balanced on the balls of my feet as she moved slowly around me, examining me. I blushed a bit under this inspection but did not flinch until she slipped the tip of the thin crop between my legs and nudged the pussy ring.


“How does this feel? It does not appear to be swollen or discoloured? It is healing well?” 	“I… yes, mistress,” I gulped.


“If it begins to ache you will inform the staff. She slipped the tip up and let it poke at my right nipple. “These should have been done at the same time,” she said. “Now get on your knees.”


I lowered myself to my knees and she ran the tip of the crop along my spine, ordering me to keep my back straight. My legs were to be held tightly together, my hands on my outer thighs. However, she had me put my hands behind my neck and arch my back, and then she had me spread my knees as wide as I could get them, all while walking slowly around me.


I felt a growing sense of the bizarre as I knelt there - exposed, as it were, to their eyes. And it was the contrast again. The fact they were both fully dressed - overdressed, really, while I was completely naked. Like I said, being nearly naked on a beach around people similarly dressed is one thing, but being naked in a large office with two fully dressed women staring at you is quite another. And “posing” for them only made it worse, made me more self-conscious and aware of my nudity.


Her cool, businesslike voice didn’t help either. 


“Now kneel on your hands and knees,” she said. “No. Spread your knees wider apart. Many men enjoy taking a harem girl this way, you see. So you must expect to be posed in this fashion before them so they have ready access to your genitalia.”


I made a face, even as my skin heated at the way they were looking at me kneeling there. And the next pose was even worse. I had to lay my chest down against the rug and spread my arms out in a submissive pose. She had me widen my knees, and pull them further forward, 


“This is a very good position for men who wish to have anal sex with you,” she said coolly. “It tightens and flattens the buttocks to better reveal the anus for their entry, and to allow them to thrust especially deep. It is also a submissive pose, and a harem girl is expected to be submissive.”


She traced the tip of the crop along my spine, from the back of my neck to my tailbone, then rubbed lightly against my puckered anal opening.


“Can you be submissive, girl?” she asked.


“Yes, mistress,” I said, a bit breathlessly, my face pink.


There was a knock at the door and the smaller woman went to answer it, then opened it wide for a bearded, middle aged man in a robe. I had the immediate urge to twist myself around into a more modest position and cover myself with my arms, but I resisted, knowing it would be futile, and not wanting to show my embarrassment.  He walked in quite casually, holding a clipboard, and stood just to one side of where I knelt, speaking to the older woman in Arabic, both of them largely ignoring me.


They had an animated conversation about something on the clipboard, and then another, younger man walked in, examining me on his way before joining their conversation. I simply… knelt there, like a piece of the furniture, or a house plant or something. The men certainly noticed me, but didn’t stare, and when their conversation ended they turned and left and the short girl closed the door behind them.


“Submission is important for a harem girl,” she said. “Submission is at the heart of what is done here. It is the submission to the will of others, the submission of her body to their pleasure, the submission to authority over her. To reside in the harem you must submit”


With that, she snapped the thin crop down across my bottom with enough force to sting. I winced slightly but didn’t move, though my heart beat picked up.


“Yes, mistress,” I said, my chin against the floor.


“It is difficult for a western woman, raised with ideas of equality and arrogance, to submit to another’s will,” she said. “We have encountered difficulties with this before.”


My ears perked up, for that could be a worthwhile part of the story.


“You must not be assertive here, but obedient,” she said. “You must not be defiant, but respectful. You must consider all those placed above you as being worthy of high esteem and respect, and treat them accordingly. You must always keep foremost in your mind that you are not a person, but merely a harem girl, and so what is done to you or said to you is not for you to judge, not for you to permit or deny. Your body is a tool or a toy, a plaything for the amusement of others. It belongs, not to you, but to the harem.”


Her words were strange, given how she said them, but I wished I had my notebook so I could record them. I vowed to write them down as soon as I could.


“Rise,” she said.


When I unfolded myself and rose up on my knees, however, her hand pressed me back, then the short woman snapped the leash to the front of my collar and handed it to her.


“Down,” she ordered, pushing me to all fours.


“Walk,” she said.


Tugging on the leash, she walked towards the bookcases on the wall, and I had to crawl hurriedly to keep up as the leash tugged at my collar. 


“Back straight, bottom raised,” she said calmly.


I felt a hot flush of embarrassment combined with a strange dark sense of masochistic desire. Jesus, I thought. She was walking me like a dog!


And so she was. I had to crawl naked at her side to the wall, then she turned and walked back, again forcing me to crawl across the floor on all fours. The short woman now walked behind us, and I gasped as she swung the crop down across my bottom.


“The bottom is to be kept elevated,” the older woman said in her cool, nasal voice as we moved across the floor.


Another snap of the crop made me yelp.


“Keep your head up and forward,” she said.


There was another knock at the door, and the shorter woman went to answer, letting in another man who walked up to her. Again they spoke, and then as he was turning to go she stopped him with a word and he turned back.


She looked down at me. “You see his shoes? Lick them as though you are cleaning them,” she said.


I think if Abdul hadn’t had me lick his feet during what seemed like a long ago dalliance I would have been even more shocked than I was. I was frozen with uncertainty for a moment, long enough for her to snap her fingers at the shorter woman, who brought the crop over and handed it to her. The man was looking down at me sourly, and I glanced at his shiny black shoes as my chest became tighter and my stomach churned more violently.


Licking Abdul’s toes while we were naked was more of a playful thing. But licking some strange man’s shoes there in the middle of an office seemed to me to be an entire order of magnitude lower on the scale of degrading behaviour. I winced as the woman flicked the crop down onto my bottom.


“Obedience is a requirement for girls of the harem,” she said. “And pride has no place.”


Did I want the story this badly? But I’d already gone through so much! Already, I had the makings of an amazing story!


Face flushed, I slowly bent my neck, gasping at another sharp snap of the crop across my buttocks, and then brought my tongue down against the top of his shiny black shoe. The feel of it against my tongue was slick, and, not surprisingly, leathery. Yet licking at it was stunningly degrading, and my face burned as the three looked down at me, watching me licking at his shoe.


“Longer licks,” she said. “Push your tongue out more, harem girl. Demonstrate your submission and admiration.”


I didn't admire him in the least, or them, but I licked more energetically, especially after the crop snapped across my upraised bottom. My tongue lapped down along the top of the man's shoe, back across from side to side, and at a command from the older woman, he pulled his foot up and back, rocking it back on the hell so the bottom was up.


“Lick the bottom,” she ordered.


Oh my God!


But I did it, and you know, I was starting to feel a dark, shimmering heat as I licked at the gritty underside. At first I thought it was the deep flush of heat which had gripped my face and upper body, the humiliation I felt at degrading myself. But I realized this heat was inside my lower belly, and I could feel my pussy throbbing, moistening, could feel my pussy lips swelling even as my nipples prickled and stiffened against the floor.


Words were exchanged, and then the man turned and left. The shorter woman followed him to the door and closed it, then, I thought, locked it, and wondered why as she walked back.


“Now you may sit back on your heels, legs apart,” the woman ordered.


I heaved a sigh of relief and sat up and back, but could not meet their eyes, still feeling very humiliated in front of them.


“You have too much misplaced pride in you,” she said. “You must abandon this pride in your position for as a harem girl you have no position other than the position the body is placed – by others who choose it so. The only pride you should take is the pride of obedience, and the pride of having pleasured others.


She spoke to the short woman, who reached down and pulled her long burka up high enough to show her bare ankles, and feet clad in sandals.


“Now demonstrate your submission to this woman,” she ordered.


Shit, I thought, face flushing again.


“At once, girl. Hesitation is disobedience. It indicates you are considering whether to obey, or how to disobey, or that you wish to question an order. This will be punished in the harem so you had best learn obedience now.”


I sighed and eased forward, then began to lick at her sandals. A snap of the crop on my bottom made me gasp and shift to her skin, her toes, licking at them as the two women stood over me.


“Continue to the ankles,” she ordered.


I licked up along the girl's feet to her ankles, and felt the crop snapping at my inner thighs, back and forth until I spread them wide, then wider still, displaying myself obscenely. I flushed but continued licking, and the girl pulled the robe higher.


“Lick up to her knees,” the other woman ordered.


I obeyed, for it was easier on my pride licking her lower legs than her toes, but I began to feel a new anxiety as I neared her knees, and when she tugged the robe higher still and spread her legs I hesitated, and got another smack across the bottom.


“Higher. You know what is required of you,” she said. “Why do you hesitate? It is not for you to decide what use your body is to be put. Is this not understood? Higher, girl. Lick higher.”


I licked up along her thighs, staring at her pussy now, for I could not avoid looking as she raised the robe higher. She was wearing nothing under it, and her pussy was smooth and bare, even smoother and barer than mine. I had had play-sex a few times with girls, always with men around, and nothing beyond kissing and fondling – when drunk. This was a considerably bigger challenge, and again, I cursed myself for not having imagined I would be confronted by having to perform on women.


Even if women did not place highly in this country men had a thing for watching girls do each other, and there was no reason to assume the Saudi prince and his friends were immune to this. I steeled myself to doing it, knowing that I would certainly be required to do so again before I left, resigning myself to it.


I wished I'd had a few drinks, though.


I slid my hands up along her soft, warm skin, licking up and down along her inner thighs, delaying as long as I could, but a snapping blow across the back made me gasp in pain, and I licked up along her slit, feeling a hot tingle of heat rush through me as I did. Oh my God this was sick!


I licked up and down alongside her slit, then hesitantly eased my hands up, spreading her sex lips, licking in the way I liked to be licked, circling her clit, then lapping at it.


A sharp tug on the leash pulled me back, and the woman spoke. The shorter one then moved away, pulled over a chair, and sat down. She slumped back, pulling her robe up around her neck to show she was entirely nude underneath, and from how firm her breasts were, young. She spread her legs wide, draping them across the arms of the chair, and the other woman pulled me forward, guiding me between them.


Then she began to instruct me in how to please a woman, how hard and soft to lick, what strokes and directions to lick, where to finger and caress, when to suck and how hard to mouth the girl's small clit, when to bear down and lick hard, and when to ease up and trail my tongue down along her cleft.


She said I was using my hands too much and pulled them behind me to clip the shackles together, then continued. It was awkward supporting myself now, for the girl's pussy was almost at the end of the chair and so I was on my knees, bent forward, unable to support my upper body. Then the shorter girl gripped my hair, bunching it up into her fist, tugging on it, forcing me to bear down on her as she began to groan in pleasure.


There was a knock at the door, but the tall woman called out something and whoever it was went away.


It was fine for people to see me naked, but apparently these women had other preferences for themselves!


I continued to lick at the girl's pussy until, with a shuddering cry, her hips bucked up frantically against me even as she jerked hard on my hair. Then her fingers went slowly slack and released me. I drew back, panting, my mouth and chin wet with her juices and my own saliva.


The girl sat up, letting her robe drop, and then moved past me to the door. The taller one separated my shackles and told me to kneel on all fours as the door was opened. A man walked in. He was young and well-built, wearing a fine dark suit with a red silk tie. He had short hair and no beard, his face ruggedly handsome.	He looked to be, well, about my age, and I turned my face away, embarrassed, yet simultaneously feeling another throbbing heat between my legs.


“You must remember that you are not to feel pride or embarrassment in your body,” the woman said. “For it belongs to the harem, not to you. Now prostrate yourself, positioning yourself to be mounted by this gentleman.”


God, these people were perverts!


I shifted around, pointing my backside at him, and then, blushing, lay my chest down on the rug, spreading my arms to either side and opening my legs in the obscene display they required. They spoke together, though I had no idea what they said.


“Rise, and sit on this table,” the woman ordered.


I raised myself up, stared at where she was pointing, then got to my shaky feet and padded across to the table. It was long and wide and gleaming wood. I turned, keeping my eyes away from the guy, and lifted myself up onto it, wincing just slightly as my ring pressed into the hard wood.


“Lay back and spread your legs,” she ordered. “Your feet are to be flat on the edge of the table.”


I obeyed, feeling another flood of heat as I drew my knees up and spread them wide apart.


“Now you will masturbate. This gentleman wishes to see how western girls masturbate.”


Oh my God!


I was a little dazed by the order, but hesitantly brought my hand down between my legs, and after a moment, began to rub at my clit. I was surprised at how swollen it was, how moist and sensitive my pussy felt. I accidentally looked at the guy and my face heated again.


Then the short woman came over to the table and placed a long, thin, silver vibrator in my hand, and dropped a thick dildo onto my belly. I flushed even more.


“You will use these toys as I understand all western women do,” the woman said coolly.


I gripped them awkwardly, licking my lips and she shook her head. “No hesitation. You will be required to perform many times before the prince and his friend, both by yourself and with other harem girls. The life of the harem girl is solely concerned with sexual pleasure. Now start.”


I clicked on the vibrator and began to play it back and forth across my clit. Then I twisted the dildo into the proper angle and slowly began to work it into my pussy. It was humiliating to be doing this while they watched, and yet the heat began to rise quickly, not just in my face, but in my lower body. The purring of the vibrator against my clit, and the penetration of the dildo were turning the bubbling heat inside me to real fire as I drove the dildo deeper and deeper.


It was embarrassing to show any physical reaction even though I knew that was the whole idea for this sort of … performance. My breath started to become more ragged, my chest rising and falling more and more quickly as I started to pump the dildo in and out. I closed my eyes, my hips rolling up against the vibrator as I rubbed it back and forth across my clit. As the excitement within me became more intense, my movements sped up, and I pumped the dildo faster as my hips began to jerk up against the dildo.


“You will not climax without permission,” the woman said suddenly. “You will masturbate without climax. If you climax you will be whipped.”


Well, shit! How the fuck was I supposed to do that!?


I moaned weakly, trying to think of something else, unsexy things, scary things, slowing my pumping, easing the vibrator up a bit so it barely caressed my clit instead of grinding against it. That slowed the deepening intensity but did not stop my body from becoming more and more aroused. I was still terribly embarrassed, but the importance of that was lessening given the rise of the animal heat within.


“Stop.”


I stopped, panting, chest heaving.


“Stand.”


Groaning, I sat up, easing the dildo out of my throbbing pussy. I stood on shaky legs, head down.


“Come here and use this.”


I stared at a wide, antique chair. It had solid wooden arms, flat, and about three inches thick. A dildo had been attached to one of them by some means, and she ordered me to mount it, facing the three of them. I had to stand over it, kind of straddling it awkwardly. I put one knee on the chair while the other leg was straight; foot flat on the floor, then sank down.


I groaned, for this dildo was thicker, and spread me wider, tauter, but I groaned as well because it felt incredibly good sliding up inside me.


“You will masturbate. Put your finger on your clitoris and masturbate while you ride this phallus. And you will look at this gentleman while you do it. Your eyes are to remain on his face. Is that understood, girl?”


Oh  fuck!


“You will answer.”


“Y-Yes, mistress!” I said, panting.


I rode slowly down the dildo, groaning as it pushed achingly deep, then forced myself up. My fingers rubbed against my wet, swollen clit as I locked eyes with the young man and he smiled faintly, causing me to blush even more deeply.


I rode up and down, up and down, gasping, panting, rubbing at my clit as the heat roared within me, as the raw, carnal sexual energy spread and made my body crackle and burn with desire.


“You will not orgasm without permission,” the woman said.


Fuck!


I slowed my pumping, slowed my rubbing, and tried to think of other things, but the intensity of the sexual pressure was becoming almost irresistible within me, and I really really wanted to come!


A minute or two later she said “Do you wish to orgasm, girl?”


I didn't! I mean, not in front of them! But I couldn't help myself!


“Yes, mistress!” I blurted.


“Beg permission.”


I moaned softly. “Please may I come, mistress?”


She said nothing and I moaned as the heat swirled around me.


“Please may I orgasm, mistress!?” I moaned.


“Ask this gentleman's permission.”


“P-Please may I orgasm, master!?” I gasped breathlessly.


“Do not remove your eyes from his face,” the tall woman snapped.


The short one moved in behind the chair, or rather, behind me and to one side of the chair, and brought the crop snapping down onto my bottom.


I jerked my eyes back onto the man's face.


“Again,” the woman ordered.


“Please may I climax, master!?” I whimpered.


“Again.”


“Please may I come, master!?” 


I was rubbing my clit faster in anticipation, the wild lust churning through my blood and mind.


“Please may I climax, master!?” I cried, riding up and down as slowly as I could, desperately trying to ease the rising pressure.


The two exchanged words.


“You may come, girl,” the woman said.


I cried out as I dropped myself heavily atop the dildo, cried out on the way down, cried out as I jammed it high inside me, cried out as my fingers rubbed frantically against my clit, and cried out again as the orgasm spiralled up within me and blasted my body with a shattering wall of white hot sexual pleasure, a storm wave that made me buck and shake and writhe, my head lolling and rolling as I rode the dildo desperately up and down


Then, as soon as my frazzled brain was able to think, I had to crawl over to the man and lick his shoe and thank him for letting me come.









Chapter Five







The woman thought I still had too much pride, that I needed to lose more body consciousness, and feel more natural in my nudity, and in anything sexual I was ordered to do. Thus I was taken up several floors to another group of offices. Here, all the floors were covered in deep, thick blue carpeting. I was then put on all fours, and led by the leash in and out among the office to lick the shoes and feet of any of the men or women we encountered there.


Did I mention that as punishment for my pride, there were two weighted balls clipped to my nipples which swung and pulled stingingly as I crawled along? Did I mention that they first thrust two long, thick black dildos into my pussy and anus, at least four inches of which protruded outside my body as I crawled along among the mainly male office workers?


I tried not to look any of them in the face, but it was impossible to help doing so at all. Sometimes they looked amused, though mainly, they looked at me with a mixture of lust and contempt.


I think many of them enjoyed seeing a western woman so degraded, including the robed women, though of course, as they were almost entirely covered in those burka things, that was hard to tell.


None of the men touched me in any way, so I gather that was forbidden. Their eyes ravished me, however, and I suppose for men mainly used to seeing women as black blobs of cloth seeing one actually naked must be quite the experience. After almost an hour of crawling we headed back to the elevator. My arms and knees were aching from the unaccustomed position – but I was betting it was a position I had best get used to.


We got into the elevator, me still crawling, and she pressed one of the buttons while pulling back on the leash. I had come to understand this meant I should sit back on my heels, but I had to do it carefully because of the way the dildos stuck out of me, keeping the base of the dildos from jamming against the floor.


The elevator stopped, but not at our floor. A tall man with a small, pointy beard, more of a goatee, spoke to the girl, who spoke back. They apparently were in some disagreement over something. But the man said something sharply, and the girl handed him the leash. The man smirked at me and then the door opened and he jerked sharply on the leash, almost sending me flying forward onto my face before I caught myself.


This floor had no carpeting, and my knees ached as he jerked on the leash, pulling me along, but fortunately we didn't go far. We turned into an office, and then he gripped my hair and pulled me to my feet roughly enough I cried out in pain and jerked my hands up and back to my hair.


He said something sternly and slapped my bottom, then, gripping my hair; he jerked me forward and bent me over the back of a chair, then kicked my legs apart. He slapped my bottom again, and gripped the base of the dildo in my pussy, pulling it out, then thrusting it in painfully deep and hard. It hurt enough that I cried out again, trying to jerk upright. He cursed me – thought I didn't understand the words I knew the tone, and slapped the back of my head, shoving me back down.


Shit!


Again, he thrust the dildo in deep, grinding it painfully against the deepest part of my pussy, and I cried out and jerked up right again, half turning around before he forcefully seized my hair and shoved me down once more. He seemed angry, and abandoned me, going to his desk. He took a thin length of plastic cord and snapped it through the ring in the shackle on my right wrist, then jerked it down and under the front of the chair, pulled it along beneath the seat and up along the other arm rest, and pulled my left wrist forward to snap it in place.	


Now I couldn't stand upright, and he pulled his belt from his pants, talking very sternly all the while. I moaned as he drew his arm back and cried out as the belt slashed down across my upraised bottom. 


Fuck it stung!


I cried out, my wrists pulling helplessly against the shackles as he brought the belt down a second time, and then a third, and a fourth. At first I pulled frantically against the shackles, but it was quite obvious I was not going to be able to get loose, and the belt kept cutting across my bottom with hot, stinging force. I stopped resisting, panting, half-sobbing as the pain mounted, feeling the tears fill my eyes as I realized just how helpless I was and yet tried to compose myself.


I mean, kids had been strapped for all of eternity. That was all it was, the strap, as if, you know, I was a little girl getting the strap for being bad. It wasn't something that would kill me. I winced and gasped as the blows across my bottom continued, clenching my teeth, trying to resist the pain as the blow landed again and again.


My bottom was aflame and I was choking back tears as he continued strapping me. Yet the very flames seemed to act as a kind of curtain, and I felt the intensity of the pain fading slowly away. I don't know if it was the endorphins kicking in, or just that my bottom was already too hot with pain for any more to be felt – the circuits overloaded, so to speak. But after a while, the pain seemed to fade, and all I felt was a kind of numbness – except for the heat and the impact of the belt.


Then he gripped the dildo and jammed it into me. That I felt, and cried out again, twisting and writhing helplessly as he growled at me. He stopped, yanking the dildo free, and kicking my legs wide, and I groaned in relief as I felt his cock thrusting into me. He wasn't small, but wasn't as thick or as long as the dildo and the feel of him thrusting into me was quite a relief as I went limp across the back of the chair.


In fact, it actually felt quite good. I was moist and hot – I think that despite the embarrassment I'd been moist and hot almost since I'd arrived here – and he was fucking me hard and fast the way I liked it. I grunted as he yanked back on my hair, and then his other hand slid down to cup and roughly grope my breast as his hips continued to slap against my hot, tingling, aching butt.


It's funny, but at no time did I think anything along the lines of – well, he shouldn't be using my body, he shouldn't be fucking me – you know? I mean, it was like I had already accepted that people would use my body, well, men would use my body at any time in any way they wanted, without asking me and without caring what I thought. I was still sniffling because of the strapping, but my body was already starting to get into the hot hard fucking it was being given, and the feel of his fleshy spear thrusting into me again and again was sending hot surges of pleasure through my mind.


A small orgasm rippled through my nervous system and my face twisted into a grimace of pleasure even as he yanked back harder on my hair and I gasped in pain. My body jerked to the hammering of his hips against my buttocks, and the small orgasm gave way to another, larger one as he continued to slam against me, his cock pounding inside me as he growled something which I doubted was polite and groped my other breast.


It didn't take him long, and then with a groan he finished and eased back, releasing my hair and breast and doing up his zipper. He said something in a sneering voice and I gasped as the big dildo was shoved back into my pussy, and jammed deep. Not long after, there was a knock at the door. I heard him speaking to the older woman, though of course I had no idea what they were saying. At first his voice was harsh but then it began to sound frustrated and defensive, and then the woman came in – wearing a veil, undid the cords binding my wrists and pulled me upright. She fastened my shackles together behind my back.


Then I was led by the leash back to the elevator and back downstairs. She did not speak and I had nothing much to say myself.


We returned to what I thought of as her office, and she removed the leash and unclipped the restraints, though of course, leaving them on. Then she had me pose on the floor, standing still, one leg bent, arms stretched up and out like a sort of statue or as if I was posing for a painting.


She went to her desk and began to work on the computer. Every five minutes or so someone came in through the door, usually a man, and they spoke and then he went away.


She had me change to the opposite position; the other leg slightly bent, my torso twisted to the right instead of the left, and hold that position for a while. It was, frankly, boring, and annoying, and I strove to hide my irritation as I let my mind wander. It was also, of course, embarrassing when someone would come into the room, but as she no-doubt expected, I began to get used to being seen naked. It wasn't like it was nearly as humiliating as crawling around licking people's feet, after all.


Still, I was not merely naked. I was naked with dildos very obviously protruding from my bare little pussy crack and my anal opening, squeezed in between my buttocks. I was very aware of them, and the one in front, in particular, kept my lower body buzzing with a soft, purring kind of sexual arousal the entire time. It was quite tight in there, and forced my pussy lips to strain wide, exposing my sensitive clit to every breeze which flowed through the room.


My attention had been almost solely focused on my sexuality, on my naked flesh, and on physical sensations since I had arrived here, and I felt, in a way, as though I had almost become submerged in a kind of swirling sea of sexuality, where nothing else mattered. Everything related in some way to sex here, at least, for me. And I had not been allowed to forget it for a moment. 


And while I called it “my” sexuality, it had also been made clear to me that I no longer possessed it. It was freely available for the use of anyone who wanted it, as was my body. You would think that would take more getting used to than it had, but I was already quite accustomed to it, however ruefully I accepted its necessity. If someone wanted to fuck me they were going to, and there was no point in even thinking of saying no.


Which, in retrospect, I now understand was one of the reasons for this introduction, with people who spoke or pretended to speak no English. You couldn't argue with people who didn't understand your language so why would you even try?


A man came in, bearing a tray on which sat some sort of dark, fruity drink. He set it on her desk and they spoke, then she snapped her fingers at me. “You, girl, come here,” she ordered.


I thankfully straightened myself from the position she'd put me in and padded across the floor, a little anxious, as I always was, with the dildos sticking out of me and a strange man – well, a very young one, a teenager, perhaps, staring.


“Bend over the desk and he will take you from behind,” she said.


Again, it was the sheer casualness of the order which startled me, despite all I had already gone through. She might as well have asked me to fetch a cushion or something. The young man beamed at me, and I swallowed as she began to glower.


“Bend over the desk and spread your legs,” she said impatiently.


I obeyed and the young, slender man moved behind me.


“Keep your bottom raised high and your legs straight and apart,” she said as she reached for a pen and a document.


I felt his hands on my bottom, felt them moving over my back and along my hips, then felt the dildo in my pussy gripped and pushed inward. I gasped and then groaned as he twisted it within me.


My face was not far from the paper she was looking at. It was a typed document of some sort, but not in English, with some sort of letterhead featuring a blue cat. She was examining it, pen in hand, hardly paying much attention to me as I felt the dildo pulled back down my stretched pussy and then out. I felt a sense of relief, then emptiness, and a moment later the man's cock, thinner than the dildo, pushed into me.


My elastic pussy had already mostly closed, and now gripped his shaft tightly as he began to pump. There were no preliminaries, certainly no foreplay, as he began to pump in and out, slowly at first, but then faster and faster. 


The woman flicked her eyes at me occasionally, but seemed to be mostly concentrating on the letter. Every now and then she would take her pen and underline something, and occasionally make a notation in the margin. Meanwhile, I felt the man behind me thrusting harder. His hips began to smack against my bare bottom and my body began to jerk and shudder under the impact. 


She continued to scan the letter as his hands slid up and down my back, then along the sides of my ribs. He pushed them in under to squeeze and knead my breasts as my breathing began to get more ragged. 


I was honestly surprised I was feeling anything like arousal. But then, as I said, I had been feeling a low-level sort of throbbing since I'd gotten there, and it seemed it didn't take very long for that to be encouraged. The young man wasn't exactly my type, tall and skinny and not particularly handsome, and it wasn't like I was enjoying being taken from behind while this cold fish of a woman looked at me, but despite all that the feeling of something pumping in and out of me seemed to be irresistible to my body and mind, and both began to thrum with hungry anticipation as the guy lost whatever hesitation he'd had and began to take me hard and fast.


Now most of my life I had done my best not to show any undue sense of emotionalism or excitement in public around strangers. That is, I had a certain sense of decorum and dignity, and in the circles I ran in, one was expected to have a measure of self-control. That had never really been an issue before. But this entire – well, environment, if you will – of unrestrained nudity and sexuality where I was not only allowed to let men – or women – ravish me at will, but required to submit to their sexual touches, advances and desires, was very quickly influencing my mind. 


I had expected that my somewhat free nature when it came to sex would allow me to endure the sexual role I expected to have to fulfil, but had not expected it to be, for the most part, terribly pleasant. But what they had already done to me in such a short time had already completely robbed me of any sense of guilt or shame or even reluctance to accede to my own sexual use.


And that, in turn, had freed up that hitherto hidden side of my sexual mind, that submissive, hedonistic sexual slattern, if you will, a lustful, lusty slut who craved sexual pleasure by any means. I was becoming a thrill-seeking whore who seemed to exult in the wanton, outrageous sexual use anyone cared to put my body to.


And so it took almost no time, as this bland looking, completely unknown young man began to rut into me, before my pussy was steaming and my breaths were coming in short, frantic gasps. My nipples ached with pinpoint heat and my breasts rolled back and forth against the desktop beneath me as his hips slapped against my upturned buttocks. I gasped as I felt my hair gripped and yanked back, groaned as he used it to yank me back to meet his new thrusts.


The woman was looking straight at me and I felt that old side of me, the one that craved respect and dignity, blanching in humiliation as she watched me succumb to this... this boy rutting so enthusiastically into me. I had already become such a sexual animal, so immersed in fleshly pleasures that he had simply had to mount me and start thrusting to start my mind spinning and turn me into a quivering mass of sexual desire. And as a career woman myself I knew just what smirking contempt I would have once held for such a woman.


As she looked at me, as she watched my mind collapse, as my ragged gasping breaths blew across the hands she was using to hold her document, as my open mouth began to issue forth a continuous stream of gasps, grunts and whimpering moans, I thought I saw her shake her head slightly in contempt, and felt another hot little stab of humiliation.


But my body didn't care. My body gloried in the feel of that cock punching into my lower belly, into the hard, steady hammering of his hips against my soft buttocks, even in the yanking of my hair and the occasional rough groping of my breast. 


It did not, could not last long, and didn't. I shuddered and mewled helplessly as an orgasm blossomed within me, and my legs shifted slightly further apart, already as wide as they could go while still keeping my bottom raised obscenely high, and I cried out weakly as his cock drove just that much deeper into my body before he sprayed his seed all over the inside of my womb.


After that I was cleared to enter the harem complex itself.


The Harem was not merely a place where women lay around sucking on grapes and tanning, waiting for men to call them to pleasure their bodies. It was an entire wing of the palace housing almost a hundred young women, and everything needed to look after their needs. Each girl had a small but comfortable bedroom which was fairly simple as they had no real possessions and no wardrobe to speak of. 


There was a separate kitchen for the harem, laundry facilities, makeup rooms and a central wardrobe or costume area. There was a dining room with crystal chandeliers overhead, glistening teak tables, and erotic murals on the walls. There was an entertainment room with pinball and video games, card tables, shuffleboard, dart and ping pong and billiard tables, several small theatres, and of course, the great court.


The courtyard was just about everything you might have considered. It had a huge swimming pool as its centre, and a high overhead roof which covered most of the pool but not all. About a third of the pool was in the open air, and girls could lounge about under the shade or out in the open sunlight if they wanted to tan. Of course, the entire thing was enclosed by a very tall wall so no one could see inside, for the girls were, for the most part, naked in the court.


That wasn’t to say we wore much anywhere else... The common theme of the clothing worn around the harem was gauzy and see-through. All the fabrics were delicate, flimsy, filmy and diaphanous, whether they were sheer silk veils or cobweb fabrics of thin net or lace. It was all pretty much one size fits all, for bras were usually not worn. In fact, the only personal clothing girls could own consisted of shoes and sandals, and g-strings and bras - which were worn only so they could be removed in front of a man, or by him.


The thick, heavy shackles and collar I had worn were replaced by much thinner, almost delicate beaten gold versions, and I was given, as my first clothing, a light as a feather sheer blue veil-like piece of fabric with a hole cut in the centre. It was about four and a half feet long and perhaps a foot wide. The hole in the centre went over your head, and the fabric dropped down your front and back. A gold chain went around my waist, cinching it in, and that was it. It was completely open on the sides, of course, and nearly completely sheer except for a darker green Y. The two upper arms reached to the centre of my breasts, while the lower bar, of course, discretely covered my groin - so long as I didn‘t move at all.


The upper arms of the “Y” were perhaps an inch or an inch and a half wide, while the lower part was maybe twice that in thickness.


It was scandalously little to be wearing when walking about in a public place. The bottom of the garment barely covered my buttocks and groin, and of course, what little protection the more opaque strips presented could be lost as soon as you moved as the lower part billowed open - or when you sat, and the upper part did the same. Still, it was at least something - and I hadn’t been wearing anything but shackles for the previous two days.


The first thing I discovered was that many of the girls were quite bored. This surprised me, for with all the distractions and the hedonistic environment I would have expected it to be more like a holiday camp. But despite the size of this wing of the palace it was still a small, enclosed space. The girls never got out anywhere other than the courtyard. They could exercise in the gym, and, in fact, were expected to. They could play cards or billiards or video games, or watch television, or relax by the pool, but there was no shopping, and not much discussion on fashion either given no one had any personal clothing. As for men, there weren't any other than the guards, and the guards, I soon discovered, were eunuchs, with no interest in women. 


Taylor was a college student from California. She was twenty one, blonde, beautiful, buxom, and bored. She had come here, as I had, from school, where she was majoring in psychology. And she had already figured out what the Harem was all about.


“You see, she said,” the first thing they do is they only take girls who are pretty sexual to begin with. I mean, prudes aren't going to agree to come here, right? So then they introduce these young, high energy, excited girls to the harem in a way which is calculated to make them even more enthusiastic about sex. They give them lots of great hard cock by men who are pretending to be guards – but aren't. In fact, they're more like male prostitutes with big dicks and a lot of erotic skills.”


She shrugged and scratched the top of a bare breast. “But after that you don't get much attention. There are a hundred girls here and only one or two princes, and, occasionally, some of their closer friends and relatives. They don't let just anyone get at the girls, after all.”


“It's like this,” Andrea said.


She was an almost ethereally beautiful redhead from Denmark, and her English was only lightly accented. “The nobles in Europe used to keep private hunting preserves, yes? They would ensure that these preserves were well-stocked with the game they and their friends could occasionally hunt. But no one else was permitted to hunt there.”


“You could say the same for a private lake for fishing,” said Nicole, a short haired French girl. “They want lots of fish so they'll have a great time on those occasions when they fish.”


“But most of the time they're not out there fishing,” Taylor said.


“And even if they do fish, the lake might have hundreds of fish and they only catch four or five before stopping. So most of the fish just swim about peacefully, just as most of the animals on their hunting reserve are never bothered by them.”


“So we're a well-stocked pussy reserve,” Taylor said cynically, “Girls of all makes and models.”


“Like a garage, which the prince has, with dozens of expensive cars,” Nicole said. “How often does he actually drive any particular car?”


“And it's not like he's going to loan out his Mazarrati or Lamborghini or Porsche to anyone who wants to take a drive,” Taylor said.


 “So his cars sit there in the garage, carefully maintained by his staff. Now and then he shows them to visitors, perhaps occasionally goes for a spin in one, and the rest of the time they just … sit.”


“Like us.”


It made absolute sense, and yet I felt a sudden deep sense of disappointment. I had found myself submersed in a hedonistic environment which was thrilling to the body and mind. Was I to spend the rest of my time here lounging about being bored? Yes, I know I should have been happy with that idea. I was here to write my paper, not to have orgies. And, if you'd told me life would be like that in the harem I'd have been quite pleased – a week ago.


I tried to do a mental shift, to adjust to that idea, as I talked with the girls, explored the Harem, and made mental notes for my paper. I also approached the harem lady who seemed to be in charge; Mistress Bata, inquiring about my notebooks.


Mistress Bata was about forty, slender, and wore the same black robe as the other women I'd seen, but her face was uncovered, at least within the harem. She was handsome, rather than beautiful, with long dark hair kept pinned behind her. She was stern, but not contemptuous, and provided me with a list of rules I must follow, and seemed, all in all, more like a den mother, or a dorm floor monitor than someone who was a sort of slave keeper to all these girls.


Not that we were slaves, but the prince, according to the girls, enjoyed the sense of power that bondage added, and he often took them while chained or bound, despite the fact none would have resisted him.


In fact, that was part of the idea, of course. The girls were given no sexual satisfaction and so they would be delighted in any male attention they got – and it worked. All the girls worked hard at keeping themselves attractive, and finding the most flattering colours for what garments they were permitted to wear in hopes of attracting the eye of the prince or one of his friends. They talked often about the parties held in the prince's private suites, where, it seemed, orgies were indeed reasonably common. 


Of course, all that charged sexual hunger needed to have an outlet, as I discovered very quickly. A number of the girls I'd spoken to the first day had made it reasonably clear that lesbianism was not uncommon among the harem girls, whether they were lesbians or not. And several had offered only slightly veiled offers, which I had diplomatically declined.


Yes, I'd been introduced to lesbian sex, and no, I can't honestly say I had been repulsed by it. But it wasn't my first choice, and unlike them, I was not yet bored and had not yet found a need to turn to other girls to sate my sexual hungers.


My first night in bed – and of course, I slept naked as I found, all the girls did – Taylor, the California girl, crept into my room just after lights out. 









Chapter Six







I felt her presence, and started to sit up with a gasp of alarm, but a hard hand shoved me back down.


“Put your hands above your head, slut,” she growled.


I almost automatically obeyed, and though I was just starting to recognize the voice which had spoken, made no move to resist as a scarf bound my wrists tightly to the headboard. The small bedside light flicked on and I realized it was Taylor.


“Wha - .”


“Quiet,” she ordered.


She was as naked as I was, and ran her hands up my body, kneading my breasts casually, plucking and pinching my nipples as I winced and gasped. Then she threw her body atop mine, her big breasts mashing against my own as her lips crushed mine. Her tongue thrust into my mouth as she ground herself against me, and with one hand she yanked my hair back while the other ran up and down my body.


“You're going to do exactly what I tell you,” she growled. “Spread your legs. Wider, slut!”


I obeyed again, and she did the same, angling her lower body in so that our puffy naked pussies could press firmly together. Then she started to grind her pussy up and down against mine as her lips crushed mine once again. With my wrists bound above my head there wasn't a lot I could do, even if I wanted to do something, and my mind was confused about the new rules – or whether there were new rules.


That is, did I suddenly have the right to say no, or must I accept anyone's interest in my body, even that of another harem girl?


Her pussy ground steadily, rhythmically against me as her very talented mouth fed at mine, and I felt my insides starting to squirm and then melt under her concerted attack. She might not have a cock, but this was precisely the sort of sexual use I had been subjected to over the past few days, and my mind sort of slipped into the acceptance of myself as sexual submissive with hardly any hesitation.


I could feel the moisture of her pussy, and could feel my own throbbing and bubbling. The moisture made our flesh slick as she ground down against me, and I groaned into her mouth as the tendons in my thighs ached and burned from how widely splayed my legs were. 


I gasped as she pulled her lips off mine and yanked my hair back again, tilting my head back.


“I'm gonna fuck you, slut,” she panted, eyes hungry. “I'm going to fuck your whore brains out.”


Her hips worked faster and faster, and my breathing quickened in tandem as heat flooded my body. My head began to spin and I moaned as she crushed my lips against and used my body for her pleasure. The orgasm blossomed within me and I couldn't hide it, could barely think of wanting to, as my body bucked and twisted under her lewd assault.


“Come for me, baby,” she panted, her own breath ragged. “Come for me, slave!”


Then her own orgasm flashed over her and she cried out softly, grinding herself even harder, gasping and panting as she jammed her pussy against mine and rode us both through our climaxes.


That was only the beginning, for then she straddled my face, ordering me to perform on her orally, and I obeyed as she tugged on my hair, and occasionally slapped my face lightly while instructing me in her particular preferences. I licked and sucked her to three successive orgasms before she tired and collapsed atop me.


“New girl syndrome is so fun,” she sighed as she sat up.


Without untying me, she grinned and left my room, leaving me laying there, wrists bound together to the headboard, face wet from her sex. I was not bored, though, for soon another girl came in, one I only vaguely recalled, then after her came another and then another. All of them roughly ordered me to perform for them, and I do so, to the point my jaw was aching.


An English girl named Priscilla was slouched back against the headboard, feet flat on the bed, knees raised and apart as I licked her pussy. My wrists were now tied behind my back, and my bottom was raised high, knees spread, as another girl, I think she was Russian, fingered me from behind and slapped my bottom with stinging little blows to encourage me to greater efforts.


Then another girl came in, giggling. It was the French girl, Nicole, and she had with her a pair of cucumbers she'd filched from the kitchen. The Russian girl had already roughly finger-fucked me, working me up to three thrusting fingers, and now, using some sort of slippery oil, slowly fed the fat cucumber into my pussy.


“Ohh! Unggh!” I groaned as I felt myself being stretched wider and wider.


“Quit complaining. At least I warmed it first,” Nicole said with a laugh.


“Lick me, slut,” Priscilla growled. 


She had my hair wrapped around her fist and now yanked on it, reaching under me to roughly squeeze one of my breasts as I frantically licked at her clit.


The cucumber slid deeper and deeper as the Russian pulled and pushed, twisted and turned it, and I felt fingers probing at my wrinkled anus, felt them pushing into me as the three girls ran their hands over my body and called me names.


I was... confused. They were harem girls like me so I still wasn't entirely sure I had to obey them. Yet they acted as though I had to. They called me names like “slut” and “whore” and “slave” but they didn't say them with any particular animosity or contempt. It struck me almost as though they were playing a game, teasing, pretending.


But I had become used to obedience. And my body had begun to respond with Taylor's first caress. It continued to respond, even though I had no particular thrill for lesbianism. The soft touch of someone else's body against mine, of someone else's fingers and mouth and tongue on my nipples and pussy were irresistible, and I was gasping and panting and whimpering in overheated sexual heat all the way through the night.


The fact no one had penetrated me up until then only made the deep penetration of the fat, warm cucumber all the more exciting. My body was electric, crackling with sexual desire as I felt it sliding deeper and deeper. And when a finger rubbed insistently at my clit I exploded, crying out with pleasure, my bottom bucking and rutting back against them as they slapped my buttocks and called me their whore and their slave.


My pussy squeezed and sucked and spasmed around that thick cucumber with frenzied excitement, and as fingers continued to rub at my clit and grope my breasts I felt the breathless certainty that the orgasm would go on forever and ever.


It didn't, of course, and yet, even with a firm yank on my hair directing my attention back to Priscilla's pussy my body remained throbbing and pulsing with sexual heat. It took only a minute or two for another orgasm to tear through me, and then another as fingers pumped in my anus and the cucumber jammed painfully deep into my pussy.


They shifted places after Priscilla came, and now I was licking at the Russian girl. Nicole held the cucumber against her own pussy and pretended to fuck me with it, forcing another orgasm over my dazed mind, then Priscilla and she giggled as they worked the second cucumber down into my ass.


It was dawn before I was alone, and I was left on my side on my bed, my wrists tied to my ankles, hog-tied, they called it, with the cucumbers still inside me. I was barely conscious, exhausted, my jaw aching fiercely, my nipples burning, my belly aching from all the orgasms. I lay like that for some hours in a semi-doze before Taylor returned. She laughed to see me, and untied me, but then straddled my head and made me lick her to orgasm.


I was bleary eyed as we went to breakfast. You were required to go to breakfast, though, and at least she'd been kind enough to help pull those cucumbers out of my body. I would not have believed they could have gone so deep and lodged within me so tightly.


Breakfast could have put the best hotels in Europe to shame. And almost all the girls dove in enthusiastically. You would have thought that, like a room full of models, they would have nibbled on a few bits of lettuce, perhaps in terror of getting fat. But the prince was not a gay fashion photographer. He liked his women with some meat on their bones. Besides, we all had ample opportunity to work off the calories in exercise.


“It would be just plain unbearable if we had to diet as well as give up men,” Taylor said.


She hadn't really separated herself from me since that morning. “And it's not like we don't have time to exercise.”


In fact, we relaxed after breakfast and chatted, but after a while we went to the exercise wing. We started with the typical machines, worked ourselves into a sweaty mess, then dove into the wave pool and did laps. Then we played tennis before showering. Taylor showered with me and I didn't resist as she soaped us both up, got me in the corner, spread my legs, slid hers between, and ground herself against me.


Both of us had a soft, lazy, grinding sort of sex which I have to admit I enjoyed. Both of us came, our slick, warm, wet, soapy bodies rubbing sensually together, then we rinsed off, towelled off, and headed for lunch.


Like breakfast, it was a culinary masterpiece with a wide variety of choices and ample deserts. I don't think I've ever eaten better than during my time at the harem.


Mistress Bata presented me with my notebook, and I wrote page after page of stuff which had happened. I broke for a game of volleyball, had a swim, and then went back to interviewing.


I learned there were no sex toys in the harem. Again, this seemed part of the desire of the people who ran the place to basically have us all eager for any man who decided he wanted our company. And it certainly worked. The opportunity to have sex with a man – any man – was clearly the uppermost desire of every single girl I spoke to.


 I thought ruefully about the cucumbers which had been used on me the previous night – well, that morning. The girls apparently had to make do with whatever they could find which was the appropriate shape.


None of the girls were lesbians either, I discovered. At least, none I spoke to admitted it. They all enthusiastically embraced lesbian sex – since that was all they could get, and since they had been, well, introduced to it, if you will, as I had, by the harem. But it seemed the people who populated the harem only selected girls who wanted a man between their legs. Unsurprising, really, but I felt it an interesting point they then went out of their way to have each girl perform sexually on women.


Then again, men seemed to love the idea of girl-on-girl sex, and all the girls said they were routinely told to have sex with each other in front of the prince or his friends.


I found out what “new girl syndrome” was almost by accident. I was talking to a girl from Australia, and she mentioned it somewhat casually. It seemed that every girl came through the same “introduction” and when they arrived here at the harem they had become so used to surrendering their body without question or choice to anyone who wanted it they almost automatically obeyed anyone and did pretty much what they were told. 


“They're bored. So it's great sport to some to have a little obedient sex slave at their beck and call for a while,” she said with a knowing smirk at me. “It gives them the thrill of power and control, and of course, they get to use her body however they want, at least until she loses that automatic obedience and realizes she can just tell them to sod off.”


I felt miffed at that, realizing Taylor and the others had gleefully taken advantage of the conditioning they knew I had been recently subjected to, and had used me ruthlessly to sate their own lust, knowing full well that I would hardly think of refusing.


Not all the girls here, I realized, embraced lesbianism. They contented themselves with masturbation, having no real desire for sex with girls. I was much of that same inclination, and would not have voluntarily sought out sex with a bunch of girls the previous night had it not been forced upon me. And yet it was impossible to say I hadn't enjoyed it, as well. Oh not all of it, but most of it. 


A physical touch was a physical touch, regardless of whether the hand was male or female. The rest is mental. And as I had no great psychological desire for women, I wondered at how enthusiastically my body had responded. Was it all just the few days of conditioning? I examined my feelings from that night, the boiling heat which had often swept over me and made me succumb to its lewd call.


I soon realized it was not so much any desire for the touch of females which had aroused me, but the situation itself. I had been thrown for a loop, to a certain degree, in how my mind had thrilled to the sense of helplessness and bondage I had experienced during my stay in the “dungeon”, and now I realized that submissive streak had been brought to the fore, and that I now had a strongly masochistic streak which inflamed my mind whenever I was subjected to sexual dominance.


And it didn't seem to really matter if the person who dominated me had a cock or not.


I was resolved to refuse that night in bed, if anyone showed up. I was resolved right up until the door opened and a figure came to my bed. I already had a scowl on my face when the light snapped up, but it froze when I saw another scowl looking back at me. It was a look of absolute domination on the face of a tall, sleekly muscled African woman named Sandile. She had been an intimidating presence even during the day. She was beautiful, tall, black as the ace of spades, and my refusal died on my lips as she glared down at me.


She didn't even have to speak. She simply tied my wrists and ankles to the four corners of the bed and then climbed atop me. I obediently began to lick her bare pussy as she gripped the back of my head to pull my face up against her. She ground herself into my mouth as I licked her to orgasm, and then climbed off me.


Panting, I lay there spread-eagled, unable to quite comprehend why my body was suffused with heat and lust. Sandile then smirked at me and climbed between my legs. She lit a candle and I watched anxiously as she held it over my body. I gasped as she tilted it and hot wax dripped onto my nipple. It hit with a sudden spike of burning, stinging pain that made me arch and twist and cry out, but slowly faded as the hot wax melted.


She slowly rained droplets across my breasts, making me hiss and gasp and moan and twist beneath her. Yet not all that was due to the stinging pain of the wax, for as she dripped it down her other hand was busy between my legs, long black fingers thrust into me the knuckles as her thumb stroked and rubbed insistently against my clit.


She laughed down at me, and then straddled my face again, grinding her naked pussy back and forth across my mouth until I began to lick and suck on her clit and pussy lips. She rode my face to another orgasm, and I groaned as she slipped off, as she broke the wax off my breasts, and then plucked a cube of ice from the glass of water I had left at the bedside.


She brought it down against my right nipple, holding it there as I began to squeal and writhe and twist in my bonds again, then letting it slowly circle my frozen nipple so that my warm flesh melted it and small, icy droplets of water trickled down my breast and onto my ribs and belly. She froze my nipples and played the ice cubes across my ribs, then down between my legs, rubbing them tauntingly along my bare pussy slit and against my clit.


Then she bent and took my frozen nipple in her mouth, sucking and licking it with her deliciously warm mouth. She did the same for my clit, to the point I was whimpering and moaning, my hips rolling up helplessly against her. She reversed the candle and slid it into my pussy, pumping it in and out as she licked at my clit. At the same time she drove another finger up into my ass and twisted it around. In seconds I was crying out in pleasure as the orgasm washed over me, my body bucking and thrashing in its bonds as the sexual energy lashed my mind.


She left, and another girl entered, and I know I should have said no, should have asserted myself, but I just didn't feel it in me then, exhausted as I was, and so she rode my face, as well, and then another girl, who arrived before she was finished.


My second day there I got to interview the prince. That is, I got to interview THE prince. He was a slightly plump man of middle years with a short goatee, and wore a traditional Arab robe and headdress. He sat in a large, high-backed chair with red silk fabric and frame lacquered in gold. The only additional clothing I was given before seeing him was a pair of high heels. My thin gold shackles were bound together behind my back, and a tall, thin man in a dark suit led me through the corridors, leash in hand.


These corridors were not like the ones I had seen my first few days, however. There were no offices here. This was the residence portion of the palace, and every room was sumptuously furnished and luxuriously set out, with marble floors and pillars, and heavy Persian rugs. The room in which I met the prince was about a hundred feet wide, or thereabouts, the roof easily fifty feet overhead. There was a large, three tier fountain in front of his seat, and off to one side a bit, and the water splashed lightly as we entered.


We walked across the marble floor, my stiletto heels clicking on the stone as we approached him. There were two very large men in dark robes standing along the wall, one to either side, about twenty feet back, obviously bodyguards of some sort, and they eyed me dubiously as I was led up to the prince.


There was a wide red carpet beneath the several chairs here, two of which were occupied by other middle aged men in robes. As soon as we reached the edge of it we stopped. I had been instructed to keep my eyes down until the prince acknowledged me, and did so as the man beside me bowed and spoke to him, presumably in Arabic.


“So, girl,” he said, “You would write about life in the harem, would you?”


“Yes, your highness,” I said, keeping my eyes down.


“How intriguing. And you are willing to become one of the harem girls in order to do this. I am told you do not even ask for payment. Is your paper so important then?”


“I think it would be an interesting paper, your highness,” I said.


“You may look at me.”


I raised my eyes as he sat back in his chair.


“And have you found your stay in the harem... interesting?”


“Very much so, highness,” I said.


He laughed lightly and said something to the man beside me. The man removed the leash from my collar, then unclipped the gold shackles so my hands were free. He handed me a notebook and pencil and I took them gratefully.


The prince motioned with his fingers for me to come closer and I did so, then paused as he pointed at the rug. I hesitated a moment uncertainly, then sank to my knees before him, pencil and pad in hand.


“You may ask your questions,” he said. “I may or may not answer.” He smiled. “And if your question is impertinent, then as a member of the harem, you will, of course, be punished.”


I blinked in sudden realization, then considered my questions carefully.


“Do many of the princes in this country have harems?”


“Many, yes. Some do not.”


“Why did you choose to have one while others did not?”


He let a smile appear on his face. “The harem preceded me, and I being a traditionalist, I had no particular desire to remove it. It has its value.”


“Traditionally, a harem contained the sheik or prince's wives as well as concubines. Is that the norm these days in this country?”


He smiled again. “Some do this. I do not. I do not think my wife would appreciate the sort of clothing the harem girls wear.”


He chuckled as did the other two men.


“The harems are rarely spoken of publicly. Are they a secret?” 	He shrugged. “Some things, it is not polite to speak of publicly. The harems are not a secret. Powerful men have their needs.”


“How does the uhm, mosque feel about Muslim men having sex outside of marriage like this?”


He laughed. “You must realize that there is a difference between having relations with a woman and having relations with an infidel. A man who is married is forbidden to have sex with other than his wife. However, it is permitted to make use of slaves, of the women of ones enemies. All the females belonging to ones enemies are free for the taking.”


“Do you regard the west as your enemy?”


“Not in the sense you think. However, the infidels are the enemy of Islam. And in many ways, the Godless West is merely the playground of wealth Islamic nations. It is not necessary to conquer by the sword when we have these little pieces of paper we can wave at you and make you crawl before us.”


He laughed again and the other two did as well.


“Little bits of paper?”


“Money, what you call money. Those harem girls crawl before me for it. Their own men would do the same if I had the desire for them. Bits of paper. Westerners come here, beg me to drill into the earth, shower me with bits of paper for it, and then they give me whatever I want, their wives, their daughters, their weapons, their countries, whatever I desire. You are all slaves to your avarice for bits of paper. You have no honour, and your lives are spent without guidance from God, crawling after bits of paper so you can buy shiny toys.”


“So... it's not the same, having relations with uhm, infidels. It's permitted.”


“It is mere sport, of no consequence.”


“Because they're not important.”


“Because they are not Muslim. Remove your shift.”


I blinked at the sudden change in subject, then felt my face flush a bit. I mean, it's not like it was much cover but for some reason I still blushed to remove it. I did, though. There was no question of disobeying.


“Come here, girl.”


He waggled his fingers before me and I leaned forward and crawled the few feet needed to reach his chair.


He reached down and gripped my hair, not harshly but firmly, pulling me up into his lap between his legs. His legs clamped in against my sides, pinning my arms as he lifted my head up and back. Then he pulled a jewelled dagger from his belt and held it to my throat.


“If I slay you now, girl, I am committing no sin. Allah will not judge me poorly, for you an unbeliever.”


I felt my pulse race as fear swept over me, but held perfectly still in case I caused him to cut me – perhaps accidentally.


He pulled the dagger away from my throat and held it up to my lips, slowly easing it between them and along my tongue, sliding it deeper into my mouth until it threatened to gag me.


“Nor will the King or any law of man forbid or punish me for slaying an infidel,” he said. “So you see, you are as my slave, and I may do with you as I choose in any way without fear of sanction.”


He eased the dagger slowly out of my mouth and I licked my lips anxiously.


He opened the front of his robe and pulled my face in against him, and I began to lick somewhat frantically at his cock, which swelled and lengthened under my attention.


“You are a slave for you are completely at my will. I may do anything I choose with you, including keeping you here forever,” he said. “And as a slave, you will do your utmost to please me, yes, little kafir girl?”


He chuckled as his swollen cock pushed into my mouth, pulling forward on the back of my head to force me all the way down its length, then holding me there against his groin with his cock down my throat.


“I feed you my soft sword instead of my sharp one,” he said, to more laughter from the other men.


He eased up his grip on my head, and I slowly slid upwards, his thick, slick cock sliding out over my lips until I could breathe again, until the head was in my mouth and I was sucking anxiously.


I bobbed my lips up and down, but when my hands came forward he barked a command and I jerked them back, clasping my fingers behind my back as I worked on him with mouth alone. I slid up and down, pulled off, sucked and licked at his testicles, then pursed my lips and took his cock deep again. He gave no sign when he orgasmed other than to grunt a little, but then his cock softened within my throat, and I eased back off.


He spoke to the man in the suit behind me and he gripped me by the collar, leading me, crawling, over towards the fountain. The fountain, as I said, was large, and multi-tiered, with water shooting out the top spilling from one level to the one below, the one below. It was marble, with carvings all around the front and, I noticed, inside, too.


The water turned off suddenly, and the man in the suit led me into the pool at the bottom of it. It was perhaps six or ten inches deep, and he had me kneel, backed against the tires of the fountain, drawing my arms up and back and shackling them in place to rings set on either side of the fountain tier. Because the one I was shackled to was narrower than the one below, which pressed into my back, I was sort of arched a little.


But more importantly, directly below me was a large, marble phallus, and I mean large, like, as thick as the head of a baseball bat. The head narrowed, though, and he placed me so that my pussy was jammed against it. Then he shackled my ankles out and back to either side of the lowest tier.


Whereupon he stepped back, and the water started to flow again, splashing down the tiers above and then onto me below.


It was kind of like being under a shower, only the water wasn't coming down as hard, for it was simply falling, and it was coming in a steady wave. The water was not particularly cold. In Saudi Arabia you had to work at it to make water cold. But it did soak me instantly, and then keep coming as I knelt there.


It was not explained to me why I was here, if it was a punishment or if the Prince simply felt I was a decoration. Or perhaps he'd put me aside until he could have more fun with me. I don't know. I was, as he said, a harem girl, a slave girl, in effect, and at his mercy to do with as he chose. So I knelt there, somewhat awkwardly, my wet pussy jammed down against that marble cock. And the way I was positioned made it difficult to ease off. I would have to rise up a bit, a couple of inches anyway, push my hips forward and then – well, then it would be against my butt. 


So I would have had to push my hips well-forward and hold them there somehow, which I didn't think I could do. My pussy was starting to ache and throb at the hard pressure, despite how much I tried to ease my weight, to use my arms to hold myself up somewhat. But the shackles around my wrists didn't allow for much pressure to be put on them without pain.


My pussy soon felt bruised and raw with my weight so narrowly jammed on it. But it was also opening wide, the head of the marble cock pushing its slick way up. The elastic mouth of my sex was spread wide before it – just not widely enough for it to pass through.


Yet.


I had to watch how I put my head, because I couldn't breathe with the water pouring into my face all the time. I had to lean my head forward, letting it pour over the back of my head and my neck and shoulders to inhale. It was a little, uhm, disorienting. The three men sitting down were talking, but I only got snatches of their words over the splashing water, and I didn't understand it anyway.


Slowly, the lips of my sex were forced wider and wider, and the head of the marble cock pushed up into my lower belly. I shuddered as the slick, wet shaft followed, wider than the head, forcing my pussy lips even further apart so that they ached fiercely. I was gasping and moaning softly, gulping in air when I could, water pouring down over me. Yet the pain was less than it had been. That relentless pressure against the mouth of my sex had been bruising, while this... this merely ached.


While I was alarmed and anxious about the thing sliding up into me – or really, me sliding down its length – my body still seemed to find the thick penetration arousing – as did that dark, masochistic part of my mind, and I knew that, quite aside from the fountain, I was wet within, my body throbbing under the shower of warm water.









Chapter Seven







Two men came to see the prince. They looked like westerners, and looked around avidly as they came forward. They stared at me with something like astonishment, and obvious lust, but quickly tore their eyes away as they approached the prince. They kept flicking their eyes towards me, though, as if they couldn't keep from staring, and I felt a sense of roiling embarrassment at being so exposed before people who – for want of a better term – were not part of things here. 


I mean, arguably everything I was doing was immensely immoral and sluttish, but since people here didn't seem to think that it robbed what were outrageous acts of much of their bite, of much of their embarrassment. These men, though, were outsiders. And they were reacting like, well, normal people would to seeing a girl impaled on a huge cock like that, shackled to a fountain.


But while the embarrassment heated my face it did little to push aside the heat enveloping me, and I realized, after a bit, that I was put there deliberately as a distraction, for the Prince drew their attention to me as he talked, and the men stared at me openly when he did.


I still couldn't make out what the prince was saying. I thought it was not Arabic, though. I hadn't come to know the language but I had come to know the sound and this as more like French, what I could hear over the water raining down on me.


The man who had placed me there then leaned over the fountain. He had what looked like a sort of short pool cue in his hand, except that it held a small round thing on its end which, when he slid it against my pussy, turned out to be a vibrator.


My pussy was stretched wide, gaping tautly around that massive marble cock. The skin all around my pussy was super tight, and that included the skin my clit was stretched upon. My clit was taut and throbbing and swollen, as well, and when that vibrator thing began to rub against it I first flushed with deeper embarrassment, as the five other men looked on, then cringed under the sudden hot, churning surge of sensations that began to ripple through my belly.


Mostly due to the presence of the foreigners I tried to repress my reaction, but thoughts of that were swept away as the man rubbed the tip of his extra long vibrator back and forth across my burning clit, and my hips began to buck with increasing violence against the thick slack of marble jammed up into my belly. I twisted and writhed and then cried out, back arching, a crackling wall of sexual electricity dancing across my skin as my insides exploded with orgasmic pleasure.


It was like – I was in another world. My mind was shattered and bathed in fiery rainbow light, tumbling and turning amid the maelstrom of sexual pleasure cascading through my body. I came violently, convulsions wracking my aching body as I jammed myself frantically down on that thick marble cock, heedless of the pain, gurgling and sobbing in orgiastic pleasure as the climax boiled through me.


The water splashed and danced, and I twisted and writhed in my shackles, almost drowning myself as the water poured down over my face, almost braining myself as I threw my head back against the fountain, uncaring of anything but the wild pleasure screaming through my nervous system.


The men watched, and I was aware of them watching, and that both aroused and embarrassed me, though those feelings were peripheral as my mind melted under the scalding heat of that intense orgasm. I impaled myself on that thick baseball bat of a cock, my insides aching and raw but with a frothing, churning hunger driving me on.


Degrading? You bet! But I didn't really care about that then. And anyway, that was kind of the point, I think, because the Prince was showing these men that women like me weren't really quite human and weren't to be treated like that. It was the prelude to him offering my body to them as an inducement to some business deal they were involved in. I guess it was easier to reduce me to the status of “thing” so they would accept me as a present in the way he intended.


For later, when they released me, led me away, and cleaned me up, I was clad in what I guess you could almost call an Arabian nights outfit of veils and bright baubles, including heavy shackles around my wrists and ankles, and a very obvious collar around my throat. The prince was playing up the slave girl angle, for whatever point he was making with these Europeans. Perhaps it was simply that men were men, and as enlightened and sophisticated as the men purported to be they were still not above making use of a helpless sex slave if they had the opportunity.


That I wasn't actually a sex slave – not really – not exactly – was kind of beside the point. And anyway, it wasn't like the men questioned me about it. They were Swiss, as it turned out, bankers of some sort.


I was sent to their room with a silver plate of some sort of liquor, with one of the men in black suits as escort. He spoke to them in their own language, sort of smiling as he looked at me, and then backed out, leaving me with them.


This was embarrassing, because as I said, they weren't taking me in the casual way most of the Arabs did. Their eyes were wide, and one of them was sweating and almost ridiculously excited. I mean, they both looked to be twice my age and were clearly men of some means so I assumed they weren't virgins. Yet they were staring at me like a kid on Christmas day looking at a mountain of presents.


They tried talking to me, but I had already been told that even if they tried English I was to pretend not to understand. There was a tall one and a shorter one, and the taller one kept inching closer as he spoke to me, smiling weirdly. He first laid his hand on my shoulder, then worked up the courage to sort of stroke my back through the veils. I turned and kissed him, widening his eyes, and he began to make free with his hands, sliding them down onto my bottom, squeezing and kneading my buttocks as his tongue shot into my mouth.


Did the Swiss not get much sex? I don't know, but he, well, both of them, were awfully eager, like a pair of teenagers. They soon began to pull free my veils, and then paw and grope at my breasts with exultant delight. I knelt before them, my lips around one cock, my fist around the other, pumping it back and forth. I traded back and forth, one to the other as they stood over me, helpless, trembling, gasping as I worked my fingers over them, as I drew them deep into my throat.


They were neither of them particularly attractive, but that didn't really seem to matter. I wanted those cocks, and revelled in the feel of them sliding through my lips and down my throat. I wanted them inside me, though, and I don't mean in my mouth. I pulled away, panting, already excited myself, and prostrated myself on the floor before them, that is, with my bottom raised high and pointed right at them, my knees apart.


There was some brief discussion, probably who got to go first, then the tall one dropped behind me and slowly pushed himself into me. He was slow and gentle, which was not what I wanted, and I began to thrust back at him harder and faster, until he got the message. I pulled the other in front of me and took him into my mouth as the other rode me.


God it felt good to have a real cock inside me! I groaned and ground my hips back at him, loving the feel of that cock sliding up and down inside my silken tunnel, feeling incredibly sexual and sensual as I pushed them both over the edge into orgasm, then roused them again effortlessly.


And let me tell you something about them. Those men started out slow and gentle, as if they were sleeping with a date back home. But after a few days they were treating me a sort of casual roughness and possession which both outraged and excited me. It was something similar to the way the Arabs treated me, but worse. The Arabs took it for granted, their power over me, their right to do whatever they wanted. These guys were revelling in the very sudden lack of any need to care about their sexual partner's needs, wants or feelings.


I was made available to them as their body servant, if you will, for three days, and they got more and more free with their ability to do anything to me they wanted. It was the short one that started slapping me, very experimentally at first, very lightly, but progressively getting more confidence when I didn't protest. He started slapping my butt occasionally, but progressed to giving me a sound spanking while simultaneously groping me.


He used me more roughly than the tall man, his hands leaving marks on my arms and legs as he roughly shifted me about to suit his desires. He pulled at my hair while he did me from behind – which I loved, so didn't mind – and he slapped at my breasts, which hurt, which annoyed me, but which turned me on nonetheless. He used me like a bitch, thoroughly enjoying it, and it's a bit embarrassing to admit, but despite being indignant at times, angry at others, and feeling kind of contemptuous about them, it turned me on


I don't know if there were cameras around but it wouldn't have surprised me. I think the prince was made aware of how interested the shorter one was and used that to play upon the man's excitement and interest. You don't get the entire picture when you don't speak the language and aren't allowed to ask questions anyway. But I was taken to a room after a few days and stood up in the middle, my arms shackled above my head and my legs spread apart and chained in place. Spread-eagled, I stood there, wondering why, whether I was being punished for some error or something. 


A ball gag filled my mouth, and I stood on the balls of my feet, a black dildo driven into my pussy and another into my anus, both too big to fit. There was nothing particularly odd about that, as they had done it a number of times before when they were, I guess you could say, breaking me in. Now, I had no idea. Was aroused, though, and anxious at the same time. When the prince came in I looked at him but he only smiled lightly.


One of his lackeys was with him, one of those guys in the black suits. He came over and began to finger my clit, began to tug and twist at my nipple rings, and then the prince came up behind me, pulling my head back by the hair and saying something I didn't understand.


He kissed the exposed nape of my neck, and his hand slid around my ribs to cup and fondle my breast. The other guy produced a vibrator and began to grind it back and forth across my clit, so that my breathing became ragged and my hips began to grind helplessly against him.


The prince then produced a whip, and my eyes got wide. I felt the blood drain from my face as fear suddenly pushed aside most – but not all – of the arousal they had forced into me. I moaned and shook my head but he ignored me, fingering the long whip and talking to the other man. He moved around behind me, and I jerked my head around, trying to see. His hand caressed my back and I trembled and pulled against the shackles, wanting to protest, but of course, unable to.


I was on edge, moaning, rolling my eyes, when the whip cut across my back the first time.


It was a shock, and I screamed into the gag, but the scream was reflexive, for the pain was actually quite small. I mean, it stung, yes, but not really much more than if I had been slapped sharply across the bottom. Only the heat, the sting, was across my shoulders. I moaned, gasping, eyes blinking rapidly as he drew the long whip back, then let it fly again. Again it struck my back, and again I cried out, but the fear was draining from me.


The man in the suit moved in front of me and began to stroke my clit with his finger, and I stared up at him, a bit wild-eyed still, and cried out as the whip cut across my back once again, lower this time. Yes, it stung, but not horribly, and as the fear drained away the wild erotic heat of the moment began to swell rapidly. I was being whipped! I was chained and being whipped! Oh! My! God! 


The whip snapped out across me, back, buttocks, belly, even curling around my ribs to snap at my breasts. Each blow made me writhe and twist, made me yelp into the gag. But like I said, they were like little stinging slaps to the bottom. Though they hurt, the heat boiled up within me, growing more and more powerful as my dark, masochistic lusts began to assert themselves. My pussy throbbed and pulsed around the big dildo stuffed into me, and I shuddered and rolled my hips as the man in the suit pinched my nipples or rubbed at my clit.


I moaned weakly as the prince recoiled his whip for another blow, and hardly noticed, enveloped in my own overheated mind and the churning sensations roiling through my body, when the door opened and the shorter European was shown in to the Prince. When the next blow failed to land I raised my head slowly. I was sweating by then, my breath still ragged, and I turned my head enough to see the man there with the prince.


I felt a wall of resentment and embarrassment at the way he looked at me, for he was delaying and spoiling what was already a shockingly exciting and darkly arousing experience.  	But the beating, I would later realize, was not for the Prince's amusement or my arousal, it was for this man, intended to draw him into it. And it did, of course. The prince was jovial, the man reluctant but wildly aroused. It took little effort before the man was, at the Prince's urging, trying his hand with the whip. I winced and moaned, for he was not nearly the expert the Prince was, and his blows hurt more.


Yet the greater pain reinforced to me just how helpless I was, and the dark eroticism grew within my mind. The blows of the whip cut into my flesh with much more pain now, and I cried out at each blow, gasping and moaning, yet my mind was bathed in a fiery sexual hunger and the pain was absorbed into the wall of heat engulfing my mind and body.


Again and again the whip flew forward, snapping and burning at my back, then curling around my ribs or along my hips, biting cruelly at my sex and at my breasts so that I screamed and writhed at the successfully blows.


The “enlightened” European was so hard it was a wonder his trousers didn't tear. His eyes were bulging with excitement as he sent the whip against my pussy and breasts again and again. 


Oh God, it hurt! But it hurt so good! I was dazed, gasping, moaning, whimpering as the man, teeth drawn back in a cruel rictus, slashed and cut at my flesh in delight. Was I the stand-in for all the girls who turned him down, all the girls he didn't dare approach, or all the girls at work he was forced to treat with respect? I didn't know or care as he laid welt after welt across my flesh while the prince looked on benignly.


His excitement became so all possessive he had to do me right then and there, and he did so, roughly, almost angrily, tearing the dildo out of my bottom and ramming his own cock up into my ass in its stead. He tore at my hair and bit at my throat, his hands roughly groping my breasts and pinching my nipples as he rammed himself up inside me.


It hurt. It was, how should I describe it, traumatic, to an extent. But the dark hunger roiling through me exulted in my own abuse and mistreatment, and the feel of his cock raping me, ramming up into my ass, drove me over the edge into a crackling, explosive line of orgasms that thundered through my mind and nearly hammered me senseless.


I was exhausted and drained, more from the excitement and orgasms than the beating, and was carried back to the harem proper to rest and recuperate. Unsurprisingly, they had ointments which soothed the pain and aided in the healing of the skin. When all was said and done the whipping had been a light one, after all, and the red lines had already strongly faded by the morning. You could still find evidence of the whipping for a couple of days, though, before they faded completely.


That rest did not, of course, give me any surcease from Taylor and Sandile, and the other girls who had guessed (correctly) that in me they had discovered a submissive who had become enthusiastically awakened by the bondage and force given me. I was taunted and teased, slapped and cuffed, and forced to lick pussies half the night. And I rarely protested more than half-heartedly. It just didn't seem in me to resist, to refuse, to turn them down.


Some dark part of me revelled in the dark, nasty sex, especially when I was a forced participant.


The next time I got to see the prince was a few weeks later. I was one of three girls called to his suite. The others were, coincidentally, Sandile and Taylor. It quickly became obvious why. The two of them, one very dark of skin, the other very pale, made love on a padded bench before his bed while he looked on. I slowly, teasingly worked my lips and tongue and fingers over his cock and balls while he watched them, being careful, as he had ordered, not to make him climax too soon.


Their tongue job on each other gave way to jamming their pussies together around a large, double-headed dildo. Then a second one slipped into their butts as they knelt on all fours, bottom to bottom, slapping buttocks together.


He had Sandile put on a huge black strap-on, and ride Taylor hard and fast, jamming the monster cock up her pussy to the hilt each time while yanking on her hair. I think Sandile enjoyed it but Taylor didn't, and I think the prince could tell. Not that he cared whether Taylor was into it or not. He had Sandile shackle the blonde's wrists behind her back and dominate her, face fucking her with her big dildo, then sodomizing her.


Then he had her shackle my wrists behind me as well, and I was pulled into the lesbian play, both I and Taylor kneeling naked and shackled while the Black woman used us to her heart's content.


Then I was between them, licking Taylor while Sandile fucked me with her big black cock. My heat was not feigned and I couldn't help getting off on it, despite not, as I've already said, really being into girls.


But then, most of the sex I had at the harem was with girls. I got to experience a lot of it and got to be very, very good at pleasing women. I was whipped once more, a few weeks later, for another demonstration. Why they used me for that I don't know. There were other men I was sent to please, but not often. I only got hold of a real cock perhaps once a week, if that. The rest of the time it was pussy all the way as the girls amused each other with their own dark, largely unrestrained impulses.


As for my impulses, I was firmly into the submissiveness thing, quite without meaning to be. It had taken hold and I was everyone's meat, to be used for whatever sexual purpose they wanted, man or woman. I guess, almost without trying, I fell wholly into that existence as a helpless sexual captive, without any freedom to say no – or desire to do so.


I had completed my interviews within the first week or so. The rest of the time I merely clung to the notion I was there was something different from the rest, that I was not there was a sex toy, as a sex slave, as a veritable prostitute. I was just playing along. Or so I told myself. I was quite wary, quite anxious about the thought they might not let me go, even as I dreaded the idea of leaving. There were all sorts of things I wanted to do with my life, after all, other than be in a harem.


They kept their bargain, though. One day – I hadn't been keeping track – I was summoned to Mistress Bata's suites, and told my time was up, my contract done and I was leaving. I was mute with shock, not knowing how to react. Were they just trying to trick me? Would I be sent back to the cells?


But no, they gave me my clothes to wear – as bizarre as it felt wearing real clothes, and put me on a plane for home. God that felt odd! All those people around me, strangers, and I was fully clothed and, you know, not doing anything sexual!


The money was waiting in my bank account, too, and despite all my earnest, self-righteous protests about how I would simply give it to charity – I didn't.


I found myself somewhat lost back at school, though. My mind was on sex, and I had a deep, unsatisfied yearning, an all-encompassing craving for sex, for hot, sweaty, nasty, rough sex. I tried fulfilling that with a series of dates, but none lived up to what I wanted. Partly that was my fault. I couldn't be … myself... around them. I had to be the independent, dignified, righteous journalism student who wouldn't let herself be degraded. I couldn't really let myself go.


And then a couple of months after I got back there was an insistent rap on my apartment door. I opened it to find a tall, well-dressed Arabic man there with a short, tidy beard.


“So, this is where you are living now,” he said, looking past the doorway, clearly unimpressed.


“Who are you?” I demanded.


His eyes narrowed. “Did I say you could ask me any questions?” he demanded with a thin but noticeable accent.


He pushed me back, not roughly, and closed the door. My mouth opened in outrage but he shook his head.


“I want you naked,” he said. “On your knees and naked. Now.”


His voice hardened and he pointed at the floor, and it was the same way that the men who hadn't spoken English had done when I was in the harem. It suddenly almost knocked my knees out from under me. I stared at him, mind whirling and he snapped his fingers.


“Strip,” he barked. “Now, slut.”


Indignation rose but so did that dark heat, and … I obeyed.


I let him, a man I'd never met tie my wrists behind my back. Then I deep throated him while he yanked and twisted my hair. When he threw me on my belly and yanked my hips up I felt my own eager need, and when he thrust himself into me I came, gurgling and moaning and sobbing as he used me like a cheap whore, yanking on my hair and hammering his hips against my buttocks.


He was not the last. I have no idea what was passed from where to whom, but every few weeks an Arabic man shows up and for all intents and purposes, rapes me – though I never resist and always obey. And they ram themselves into me and give me the most powerful orgasms I've felt in months before leaving me naked and gasping and covered in sweat. Sometimes they slap me around a little. Often they tie me in one way or another. They never tell me anything of themselves or where they got my address. All they do is use me like the cheap, submissive whore I have become.


And I love it.







THE END
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