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Chapter
One

 


‘Stop
struggling, Miss Dandridge,’ Captain Velasquez said sharply as
Penny squirmed naked and frantic in the grasp of the two police
constables. ‘I told you that female prisoners are not allowed
clothing. You could have undressed yourself instead of making my
men do it for you. Further resistance only adds to your indignity.
Now you must be restrained…’

He pressed a
button next to the intercom on his well-worn desk. There came the
hum of an electric motor from above her and something descended
from the room’s high gloomy ceiling that she had not noticed
before.

It was a metal
strut about two feet long, supported by a pair of wire ropes, on
which three metal rings were mounted in a row. The rings were about
three inches deep and all lined with black rubber. The outer ones
were the diameter of teacups while the middle one was the size of a
plate. What appeared to be nested folding handles of some kind,
together with other attachments, were fitted to the back of the
strut.

One of the
policemen manhandling Penny stood behind her holding her by the
wrists with her hands raised and elbows bent, while the other took
hold of the suspended device and held it up in front of her. Only
then did she realize what it was for.

‘No… don’t you
dare!’ she shouted, but he took not notice.

He opened the
hinged rings so their halves gaped wide and laid the strut across
her bare shoulders. The ring halves snapped shut again about her
neck and wrists. Now her elbows were held bent at her sides while
her raised hand were level with her head. The rubber lining of the
rings gripped her wrists and neck, making it impossible to pull
free.

Penny started
to scream again and the man behind her, holding onto the smallest
one of the handles at the back of the collar ring, pulled at the
second larger and wider one. Rubber cords extended from its tubular
hollow handle as he pulled it up and over her head and then he
pushed the handle itself, which was also sheathed in rubber on the
outside, into her mouth. The tension in the internal elastic loop
held it in place; stifling further protests.

The guards let
go of Penny and she twisted and struggled wildly, but the wire
ropes connecting the strut of the yoke to its ceiling mount made it
impossible to take more than a step in any direction, keeping her
positioned in front of the desk, while her clamped hands prevented
her from covering her nakedness. Instinctively she squeezed her
thighs together in a vain attempt at least to conceal her groin
from their gaze.

One of the
guards took hold of the other attachments fitted to the strut of
the yoke outside the nest of handles and pulled them downwards.
More rubber cords with devices on their ends extended down across
Penny’s shoulders until they reached the outsides of her clenching
thighs, which his companion pulled then apart. Twisting her head
round and down against the tension of her gag bar she saw them
hooking what looked like broad black rubber garters about her
thighs.

They let go of
her and she squeezed her thighs together again only to yelp in
pain. The garters were lined on their insides with short but
sharp-tipped studs, which dug into her flesh when she tried to
press her thighs together. It hurt even to pull on the rubber cords
connecting them to her yoke that held them in place.

With a whimper
Penny stood straight with her legs spread wide to ease the pain. In
fact, the wider she spread her legs the less pain she felt. She was
being compelled to display herself. Now she could hide nothing and
could only squirm feebly feeling her cheeks burning in shame.

Captain
Velasquez’s rather careworn face contorted into a scowl of
disapproval at her continuing struggles. He picked up the
long-handled quirt that had been resting on his desk and flicked
its leather thongs across the fronts of her bare thighs, delivering
a sharp smack of stinging pain and briefly driving the garters
studs even deeper into her.

This shocked
Penny into momentary stillness. She had never been struck
before.

‘Stand
straight and still or you will get another six across your bottom!’
Velasquez barked in a commanding voice.

Shivering and
snivelling Penny obeyed, feeling the rough worn floorboards scrape
under her bare feet. The tip of the quirt ran up through the arch
of flesh made by her inner thighs and the keystone of her vulva,
making her shudder.

‘You will
remain like that until I tell you otherwise,’ Velasquez told
her.

Brilliant
reflected sunlight, sparkling off the cobalt blue Atlantic Ocean,
shone through the slats of the office window shutters over her
distraught face and a floor littered with her unwillingly discarded
clothing and illuminated Penny’s trembling naked body. She felt the
eyes of Velasquez and the two policemen upon her, frankly taking in
every detail of her body without any show of embarrassment.

Penny was
twenty five years old. She had light creamy skin and straight
blonde hair that she wore curled up into a tight pinned bun on the
back of her head. Cool blue eyes shone out under arched sardonic
brows. Her nose was straight, firm and determined. Her mouth, when
not plugged by a gag bit, was devoid of lipstick and wide and
expressive, with a slight disdainful curl to her upper lip. Her
figure was trim from regular horse riding. Her pale prominent
breasts were firm, high-set, and pneumatically rounded, with
slightly convex upper slopes. They were tipped by darker pink
areola with distinct bud-like tips that were tilted slightly
upwards by her breasts’ even fuller undersides. Her navel was deep
and round. Her hips were smoothly curved, her buttocks were as pale
and rotund as her breasts, and a thick matt of honey dark curls
filled the fleshy valley of her groin.

Velasquez
stroke his moustache and nodded as if in approval of what he saw.
‘Yes, very fine,’ he said half to himself. ‘George is a lucky
man…’

This could not
be happening to her, Penny thought distractedly, not to a
respectable English woman and not in 1956! But she was not in
England and this place seemed remote from the twentieth
century.

Outside the
slats of the police station’s window shutters was the city of
Kabesh: the chief port and capital of the North West African state
of Barbouria, which was situated on its sea coast between Morocco
and the Spanish Sahara, close to the Canary Islands. Its twisting,
dusty narrow streets, jumbled flat-rooftops and thrusting minarets,
populated by its strangely dressed natives, shimmered under the
baking sun.

‘Now we will
resume our consideration of your case in a civilized manner,’
Velasquez said, in his fluent but still accented English. ‘When I
permit you will be allowed to respond. When you do so it will be
without insulting me, do you understand?’

When Penny did
not answer swiftly enough, he nodded to the guards standing on
either side of her. The each reach out a hand, took hold of her
nipples and pinched and twisted them hard.

Penny yelped
and bit on her gag bar, feeling hot tears pricking the backs of her
eyes.

‘Do you
understand?’ Velasquez repeated.

Miserably she
nodded. The guards released her throbbing nipples.

‘You are a
divorcee,’ Velasquez continued. ‘You have come to Barbouria to
marry George Staunton, a fine English engineer doing great things
in our country and a man I know well and respect. He arranged for
you to stay in his house while he was detained longer than expected
on his work in the interior at Tikarah. He also asked me, as a
favour, to be your protector in his absence, as he explained in the
letter I handed to you on your arrival. He told you that in
Barbouria, a woman without a husband, brother or father, needed to
have a designated male who would take responsibility for her
actions. Did you read it?’

Penny
nodded.

‘However, you
took it upon yourself to stay in a hotel. And then you went for a
walk in our city unescorted. If only you had called me, I would
have been delighted to accompany you. Why did you do that?’

One of the
guards pulled the rubber gag bar from her lips and let it hang
under her chin so she could respond.

After what
Velasquez had said about George, Penny could not admit that she had
gone out on her own to make the most of her remaining days as a
free and independent woman. That would sound like she didn’t want
to marry him and she did. But it was complicated…

‘We… we are
not m… married yet,’ she stammered, struggling to speak calmly
despite her stomach-churning embarrassment, ‘I thought was more p…
proper. And I just went for a walk to see the sights. There was no
harm in it…’

‘What is
proper or harmful or not in Barbouria is not for you to decide,’
Velasquez said sternly. ‘And what happened next…?’

‘I… I was
pinched on my… b…bottom by a man in a black turban!’ Penny choked
out in disgust.

‘A Mr Rashman
Singh,’ Velasquez said, consulting his notes. ‘Seeing you were
un-escorted and were not wearing a veil or marriage rings, he
assumed you were therefore open to advances. He was simply showing
his appreciation for your posterior, which he particularly admired.
We are frank about such things in Barbouria.’

Penny wanted
to say that was disgusting, but her stinging nipples reminded her
of the consequences.

‘And what did
you do in response?’ Velasquez asked.

‘I… I slapped
him of course! He looked surprised and started shouting at me. I…
didn’t understand what he was saying… I was frightened.’

‘And this
caused a commotion which brought one of my constables to the scene
at to try to restore order. And then what did you do when he tried
to take you into custody?’

‘I… I may have
kicked him in the shins,’ Penny admitted.

‘You did…
twice… he has the bruises to prove it. This is a serious matter.
You have assaulted two of our citizens, one of them a police
officer, and caused public disorder. Now I must sort matters out
and, despite being your appointed protector, I must be strict and
impartial. I will do my best, but it is likely to George will
return to find you in prison facing trial and a large fine and
perhaps a public naked flogging. What will he think of his
prospective wife then?’

Penny looked
at him in horrified disbelief and sudden fear for her future. ‘No.
Please you can’t… not for a slap and a kick in the shins… that’s…
that’s barbaric!’

Velasquez’s
face darkened ominously. ‘Is that what you think of our country?
You add insult to injury! We may be small but we have our pride and
we have the right to enforce our laws as we see fit. Do you
agree?’

‘Y… yes…’ she
stammered ‘… I’m s… sorry… I didn’t mean to offend…’

‘But you have.
And now you must make amends. I’ll do my best to settle this matter
quickly and simply before George returns, although I warn you it
will not be painless. First, let us see if Mr Singh can be placated
and withdraw his charge of assault.’ He pressed a key on his
desktop intercom and spoke a few words in Barbourian. ‘I’m having
him sent in now,’ he told Penny.

Penny’s
stomach clenched once more and her cheeks burned afresh. She tugged
on her yoked hands and swayed from the wire ropes. ‘He… he can’t
see me like this!’ she wailed.

‘Yes he can,
Miss Dandridge. Indeed, it may be the sight of your pretty body
that will influence him to be forgiving…’

Rashman Singh
entered the room. He was a tall, swarthy man dressed in black robes
and a black turban. He had a full heavy beard, bushy eyebrows, a
hooked nose and darkly shadowed eyes. Those eyes lit up in approval
as he saw Penny standing yoked and naked before him. Penny
snivelled.

‘Mr Singh does
not speak English well so I will translate,’ Velasquez said, and
spoke a few words to him in the local language and Singh
replied.

‘He wants to
examine you properly,’ Velasquez said. ‘It would be a wise gesture
on your part if you invited him. Go on…’

The words
almost stuck in her throat. He had pinched her and this was his
reward! ‘P… please examine me… Mr Singh…’ Penny choked out.

Singh walked
around Penny’s trembling body and looking her up and down with deep
interest. He stroked her bottom and squeezed her thighs, as one
might assess the strength of an animal for sale, and then peered
intently into her face. She blushed furiously and lowered her eyes,
feeling sweat breaking out on her brow.

Then he cupped
and squeezed her breasts in his strong brown hands.

Penny gave an
involuntarily yelp. Velasquez held up his quirt meaningfully. She
bit her lip and said nothing. Just get it over with she
thought!

But Singh was
in no hurry. He was leisurely pinching and rubbing her prominent
nipples between his fingertips. And to her horror, they were
hardening and swelling at his touch and budding into little fleshy
mounds capped by cupolas of what suddenly felt like supersensitive
India rubber. At the same time, she was aware of an almost
forgotten tingling in her loins and warm slickness seeping between
the lips of her sex mouth. Her cheeks burned in shame but she could
not stop it.

Velasquez was
peering at her intently. He could see what was happening to her.
‘How long is it since you knew a man, Miss Dandridge?’ he asked
with devastating frankness.

A year, she
screamed in her head. A desert of shame and bitterness…

Singh’s hands
were working their way down her belly and into her groin. Only
Cyril had ever touched her there before and it had never felt like
this. Singh fluffed up her golden pubic curls and then found the
cleft buried under them like a stream cutting through a forest: a
stream that was rising moment by moment, threatening to burst its
banks.

Dizzy with
disbelief and utter humiliation, Penny shook her head. ‘No… no…
stop… you filthy creature… don’t touch me there… umphhh!’

Singh had
pulled the gag bar back up and into her mouth, stifling any further
protests. His right-hand continued to work in her hot sticky cleft,
probing its depths and toying with the swelling bud of her
clitoris, while his left cupped and pinched and squeezed her
breasts and nipples. He brought his wet fingers up to her face and
rubbed them over her cheeks and she smelt the guilty scent of her
own arousal.

His stiff
fingers were plunging and twisting within her tight passageway. His
thumb rubbed across her straining clitoris. Then he began to slap
her breasts so that they shivered like jellies and pinch and twist
and stretch her nipples even harder as if they really were rubber.
It hurt… and yet he did not hurt. She bit on her gag bar and moaned
incoherently. Four strange men were watching her giving into her
most primitive and base instincts and desires, as if she was some
animal on heat!

But instead of
quelling her excitement, that knowledge only seemed to stimulate
it. Her world had been turned upside down. How she had longed to be
touched… how she needed it… how she had to…

Ahhhhh! She
screamed about her gag bit as her loins burst and her most intimate
juices sprayed out over Mr Singh’s strong brown fingers as they dug
deep into her inflamed vagina.


Chapter
Two

 


When Penny
recovered her senses she was still yoked and gagged and swaying
weak-kneed from the wire ropes that suspended her from the ceiling.
Her breasts tingled and her pussy ached and dribbled. For a few
seconds she was aware only of the wonderful fading orgasmic glow
inside her. How long had it been since she had felt like that?

And then
recollection of the true nature of what she had done and the manner
in which it had been forced upon her came back and she burst into
tears.

The men in the
room hardly took any notice. Velasquez had removed his uniform
jacket and was now in his rolled shirt sleeves standing in front of
the desk with his quirt hooked to his belt talking to Singh, while
the police guards were looking at Penny with genial contempt and
evident lust. With her cheeks burning afresh, she wondered how many
times had they seen women reduced to her pitiful state before?

Singh and
Velasquez seemed to reach a consensus and Velasquez turned to her.
His manner seemed far less sympathetic than it had been before her
shameful display.

‘I have
agreed, as your protector, that Mister Singh should have you for an
hour, during which time he is allowed to beat your bare bottom, as
long as he does not cut your flesh, until you cry, and then couple
with you by whatever orifices he wishes. Then he will drop his
complaint against you. Do you understand and agree?’

Penny swayed,
feeling dizzy, hardly able to believe her ears, shocked beyond
normal outrage. This was madness! How could she possibly agree to
such a suggestion! She gurgled and shook her head frantically.

‘If you wished
for a gentler bargain, then you should not have demonstrated just
now your true lustful nature,’ Velasquez told her. ‘You resented
his fingers on your bottom so much that you caused a public
incident, yet an hour later you spend yourself over them while they
are playing with your breasts and probing your womanly parts. It
proves that your response to his original pinch was unreasonable
and puts you clearly in the wrong.’

Penny
whimpered in disbelief and frustration. He was making it sound as
though she was the one who had committed a crime! That was a
perversely twisted version of the facts leading to a ridiculous
conclusion. And yet, she had orgasmed…

Velasquez
continued. ‘If you were married it would be a different matter, but
as a single woman and a divorcee with no virginity to protect it’s
a perfectly reasonable compromise and far less unpleasant than the
alternative. What is a little beating? Surely, you have known such
things before. A flawless posterior such as yours must have been
beaten regularly by your former husband for pleasure alone if no
other reason.’

Penny moaned
and shook her head again.

Velasquez
looked surprised. ‘Really? I had no idea the English were quite so
sparing with their women. That might explain a lot. Nevertheless,
it is the only thing you have to offer to avoid imprisonment and a
trial with the consequences I have already explained.’

Penny thought
she was going to be sick. He really seemed to believe that it was a
reasonable offer. It was insane, incredible! How could George live
and work in such a place? And what about George? What would he
think if he ever found out?

She tried to
speak his name around the bit in her mouth. Velasquez seemed to
understand her. ‘That is up to you. If this matter is settled
privately then there is no reason in law for him ever to know. As
to the other matter, if you accept my guidance as you protector,
then I will not tell him about any further punishment you
receive.’

It was an
obscene and revolting bargain. Such a thing would never have
happened in England! But she was not in England.

She was alone
in a foreign land and that made it worse and yet also perhaps
easier to contemplate the unthinkable. She could not risk being put
in jail however absurd the charges against her were, yet that same
isolation and those same twisted customs also gave her chance to
escape such a fate, as long she was prepared to totally debase
herself. And yet had she not already taken a step in the direction?
As long as George never found out…

Feeling oddly
detached from her surroundings, as though it was a dream happening
to somebody else, Penny took a deep breath and nodded her
agreement.

‘Then I shall
take you somewhere you will not be disturbed,’ Velasquez said.

The guards
undid the spiked rubber garters so she could walk, making her sigh
with pathetic relief as the pain eased. However, this respite was
short lived. Shortening the elastic cords, they pulled them over
the top of the yoke and down over her chest and rebound the garters
about the roots of her breasts, jabbing their soft pillowy curves
with their little studs. The compression of the garters and the
tension of rubber cords lifted her breasts while also making them
balloon out in front of her. It was as if they had been mounted and
put on show!

‘Mister Singh
expects to see you suffer,’ Velasquez said, as though that was
reason enough for this further indignity.

Velasquez took
charge of Penny, undoing the hooks that held her yoke to the wire
ropes. Then he took hold of the handle at the back of her neck and
led her away with Singh following on behind. Her jutting bound
breasts jiggled slightly with every step, grinding against their
tormenting studs and making her eyes water. Pain and shame mingled
within her.

They went
through a side door into another room. It was lit by high narrow
barred windows. The rear third of the room was partitioned by a
wall of bars, through which she could see a narrow bed and a shiny
metal toilet. The rest was lined with rows of hooks and narrow
shelves which were hung and stacked with all manner of restraints
and punishment devices. Amongst them dangled and jutted shocking
phallic shapes. The smell of rubber, oiled metal and leather filled
the close air.

‘First you
must be properly prepared,’ Velasquez said.

He opened the
door of the cell at the back of the room. The bed had chains
fastened to its frame but otherwise was unremarkable. However, the
metal toilet was different.

‘It is the
latest device to ensure we keep our prisoners hygienically clean
and healthy,’ he said proudly. ‘You see, we are not as backward as
you think. And you will be one of the first to use it…’

There was what
looked like a drinking fountain on top of its low level cistern and
strange foot pedals on either side of the toilet bowl pedestal. The
rim of the bowl itself was ringed by pipes. There was no flush
chain or handle and no toilet tissue dispenser.

‘First, sit
down and relieve yourself,’ Velasquez said.

Penny could
hardly believe her ears. What? In front of them! She shook her
head.

Keeping hold
of the handle at the back of her yoke with one hand, he pushed her
face against the wall of bars, grinding her spike-bound breasts
painfully against them. With his other hand, he unhooked his quirt
and slashed it across her bare bottom three times in quick
succession. Penny squealed and yelped and twisted but there was no
escape, and all her struggles did was to punish her breasts
further.

When he was
done, Velasquez spoke sternly. ‘You must surrender your English
sensibilities, Miss Dandridge. Here we do not tolerate female
disobedience. Do as I tell you or you will get six more twice as
hard across your breasts.’ He released his grip on the yoke. ‘Now
sit on the toilet with your legs apart!’

And trembling
and snivelling she obeyed.

‘Now relieve
yourself!’

And with her
cheeks blazing in shame, Penny did so; her urine and faeces hissing
and plopping into the toilet bowl, acutely aware of the men’s eyes
upon her.

‘Now press
that peddle there,’ Velasquez told her when she was done.

She operated
the indicated peddle with her foot There was a hiss and jets of
cold water issued from under the toilet rim an d played up over her
groin, washing it clean, like a French bidet. It was surprising but
effective, and it soothed her smarting bottom flesh, even though it
left her pubic hair damp.

‘Now press
that peddle,’ Velasquez said.

A curved tube
extended from the front of the bowl rim and slid up into her
vagina. Penny gasped and squirmed as water flushed her vagina out.
It felt as if she had been impaled, not painfully but disturbingly,
by a huge hook and she would have pulled herself of it in alarm but
Velasquez’s quirt tapped her on the head, warning her to stay
put.

After ten
seconds, the flow turned off automatically.

‘Now press
that peddle,’ Velasquez said.

A second
curved nozzle extended from the back of the toilet bowl rim and
plunged up into her anus. Now she was hooked two ways. More water
hissed up into her depths and flushed her passageway clean. As the
flow ceased some valve clicked automatically and there was a surge
of a different kind in the tube and she felt some kind of slippery
grease being deposited within her. What was that for?

Both tubes
automatically withdrew from her body.

‘Now press
that peddle to flush the bowl,’ she was told.

She did so and
her wastes were flushed away. It was, she had to admit, hygienic
and efficient.

‘Now you are
ready to repay Mr Singh for your insult,’ Velasquez said, taking
her by the yoke and leading her back out of the cell.

In the middle
of the main room was a squat square section wooden post over a foot
along each side mounted on a shallow wooden base. It was capped by
a large, red vinyl-covered round cushion humped in the middle and
set on a wooden disk, making the whole thing look a little like a
monstrous toadstool. Spring hooks and rings dangled from the wooden
underside of the cushion. From opposite faces of the base of the
supporting post two metal brackets projected outward at ankle
height with cuffs on their ends. The whole thing stood just under
waist high.

Penny felt a
sick wave of fear pass through her as she realized its purpose.

‘You don’t
have to pretend to enjoy yourself, Miss Dandridge,’ Velasquez said.
‘You have made your choice and now you have no further say in the
matter until the bargain is concluded. So struggle all you like.
I’m sure it will add to Mister Singh’s enjoyment…’

Velasquez bent
Penny over the post so that its bulbous cushion top pressed up into
her lower stomach and slapped her thighs until she spread them
wide. Now exposed her groin overhung the rim of the cushion. He
drew up a sprung hook from under the cushion rim and attached it to
a tether ring on the front of the collar of her yoke so that its
tension held her in place. He pulled her legs under the dome rim
and strapped her ankles to the cuffs on the ends of its base
brackets. Now she was bent over like a hairpin with her heavy
breasts hanging down over the front of the cushion rim, while her
buttocks jutted out backwards, showing off their fullness while
exposing the soiled cleft peach of her pubic mound.

Velasquez
patted her naked outthrust buttocks, making her flinch.

‘You really do
have a delightful posterior, Miss Dandridge. George is a very lucky
man to have you. For the next hour, however, you belong to Mr
Singh. Meanwhile I will try to sort out some swifter form of
punishment for your other crime…’

And he left,
closing the door behind him.

Penny twisted
her head round fearfully and looked up into Singh’s triumphant
face. As their eyes met, he parted a fold in the front of his black
robes and released a straining erection: huge and brown and
terrifyingly masculine. She goggled at in horrified fascination as
it bobbed before her eyes, wanting to tear her gaze away but quite
unable to do so. A strange foreign man, who had already taken such
liberties with her, was now going to put his penis up inside her.
It was monstrous and obscene, but this was what she had agreed to.
As long as George never found out…

Singh took his
time, circling round her, patting and squeezing her buttocks and
investigating the cleft between them from this new angle. He pried
her buttocks apart so we could inspect the tight puckered mouth of
her anus, now slippery with grease. Her cheeks burned even
brighter. He could see absolutely everything…

Feeling sick,
Penny whimpered and squirmed at his touch, her clamped hands
balling into fists, chewing on the rubber bit in her mouth as she
pulled on the springs and straps that bound her over the post. But
there was no escape; only an increased appreciation of her
helplessness which gave her a strange dark thrill. She felt her
nipples standing up and her vulva warming again.

Then he pulled
the pins out of her bun of hair and uncurled it and let it fall
loose over her shoulders. Gently he stroked it, making her tremble.
Perhaps he had never touched blonde hair before. Had he ever seen a
white woman naked? Perhaps his curiosity was understandable…

Singh went to
one of the racks on the wall and selected something like an
oversized flyswatter with a rubber blade head and a springy cane
handle. He positioned himself behind her and laid the blade against
her flesh. Penny tensed, expecting the worst. He raised his arm and
brought the blade down with a crack against her right buttock
cheek, making her flesh ripple, and sending a crisp crack echoing
back from the walls of the small room. Although the cushion top was
well padded, its solid base and its supporting post gave her no
freedom of movement to ride the blow, so the full force penetrated
her bottom. Penny screamed and bit on her gag, feeling tears
pricking at the back of her eyes.

His arm rose
and brought the terrible blade down on her left cheek, flattening
that in turn. Then the blade skimmed across both cheeks together,
setting them quivering in agony. Then he swung the blade up from
below, making them jump again. This reflex caused her garter-bound
breasts to jiggle and slap against the rim of the post top, digging
the studs into her flesh again and again, making her shriek and
gurgle in pain. And with each smack and sob, Singh’s stiff penis
bobbed impatiently.

After a minute
of this cruelty, Penny was crying helplessly. Singh paused for a
moment to examine her cheeks curiously and then wipe the tears
away. He shook his head. It was not enough for him. He resumed his
beating, adjusting the angle of each blow so that every part of her
posterior received its fair share. Now her bottom felt as if it was
on fire. She was sure that if she could see it, it would be
glowing. Singh paused again to cup her burning cheeks and feel the
heat radiating from them. Then he smacked them again…

How many
smacks he gave her Penny was not sure. There just came a moment
when her burning bottom remained untouched while he traced the
course of the tears down her cheeks, and then he nodded. He was
satisfied she had suffered enough.

Thank God that
was over, Penny sobbed, blinking away her tears. But of course, he
was not done with her yet.

He took hold
of fistful of her hair and forced her head back so she had to look
him in the eye and he said gruffly. ‘You… be good… yes?’

Wretchedly she
nodded.

Would he be
better or worse than Cyril…oh God, what a thing to think!

Singh passed
his hand between her thighs to cup her vulva, and to her shame
Penny realized that she was intimately wet once more. How could she
respond to such brutality like this? He rubbed the slippery
moisture over her simmering buttocks as if it was a soothing balm
and she whimpered. Then he positioned himself between her legs and
took hold of her hips. With a grunt, he rammed his stiff penis up
into her dripping cleft, plunging into her intimate depths, and
opening up her passageway which had not been used like this for so
long…

His thighs
grated across her simmering buttocks, adding the zest of pain to
her penetration. A barbarian was inside her, using her for his
pleasure. The horror of it and the wonder of it! There was warmth
inside her that had nothing to do with her burning buttocks. It was
centred in her loins and growing steadily as he pumped back and
forth. Despite her earlier spend her vagina was responding,
clenching and squeezing on his shaft, almost as if she was
desperate to embrace it and savour its friction within her.

Her breasts
were jerking and heaving with his thrusts and then slapping back
against the vinyl cushion. Despite the pain of the garters, her
nipples were swollen hard. Then he bent over her and cupped and
squeezed them and they simmered and tingled in his strong grasp. He
was riding her to an orgasmic finish.

No! She could
not respond like this! Not like an animal… not like a scarlet
woman. And then his sperm blossomed inside her and she screamed
about her gag as her loins burst and a shocking orgasm tore through
her…

Penny did not
quite faint this time, but for timeless interval she seemed to
float detached from reality with her suffering suppressed as her
body was suffused with that intense primitive erotic delight that
she had not known for so long.

Then reality
returned and she recalled that she had spent herself over the penis
of a foreign man that was still lodged inside her. How could she,
how could she!

And then she
felt the shaft withdrawing from her and to her dismay felt her own
sheath clinging tightly to it as if unwilling to let it go. Then
Singh moved round her bound body to stand in front of her and he
looked down at her flushed and sweaty face. His penis was still
standing out stiff before him, still quite hard and now shiny with
her juices and his sperm. Then he took hold of a handful of her
golden hair and wiped it over his shaft.

A fresh wave
of sickness rose inside Penny. He was using her hair like a towel!
How filthy!

Still holding
onto a fistful of her hair with one hand, with the other he pulled
the gag bar out of her mouth. What was he doing? He pried her jaws
wide and motioned for her to keep them that way. ‘No… talk…’ he
grunted. Then he pushed his penis between her lips.

Penny almost
choked but he kept hold of her hair and she could not pull her
mouth off him. Did he expect her to clean him in this repulsive
way? He slapped her cheeks and began to work his hips back and
forth, driving his penis in an out of her mouth. In desperation she
licked and sucked on his soiled shaft, tasting his sperm and her
own juices.

She felt his
shaft swelling and hardening once more. Then he began to push
harder and deeper, filling her mouth and probing the back of her
throat. She almost gagged and coughed and struggled to breathe. He
was using her gullet like another vagina. He wanted to come inside
her mouth!

Penny coughed
and gasped and licked and sucked, using her tongue and lips to try
to keep the head of his penis from plunging all the way down her
throat. And in doing so, of course, she gave him just the pleasure
he wanted… Singh gasped and his penis pulsated and she felt and
tasted hot sperm spurt into the back of the mouth. She was almost
sick but she kept sucking on him and forcing herself to swallow it
down.

When he was at
last done, he sighed in satisfaction and patted the top of her head
and then pulled his penis out of her.

Her throat
felt sore and she could still taste him. How long would it take for
that strange tang to fade? But at least it was over…

Except that it
wasn’t.

Singh pushed
the gag bit back into her mouth. She noticed that his penis, even
though it had now been drained twice, was still semi-hard. He moved
round behind her and pried apart her sore buttocks once more.
Penny’s eyes bulged in horrified realisation and she whimpered and
shook her head. Oh no! Not there… that would be filthy and
unnatural…

Singh took
hold of her hips and forced the head of his penis into her greased
anus and flushed rectum, which the toilet had prepared for him. She
felt her sphincter giving way under the pressure and then opening
to allow its head slide up into her. It felt as if in a foot long
living rod was been forced up into her the deepest recesses of her
body grating along the underside of her spine and stretching her
entrails. It felt as if she was going to burst and she sobbed and
bit on her gag as fresh tears were squeezed from her eyes.

And then Singh
was buried inside her to the root of his penis and she felt as if
she had been skewered like a stuck pig. For the first time in her
life she was going to be sodomised.

He pulled out
a little way and her tightly stretched sphincter rolled down his
shaft. Then he thrust again and it rolled back, as if it was a
fleshy cylinder tightly plugged by its piston. He was using her for
his pleasure like a machine.

Unhurriedly he
rode her, thrusting in a regular rhythm, rocking her body gently
but steadily, grinding her bound breasts against the farther rim of
the cushion. He had drained himself twice already. It would take
time before he could ejaculate again. But she was going
nowhere…

Gradually the
steady rhythm soothed Penny’s fear and revulsion. Every thrust
grated against her sore bottom, but she found that was tolerable.
When it found that she was not being torn open by the presence of a
man’s shaft in her bottom her stretched sphincter relaxed slightly.
She felt her belly being pressed against the hump of the cushion
beneath her by the steady thrust and withdrawal of his hard penis
in her back passage. The pressure was squeezing the remains of his
sperm and her juices from her now unoccupied vagina. She was not
going to die, she told herself, with a kind of despairing relief.
She could survive this. As long as George never knew…

And then to
her horror she realized that she was becoming aroused once
more.

The pressure
of Singh’s penis in her rear was driving through her vulva from
within. Her cleft was spreading against the post cushion, exposing
her clitoris which was grating over the vinyl and treacherously
swelling in response.

Her breasts
were growing hot and heavy, swelling and punishing her through the
studs on the inside of their binding garters. Her nipples were
standing up like thimbles. What was happening to her?

Singh bent
over her and cusped and squeezed her simmering mounds as they
slowly heaved back and forth. He flicked her India rubber nipples
and she whimpered in primal delight and revulsion. Her vagina was
dripping; staining the hot plastic beneath her while her anal ring
was squeezing tight about him as he surged within her.

He was
thrusting harder, making her buttocks bulge and shiver, pounding
brutally into her bottom… and she was responding like an
animal.

His hot seed
boiled into her rectum and she felt her loins burst in
response.

No… not
again!

And then there
was only guilty blackness.

* * *

Singh’s penis
was no longer inside her bottom.

In her dizzy
confusion, Penny felt a brief terrible sense of loss. But it had
been there a moment ago. What had happened? Had she actually
fainted with orgasmic shock for a second time? From being
sodomised! No… how could she?

Singh was now
standing in front of her, wiping his soiled member clean on her
hair once again. How crude and contemptuous and revolting, she
thought dizzily, feeling a fleeting dark thrill of excitement. Then
he tucked it away again.

She felt
sticky wetness down the insides of her thighs and between her
simmering buttocks. Some of it was his sperm seeping out of her
cruelly abused anus, but the rest come from her.

Singh patted
her on the head like a dog and said in deep, guttural broken
English: ‘Remember… woman… I was the first…’

Then,
radiating an air of deep satisfaction, he left the room.

Yes, Penny
thought in desolation, he was first man to have her by every
orifice she possessed. Nothing would ever take that terrible prize
away from him. She felt so dirty! George must never know…

A few minutes
later Velasquez came back in, and Penny’s cheeks burned in fresh
shame and she moaned feebly as she realized the humiliating
spectacle she must make bound over the post with her rosy red
freshly spanked bottom and soiled thighs on display. Then she saw
he was not alone.

He was
accompanied by a pale-skinned, redheaded young woman perhaps a
couple of years younger than she was. She was totally naked except
for a metal collar locked about her neck, a pair of rope-soled
sandals, and a kind of veil made of an open mesh of fine golden
chains that hung from beneath her eyes across her cheeks and over
the bridge of her nose and symbolically covered the lower half of
her face. Large golden rings pierced her prominent red nipples and
a golden padlock hung between the soft inside curves of her thighs
where it pierced the cleft of her vulva, which had been totally
depilated of pubic hair. She was carrying a small cloth bag in one
hand

Velasquez was
leading her after him on leash like a dog, and she was following
him with quick steps and meekly lowered eyes.

Velasquez came
round to the front of the post and took hold of Penny’s chin and
lifted her head so that her red rimmed, tear-filled eyes could
focus upon him. ‘After consulting with my superiors it has been
decided that to pay for the crime of assaulting a police officer
and causing a public disturbance, which is an insult to our nation,
you will be sent to the Pits of Despair.’


Chapter
Three

 


The Pits of
Despair, sounded positively mediaeval and terrifying, Penny thought
dizzily, as her mind was divided between it and the shocking
spectacle of Velasquez’s companion.

‘This is
Marietta,’ Velasquez said, carelessly slapping the woman on her
bare bottom. ‘She is my concubine. As you have been sentenced to
the pits, I brought here to perform a necessary service for
you…’

A concubine,
Penny thought? A sex slave by any other name! What kind of place
was this where they treated women in this disgusting fashion?
Surely George could not know about any of this… could he? Her
nightmare was getting deeper and darker by the moment.

Velasquez was
freeing her from the toadstool post, but only so that he could turn
her over and re-bind her once again by her yoke and ankles this
time with her sore bottom resting on the bulbous vinyl cushion and
her body arched so that it lifted her hips into the air. Now her
legs were bent backwards under the post top and her groin was
raised towards the ceiling.

‘You will only
be in the pits for a week,’ Velasquez said as he refastened her
body. ‘If you are good, you will be back in time to welcome George
and he will never know of your little trouble. I will take you
there tomorrow morning, but first you must be properly prepared.
For reasons of hygiene women condemned the pits must be
shaved…’

For a moment
Penny could not make sense of his words. Shaved? Then she
understood and moaned and tugged on her bonds and shook her head.
But Velasquez ignored her, instead unclipping the leash from
Mariette’s collar.

Without a
word, Marietta opened her bag and set its contents out on Penny’s
palpitating stomach. There was a cloth and sponge, a pair of
scissors, a shaving brush, a safety razor, a pot of shaving soap
and another of cream. She went into the cell and used the water
fountain to wet the sponge and pot of shaving soap. Then she wiped
Penny’s vulva and pubic hair clean of Singh’s sperm and her spent
juices. Deftly she trimmed Penny’s golden curls, carefully saving
them in her bag. Then she soaped the remaining stubble and
carefully shaved it off. Penny whimpered as the blade passed over
her most intimate and sensitive organ, but Mariette had a sure
touch and did not even nick her flesh. When she was done, she
applied the cream she had brought to Penny’s freshly shaven vulva,
soothing her skin. Then she took out a small mirror from her bag
and held it up so Penny could see the results of her efforts.

Now she
understood what it was like to be truly naked.

‘You have a
fine deep and shapely cleft,’ Velasquez said, stroking Penny’s
newly exposed furrow in approval and ignoring her shiver of alarm.
‘It should not be concealed, even by such a pretty golden
fleece…’

Marietta put
her barbershop accessories back in her bag. Then Velasquez freed
Penny from the toadstool post and led her back into the cell.

‘Do not
speak,’ he commanded as he pulled out her gag bit and then pointed
to the toilet with his quirt. ‘You know what to do. Wash your mouth
out first…’

Meekly Penny
used the water fountain to wash out her mouth and then sat on the
seat to flush herself out once again front and back. In fact,
although her cheeks still burned in shame, it was a relief to feel
the sperm Singh had left inside her passageways washed away so
thoroughly. Afterwards the water quickly dripped off her new
“hygienically” shaven vulva and she did feel refreshed. Maybe one
day she would feel clean again. Perhaps in time she could pretend
this had never happened…

When she was
done, Vazquez pointed to something hung just above waist height on
the inside the cell bars that she had not fully taken in before. It
was a polished steel hopper, the tapering funnel of which fed into
a thin rubber tube. There was a sealed bag of waxed paper, about
the size of a pound sugar bag, sitting in the mouth of the
hopper.

‘Kneel under
that and take the tube in your mouth,’ he commanded.

Penny obeyed,
kneeling awkwardly and putting her lips to the mouth of the tube.
Velasquez opened up the bag the hopper had contained and tipped its
contents of moist brown pellets into the metal funnel, from where
they dropped down into the rubber tube.

‘Eat,’ he
commanded and Penny obeyed, sucking on the tube to draw out the
pellets in a steady flow. They tasted slightly sweet with a mingled
flavour she could not place but they were not unpleasant. Suddenly
she realized how hungry she was…

‘Specially
made food for prisoners and concubines,’ Velasquez explained as she
ate. Simple to prepare and eat, no need to use fingers or utensils,
containing all the nutrition needed to keep you healthy. Another
new innovation. You see how well we take care of you…’

He picked one
of the pellets out of the hopper and offered it on his flat palm to
Marietta, who had been watching silently and attentively. She
dipped her head and took it off his hand like a dog accepting a
treat from its master.

Penny felt
sick. He sounded almost proud of this creation, but it was slave
food by any other name. Wasn’t this how some farmers were feeding
animals nowadays? Nevertheless, Penny ate her ration
ravenously.

When she was
finished, Velasquez put her gag back in and then lead her over to
the bed.

‘I
occasionally keep women in here to try out new devices upon them,’
he explained. ‘As a favour to George, I will keep you here
overnight, so you do not have to be put in the city jail. I suspect
you would find the conditions there rather harsh and you would not
enjoy mixing with common criminals. Besides, the fewer people who
see you like this the better, yes?’

Penny nodded,
feeling a brief absurd flush of gratitude for his consideration. If
her shame could be kept as secret as possible then George would
never find out…

The bed was
narrow with an iron frame and covered by a single sheet with a
single pillow. There were no blankets but then she supposed it
would never get cold enough in here to need them. As she sat on the
bed she realized there was something under them protecting the
mattress. It felt like more of the vinyl fabric that covered the
toadstool post.

Velasquez laid
her on her back and then pulled chains across from the head of the
bed to click them to the tethering rings on the strut of her yoke.
Then he pulled her legs wide and secured them with buckled cuffs on
the ends of more lengths of chain. Lying on her back her
garter-bound breasts now stood up from her chest like soft pink
mushrooms, the pressure of their fleshy caps pressing the spikes
into their roots once again.

Velasquez
flicked them with his quirt, making them shiver and bob with a
heavy fluid motion. Penny whimpered.

‘Would you
like these taken off?’ he asked.

Penny nodded.
At least it seemed was not expected to sleep wearing the terrible
things.

Velasquez
snapped his fingers and Marietta carefully undid the garters and
released her breasts which flopped down naturally once more. For a
moment Marietta gazed at them in fascination and then dipped her
head and kissed Penny’s nipples, making her start in surprise. Then
Marietta knelt down silently by beside the bed as if patiently
waiting for something.

Velasquez
looked down at Penny’s bare body appreciatively for a moment and
then he opened the flies of his trousers. An olive-brown penis
sprang out stiff and erect, driven by a desire and need that must
have been gathering for some time.

Penny goggled
at it in horror and then shook her head and whimpered and began to
squirm frantically, but of course it was totally futile.

‘Through your
arrogance and carelessness you have made yourself a prisoner of the
state. This means I now have certain rights over your body. This
may not be how they do things in England, but this is not England.
Out of respect to George I am being gentle with you, but it would
be an unnatural for me not to take this opportunity to take some
personal pleasure from you…’

He flicked the
quirt across her wobbling breasts, making them jump and her yelp
and leaving a burning scarlet stripe behind it. As they came to
rest again, she felt her nipples standing up…

‘You are no
innocent virgin, so you will now offer yourself to me and strive to
please me like a woman should,’ he warned her.

Wretchedly,
Penny lay still, surrendering to the inevitable. Velasquez knelt on
the bed between the spread legs and lay across her and his hard
penis slid up into her aching vagina, filling it to the hilt.
Hating herself, Penny squeezed her sheath tight about it in a
mockery of welcome. He began to ride her powerfully and assuredly.
The metal frame of the bed creaked while the front of his shirt
grated over her sore breasts, flattening them under his weight. She
looked up into his dark, hard sharp eyes and saw only masterful
delight. Were all Barbourian men like this?

At least he
did not take long to climax. With a satisfied grunt, Velasquez
spouted inside her and she felt a brief shocking frisson of illicit
delight in return – more shame for her to bury. But at least it was
over.

No, not
quite…

Velasquez
pulled out of her and stood up. Immediately Marietta, who had been
watching all this attentively while kneeling beside the bed,
shuffled forward and took his semi-hard penis, now slippery with
Penny’s juices, in her mouth and lovingly licked his penis
clean.

When she was
done, Velasquez snapped his fingers and pointed at Penny’s inflamed
cleft, now dribbling onto the sheets.

Immediately
Marietta clambered onto the bed and dipped her head between Penny’s
sweaty thighs and licked her master sperm out of her hot furrow,
while Penny screwed up her eyes and sobbed quietly, finally
overcome by shame, disgust and despair.

* * *

Penny spent
the night in the tiny cell, snatching sleep when she could and
waking in a cold sweat from the confused dreams. During the
sleepless hours in between, she felt her mood swinging from terror,
through disbelief and denial to burning indignation and then back
again.

How dare they
treat her like this? What was even worse: how could she respond the
way she had! And what were the “Pits of Despair”? If what she had
endured so far was an example of Barbourian justice, then what
awaited her there? But over and over again, her fears and
recriminations reduced down to the single thought that sustained
her: as long as George never finds out…

 



Chapter
Four

 


Early the next
morning Penny was locked in the back of a small battered police van
being driven by Velasquez along a desert road out of the city.

She was seated
on a wooden slatted bench with a chain leash that was clipped to
her yoke fastened to a ring bolted to the side panel of the van
behind her. She was still naked except that the addition of simple
rope-soled sandals to protect her feet. The efficient and versatile
yoke was still locked about her neck, imprisoning her hands and its
rubber gag bit was once more clamped between her teeth. The garter
bands were bound about the roots of her breasts again, pricking her
each time the van went over a bump. Perhaps they were there to
dissuade her from thinking of making an escape attempt. Running
wearing them would have been acutely painful, even without the new
device that had been fitted to her.

A belt had
buckled about waist. From the front of it hung a chain comprising
of rubber links alternating with metal spiked links, just like
those one might see in a spiked park fence. This strange and
fearsome chain ran down between her thighs and cut into the naked
cleft of her vulva. The end of the chain emerged from between her
buttocks where it connected to a yard of wire rope that passed
through a ring suspended from the back of the belt. Its end was
fastened to a metal hoop that hooked into holes drilled into the
sides of what looked like an ancient metal cannonball. Quite
literally, her vagina had been fitted with a ball and chain!

She had walked
a few steps wearing the groin chain when she had clambered up into
the van in the police station yard, and that had been humiliating
and painful enough. She shivered at the thought of attempting to
run while dragging it behind her.

Velasquez had
laughed at her discomfort. ‘What do you think of our new pussy
chains, Miss Dandridge? They are effective, are they not? No danger
of you trying to escape while wearing one of them…’

But even
sitting still in a pussy chain, as he so crudely called it, was an
ordeal. With every bump of the rough road, the metal spikes ground
into her cleft, humiliatingly making her vulva lubricate in
response to try to ease this unnatural stimulation. Her juices
already stained the slats of the seat beneath her, which she had
noted miserably already bore ancient stains of its own. How many
more women had Velasquez transported like this before her? What a
beastly country!

To add her
discomfort, although it was still early in the morning, the van’s
interior heated rapidly. In the dimly lit stuffy rear compartment,
Penny turned over her thoughts as morbidly she watched the sweat
dripping off her nipples as her breasts jiggled with the bumps in
the road. Velasquez had implied that he was friends with George,
but surely he could not know how he treated an innocent
Englishwoman. And the perverse truth was that he would never hear
the truth of it from her. She was already a divorcee with an
unhappy past. She dare not risk such an admission, however innocent
she had been, in case it made him think again about their match.
She must not lose him…

But to achieve
that goal she had to survive a week in the pits of despair. What
were they?

* * *

After about
twenty minutes driving, the van came to a halt. The engine was
turned off and Velasquez opened the rear doors. He unhooked Penny’s
leash from the side of the van, picked up her pussy ball chain and
dragged her outside.

Penny blinked
in the brilliant sunlight, suddenly acutely aware of the shameful
state of her bondage and exposure, fearing somebody would see her.
But there was nobody in sight.

She was in a
natural sandy-floored gully cutting into the side of what seemed to
be a low rocky massif of orange and yellow sandstone. A ragged belt
of blue sky high above her head together with sunlight reflecting
off the top edges of the cleft illuminated the scene. The floor of
the cleft was cut across with many tire tracks but only an American
jeep and a foreign car of some type she did not recognise were
parked nearby and they were both empty.

Apart from the
narrow winding way they had come in between the rugged cliff faces,
there was only one other visible exit from the narrowing end of the
gulley. A ramp had been cut into the rock leading up to a cleft
between the opposing cliff faces, which seemed to pinch together
about it. In the rock beneath this ramp was a rough hewn doorway
closed with a heavy metal barred grille.

Velasquez
jerked on Penny’s leash chain and led her up the ramp. Penny
whimpered as she followed in his footsteps. Her bound breasts
jiggled and wobbled with each step, while and the chain passing
between her legs did its worst. As it was drawn tight and the heavy
metal ball weight began to roll along at her heels, the rubber
links stretched and contracted, gouging the metal spikes set
between them into her furrow. They were not small enough or sharp
enough to actually cut her flesh, but they dug and twisted and
rubbed into her most sensitive organ, generating a terrible
confusing surge of perverse arousal within her loins. After a few
steps she was lubricating freely and dripping about the chain and
down the insides of her thighs.

In its way it
was horribly effective. She would not dare contemplate running away
with it still attached to her.

And so in this
painful manner, Penny made her way up the ramp after Velasquez
until they reached the narrow cleft in the rocks, where they
halted. Beyond this point she saw that the gully forked into two
branches about a higher central peak. Both channels cut through the
rocky hillside and wound away out of sight. Below her the natural
wall on which she stood appeared to be sheer, falling away on the
other side into the left hand cleft.

‘Welcome to
the Pits of Despair,’ Velasquez said grandly. ‘Originally it was a
wadi or gully cut into the rock by water and wind and later
enlarged by man. Some call it Africa’s Western Petra, although it
is not as grand. Hundreds of years ago, this place was used as a
retreat and hideout by the Barbary pirates who once ruled this
coast. They improved and extended what nature had created,
hollowing out many caves in the rock walls.

‘There are
seven distinct sections to the wadi where it widens out and larger
dwellings were created. Naturally, the pirates took female captives
with them to help pass the time. It gained such a reputation for
their suffering that prisoners sent here were said to be consigned
to the pits of despair. Recently it has been renovated and
modernised. Now each pit can be rented by paying guests, both local
and foreign, who have bought the rights to amuse themselves with
female criminals and those requiring correction that we supply to
them. They deliver the discipline you deserve and we profit from
it.’

Penny was
looking at him in horror and disgust as the full meaning of his
words sunk in. They were renting out these pits to rich people to
exploit the helplessness of female prisoners for profit? How
barbaric! But then given the history of this country, what did she
expect?

Velasquez saw
the look of disapproval on her face and read her thoughts. ‘Do not
judge us by your modern values, Miss Dandridge. Our pirate
ancestors did nothing worse than your British Empire in its heyday.
Now we are a small country making our way in the world as best we
can, using whatever resources come our way…’ he reached out and
cupped and squeezed her bare bound breasts, making her shudder ‘…
be they ancient stone or young living flesh.’ He pinched and
twisted her nipples painfully until she whimpered. ‘I’m not asking
you to approve of it, but do you understand?’

Desperately
she nodded. He let go of her nipples.

‘Each pit is
separated from the others by gates controlled by the master’s,’ he
continued. ‘When they are in place you will have to enter the side
chambers if you wish to continue on. You will only be allowed out
again after you have entertained each pit master in turn. For
obvious reasons, they will each be masked and anonymous, and any
names they may choose to give you will of course be false. Each
master can keep you for a day and do more or less what they wish
with you with the devices provided, just as Mr Singh did, as long
as they leave no permanent marks. The pits join to form a circle to
bring you back here again. The last one connects with the gate
beneath us. For you that is the only way out. When you leave
through that gate your punishment for resisting arrest and injuring
a police officer will be completed. Then, as your official
protector, I will take you back to the city and ensure you are kept
safe and secure until George returns. After that, you will be his
responsibility…’

Seven days
until this nightmare was over! At least that gave her something to
hope for, although what horrors and perversions awaited her between
now and then she could only guess. She would soon find out…

‘Now you will
enter the first pit,’ Velasquez told her.

He led her
along the little path that ran along the top of the wall until they
came to a metal frame that resembled a small crane. It was fitted
with a hand winch and a drum of wire rope and was set on a
swivelling base bolted to the rock. The end of its rope dangled
from a pulley on the end of the jib higher than her head and was
connected to a metal bracket with a pair of spring hooks dangling
from it.

Velazquez had
her stand under the bracket while he fastened the hooks to the
rings on her yoke strut, as it had been linked to the electric
pulley in the ceiling of his office the day before. When she was
secure, Velasquez cranked the winch handle. The bracket rose,
pulling the yoke cuffs that enclosed her neck and wrists upwards
until it lifted her off her feet so that her sandals were hanging
in mid air. Then he swung the crane jib outward, dragging her over
the side of the path so that she hung over the mouth of the gulley
beyond. The metal ball rolled off the path after her and dropped
until its chain hanging between her legs jerked it to a halt.

Penny screamed
and bit on her gag bar at the sudden yank on the links of chain
running through her cleft, softened only by the elastic give of the
rubber links in the chain that spread the shock out. She dangled
over the cliff-side with the weight of the terrible metal ball
transmitted through its chain cutting up into her groin with her
feet kicking wildly in mid air. Her entire body weight plus that of
the metal ball was taken by the cuffs about her neck and wrists
which were cutting into her flesh. She felt as if her hands and
head were going to be pulled off her body at any moment.

Gripped by
panic and consumed by fear and pain her bladder gave way. She peed
about the terrible links cutting into her groin and it squirted
messily about them and over the insides of her thighs to fall in a
sparkling patter of droplets to the sand beneath her.

Velasquez
admired the spectacle she made and her humiliating and disgraceful
loss of control for a moment and then asked: ‘Do promise to be a
good girl and please each of your Masters in the pits, Miss
Dandridge?’

But Penny was
too consumed with gurgling in fear and kicking her feet in the air
as if trying to find some invisible foothold to respond. He
unhooked his quirt and reached out and smacked her churning bare
buttocks with it. She shrieked in pain and nodded her head
frantically as far as the terrible pressure on her neck allowed,
while still sobbing and moaning. At that moment she would have
agreed to anything.

Velasquez
turned the crank handle and lowered her down the sheer wall until
the metal ball sank into a soft pile of sand. The relief as its
weight eased the tension in the terrible chain cutting through her
groin was indescribable.

Her feet then
touched the ground. As her weight came off the bracket, the sprung
hooks that had been supporting her opened automatically. She sat
down hard on her bottom, digging the chain spikes into her groin
one last time, and then toppled onto her side. The wire rope wound
up again and the crane jib swung out of sight, along with
Velasquez’s head. There was no return by that means. The only way
out was forward – through the Pits of Despair.

* * *

For a minute,
Penny lay where she had fallen, with sand clinging uncomfortably to
her wet bottom, snivelling pitifully as she struggled not let
herself be consumed by fear and misery. Then with an effort, she
scrambled to her feet and took in her surroundings.

The gully of
the first pit, with its sculpted wind-scoured walls, was about
fifty yards long by twenty across at its widest. At the far end
where it narrowed again she could see a sliding solid metal gate
topped by spiked railings. There were several dark round and oval
openings cut into the cliff walls on both sides of the gully at
different heights, which might have been windows. All were
barred.

Everything was
still and silent in the baking air. But were there unseen eyes
behind the windows watching her even now? She shivered.

Lower down the
rock walls there were a few larger openings served by ramps and
flights of steps closed by metal doors and grilles. Only one door
on her left at the top of a short ramp stood invitingly open.

She had no
choice. She could not stay out here. She had to deliver herself
naked and shamefully bound into the hands of the master of the
pit.

Penny shuffled
towards the door, towing the terrible pussy ball behind her,
wincing as it rolled and bounced along and tugged the spiked chain
in her cleft. Her bound breasts bobbed and jiggled as they jutted
out before her, as offering themselves up for misuse. What a
pitiful and degrading spectacle she made. Presumably that was the
idea…

She climbed
the ramp and peered fearfully through the open doorway. Beyond was
a rounded smooth stone passageway that sloped upwards as it plunged
deep into the rock. Its floor had been smoothly levelled while its
upper curves had been painted with whitewash to reflect the light.
There were modern electric bulbs set in the ceiling, which seemed
incongruous in this setting.

Should she
announce herself somehow? With her mouth gagged she could not speak
and there was no doorbell to ring, but simply walking in seemed
rude. And she realized how totally ridiculous her concerns were.
This was not England and the rules were different here.

Laboriously,
Penny climbed the passageway with the terrible pussy ball rattling
along behind her until she came to a kind of landing and turned a
corner into a large chamber.

Its high domed
ceiling was also whitewashed, scattering light from a couple of the
oval windows she had seen from outside which were set in deep
recesses that pierced one wall. Local woven rush mats covered the
floor. There were other heavy closed doors leading off the room and
in an alcove was a gleaming metal toilet just like that in
Velasquez’s cell. In the middle of the room was a heavy black
wooden high-backed chair with a strange open seat. The chair frame
was hung with leather straps and coiled wires and spring clips.
These were connected to electric cables that ran across to a
lectern that stood next to it supporting a control panel covered in
dials, knobs and switches. Facing the chair was a camera mounted on
a tripod and there were photographic spotlights reflectors and
dotted around it.

But these
details Penny only had to time to take in at a glance. Her
attention was occupied by the hooded man standing waiting for her.
He was not quite what she had expected.

He wore a
check-pattern shirt of soft cotton, blue jeans and cowboy boots.
His head was covered by a baggy white hood with slots cut in it for
his eyes and mouth. Hanging from his broad leather belt was a
curious device with a heavy cylindrical handle complete with a
switch, rather like a hand torch, a slender shaft and a small
twin-pronged head. Everything but the shiny but blunt metal caps on
the tips of the prongs was covered in black rubber.

‘They tell me
you’re called Penny,’ he said, speaking with a broad American
drawl. ‘Well you can call me Uncle Sam – at least you can when I
unstop that pretty mouth of yours.’

Penny stomach
churned but she knew there was nowhere to run. Trying not to let
her fear show, she stood up as straight and proud as she could
manage. The yolk held her arms up and out from her body, displaying
her breasts, while the cruel chain cutting through her groin forced
her to stand with her legs apart, unwillingly displaying herself to
his gaze. She knew what he was going to do to her, but despite the
horror, she felt her nipples pricking up and her loins
tingling.

Uncle Sam
walked around her looking up and down with approval, as if he was
inspecting some animal in a livestock show. He patted her bottom,
squeezed her breasts and flicked her nipples, chucked her chin and
stroked her hair. And she shivered and flinched at his touch,
biting on her gag bit. Then he unbuckled the ball chain belt and
took the terrible thing off her. His hand slid between her parted
thighs and explored the hot sticky folds of her shaven vulva and
the cleft of her buttocks.

‘Very fine,’
he said. ‘Top quality white woman flesh on show the way I like it:
buck naked. I’m gonna have a lot of fun with you…’

Penny felt
sick and thought she was going to faint. Just get it over with, she
pleaded silently.

He took hold
of her hair and led across to the big chair. It looked even more
sinister up close, and now she saw there was some kind of device
underneath its hollow seat that was also connected to the control
console.

Uncle Sam sat
her down on the chair, with her knees spread wide. It was strange
to feel her buttocks and thighs virtually unsupported. It also
meant that her groin was exposed to the device lurking beneath the
chair.

He pulled
heavy straps over her ankles, pressing her heels and calves against
the stout front legs of the chair. Then he pulled more straps over
her thighs, pulling her knees out to the sides of the hollow chair
seat. A single large strap feeding through from the back of the
chair went across her stomach.

Only now did
he unfasten her from her yoke. For the first time in almost a day,
its weight was lifted from her shoulders and her arms were freed
and she could bend her elbows and straighten them painfully. The
terrible spiked garters were unbound from her breasts which could
hang naturally once more. Looking down and fearing she had been
scarred by their studs, Penny saw only pale sweaty bands with
indentations in them that pricked and tingled as blood returned. It
had felt so much worse. Her bit gag came out with the yoke and her
mouth was free.

Uncle Sam
pressed his finger to her lips to warn her not to speak. ‘Don’t say
anything now, Penny: you’ll have your chance to sing for me
later…’

He pressed her
hands down flat onto the heavy armrests of the chair and secured
more buckles over her wrists and elbows. Another broad strap went
across the high back of the chair over the front of her neck,
pressing against her throat and lifting her head up. A rubber ball
on an elastic cord was pulled across the chair back to plug her
mouth again. A pair of brackets slid out of the chair back on
either side of her head that pressed rubber pads against her
temples, holding it facing forwards.

Uncle Sam
stood back for a moment as if to admire the picture of helpless
exposure she now made. Penny squirmed and strained against the
straps but she could hardly do more than wiggle her fingers and
toes.

Then he began
wiring her to the chair.

He fastened
pairs of crocodile clips trailing coiled electric cables to her
nipples and to her outer labia. Her eyes watered as the sharp teeth
bit into her tender flesh. A single smaller clip and lighter cable
he fastened to the hood of her clitoris, making her yelp in fear
and fresh pain. Then he adjusted the device underneath the chair.
Penny rolled her eyes trying to look downwards between her spread
thighs and saw a pair of heavily ribbed and studded metal rods
extending upwards. She groaned and bit on her gag as she felt them
penetrating her anus and vagina, the ribs and studs grating against
her sphincter and the sides of her passageways. She felt her vagina
begin to lubricate in self defence once more.

When he was
done and she was fully wired and impaled, Uncle Sam checked her
bonds again. Then he went to the camera tripod and began taking
pictures of her. Methodically he moved the camera around and
adjusted the lighting to capture images of her from different
angles.

‘You look so
fine seated there like that, like a queen on a throne, I want
something to remember you by,’ he explained as he worked.

Penny
snivelled as a fresh sense of shame overcame her. Not only was he
planning some terrible torment for her, he was going to record it
for inclusion in some obscene photograph album. Would he keep the
pictures to himself or would he show them to other people? How many
strange eyes would gloat over images of her suffering in years to
come?

When he was
done, Uncle Sam moved to the control console and began adjusting
dials and throwing switches.

‘Now things
are going to get really painful for you in a minute, Penny,’ he
warned her. ‘But when they do, I don’t want you to try to be brave.
I want you to struggle and cry all you like. I enjoy seeing women
crying. It means you’re pouring out your insides and it’s honest
and intimate. Then, when you’re properly tenderised, like a side of
meat, I’ll give you a chance to speak. And then you’ll tell me
everything. You see, I don’t like having my women just naked on the
outside; I like to have them naked on the inside as well. I don’t
mean just screwing your pretty holes: I’ll be doing that as well of
course. I mean having fun breaking them down and getting inside
their brains and finding out all their secrets. In a few hours,
I’ll know everything about you. That’s real closeness, you know
what I mean? How many men know their women like that?’

His plan was
revolting and terrifying, but he was right. How many men knew their
women that deeply? For that matter, how many women knew their men
that well? If only she had known better in the past she would
have…

Uncle Sam
pressed a final button and Penny screamed about her gag.

Stabbing jolts
of electric current tore through her clipped nipples and seared
into her clamped labia. The ribbed rods plugged into her vagina and
rectum began to pump up and down at the same time delivering their
own hammer blows of electric fire. Her wildly over-stimulated
muscles caused her body to convulsive and jerk frantically, making
her breasts bounce as she strained against her many straps. Leather
and wood creaked, but she remained bound to the chair.

‘Don’t fight
it, Penny,’ Uncle Sam said. ‘Embrace the pain…’

The muscles of
her anal sphincter and vaginal sheath clenched wildly about the
pumping ribbed rods as they delivered their relentless jolts of
pain deep into her body. It was as if she was being violated by a
pair of metal penises. In a helpless instinctive response her
juices flowed wildly, dripping over them to ease their passage
within her, as if welcoming their penetration.

And then the
clip biting into her clitoris delivered its own special jolt of
pain and directly into her most sensitive organ. And it was
terrible and wonderful and almost unbelievable and she never wanted
to feel it again. But that fear immediately became a longing for
more of the same so she could convince herself that had been that
bad.

And so on and
on it went.

She reeled
under the onslaught of the jolts of intimate pain, the tingling
after-shocks, the convulsions, the pumping metal pistons and the
relentless inner clenchings. Her nipples felt ready to burst and
her vulva seemed to be on fire. Saliva dribbled from the corners of
her mouth around straps of her gag that she was biting on
continuously and dripped onto the pale upper slopes of her heaving
breasts. The mechanism driving the pistons into her anus and rectum
was covered with splashes of her juices which frothed and bubbled
about the pumping shafts.

She was going
to die, she knew it!

And then her
loins exploded and she fainted in a perverted confluence of agony
and orgasmic delight.

* * *

The next thing
Penny knew, Uncle Sam was bending over her splashing water from a
tin cup over her face to revive her.

She was still
tightly bound the terrible chair and felt utterly drained. The
crocodile clips were still in place but no longer shocking her and
the piston rods were motionless, but her body was tingling and
aching inside and out. Then the memory of her ordeal returned. Had
she really climaxed at the height of her pain? What was this place
doing to her?

When he saw
she was conscious, Uncle Sam pulled her gag out and gave her a
drink from the cup.

‘You were
beautiful, you know that. The Queen of Pain… no, the Empress of
Agony. And then you came, which is just as it should be. I never
saw anybody looking more alive. That was truly amazing… ‘

And the
terrifying thing was he seemed genuinely to mean it. How had
enjoyed putting her through such a terrible torment. What kind of
man was he under that hood? She knew she should hate him for it,
but at that moment she did not have the strength or willpower. The
very idea of opposing him in any way was beyond her.

‘Th… thank
you… Uncle Sam…’ she said meekly.

‘Now you’re
going to strip your mind naked and tell me everything I want to
know, aren’t you?’ he said.

‘Yes, Uncle
Sam,’ she promised obediently.

‘Because you
don’t want me to turn the juice on again, do you?’

‘No, Uncle
Sam,’ she agreed.

‘First, I’m
curious as to how a lovely English lady like you came to be in
Barbouria alone without a man and got yourself into trouble with
the authorities. I don’t see any ring on your finger, but you must
be twenty four or five, and I can’t imagine you’re not married.
Tell Uncle Sam everything…’

And to her
amazement, she did.

He had torn
down her defences and temporarily crushed her will to resist. She
had nothing to hide from him inside or out. She didn’t think to
question why he would want to know, she simply told him everything.
Perhaps her dire situation gave her an excuse to confess to
somebody which she had wanted to do for so long. She knew he could
force it out of her so there was no point in resisting. It was a
betrayal of personal confidences but George would understand…
except that he would never, ever know! Perhaps an anonymous
stranger was an ideal confessor. All she knew was that the words
tumbled out of her without any need for prompting…

‘I… I was
married to a man named Clive. He was handsome and seemed so suave
and capable at first. I only found out too late that he was a
fraud. He drank and he gambled and he wasted his money and then
mine. So I had to divorce him. But then he started rumours about me
and made it seem as though I was the one at fault and had cheated
on him and given the money to my secret lovers and was now trying
to cover it up by blaming him. And he was so convincing and
plausible that many people believed him. Even the lawyers said I
might not win my case if I tried to sue him for damages. I had no
close family and was losing what little money I had left and my
friends. I had to find somebody else…’

‘And who did
you find?’ Uncle Sam asked.

‘A man named
George. A mutual friend introduced us. He was so different from
Clive in every way: solid, reliable, practical, not particularly
handsome or exciting, but safe. He’s an engineer who works all over
the world. He was only back in London for a short while which was
when we met. He isn’t rich, but he is comfortably off with the
money he’d made himself. He said he got lonely, sometimes, working
away from home in strange countries. I could tell he liked me and
he didn’t seem to mind about the rumours about me. Maybe I lead him
on a bit… I know I’m better looking than any woman he’d attract
normally. I didn’t fall in love with him at first sight or any
nonsense like that, but there was something reassuring about him.
Being married to him wouldn’t be a wild romance, but I knew I would
be secure. And at that moment, that was what I really wanted.

‘Then he had
to go to Barbouria on another job. And he said why didn’t I follow
him and we could get married out here. That was better than having
a wedding in London with people still suspecting me of being a
cheating scarlet woman…’

Then Penny’s
dread returned. ‘George must never know about this,’ she said. ‘Not
the trouble I got into with the police. It was all nonsense, but he
might think I was just as bad as Clive painted me.’

‘Now why
should he do that, Penny?’

‘He knew all
about Clive, but at least I was properly married to him. He knew I
wasn’t pure in that way. But now two strange men have used me for
sex… and I got excited… I h… had orgasms. I didn’t mean to… I
couldn’t help it! I hadn’t had sex for so long and now I can’t
stop. Maybe I really am a slut… like Clive said,’ she finished
despairingly.

‘Any woman can
be made to orgasm if they’re handled in the right way, Penny.
That’s natural. You came with my shock rods up inside you didn’t
you? It just took the right stimulation. And so what if you do
enjoy a bit of rough handling? That doesn’t mean you’re being
unfaithful to George.

‘But… if he
finds out how dirty I am now… maybe he won’t want me any more.’

‘That’s up to
you. Just remember you’re not being given any choice. Don’t feel
guilty about getting what pleasure you can out of a situation you
can’t control. Enjoy the trip even if you’re not going to the
destination you planned. That’s how women have survived for
thousands of years. Like in a few minutes you’re going to beg me to
screw you and you won’t be able to help it…’

And with that,
he moved around behind the big chair. She heard latches clicking
open and then the whole chair tilted forward, carrying her with it.
There were hinges in the wooden panel on which it rested just in
front of her toes and it pivoted about those. She felt the shock
rods being pulled out of her vagina and rectum with sucking,
popping noises, leaving her feeling empty inside.

The chair
swung forward through more than ninety degrees until it came to
rest again, braced on the knobs on ends of its heavy armrests, with
her nose hanging only inches from the floor. Now her bare bottom
and aching groin was facing upwards, framed by the rim of the
hollow chair seat.

Uncle Sam
rolled the platform on which the shock rod motor rested aside so he
could stand in its place. He freed the crocodile clips from her
labia and clitoris and stroked and patted her bottom and rubbed his
fingers into the wet cleft of her vulva. She shuddered
helplessly.

‘You’ve got a
great arse and a lovely pussy, Penny,’ he said.

‘Th… thank
you.’

‘And now
you’re going to beg me to screw them.’

For a moment
that sounded perfect. Briefly she could blot out her fears in a
haze of lust. Then she gathered her feeble resolve. ‘I… I can’t
ask, Un… Uncle Sam… not just like that.’

‘I promise
I’ll be better than George.’

‘I wouldn’t
know what is like… we’ve never…made love. I’ve not had any man
since Clive… until yesterday…’

‘How long was
that?’

‘Over a
year.’

‘That’s a long
time for a passionate woman to go without. But I’m sure George
would understand if you were given no choice; say if it was to save
you from more pain. Do you want to be given no choice?’

Her resolve
crumbled again. ‘Yes please…’

He unhitched
the thing that had been hanging from his belt and pushed it down
between her splayed legs until its tip waved about in front of her
face. ‘This is an electric cattle prod,’ he told her. ‘It giddies
them along and gets them moving in the direction you want. And what
works for cattle works for women…’

He prodded the
twin prongs of the rod into the undersides of her dangling breasts
and dragged it down her belly and through the wet furrow of her sex
where he twisted it almost lovingly inside her.

‘A little
persuasion coming up…’ he told her.

Penny shrieked
as the electric spark burned deep in her pussy. She felt her sheath
clenching about it as if in desperate desire. Then the agony was
gone, leaving its tingling throbbing ghost behind, while she sobbed
and her tears dripping onto the floor in front of her face.

‘Do you want
more of the same?’

‘N… no… Uncle
Sam.’

‘So beg me to
screw you.’

‘Per… Please,
Uncle Sam, will you screw my p… pussy and my bottom hole… Please…
both of them…’

And then a
perverse, shocking but frighteningly rational idea came to her.
Yes, that was how she could make it all right with herself. It
would prove she was genuine about George, even if he never knew.
She would not deceive him like Clive had her. It was the only
sacrifice she could make that made sense of this nightmare
situation.

‘But do it
hard so I won’t like it,’ she continued. ‘Don’t be kind… I don’t
want to enjoy any of this… I’ll only…c…cum if you make me. Do you
hear me, Uncle Sam? Hurt me, please!’

The cattle
prod jabbed into her right buttock and crackled and sparked and she
screamed. Then he jabbed it deep into her left cheek and she
screamed again. Then she felt the head of his cock plunged into her
pussy and he began to ride her hard. The frame of the chair
creaked. Then he pulled out of her vagina and plunged into her
bruised anus, which hurt even more.

Yes, he was
bruising her and yes, he was using her like a piece of meat. That
was what she had asked for…

Uncle Sam
pulled out of her clinging backside and plunged back into her pussy
again. How filthy that made her feel, yet her nipples were
throbbing inflamed in the bite of their crocodile clips. She was
punishing herself for her arousal. I’m doing this for you,
George…

She felt Uncle
Sam’s hot sperm exploding inside her and then she responded with a
shudder, spraying her juices out over his pumping cock. Something
burst in her head and she fainted once again.

* * *

When Penny
recovered, Uncle Sam was slumped over the back of her up-ended
chair, still panting heavily, still lodged inside her, while their
mingled juices dripped out of her ravaged pussy and over her lower
stomach.

Her mind spun.
That had been a fantastic orgasm. She could not escape that fact.
It satisfied some deep need inside her that she still did not
understand and even feared. But she had not asked for it, which was
more important. It had been forced upon her and taken from her. It
was her offering to the truth: her gift to George to prove she was
worthy.

It had been
the right thing to do for the sake of her conscience, but it had
not been easy. She was genuinely hurt and soiled inside and out.
And she would have to do it again and again. This was just the
first pit. Could she survive six more?

 



Chapter
Five

 


After he had
sodomised her for a second time, the masked man calling himself
“Uncle Sam” took Penny outside for a walk in the pit naked, on all
fours and leashed as if she was a dog. No, it was even worse than
if she were a dog, Penny thought wretchedly to herself: dogs did
not have to wear electric collars and leashes.

Uncle Sam had
unstrapped her from the terrible electric chair that had crushed
her dignity, decimated her pride and broken her will to resist. In
that state of confusion, had she really begged him to be cruel to
her in a desperate attempt to prove her faithfulness to George, she
thought? Yes. And had the shocking orgasms that had been wrenched
from her been better or worse for that gesture? She was not sure.
Nevertheless, her tingling cattle-prodded bottom, bruised anus and
aching vagina were proof that her pit master had taken her at her
word.

By this time,
Penny had been so drained and unsteady that she could hardly stand,
so he had half dragged her by her hair over to the gleaming metal
slave toilet.

‘Sit
straight…tits out… clasp your hands behind your neck… legs wide…
empty your bowels … now get those flusher tubes up inside you…’
Uncle Sam had commanded her briskly. And Penny had obeyed, working
the foot pedals to direct the jets of water over her groin and into
her passageways, bringing cooling relief as they flushed out his
sperm. Then there came the last automatic spurt of grease the
device delivered into her bottom, reminding her that she was merely
preparing herself for further intimate usage.

When she was
refreshed, Uncle Sam had her collar and leash ready. While she
still sat on the toilet with her arms raised and clasped behind her
head, he fitted it to her.

The collar was
of deep hard black rubber studded on the inside with electrical
contacts. It was connected to a chain leash that had electric flex
coiled about it running up to a handle like that of his cattle
prod. A pair of thinner cables with sprung clips on their ends
dangled from the front of the collar. These he clipped to her still
sore nipples.

He pressed the
button switch on the leash handle and Penny yelped as her nipples
and neck were stung by sharp pricks of electricity.

‘You’re going
to be a good bitch and walk to heel, aren’t you?’ he asked.

‘Yes, Uncle
Sam,’ she promised meekly.

‘That sounds a
mite too friendly now, after the slutty way you’ve behaved,’ he
mused. ‘I think you’d better call me “Sir”.’

‘Yes, Sir,’
Penny repeated.

‘Then get down
your hands and knees.’

She obeyed. He
took up the camera he had used earlier and hung it about his neck.
Then, with her shuffling along at his heels, he led the way back
down the corridor with the sloping ramp floor and outside into the
pit.

The hot dry
air of the narrow desert wadi closed about her, only made bearable
because its floor was at the moment shaded from the direct light of
the sun by its sheer, wind-sculpted sides, banded with strata of
yellow, orange and rust brown.

Uncle Sam
walked up and down the length of the gulley with her shuffling
along through the sand after him, making her pendant breasts bob
and sway. The dark apertures cut into the rock walls on either side
of her looked like hollow eyes. Was there anybody else watching her
from within, or was she alone in the pit with her temporary master?
In either case, she had never been so aware of her body before and
its shameful exposure and its every aching, intimate part.

As he walked
her round, Uncle Sam continued his perverse game of stripping her
mind as bare as her body for his amusement, by prying deeper into
her private life. ‘Why did you ask me to be cruel to you?’ he
asked.

When Penny
hesitated, he pressed the leash switch again. She yelped in pain
and spoke quickly. ‘I… I don’t want to enjoy any of this, Sir, not
even by accident. I don’t want to be unfaithful to George. If I got
any pleasure out of this it might seem like I was deceiving him…
like Clive deceived me.’

‘This is
nothing like that, girl,’ Uncle Sam said firmly. ‘I told you
there’s nothing strange in a woman climaxing when she’s stimulated
properly. You can’t help it.’

‘That might
just be me, Sir. In any case, George is such upright,
straightforward, polite, and, well, unimaginative sort man, he… he
might not understand.’

‘But he’s not
going to get the chance is he, because you said he mustn’t ever
know.’

Penny
shuddered at the thought. ‘No, Sir.’

‘So you will
be lying to him even if you’re not deceiving him.’

‘It’s the
kindest thing I can do, Sir.’

‘You’re
frightened of losing him, before you even marry him.’

‘I’m
frightened of him thinking I don’t really love him and I’m only
after his money and the security marrying him will bring.’

‘And are
you?’

She bit her
lip. ‘Sometimes I’m not sure, Sir.’

‘I think
you’re testing yourself,’ Uncle Sam said. ‘If you can see this
through then you can tell yourself that you’ll have earned
everything George can give you.’

Was that true,
Penny wondered?

Their slow
perambulations about the pit had brought them to a corner with a
large flat stone in it on which rested a metal bowl with a bag of
waxed paper in it. Uncle Sam opened the bag and tipped its contents
into the bowl. Penny recognised it as slave food pellets, only now
in this new context it also looked like dog food.

‘Eat it up
like the bitch you are - no hands,’ he said sternly.

With a
terrible shiver of humiliation and excitement, she obeyed, lifting
her hips and dipping her head and gobbling the pellets up with her
lips and teeth.

Uncle Sam took
up his camera and snapped several shots of her from different
angles while she ate. Some of them were from the rear showing her
raised bottom and the shaven cleft of her vulva peeping between her
thighs. More intimate obscene memories for his photograph album?
She felt the lips of her sex growing hot and slippery at the
thought.

As she was
licking the bowl clean, he asked. ‘Do you love George?’

‘I… I’m not
sure, Sir.’ Penny admitted. ‘I do admire and respect him… but he’s
not exactly…’ she struggled to find the right word ‘…exciting.’

‘Unlike Clive
was?’

‘At first,’
she admitted.

He unhooked
his cattle prod from his belt and jabbed into her bare outthrust
buttocks, making her yelp. ‘Is this exciting enough for you?’

She screamed.
‘Yes, Sir! Please… more, Sir!’

He jabbed the
prod into her cleft so that she screamed and began to sob. ‘So you
want to be treated roughly, do you?

‘Y… yes,
Sir!’

‘Well I can
promise you plenty of that. Now I’m going to take you to what I
call my Bed of Tears…’

* * *

Uncle Sam led
her back inside, still shuffling along on her hands and knees, and
up to a room adjoining the chamber with the electric chair in
it.

It was
dominated by a big metal framed bed hung with cuffs and chains and
fitted with a mattress covered in black vinyl. The mattress had a
hollow figure of eight hole cut in the middle of it. There was also
some kind of device underneath it.

‘Get up there,
spread-eagled, bottom in the hole,’ he commanded briskly.

Fearfully
Penny obeyed. As she did so she looked down through the hole and
saw an electric motor connected to a vertical paddlewheel with
rubber blades studded with electric contacts.

Her bottom
sank into the hole which neatly framed her buttocks, supporting
them round the edges but leaving them exposed in the middle. She
could feel one of the paddle blades brushing against them. Uncle
Sam hung the end of her electric leash on the head of the bed and
then cuffed her outspread wrists and ankles to its four corners.
Then he pulled a loop of rubber cord that had been hanging on the
bed head over her head and wedged it between her teeth. A second
loop of thinner broader rubber strap he pulled over her head and
across her eyes, blindfolding her.

‘Now I’m going
to have you in a bed as a man should,’ he told her.

She heard the
rustle and whisper of cloth as he undressed. She would never see
the face or body of her dominator. Then he knelt on the bed between
her widespread legs. His hands ran over her, exploring every fold
and swell, pinching, slapping, squeezing and tweaking. Then she
heard a switch being thrown.

The paddle
wheel beneath the bed began to spin, lashing her buttocks. Its
embedded metal studs crackled and sparked, adding their sharp
little stabs of pain to the physical blows. She yelped and bucked
her hips.

Uncle Sam’s
hard penis met her rising pussy and skewered into her.

His weight
descended upon her body squeezing her breasts flat. Helplessly she
continued to jerk and rear, driven by the relentless paddlewheel,
grinding herself into him. The multiple electric shocks made her
buttocks clench frantically and also tightened her vaginal sheath
about his shaft. It was as if she was giving him a ride on her
frantically bucking body!

As she
helplessly impaled herself upon him, he spoke fiercely.

‘Men want
obedient wives, but they must deserve them. This Clive creep sounds
like he was a weak man. He didn’t deserve your obedience. Find
somebody stronger than you who does…’

And then his
hot sperm spurted inside her and Penny sobbed as she came
again.

 



Chapter
Six

 


The next
morning, when she was at last freed from the spanking bed and
allowed to freshen herself up, Penny discovered another function of
the slave toilet.

A small pedal
she had not used before extended a short rod up from beside the
drinking fountain pan mounted on top of its cistern. This had a
toothbrush head and a tube that squirted toothpaste onto it. With
it, a slave girl could clean her own teeth without using her hands.
Who had invented such a perversely ingenious device?

When she was
done, Uncle Sam returned Penny’s rope-soled sandals and fitted her
back into her yoke and groin chain, so that she was restrained as
she had been when she had been lowered into his pit. Then he led
her outside again. The air was still cool in the shadows, although
the sunlight was already turning the peaks of the cliffs about it
golden.

As Penny
followed meekly after Uncle Sam, dragging her ball and chain behind
her, she wondered why she did not hate this masked man who had
treated her so abominably. Back in England, she would have been
threatening him with the police and calling him every kind of name.
But here in this wild place in a strange country with its barbarous
past, the police had actively encouraged her degradation. The rules
literally were different here and in the course of forty eight
terrible hours, she had been forced to adjust her mind to this new
reality.

And now, after
her initial trauma and denial, she could see that it made a
terrible kind of sense. She was a pretty woman in a vulnerable
situation and men had taken advantage of her. That was not right or
civilised - it would never be that! But in this place it did not
seem quite so outrageous. Would that realisation in time make her
own responses to her humiliation a little easier to understand? Had
she simple adapted to hard reality?

Perhaps, but
that did nothing to stop her stomach churning in anticipation of
what ordeal she would face in the next pit.

Uncle Sam led
her to the tall metal gate that closed off the end of the pit. He
took a key from his pocket and turned it in a lock and then slid
the gate aside. Beyond was a narrow winding pathway.

‘Follow the
path and obey the signs,’ he told Penny. ‘Maybe you’ll find what
you’re looking for somewhere along there, although I don’t reckon
any of the other pit masters are going to be quite so interested in
your mind as I’ve been. It’s your body they’ll be after…’

He gave her
bottom a final slap that made her scuttle forward, wincing as the
links of the pussy chain cut into her vulva. The big gate slid
closed behind her with a clang, and she was alone again.

This new
pathway was barely six feet wide, winding and dipping and climbing
between the colourful towering cliff faces. Having no other
alternative, Penny shuffled slowly and painfully along it, dragging
her terrible ball up the slopes and then trying to control it is
ran down the other side ahead of her between her legs, until she
came to a second metal gate.

A metal lever
with a rubber-sheathed handle jutted out of the gatepost beside it
at about groin height. There was a sign above it showing a bell and
a cartoon image of a female figure straddling the lever and
squatting down and pumping it up and down.

Apparently,
that was how a victim consigned to the Pits of Despair rang the
doorbell!

Miserably,
Penny straddled the lever and began to squat and stand, pressing
down against the resistance of some spring within the gatepost. She
winced as the lever ground against her groin, pressing the chain
links deep up into her cleft and buttocks. From somewhere on the
other side of the gate, she heard a bell ringing faintly.

After a
minute, actuated by some hidden mechanism, the gate rolled aside
and she shuffled through it. It closed again behind her.

The second pit
was slightly smaller than the one Uncle Sam had occupied, but it
had the same rough proportions, with a sandy floor and cliff walls
pockmarked with dark windows and doors, all shut and barred except
for one. There was nobody in sight, but undoubtedly, she was being
watched.

For a moment,
she wondered at the peculiarity of allowing a captive prisoner as
much freedom as she had: first to move between pits then in effect
inviting her to walk into a new spider’s lair all by herself. But
she was still yoked and chained and there was no water and little
shelter out here. There was no need to coerce her: she had no
choice.

Taking deep
breath, Penny shuffled across to the base of the shallow ramp at
the top of which stood the only open doorway. The ball rattled
along behind her she climbed it and then peered inside.

A deep
entrance archway opened onto a large round chamber with a curving
roof, once again whitewashed to reflect the light. And in the
middle of it was what appeared to be a huge gilded birdcage. It was
circular in plan with a domed top, with walls made of gilded
vertical bars tied together by curved horizontal braces. In the
middle of the cage was what looked like a huge nest of shiny silver
straw. Hanging from the domed roof of the cage on long metal rods
was what looked like a large swing. Dangling close to it but a
little higher up on another chain was a large round mirror. The
floor of the cage was covered by a mosaic of small metal tiles.
Fitted against one wall of the cage was a slave toilet.

Secured to the
bars on the outside of the cage was a control panel similar the one
Uncle Sam had used. Beside it was a table with a gramophone player
and several curious items on it that she could not make sense of.
Next to that was what looked like the base and half the shaft of a
standard lamp.

Then a man
stepped out from behind the cage.

He was wearing
shiny black knee boots with a riding crop tucked into the top of
the right one, white trousers tied about with a black cummerbund
and a loose white shirt with an open neck. A red, white and blue
sash hung across one shoulder with some kind of broach or medallion
pinned to it. His head was concealed under a white hood, with the
usual openings for his eyes and mouth an extra slot beneath his
nose, exposing his nostrils.

‘You will call
me Patron,’ he said. ‘And you are Penelope… my pretty English dove
who has come to sing for me in my gilded cage.’ He snapped his
fingers. ‘Come here…!’

He spoke with
a thick French accent that somehow seemed absurd, disturbing and
inevitable all the same time. Patron, Penny recalled, meant
“Master” in French.

Meekly Penny
shuffled over to him.

He unbuckled
her ball and chain, pulling the links out of her cleft and buttock
cleavage, and removed her sandals. Then he pointed at the thing
that looked like the base of a lamp stand. Now she saw it was
capped by a phallic shaped shaft of rubber. Its metal base was
about two feet across, round and deep. It had a shiny outer rim and
a darker rough-looking inner disk.

‘Impale your
pussy passage upon it,’ he commanded.

Biting on her
gag bit, Penny stood on the rim of the base of the stand and slid
the head of the shaft up into her vagina. It was not long enough to
go in any further. Then the Patron pressed a button on the base of
the device with the tip of his boot and Penny gasped as a spring
was released and the phallus extended and speared upwards deep into
her vagina. She went up onto tiptoes to ease the pressure, pulling
her bare feet in up against its shaft as she squirmed to try to
pull herself off the impaling device. Then she yelped and spread
her feet again to rest her toes on the outer rim. The dark inner
part of the stand was in fact a bed of small but sharp conical
studs that stabbed painfully into her bare feet. She was forced to
stand with her feet wide balanced on the shaft on which she was
impaled.

Patron took
hold of the end of her yoke and pushed and she spun round smoothly,
the shaft base turning on internal ball bearings. It was as if she
was on a rotating jewellery display stand in a department store.
She felt her vulva growing hot and slippery about the phallus
inside her as she struggled to stay upright.

Penny stood
trembling on tiptoe before her new pit master while he spun around,
examining her from every angle. He pulled his riding crop from out
of his boot and stroked and flicked over her body. He slapped her
buttocks observed the way her flesh rippled. Her nipples tingled
and began to prick up. He flicked them with the crop and then
tested their hardness as he pinched between thumb and forefinger.
Then he cupped and savoured the weight of both her breasts in his
hands, all the while his eyes glittering in the slots of his mask
as he studied the changing expression on her face. Then he ran his
fingers down her stomach and explored the naked mouth of her vulva
as it parted about the shaft on which she was mounted.

She groaned
and shuddered and rolled her eyes as his fingers teased the
shamefully hard nub of her clitoris. They came away wet and he
sniffed them through the nostril slot of his mask, as if savouring
the aroma of some new wine.

‘Ahh… yes…
exquisite,’ he rhapsodised. ‘The intimate scent of an English rose
in blossom…’

How very
French, Penny thought dizzily.

‘Yes, you will
make a lovely dove for my cage,’ he said. ‘But first you must be
fledged…’

He unfastened
her yoke and once again, briefly, Penny’s arms were free. But that
did not last long. He took up a pair of odd objects made of white
ostrich feathers and white rubber from the table.

He flicked his
crop across her buttocks. ‘Bend your elbows and hold your arms out
wide, my pretty dove!’ he cautioned her. Then he fitted the things
onto her.

They were
narrow conical rubber sleeves which went on over her elbows and
were then pulled up to her armpits and wrists, squeezing her arms
together tightly. Small padlocks passing through metal eyelets set
in opposite sides of the open mouths of the sleeves locked them in
place. Her arms were now bent tight and free only to flap up and
down while they trailed feathers as if they were folded wings.

Her master
took up a second feathered object from the table. This was a fan of
white feathers about eighteen inches long, fitted to the end of a
short U-shaped spring of metal, the free end of which was fitted to
a black rubber plug with a narrow tapering neck. This he pushed up
into her rectum, making her wince as her anus was stretched wide
and then closed about the narrow neck of the plug, holding the
device in place. The other half of the curving spring of metal with
the feather mount on its tip slid between her bottom cheeks. Now
she had a bird’s tail appearing to grow from the small of her back
just above the cleft of her buttocks.

Her Patron
gave her another spin on her display stand and she felt the weight
of her new tail feathers as they fluttered out behind her.

The final
accessory was a moulded white rubber bleak in two joined hinged
halves that might have come from some joke shop.

‘Open wide, my
little dove,’ he commanded and nervously she obeyed.

He pushed the
rubber beak, which was quite pliant, into her mouth. The upper
crest of the beak had a wedge cut out of it so that it parted about
her nose. Once inside her mouth, little moulded flanges sprung out
and hooked behind her teeth so she could not spit it out. It felt
both absurd and frightening.

‘Let me hear
you coo,’ he said.

Feeling
ridiculous, she opened her rubber beak and made a feeble attempt at
cooing.

‘You will
learn to do better when you are in your cage,’ he told her.

He pushed the
sprung phallus shaft down into its base so she could clamber off
the rotating stand. Then he led her to the door of the cage, which
was secured by a heavy padlock, opened it up and pushed her inside.
The door clanged and the padlock snapped shut behind her.

Penny looked
around her at the curving wall of bars enclosing her and arching
over her head. It was like a room within the room, with her exposed
and trapped within it in her ridiculous bird garb. Her master
walked around the cage, looking at her from every angle, savouring
her imprisonment.

She noticed
more details of the interior.

The metallic
“nest” she had seen from outside was not made of silver straw but a
pile of springy bare silver wire, shaped into small loops and then
twisted and rolled back on itself until it formed a pillowy mass; a
little like an oversized wire wool pot-scourer. The metal seat of
the “perch” hanging from the ceiling had a rubber phallus plugged
into it that jutting upwards expectantly. There was a lighter chain
slung horizontally between the pair of rods from which the perch
was suspended, set a couple of feet above it, with a rubber ball
threaded through it hanging from its middle. The small metal floor
tiles felt cold under her bare feet. She realized everything in the
room was metal...

The Patron
went to the table and took up a 35 mm film camera that he hung
about his neck. Of course, he would want photographs for his album
as well. Would every pit master do the same? How many pictures of
her suffering would there be at the end of her week of despair?

‘Now you will
dance and coo for me,’ he told her.

He turned on
the gramophone player. There was already a record on the turntable.
He dropped the stylus into the groove and piping flute music filled
the room.

‘Begin, my
little dove,’ he told her.

Feeling
ridiculously self-conscious, Penny made a few feeble skipping steps
and flapped her fake wings and made more of her not very musical
cooing noises.

‘You can do
better,’ her master said, lifting the stylus off the record and
reaching over to press a button on the control panel.

Penny screamed
as the floor under her feet seemed to stab her with a thousand
small needles. She hopped and skipped wildly about but there was no
escape. She skipped over to the nest but its conductive wires were
crackling. The metal toilet promised no better escape. In
desperation, she flung herself over the seat of the perch and tried
to lift her feet off the floor, but it also stabbed her with
electric needles, and she fell off into the nest, which enveloped
her in the stabbing pain until she could roll off it. That was why
everything was metallic!

Then the power
cut and she sank trembling to her knees.

‘That was on
half power,’ the Patron told her. ‘Would you like to learn what
full power feels like?’

Penny shook
her head frantically.

‘Then you will
dance and sing for me like a pretty dove should…’ And he dropped
the stylus back on the record.

And Penny
scrambled to her feet and began to hop and skip about the cage as
gracefully as she could manage, flapping her wings in time with the
music. Outside the cage, the Patron took up the camera and began
taking pictures of her unwilling and grotesque performance.

She hopped and
skipped about the cage. She lifted her knees high and thrust out
her chest so that her breasts bounced enticingly and threw back her
head and cooed with all her might. She wiggled her bottom so that
her tail bobbed and wagged and she sang her heart out.

In the hot air
it was only minutes before sweat began to pour off her and dripped
onto the metal floor of the cage. It trickled between her buttock
cheeks and down her cleavage and dripped off the nipples of her
bouncing breasts. It began to gather in the rubber sleeves of her
wings.

And still the
music played and still she danced.

When one
record finished another was dropped in its place.

Round and
round Penny skipped and danced and sweated. She had never done
anything so frantic before. Her wing and tail feathers were wet,
making them sag heavily. Her throat was sore from cooing… her head
was spinning… the music seemed to be fading…

And then she
staggered and swayed and collapsed.

* * *

Penny woke up
with water splashing over her face. She spluttered and looked about
her feebly. The Patron was standing outside the bars holding a
large children’s water pistol that he was squirting over her.

‘That was a
good song and dance,’ he said when he saw she was awake. ‘But you
are not used to the heat of the desert yet. Drink…’

Unsteadily,
Penny half crawled on her knees and feathered elbows over to the
toilet and drank gratefully from its fountain.

When she had
recovered a little, he said. ‘Now sit on your perch like a good
dove. Make sure the dildo goes up into your pussy or else you will
fall off…’

Still
lightheaded, Penny shuffled over to the perch. She saw the head of
the heavily ribbed rubber dildo was patterned with metal studs.
There would be no escaping her new master’s power.

Unable to use
her hands, she got on the swing by turning her back to it, dipping
her knees and tilting her head back so that she could take hold of
the rubber ball in her mouth first to steady it. Then she lifted
her tail over the seat and wriggled her bare sweaty bottom onto it,
sliding the dildo up into her pussy as she did so. Once she was
seated, she found she was unable to hold the supporting struts with
her constrained hands, so she had to keep hold of the ball to brace
herself. Her legs were parted about the impaling phallus, exposing
her shaven groin. She caught sight herself in the big dangling
mirror set to one side of her perch. What did she look like!

The patron was
holding his camera again, taking more pictures of her humiliating
posture. ‘Now I want to see you start to swing and keep swinging
until you orgasm,’ he told her.

Of course he
did.

Miserably,
Penny leaned back, keeping tight hold of the rubber ball in her
mouth, and swung her legs forward. As the perch began to sway, she
pulled her upper body forward and kicked her legs backwards. As she
repeated her kicks and bobbing, the swings grew gradually longer.
But with each kick, her hips ground and swivelled about the phallus
on which she was impaled, gouging into her. She shuddered as she
felt her pussy begin to wet once more. But at least with her mouth
full she was not expected to coo…

‘Legs wider,
my pretty dove,’ Patron commanded. ‘Let me see you enjoying
yourself…’

But of course,
she had to humiliate herself in another way.

She obeyed,
spreading her legs and kicking more wildly. Her pussy was by now
dribbling over the seat and the drips were falling into the nest
beneath her. Her bottom was getting slippery and she was twisting
about as she kicked and ducked. The phallus churning inside her
seemed to be growing hotter.

She gave a
yelp and bit on the rubber ball in pain as the perch and phallus
studs suddenly stabbed her with little electric pins and
needles.

The Patron had
pressed a button on the control panel. ‘Harder, faster and higher,’
he commanded.

Sobbing, Penny
swung to and fro with all her might until her bare feet were almost
touching the bars of the cage. Dribble from her pussy was
splattering through the bars. The Patron was moving about the
outside of the cage, snapping away as he captured every bounce of
her sweaty breasts, clench of her buttocks and streaming droplets
falling from her hot, inflamed cleft.

And then Penny
felt the orgasm overwhelm her and she twisted and jerked in mid-air
while her vagina clenched frantically about the impaling shaft. She
had climaxed on a perch in a giant cage dressed as a bird!

As she slowed
to a halt, dripping with sweat and juices and panting from her
exertions, the Patron seemed satisfied. ‘Good little English dove.
You are not as cold as they say. You can water yourself again and
rest for a while. Then I will show you how to lay eggs…’

* * *

Penny bent
over and pressed her buttocks flat up against the golden bars of
the cage, so that her tail slid up above them. The Patron pushed a
shiny white porcelain egg the size of a lemon up into her vulva.
She gasped as her labia stretched about it like elastic and then it
popped up inside her vaginal passage. It felt frighteningly huge
inside her.

Biting on the
fittings of her rubber beak, Penny straightened up and then waddled
over to her nest, wagging her tail while clenching her sheath tight
to hold the egg inside her. There were already half a dozen like it
in the strange nest.

Carefully, and
acutely aware of the Patron’s camera clicking away, she squatted
down, so that the naked pouch of her sex hung above the coils of
wire. She flapped her wings and lifted her head back and cooed
ecstatically, working herself up into a frenzy of delight.

Then with an
internal squeeze, her labia bulged and the glistening egg popped
out of her to join her clutch. For a moment, she felt a strange
thrill of joy as the egg passed out of her, pressing on her
clitoris from within. It seemed there was pleasure in expulsion as
well as penetration.

Then, with her
labia still wet, loose and dripping, she went back for another
one…

* * *

‘Birds sing
for their supper,’ the Patron told her, ‘but you must suck, my
pretty English dove…’

Penny was
kneeling against the inside bars of her cage with her breasts and
face squeezed between them, her head up and her rubber beak-rimmed
lips open wide. The Patron was standing before her with his flies
parted and straining penis jutting out. He had a bag of slave food
pellets in one hand.

He popped one
into her open mouth. She dipped her head and sucked the head of his
penis, and then she opened her mouth again for another morsel.

Every few
mouthfuls, he took up his riding crop and flicked it across her
bare breasts as they bulged through the bars, making them shiver
and burn. She winced and whimpered and opened her mouth even wider
and sucked his cock with greater effort. Before the food bag was
half empty, he came in a hot stream down her throat. She nearly
choked but she swallowed it down. He patted her head through the
bars.

‘Now you’ve
learned to give yourself properly, I shall have your pretty dove
pussy…’

* * *

Patron
arranged Penny bent over with her buttocks pressed up against the
cage bars and her tail raised high and inviting. Her crooked arms
were bent back and upwards and held in place by chains hooked the
bars. This twisting of her shoulders forced her upper body to bend
over and down. Her legs he had pulled out wide and her ankles were
strapped to the bars.

This pressure
pressed her buttocks through the bars as if they were framed and so
he took great delight in beating them with a leather strap until
they glowed scarlet. She screamed and sobbed and bit on the
fittings of her rubber beak, while each swing of his arm made his
stiff penis bob and wag eagerly.

He paused in
his beating to run his fingers through her by now well exercised
vulva which was engorged and dribbling freely. ‘Do you beg me to
screw you now, little dove?’ he asked.

Driven to
distraction by the pain and temporarily beyond shame, Penny slurred
her words about her rubber beak. ‘Yes… pleath Patron… thcrew me…
f.. fuck me… I am your little dove… make me thing again…’

He took hold
of the bars and rammed his penis into her pitifully eager slot and
she took him inside her and squeezed frantically as his shaft
plunged within her. She felt a brief pathetic thrill of relief at
only having to accommodate a strange man’s penis surging within
her, instead of his strap beating some tender part of her from the
outside. How quickly she was learning the etiquette of the pits of
despair…

And then he
came inside her and she knew it was over and the release was so
great that she came as well. And for a few seconds she didn’t have
a care in the world.

* * *

Night had
fallen. The Patron had gone to some other room in the pit, leaving
Penny in her cage. Apparently, he was satisfied with what pleasure
and humiliation she had already supplied for him and did not want
her to share his bed, for which she was grateful. As soon as she
was alone, she had used the slave toilet three times to flush away
all traces of his sperm from her vagina and had brushed her teeth
until they ached so that the taste of the toothpaste would mask the
lingering tang of his semen in the back of her throat. It was a
wonderful invention…

Now in the
darkness she lay huddled up in her metal “nest” cushioned by her
own feathers. For a while, she contemplated the past day in a daze,
and then she cried helplessly for several minutes because there was
no other way to express her feelings. It seemed wrong simply to
accept the bizarre, perverse and cruel things she had endured
without doing something.

Then she
sniffed and blinked away her tears. She had got her harsh treatment
without having to beg for it and whatever pleasure she had received
in the process she had paid a high price for. She was keeping true
to her vow and George would never know, and that was all that
mattered.

Penny fell
asleep with loops of wire indenting swirling patterns in her flesh,
wondering what fresh perversions tomorrow would bring her.

 



Chapter
Seven

 


The next
morning, her Patron almost amiably fitted Penny’s yoke, ball and
chain back on her and then ushered her out through the gate of his
pit.

‘Good luck, my
little dove,’ he said and then closed the gate behind her.

She made her
way slowly along another narrow, winding, wind-worn gulley, with
her iron ball bumping along at her heels. Her bottom was sore from
last night’s beating and her vagina ached from the repeated
passages of rubber phalluses, a penis and several china eggs, but
she had endured and survived. Of course, the pit masters could be
far more brutal with her, but it seemed that there were limits
imposed on their cruelty by the terms of their pit rental, as
Velasquez had mentioned, and so they had to pass her on in
reasonable state of health. The pits of despair were no longer run
by pirates, she reminded herself. They could not have many Western
women passing through them so perhaps she was a valuable
commodity.

How much had
they paid for the privilege of violating her, she wondered? What
was the value of her flesh? How much was she worth?

Penny cringed
with inner disgust at the concept. Then she thought: but was she
herself not consumed by worry that she had come here in effect to
sell her body and companionship to George in return for the
security and comfort he could bring her? Everything had a price. It
was just a matter of whether you were willing to pay it…

She reached
the next iron gate and worked its humiliating bell lever.

This time it
was opened in person by a man wearing a white Nehru jacket and
trousers with a white turban over his white hood. Framed by the
sandy hues of the pit walls, he seemed strikingly immaculate.

‘You are
Penelope, I assume. I hope the Frenchman has not drained you. Come
inside and let me look at you…’

He spoke in a
slightly clipped, educated, Indian accent.

Penny shuffled
through the gate and he shut it behind her. The pit was similar to
the first two, with doors and windows cut into the looming cliff
faces, except that it had a larger expanse of level sandy floor
that looked as if it had been raked flat. In the middle of this
expanse of sand, a wicker chair and table had been set out in the
shade of a small open-sided marquee tent. A double line of small
stones set out in the sand, almost like the border of a pathway,
crossed the pit and passed through the tent next to the table.

The Indian
removed her groin chain and ball, and then walked around Penny
looking her up and down.

He carried a
horsehair fly whisk in one hand that he swished over her body,
making her flinch and stand straight. He seemed particularly
interested in the strength of her thighs and calf muscles, and
pinched and prodded them vigorously. Then he squeezed and poked at
her buttocks. Almost as an afterthought, he cupped and squeezed her
breasts and pinched her nipples, watching her face crease in alarm
as his brown hands handled her pale flesh.

‘You will call
me Rajah,’ he said as he kneaded her mammaries. ‘For five
generations the English had my ancestors serve them in India. But
now we are a free nation…’ His voice took on the more menacing
tone. ‘And now I am going to have the pleasure of making a white
Englishwoman work for me in naked shame. Now I have the power and
you are my slave…’

He took hold
of a fistful of her hair and dragged Penny over to one corner of
the pit at one end of the path of stones. There was a pile of rocks
all of about fist size. Set on top of them was a strange
device.

It was a
double pronged plug of rubber, with one prong longer than the other
and the second shorter with a bulbous tip. The base of the plug was
fitted with a pair of large crocodile clips connected directly to
it. Hanging from the device were two more clips on the ends of a
pair of sprung chains, with a third even longer chain ending in a
rubber bit. Extending from the other end of the rubber plug was a
large pair of spring loaded metal clamps.

Penny’s eyes
goggled at the sight of it as she tried to make sense of its
function.

‘You are going
to move all these rocks one by one to far corner of the pit without
using your hands,’ Rajah told her. ‘On every journey you will have
to pass by me as I sit in comfort. You will labour and you will
sweat and I will watch, as your ancestors watched mine. If you work
hard and are properly servile, then I may allow you a little food
and drink.’ He picked up the strange device. ‘Now spread your legs
wide…’

Then she
understood how the device was meant to work and whimpered and bit
on her gag bar. In a strange way, Rajah’s plan was even worse than
the simple carnal desires or perverted games of her first two
Masters. It was as if she was going to made to pay for the past
sins of the British Empire in India by the sweat of her brow and
intimate and personal humiliation.

She gurgled
and rolled her eyes, trying to indicate that she wanted to speak.
Rajah pulled her gag bit out.

‘Please, Sir,
I’m sorry for anything the British did in India that hurt your
family,’ Penny choked out. ‘But it wasn’t my fault. It’s not fair
to take it out on me…’

‘No, it’s not
fair,’ Rajah agreed. ‘But then what your country did to us was not
right or fair. That is what you are going to learn…’ He stroked her
cheek and then the fullness of her breasts again. ‘Later you may
beg to please me with your body, but you cannot use it to spare
yourself from this task. First, you are going to work. Now spread
your legs like an obedient English lady!’

Miserably,
Penny obeyed.

Rajah pushed
the double rubber plugs up into her anus and vagina. Penny bit her
lips as she felt her passageways being stretched wide and then
giving way as the plug heads slid up inside them. Her anal
sphincter stretched painfully wide and then pinched closed about
the neck of the rear plug, while her vagina bulged from within as
the penis-shaped forward plug filled it. Its jaws now hung midway
down her thighs. She felt the weight of it pulling on her
insides.

Then Rajah
fastened the plug base pair of crocodile clips to her outer labia,
the teeth biting into her thick naked lips. She whimpered in pain
and felt her eyes watering, but that was only the start. He
stretched the sprung chains up her body and pinched the second
smaller pair of clips to her nipples, dragging them painfully
downwards. The third chain, which ended in a fork of chain holding
a rubber coated rod between their ends, he ran up between these two
and through her cleavage to her mouth.

‘Open your
teeth and bite on this, Lady,’ he commanded her mockingly.

She obeyed and
he pushed its rubber bar end into her mouth. ‘Lower your head,’ he
told her and she did so, staring at the ground. He adjusted the
chain length and then stood back. ‘Lift your head,’ he
commanded.

She looked
straight ahead and felt the chain she held between her teeth pull
on the jaw actuator mechanism and they sprang open wide.

‘You will pick
up a rock and carry it along the marked path to the other side of
the pit where you will set it down in the place indicated,’ he told
her. ‘You will continue until you have carried all the rocks to the
other side of the pit. Begin…!’

Awkwardly,
Penny squatted over the side of the rock pile and manoeuvred the
jaws of the clamp over rock and then lifted her head so they open
wide. They closed about a rock and she lowered her head and the
activation chain went limp as its jaws were filled. She
straightened up and began to walk in a slightly bowlegged fashion
along the pathway, with Rajah walking beside her watching
intently.

After just
half a dozen steps Penny whimpered and bit tightly on the rubber
bar in her mouth. The weight of the rock pulled the rubber plugs a
little way out of her, which was resisted by the clamps on her
labia that were being stretched painfully downwards. In addition to
that, the sprung chains pinched onto her nipples were stretching
them into unnatural shapes and digging them into the swells of her
breasts.

‘Keep moving,’
Rajah told her as she faltered, swiping her bottom with his fly
swish.

They passed
under the tent and she saw set out on the table a long bamboo cane,
glasses, bottles, a pitcher of iced fruit juice and a 35 mm
camera.

Penny
continued on to the far side of the pit where a ring of stones was
arranged in the sand. She squatted in the middle of it and pulled
on the mouth chain. The clamp jaws opened and the rock dropped onto
the sand. She felt a moment’s relief as its weight was taken off
her clamped flesh.

‘Now fetch
another one,’ Rajah told her.

Penny plodded
back along the pathway while Rajah took his seat under the awning.
He poured himself a drink, picked up his camera and prepared to
record Penny’s naked labours.

* * *

An hour later
Penny was staggering along the pathway across the pit with yet
another rock slung between her thighs.

Her nipples
and labia throbbed with pain and she was amazed they had not yet
been torn off by the weight of the plug and clamp tugging on them.
To add to her misery, she was lubricating about the vaginal plug,
which only made it more slippery and mobile inside her as the
weight of the rock swung it to and fro.

This detail
had been noticed by Rajah who had made a point of photographing her
juices frothing about the base of the plug and running down her
thighs when she was forced to walk by his table. He then added to
her suffering by swiping his long bamboo cane across her pale
glossy buttocks, making her yelp and flinch, yanking even harder on
her nipples and labia. Occasionally, for variety, he flicked the
cane across her sweating breasts.

If that was
not bad enough, the sun was higher in the sky, and although it was
not yet shining full upon her, it was heating the air in the
complex of canyons as if an oven door had been open. Sweat was
pouring off her leaving a brief trail in the sand along with the
drips from her vulva, which evaporated in moments. She could not
keep pouring fluids out of her. She would have to have another
drink of water. And that would bring down another humiliation upon
her…

On her return
trip from the growing deposit pile of rocks, Penny sank down onto
her knees before Rajah. He was sitting back in his chair with his
brown penis hanging casually exposed and semi-hard between his
thighs. She dipped her head and spat the actuator rod out. Then she
leaned forward and kissed and licked his penis into erection and
then took it down her throat. It was revolting, but at least she
was resting on her knees in the shade while she was doing it.

He held her by
a fistful of hair as she sucked and dipped her head to pleasure
him.

‘Yes… be a
fine English lady slut for me,’ he said. ‘Now you know what your
mouth is for, don’t you…’

She paused for
a moment to nod. This was the third time she had drained him but
somehow he always had more sperm in his balls ready to squirt into
her. When his climax came she gagged and coughed but she swallowed
it down. It was fluid of a kind.

When she had
licked him clean, she pulled her lips off his penis and lowered her
head and rubbed her hair over his shaft to dry it, nuzzling his
penis, feeling it brushing against her cheek. Then she sat back and
opened her mouth wide in hope and expectation.

He fed her a
mug of water. She drained the last drop and she thought it tasted
better than champagne. As she sat back he flicked his cane across
her breasts, catching her turgid nipples and making them vibrate
like rubber. The little shock of pain revived her.

‘Thank you for
your kindness, Master Rajah,’ she said pathetically, and then
struggled to her feet again to fetch another rock.

In this pit,
she existed strictly according to the whim of Rajah’s mercy, when
she either suffered or was occasionally rewarded. There was no
doubt about the reversal of roles now. He was the master and she
was the slave. As she laboured on there were dangerous moments when
she imagined that this was exactly what she wanted…

* * *

Penny groaned,
feeling her loins bubbling over.

The intimate
pain in her nipples and labia and the churning of the plug in her
vagina and anus and the terrible weight of the rock swinging
between her legs was too much for her again.

With a sob,
Penny sank to her knees and doubled over as another orgasm coursed
through her. More juices dripped onto the desert sands.

Was she really
getting so excited at the sensation of her pussy being used as part
of a mechanical grab, or was it her body trying to blot out
suffering in whatever way it could? How could she spill her
precious fluids so carelessly? Still, it gave her a few seconds
respite before…

Swish, smack!
Penny shrieked as a burning stripe of fire sprang into being across
her buttocks.

Rajah had left
the shade of his little pavilion to swipe his cane across her
bottom, making her cheeks shiver.

‘You are a
lazy good for nothing woman!’ he scolded her in delight. ‘Now get
up and finish your task!’

Trembling and
rubber-legged, now soiled with own juices and shamed by her own
uncontrollable urges, Penny obeyed.

* * *

Her ordeal was
over!

Penny blinked
in a daze through her sweat-crusted eyes at the spot where the rock
pile had been, and then across the pit at where it was now. She had
moved every bloody one of them!

She staggered
back along the path and sank down in front of Rajah in his little
tented pavilion.

 

‘I’ve…
finished, Master Rajah,’ she croaked out.

He took his
time confirming this fact, making her follow after him while he
examined the fresh pile of rocks. Only then did he take the
terrible grab out of her body, the wet plugs pulling out of her
with audible sucking pops.

Then, taking
hold of a fistful of her hair, he led her tottering up a ramp and
into one of the pit doorways.

Within was a
cool white room. There was a slave toilet and cool sponges that he
wiped her down with. There was a bowl with slave food in it.
Finally, there was a bed that he put her on the face down.

He fastened
cuffs and chains to her ankles and pulled her knees forward under
her, lifting her bottom high. The ends of the chains he secured to
the ends of her yoke, holding her in place. A cloth was bound over
her eyes, blindfolding her. She heard him undressing.

‘Please Master
Rajah, screw me properly,’ she sobbed. ‘I’m sorry for what my
people did to you in the past… I apologise… I deserved all of it…
now use me as we used you…’ She felt the lustful heat growing in
her loins for the feel of his cock inside her. No, that was too
easy a reward to accept. She could not simply surrender. She must
make this a test of her own resolve as well. ‘But please don’t be
gentle with me… be firm… hurt me…’

Swish, smack!
The bamboo cut into her buttocks and she screamed in satisfaction.
Three more blows stung her. Then his hard cock was rammed up into
her greased and well stretched anus.

Yes, that was
what it was there for…

His male
essence of boiled up into her entrails and she shuddered in
masochistic delight. Then he sank down on top of her.

Penny fell
asleep with him still inside her.


Chapter
Eight

 


The next
morning Rajah prepared Penny for her journey to the next pit,
fastening the ball and chain back on her.

When she was
ready, he took hold of her chin and looked her in the eye. ‘You are
stronger than I thought you would be, for an English lady. You have
courage and I respect that. But the one in the next pit, he will
not be so kind to you…’

And with that
ominous warning, he pushed her through the gate and closed it
behind her.

Penny made her
way anxiously along the narrow path that connected pits three and
four. Rajah had imagined he had been kind to her! By that standard,
how cruel would the master waiting for her be?

* * *

The pit gate
opened and Penny shuffled nervously through it, expecting the
worst. And she was not disappointed.

A man was
waiting for her dressed all in black: shiny black jackboots, black
trousers and black shirt with rolled sleeves, black leather wrist
bands and a black hood over his head and shoulders. He was carrying
a riding crop.

As soon as she
appeared, his eyes flashed within the slots of his hood and he
pointed with the crop at the ground.

‘On your
knees! Crawl to me! Kiss the toes of my boots!’

All this was
spoken in a harsh German accent.

Gulping in
sick fear, Penny went down on her knees and shuffled forward and
bowed her head and kissed the polished toecaps of his boots.

The riding
crop swished and smacked down on her bare upraised buttocks, making
her yelp. ‘You English do not understand discipline,’ he told her.
‘You English women especially do not know your place. You will
learn your place from me, do you understand?’

Fearfully she
nodded.

‘For the next
day, I am your Ubermeister, and my word is law. Do you
understand?’

She nodded
again.

He lifted her
head up by her hair and pulled out her gag bar. ‘Who am I?’ He
demanded.

‘You are my
Ubermeister,’ she repeated.

‘You will not
speak from now on without my permission.’

‘Yes,
Ubermeister,’ she said.

His riding
crop slashed across her breasts, making them jump and leaving a
burning stripe across their upper slopes.

‘That was a
statement,’ he explained as she sobbed in pain. ‘I was not asking a
question and I did not give you permission to speak. Do so again
and I will beat your breasts until they bleed. Now do
understand?’

‘Yes,
Ubermeister,’ she sobbed fearfully.

‘Follow
me!’

He turned on
his heel and strutted across the bottom the pit to an open doorway
and Penny scrambled desperately after. She would not need to beg
this man to be strict with her.

An hour later,
she was spluttering and sobbing in desperate fear and pain.

* * *

Penny dangled
spread-eagled from the corners of a square metal frame that hung
from an array of wire ropes and pulleys that were bolted into the
arching ceiling of a pit chamber. The sprung ropes bound to her
wrists and ankles had enough give in them so that her groin hung at
waist height with her bare bottom lowest of all. Her trembling
buttocks brushed a wooden slab on a stand which bristled with the
tips of metal tacks hammered through it from the other side.

She had a
funnel of transparent plastic fastened about her neck by a broad
rubber collar that pressed tightly against her skin. Rings bolted
to the upper rim of the funnel were fastened by more sprung cords
to the head of the suspension frame, holding it upright while
allowing it to move with her body. A metal bracket extended from
the frame so that its end hung over her head. A hose pipe fed from
a tank on a stand behind her set higher than her head, coiled about
the brackets and ended in nozzle that trickled steadily.

The water
splashed over Penny’s head and ran down her face and through her
hair and pooled in the bottom of the plastic funnel sealed about
her neck. As it rose over her nose and mouth she gulped it down so
she that could breathe. Her stomach was already bulging.

After her
desiccation of the day before, now she was struggling not to
drown.

It was easy
enough to keep the water level down as long as she kept swallowing
regularly, but she had to pay a price.

The more water
she swallowed the heavier she became and the further her bottom
sunk. The tack points pricked her soft flesh, scratching it and
forming spots and droplets of blood. Tensing her arms and legs
could lift her clear of the tacks, but she could not hold herself
there very long.

The only other
alternative was to pee the water away. But this only shifted the
focus of her pain.

There was a
small bucket hanging below her groin fastened to her by a pair of
crocodile clips pinched to her delicate inner labia. The bucket had
a clear plastic visor fitted to its front rim.

As her bladder
felt ready to burst, she had to let it go. A jet of hot pee spurted
out of her shaven lips and splashed against the visor and trickled
down into the bucket. As it grew heavier, it stretched her delicate
pink labia like elastic.

And so it was
that Penny screamed in pain and fear again.

And yet
despite all this, her nipples were hard and her clitoris throbbed
in hopeful anticipation...

Her
Ubermeister was walking around her, examining her tortured body
from every angle with apparent satisfaction. He also had a camera
that he used to record her ordeal. In between taking pictures, he
swiped her breasts with his riding crop. He seemed fascinated by
the way that the impacts made her softly rounded, fleshy globes
shiver and tremble.

Each smack
made her shriek in pain of course. Instinctively and futilely
flinching away from them caused to her body to bounce and sway from
its sprung chains, grinding her dangling buttocks onto the bed of
tack points while also setting the half-filled bucket of her own
urine that hung from her labia bobbing about; tugging on its tender
flesh anchors.

And so Penny
screamed in pain and despair. What was to stop him tormenting her
like this all day? What weight of urine would it take to tear her
inner labia lips right offer? How badly was her bottom pricked and
scratched already? She could already feel hot trickles of blood on
it.

She would have
pleaded for release however pathetically, but she believed that he
would invoke the penalty for speaking without permission exactly as
he had threatened. What he was doing to her breasts now was mild by
comparison. And so she watched him mutely (except for her screams)
through the transparent funnel clamped about her neck, waiting
desperately for her chance.

‘Do you
understand your place now?’ the Ubermeister asked suddenly. ‘You
are my flesh toy, my amusement. I will take great delight in
breaking you to my will. Only when you promise to be my total slave
will I ease your pain. You may speak…’

Now she had
her permission.

‘Please,
Ubermeister,’ she sobbed, ‘I’ll do anything you want… be your sex
toy… your slave… your juicy c… cunt on legs… your fuck hole… your
pleasure thing… I just want to make you happy…’

‘For an
English lady you talk like a whore.’

‘Yes… yes,
I’ll be your whore, Master. I’ll … do anything… anything!’

‘Will you? Let
me see…’ He unhooked the pee bucket from her labia, which shrunk
back into her wet slot like contracting pink rubber bands, and
stood between her up-raised and splayed legs. He opened his flies
and freed his straining erection which he massaged thoughtfully as
he surveyed her taut, trembling and swaying, pain-wracked body.
‘There, I have eased your pain, but to please me I wish you to
remain just as you are for the rest of the day. Are you still
grateful now?’

She was
trapped by her own wild promises. ‘Y… yes, Master.’

‘Show me how
grateful…’

Penny bit her
lip. ‘P… please take the spikes away master, so you can beat my
bottom properly. Take the funnel off so I could hold your crop in
my teeth while you’re screwing me… up my bottom passage first
please…’

There was an
agonising pause while he considered her suggestion. Then she saw
his lips turn up through the slot of his hood in a triumphant
smile.

And so as the
hours passed in delirious agony, she dangled spread wide, open and
helpless before him as he beat and screwed her. And she bucked and
twisted and bounced from her sprung chains and came over his cock
again and again…

* * *

Finally, at
the end of the day, Penny half sat, half knelt as she straddled the
Ubermeister’s body while impaled upon his penis.

A black
blindfold was bound over her eyes so she could see nothing of the
bed on which he lay. Her arms were drawn up over her head and
cuffed to some suspended rod or bar supported from above. Her feet
pulled outwards and connected to the sides of the bed by cuffs and
chains. A rod was clamped between her teeth, from the ends of which
elastic cords ran down to clips pinched to her nipples, stretching
them painfully upwards as the tension hauled on her sore, swaying
breasts; displaying them for his pleasure.

Her whole body
ached after her suspension and her bottom was sore from cropping
and tack pricks, but at least this was a different position. And
she was actually in bed with her Ubermeister. Her terrifying,
wonderful Ubermeister…

At that moment
she was his pathetic total slave and the only thing she feared more
than his sadistic attention, was him losing interest in her. That
would have been terrible. The pain he had been inflicting upon her
had defined her world - which was currently bounded by the walls of
the pit. Without it, she did not know what she would do. She would
hardly exist.

In a small
huddled, cowering part of her mind Penny knew those feelings were
nonsensical. But at that moment he was so all-powerful that she
could not deny them. She had never imagined she could be dominated
and broken like this in the space of a single day. But then she had
never been treated like a sex slave before. Each pit had weakened
her pride and resolve and this one had completely shattered it,
leaving her vulnerable to any masterful figure. Perhaps the spell
would be broken equally quickly when she left the pit: she
certainly prayed that would be true. But while she was in the
Ubermeister’s power, she was his to do with as he wished…

Penny felt his
penis pulsate within her as another climax approached. As he
spouted his hot semen up into her vagina, he slapped her breasts
from each side at the same moment, making them smack heavily
against each other and then bounce away. She sobbed as the clips
yanked on her nipples even as she sucked his ejaculate up into her
and felt her own loins surged with a thrill of delight at receiving
his gift.

She groaned
and yelped and snivelled as the sensations mingled within her and
heard him chuckle at her confusion and discomfort. She imagined her
master smiling at her pain and so she also smiled a helpless
servile smile about the rod clamped grimly between her teeth.

How she
secretly hated him for what he had done to her! Yet it was also
true that at that precise moment, while her Ubermeister was happy,
so was she.


Chapter
Nine

 


The next
morning the Ubermeister prepared Penny for the next pit with
obvious reluctance.

‘A fine female
specimen like you would make an excellent pleasure slave,’ he said.
‘Another few days of proper discipline and you would be mine for
life. But now I must send you on…’

Penny trembled
at his words and whimpered and chewed on her yoke gag bar, shaking
her head. That servile part of her that he had so totally dominated
did not want to leave him.

‘I must comply
with the rules of the pits,’ he said. ‘So must you. There are
others waiting who have paid their fee for their right to master
you. Not that they will be my equal of course…’

That she
believed without doubt.

When she was
ready, he opened the pit gate and pushed Penny reluctantly through
it.

The gate
clanged shut behind her and she was alone in the narrow cleft that
led to the fifth pit. For a moment, Penny felt a terrible sense of
loss and yearning for her magnificent, dominating Ubermeister. She
began to sob and wanted to try to claw her way back through the
gate to him and throw herself at his feet and beg him to beat her
one last time…

And she shook
her head in wonder and disbelief as her own wild and misplaced
emotions. What was she thinking? That had all happened in another
pit which in this place was like another world which was now behind
her. Trembling and dizzy, she sank to her knees and instead cried
in relief that she was free of him.

* * *

It was ten
minutes before Penny felt strong enough to go on. Wearily she got
to her feet and dragged her ball and chain after her along the
narrow winding path to the next pit. At least she was unlikely to
meet anybody quite so singularly cruel or masterful again, she told
herself. Perhaps the worst was over…

Upon ringing
its bell lever, its gate slid back and the Penny stepped nervously
through it into the next pit. It was slightly narrower, deeper and
darker than the previous ones, but otherwise it was of the same
general pattern.

This time
there was nobody waiting for her, but there were arrows in the sand
formed out of small stones that pointed to a ramp and an open
doorway. Once again having no other choice, she followed them. The
doorway opened onto another sloping passageway that cut deep into
the cliff face. Hauling her iron ball noisily up the passage she
came to a new white-walled chamber.

In its centre
was a large wooden device that comprised of a heavy man-sized
Y-shaped timber frame fitted with numerous straps and chains that
was supported on a sturdy base post. In one corner was a familiar
slave toilet. Many other curious and sinister devices were fitted
to the chamber’s curving walls, and assorted hooks and chains
dangled from rings and metal channels bolted to the ceiling.
However, what made this array different from any of the others
Penny had seen so far was that amongst them was a naked black
girl.

She was
secured in a yoke identical to Penny’s, with a gag bar clenched
between her white teeth. She was standing with her back to the wall
to which the ends of her yoke were fastened by hooks and rings. Her
feet were spread wide by a rod with cuffs on its end connecting her
ankles.

As there was
no one else in the room and the two other doors leading out of it
were closed, Penny shuffled uncertainly over to the girl.

She was
perhaps three or four years younger than Penny and looked to be of
mixed Arab and black African blood, with a slim build and collar
length wavy glossy black hair. Her skin was of an even coffee-olive
hue. Her bright almond eyes were deep brown with dark brows arched
over them. Her nose had a broad firm bridge but it was not over
wide. A golden ring pierced its septum and hung over her upper lip,
which was full but not thick. She had neat breasts with prominent
dark nipples with a pair of golden rings pieced through them. Her
waist was tight and her buttocks well rounded, tapering to lean,
shapely legs. Her pubic hair had also been removed, exposing a
smooth pouting brown cleft. Another pair of golden rings hung
through piercings in the slim tongue of her inner labia, which
peeped out from between her plumper outer lips.

Her bright
eyes looked at Penny with keen interest as she appraised her naked
figure in return. Penny thought of Captain Velasquez’s Marietta
with her intimate golden ring piercings and vulva padlock. Was this
girl another concubine? Suddenly Penny felt ridiculously awkward.
They should be introduced but neither of them could speak. What did
you do in such a situation?

‘Her name is
Douna,’ said a gruff voice from behind Penny speaking in Arab-
accented English. ‘She is a serving maid who has been bad. As
punishment, she was sent here to the pits to earn her master money.
But he has been delayed coming for her, so I have her for an extra
day…’

Penny spun
round to see a tall man in loose white desert robes with a
dishdasha over his white hood. He was holding a short coiled whip
in one hand.

As she faced
him, he flicked it across Penny’s breasts, making her flinch.

‘On your
knees…’ he commanded and she obeyed.

He walked
around her, stroking her with the whip. ‘You are Penel-ope from
England, I am told. I am Sharif, your master in this pit.’ The
braided whip rasped across her nipples that stood up helplessly
hard in response. She bit her lip. ‘Your skin is very fine and
white, your hair is golden and you are very beautiful. Not many
could afford to buy one like you. Do you belong to a man?’

Penny shook
her head.

‘That cannot
last long,’ he declared firmly. ‘But for this day you belong to me.
I have always wondered what English women are like when passion
overcomes them. Are they different from Arab women? Are they
better, as they like to think themselves, or are they just like any
other women when you get inside them? Now I have the chance to find
out…’

* * *

Penny lay
stretched out on the Y-shaped wooden frame.

Sharif had
removed her yoke and chain and substituted fresh bonds. Her arms
were drawn up above her head and heavy leather straps were bound
across her wrists and elbows, squeezing them together so that they
lay rigidly along the tail of the Y. A braided leather cord had
been pulled over her mouth and wedged between her teeth. Broader
and longer straps went over her chest above and below her breasts,
making them jut up between them, and across her waist. Her
widespread legs were stretched out along the arms of the Y, held in
place by more straps bound over her thighs, knees and ankles.

This position
left her buttocks and groin overhanging the apex of the fork of the
frame: perfectly exposed along with her inner thighs to Sharif’s
whip.

It swished as
it cut through the air and slashed into her soft defenceless flesh.
Its trailing thong tips were very soft pliant leather so it did not
actually cut her skin, but they still inflicted shockingly painful
cracks and slashes. Every third or fourth stroke Sharif directed
along the line of her bound body over her stomach and into the
undersides of her breasts that were standing up from her chest like
milk-jelly hills; making them bounce, heave and shiver. Sharif
seemed fascinated by their motion and watched as they settled again
with their dark pink nipples standing up on top of them like little
lighthouses.

The first
strokes of the whip to actually cut up into her vulva had been
horrendous and Penny had screamed and bit on the leather cord in
her mouth and lost control of her bladder and spurted pee over the
floor. This had not deterred Sharif, who had simply chuckled at her
shame. Then he delivered half a dozen more strokes with great care,
separating her swollen sex lips with his blows; splattered urine
and juices over her belly and thighs as the thongs tore through her
flesh valley and rasped across her throbbing clitoris.

At those
moments, Penny thought she was going to orgasm and faint from
savage delight and agony. But they were gone so quickly she could
not respond.

Finally, when
Penny’s thighs, vulva and the under-curves of her breasts were
identical blaze of crimson and stung and burned relentlessly,
Sharif coiled his whip again and rubbed it through her sore,
burning, dribbling cleft. She groaned as her juices soaked into the
leather while her hips tried to rise against the straps holding
them down as her clitoris desperately sought relief.

Sharif pulled
the whip away and examined the dark stain on the leather and then
nodded. He walked round the frame to examine her red rimmed,
crusted and tear-streaked eyes and burning cheeks stained by
dribble that had leaked out of the corners of her gagged mouth. She
could hardly see him until he wiped her tears away. Then she saw he
was now holding a camera. He snapped away, recording every detail
of her woebegone face and beaten body.

It seemed odd
to see a man in Arab dress using a camera, but she supposed he
wanted to preserve his memories as well. Pictures of her would be
in his album: a white woman he had strapped down and whipped in the
Pits of Despair. Would he boast to his friends about his conquests?
What would he say about her…?

He pulled the
leather cord out of her mouth. ‘Now, do you want another taste of
the whip, or do you beg me to have you?’

By now she
knew the answer to that. ‘P… please have me, Sir… Master… any way
you want… Sir, in my pussy hole or up my bottom…’

But he wanted
to more. ‘Do you beg me, an Arab man, to penetrate your white
English woman flesh holes?’

Penny realized
he wanted to hear her debasing herself totally. Once again, she was
at the mercy of a man of another race who harboured resentment for
his past treatment at white hands and wanted revenge. That thought
was terrifying and exciting.

‘Yes… Master…
please put your Arab penis inside my w… white English female flesh
holes… use them for your pleasure… please!’

He pulled
aside his robes to expose his hard, erect brown penis. He let her
see it in all its terrifying magnificence, then he moved back round
to stand between her splayed legs and thrust it up into her.

Penny felt a
wave of revulsion flow through her followed by another of desperate
delight and relief that he was not whipping her anymore. Her body
was rejoicing, celebrating its freedom from pain by concentrating
on every scrap of pleasure she could take from his thrusting
manhood. The heavy straps binding her resisted the force of every
thrust into her, making her lower belly bulge from within as her
wet, clinging vagina was filled and then sucked half empty.

Her stinging,
beaten, burning breasts wobbled slightly as the Y-frame creaked. He
reached up and took hold of them and pinched her nipples and pulled
down upon them until they stretched like elastic as he thrust even
deeper into her. His hands were hard and strong and precise as they
moulded and twisted her hot flesh. Hot, yes very hot! Her breasts
were hot and pussy was a hot. Her loins were filling and bubbling
over… she was going to…ahhhh!

* * *

The next thing
Penny knew, Sharif was slapping her cheeks, bringing her out of her
post-orgasmic swoon.

‘You had your
pleasure moment before I did,’ he said sternly. ‘That was bad of
you. You will not do that again…’ He laid his coiled whip across
her breasts as a warning. ‘Unless you want another whipping?’

‘No… Master…
sorry Master …please have me again, Master,’ she babbled. ‘Use my
bottom… its tighter…’

He took hold
of my hips and rammed his still hard penis up into her greased
bottom hole and she shrieked as his shaft stretched her anal
ring.

He pounded
into her with brutal force. The frame creaked and she gasped. He
was taking his pleasure without thinking about hers. How cruel was
that! And yet in this place it was beginning to feel almost natural
and normal. She was a woman and he was a man and his pleasure came
first…

And then he
spouted his hot sperm up inside her and she felt a brief thrill of
delight that was not an orgasm, but the knowledge that she had
served her proper purpose.

* * *

After
recovering himself, Sharif went to the wall and freed Douna from
its hooks. He removed the spreader bar from her ankles and led her
back to the Y-frame and made her kneel between Penny’s splayed
thighs so that she was staring into her soiled cleft and bottom. He
pulled the gag bar out of her mouth.

‘Lick her
clean,’ he commanded.

And the girl
obeyed, pressing her face into Penny’s groin and sucking and
licking diligently, lapping up and swallowing down her juices and
Sharif’s sperm without hesitation.

Penny squirmed
in embarrassment and helpless pleasure, thinking of Velasquez’s
concubine Marietta performing the same service in the police cell.
Did all women here carry out such dirty and intimate acts without
any shame? Had they no pride? Then she realized there was a stupid
question. They were slaves and were not permitted pride and dare
not let shame stop them. And while she was in the pits, neither
could she.

Douna’s tongue
probed deeper into her cleft, and Penny shuddered at the feel of
its mobile length within her. She was taking far longer than
Marietta had. It was like having a little snake inside her and
despite her misgivings, she was getting aroused. Her nipples were
standing up again. Respectable women did not do such things…
certainly not with foreign women… but she was the foreigner here…
and she was no longer a respectable woman. George must never
know…

Her loins were
filling again. She couldn’t stop herself… ahhhh!

Burning with
embarrassment even as she thrilled with helpless lustful delight,
Penny squirted a mist of her juices over Douna’s brown face.

She had
climaxed on another woman’s tongue!

Douna was
pulled aside with her face glossy with Penny’s juices, and Sharif
loomed over Penny. She cringed, fearing another whipping, but he
seemed more curious and amused than angry.

‘So, you like
this girl’s tongue inside you so much you have an orgasm, do you? I
did not think you English women behaved like that. Have you ever
done such a thing before?’

‘N… no,
Master,’ Penny admitted shamefully.

‘Will you
enjoy sharing other pleasures with women, I wonder? Let us
see…’

He went to one
of the racks on the wall and came back with a device of black
rubber that Penny’s goggling eyes resolved into a double headed
phallus with a single large false ball sack hanging down from its
middle that swayed realistically. A rubber hook with a bulbous tip
hung down from the root of the ball sack.

Sharif stood
Douna up, put her gag bar back in place and then spread her legs.
He pushed one end of the phallus into her vulva between her golden
ringed lips which bulged about it. Penny saw her eyes roll up
either in shame or delight as she was filled. When the ball sack
was resting against her cleft, Sharif reached between her legs and
plugged the hook into her anus, holding the shaft in place inside
her.

Now the free
end of the phallus jutted up as an angle from between Douna’s
slender thighs bobbing about as she moved.

‘Now we shall
see if you like a woman pushing a rubber shaft into you…’

He positioned
Douna between Penny’s legs and guided the tip of the rubber shaft
into her sticky cleft. Immediately the Douna began to work her hips
and pump the shaft into Penny.

It was so big
Penny groaned as it filled her. She could feel her vagina
stretching and could see her stomach rising and falling as it
surged inside her.

Sharif flicked
his whip across Douna’s brown buttocks, making her yelp and her
brown breasts jiggle and hips jerk harder into Penny. Penny gasped
as the shaft rammed into her. Sharif used the whip again with the
same results. Penny’s eyes were watering from the pain but her
vagina was streaming.

‘So you like
it hard, do you English woman?’ Sharif said.

He moved
behind Douna and bent her across Penny’s body while keeping the
phallus lodged inside her. He pulled the rubber retaining plug out
of Douna’s bottom, parted his robes and rammed his shaft up into
her rear in its place. Douna sobbed and bit on her gag bar that her
buttocks parted about him. The force of his thrusts was transmitted
through her body into the phallus jutting out between her thighs
and then up into Penny’s vagina.

Penny shrieked
at the power of it and the sight of Douna being taken from behind.
She almost imagine Sharif’s penis flowing through her body and into
her own. She saw Douna’s almond eyes grow wide with wonder and
helpless lust as she was sandwiched between them. They were
skewered on one big shaft in effect being penetrated the same
man!

That image was
too much to contain. Penny felt her loins burst as another orgasm
ripped through her. Her sob of pleasure joined Sharif’s grunt of
triumph, as he spurted his seed into Douna’s rectum. Then Penny
slid into brief happy oblivion …

* * *

The next thing
Penny knew, Sharif was speaking. ‘…so let us see if you like it the
other way round. Douna did not spend herself his time. She is still
needful and ready…’

Still dazed
from her shocking orgasm, Penny lay limp as he unbuckled the straps
binding her sweaty soiled body to the frame and dragged her off it.
By then she was so stiff that she could not stand and collapsed on
the floor. She realized her groin, thighs and buttock cleft were
slippery with her juices. How could she respond like this…?

Sharif pulled
Douna up onto the flame in her place. He kept her yoke on and
simply laid her flat with her legs wide and pulled the straps over
her legs and upper body.

Then he took
hold of Penny by the hair and dragged her forward until she knelt
between Douna’s parted brown thighs and rubbed her nose into her
sweaty groin and the stretched pucker of her greased anus that was
seeping with Sharif sperm.

‘Use your
tongue in her until she comes or I’ll whip you until you faint from
pain, not from pleasure,’ Sharif promised Penny, stroking her back
and buttocks with his whip.

‘B… but… I’ve
never done this to another woman before, Master,’ Penny
protested.

‘Then learn
quickly,’ he told her.

Dizzy and
confused, Penny pressed her face into Douna’s brown cleft.

The smell of
Sharif’s sperm oozing out of her bottom hole was overwhelming, but
it was mingled with the sweeter juices seeping from Douna’s deep,
plump, ringed brown cleft. Fearfully, Penny slid her tongue between
them and began to lick and suck her out, marvelling at the feel of
her velvety soft folds of flesh. She felt Douna responding to her
touch, grinding her hips into her face as far as the straps
allowed. Her vulva was so deep and wet and there was the fleshy
well beyond it…

Suddenly Penny
felt as if she was smothering in this strange woman’s cleft and was
overwhelmed by the thought of the intimate carnal thing she was
doing. This was all cruel and unnatural. She did not belong
here!

She shook her
head, trying to pull away. Swish crack! Sharif’s whip kissed her
buttocks, driving her forward again.

With a sob
buried her face in Douna’s pussy again, licking and sucking
frantically, desperate to get it over with.

She heard the
younger woman moan and gasp and then a spray of sweet juices washed
over Penny’s face.

‘There, you
see, even an Englishwoman can use her tongue to give pleasure…’
Sharif declared.

* * *

After their
exertions, Sharif allowed them both to use the slave toilet to
clean themselves up.

Penny’s cheeks
were burning as she watched Douna squatting on the toilet while the
water jets washed her vagina and anus clean, mortified at the
thought that her tongue had been up inside her. In a way, they had
made love to each other, both with rubber and tongues. But apart
from giving her a brief quick shy smile, the younger women seemed
quite unashamed by what had passed between them. How long had she
been a sex slave maid, Penny wondered?

When they were
both refreshed, Sharif put out bowls of slave food on the floor and
they ate from them side-by-side with their heads down and their
breasts dangling and their bottoms up and exposed. Sharif evidently
enjoyed the submissive spectacle they made and stroked his whip
over their buttocks to keep them parted wide so he could see their
naked clefts pouting beneath them.

‘A pretty
contrast you make, like cream and coffee,’ he observed. ‘Perhaps
you can be mingled even closer later…’

When they were
done, he put Penny back into her yoke and re-gagged her. Then he
laid her on her back on the Y-frame once more, strapping the rest
of her body down firmly. He selected another double headed phallus
from the racks on the walls, but one made of red rubber with more
ribs about its shaft and prongs around its midsection. He bent it
into a “U” and it held its shape, supported by a stiffening wire
core. He plugged one end into Penny’s vagina so that the other end
jutted upwards like some strange exotic plant rising out of her
cleft. She felt her sheath clenching tight about it, as if
curiously exploring its curious contours. The cluster of soft
prongs about its middle looked like a sea anemone as they probed
the valley of her vulva.

Then Sharif
had Douna, who was still wearing her yoke, clamber onto the frame
and lay face down on top of Penny, carefully guiding the free end
of the phallus into her brown vulva.

Penny shivered
as she felt her warm silky body pressed against her own and their
breasts flattened against each other. Douna’s ringed nipples were
still hard and they dug deep into her own pale globes. Then she
realized her own nipples were standing up hard in response. The
lips of their naked mounds of Venus, both gaping about the phallus
that now joined them, pressed together softly, filled with slender
insidious rubber fingers.

Sharif lowered
sprung chains from the ceiling and hooked them into rings on the
back strut of Douna’s yoke, taking a little of her weight off
Penny’s chest.

Penny looked
nervously into Douna’s liquid almond eyes and saw not fear but
bright excitement in their depths. Their lips were stretched and
their teeth were bared by their gag bars. They could not speak but
it was almost as if they might kiss... like their vulvas were
almost doing, Penny thought dizzily.

Sharif pulled
Douna’s legs wide so that they pressed against the insides of Penny
thighs. Then he drew up extra straps from under the frame and bound
them over both Penny and Douna’s bodies from the waist down,
pressing her warm silky flesh tight against Penny.

Penny had
never been so intimate with another woman. Sharing the ends of the
same phallus, it felt almost as if they were one body. Her initial
burning sense of humiliation was melting away into curious
excitement. Was it wrong to feel like this? Perhaps not when you
were in the Pits of Despair…

Sharif walked
around the frame, inspecting their bodies. He took up his camera
and took more pictures of them intimately coupled. Then he pushed
his hand between their impaled, close pressed sex mouths, filled
with rubber prongs, and it came away wet. He took a close-up
picture of their groins.

‘You see,
Penelope from England, you do have passion within you…’

Penny suddenly
felt sick again. George must never, ever see any of these
pictures…

Sharif put
down the camera and opened the front of his robes to free his
erection, which was stiff and swollen once more. He stood between
their spread and strapped thighs and inspected their greased
anuses. Then he rubbed his shaft through the cleft of Douna’s
buttocks, making her groan. Then he slid it between the cleft of
Penny’s bottom where its fleshy under-curves overhung the fork of
the frame. Her cleavage was already wet and slippery from the
juices seeping down into it from above.

‘You are just
as excited as she is, Englishwoman. You are no better than her or
me. You are just a woman ready for pleasure. And I will treat you
both the same…’

He took hold
of the straps bound across their waists to brace himself, and
rammed his hard shaft into Penny’s tight bottom hole. She sobbed as
he filled her, his cock feeling doubly big because of the rubber
shaft already filling her vagina.

After half a
dozen thrusts, he pulled out of Penny’s bottom and plunged into
Douna’s rear passage. She saw her brown eyes grow wide and glisten
in a mixture of pain and delight as his shaft filled her. Penny
felt him surging within her as each plunge into her rectum was
transmitted through the phallus bridge between them, setting the
rubber fingers teasing her swollen clitoris. How much more intimate
could this yet?

She found
out.

Douna dipped
her head down and pressed her parted gagged lips against Penny’s
own. Now they were really kissing. And caught up in a rising
passion she had never felt before, Penny kissed her back.

Their hot
sweaty bodies ground together as Sharif plunged first into one of
their bottoms and then the other. Their juices squelched between
the prongs of the rubber anemone filling their hot sex mouths.
Penny thought her breasts were going to burst with the blood
flowing into them, while Douna’s ringed nipples slithered and
ground back and forth across them.

Penny’s bottom
bulged and then was sucked empty. The rubber phallus ground and
churned within her as Douna was sodomised in turn. She knew it was
wrong to find pleasure in this but by now she did not care.

And then
Sharif was inside her rear passage once again, pounding up into it
with desperate desire and she felt his hot sperm bloom. Her master
had come inside her! Penny clenched tight about his shaft and came
over the rubber prongs within her. Douna moaned and kissed her
passionately and then her slender hips bounced against Penny’s own
as her juices sprayed convulsively out of her and flowed into
Penny’s hot, rubber-filled, deep-cloven cleft.

Then for an
interval, all was peace and mellow delight...

* * *

Sharif rested
for a while across the bodies of his exhausted slaves, slumped over
Douna’s bottom and back, his weight pressing her harder down onto
Penny. But in her blissful post orgasmic state, she did not seem to
mind it.

Finally,
Sharif recovered sufficiently to pull his now soft penis out of
her.

He made his
way round the frame so he could take hold of both of them by the
hair and twist their heads around so he could look into their
flushed faces together.

‘You were both
highly pleasing,’ he said and Penny felt a foolish surge of pride
that his word. ‘Now I am done with you. I will leave you to sleep
as you are tonight. Tomorrow I will send you both onto the next pit
together. I understand its master enjoys training ponygirls. I
think he will find a good use for the pair of you…’

Penny stared
into Douna’s liquid eyes that were suddenly filled with alarm.

What perverse
ordeal awaited them in the sixth pit of despair?

 



Chapter
Ten

 


Even by the
standards of the Pits of Despair, that night was a strange and
disturbing one for Penny.

Douna’s warm
body lay on top of her, with her soft cheek resting on her own and
their sweaty breasts mashed together. Before that day, Penny had
never been intimate with another woman and now she was strapped
naked to one with their vaginas joined by the same rubber phallus
and after both their rectums had been ravaged by the same man. And
they had not even spoken together yet!

But perhaps
speech would have been superfluous, Penny thought. They had nothing
to deliberate as they had no freedom of choice, and nothing in
common except for their mutual suffering in the pits. Obviously,
their backgrounds were very different and Douna came from a social
order quite alien to Penny’s. But maybe, if they had been free to
talk, they could at least have offered each other sympathy and some
moral comfort.

Or was that
what their bodies were for? Apparently, Douna thought so…

In the middle
of that strange night, Penny woke to find Douna grinding her body
over hers as far as the straps binding them together would allow.
Her slender hip bones ground against hers as she stirred her end of
the phallus joining their vaginas as if it was the handle of a
spoon, which in turn churned the other end inside Penny. Then she
felt her rubbing her gagged lips across her own, and clasping and
squeezing her hands, which were positioned against Douna’s by their
identical yolks, as if inviting her to respond to her
stimulation.

Penny was
shocked and confused. Why was she doing this? There was no man
making them couple for his pleasure. Was she not totally drained of
passion by now? Didn’t she want a rest from carnality? Perhaps
Douna had no natural inhibitions or normal moral standards, or
perhaps this was normal for Barbouria, or else they had been
diluted during her captivity. Whatever the reason, intimately
conjoined as they were it was impossible to ignore Douna’s naked,
slippery sensuous body grinding against hers. And, despite herself,
Penny felt her nipples standing up and her sex beginning to warm
and flow with intimate juices.

No, this was
too shameful for words! There was no excuse…

Then sudden
insight dawned. As helpless slaves, what else did they have to
offer each other but the pleasure their bodies could bring? They
would be doing this for each other and not for their master. It was
a tiny gesture of independence; the only kind they could hope
for…

And so Penny
surrendered herself to Douna’s invitation, kissing her gagged lips
back in return. For the first time in her life, Penny coupled
freely with another woman. And when the mutual climax came, it was
pure and joyful. Then Douna settled down across her, bonelessly
relaxed once more.

I will not
feel guilty about this in the morning, Penny told herself as she
drifted off into a happier sleep than she had believed possible in
such a shameless posture. But she also knew it was one more
addition to the growing list of things that George must never
know!

* * *

The next
morning, when Sharif freed them from their intimate bondage, the
double-ended phallus came out of their vaginas, warm, wet and
sticky with their mingled juices, leaving an awful emptiness
behind.

Douna smiled
at Penny about her gag, as if to say: whatever else happens we
shared that pleasure together. But despite her resolution, and
perhaps because they were now bathed in the cold light of dawn,
Penny found her cheeks burning with shame. Did Sharif realize what
they had done? Would he be angry that they had coupled without his
permission? Oh God, what a thought to have!

But Sharif
only laughed as he saw the state of her vulva. ‘So, Penelope from
England, you do not need to be beaten to make love to women after
all,’ he observed.

And, as Penny
soon discovered, this was just the beginning of a whole new
dimension of embarrassment for her to endure.

After they had
been cleaned and fed, Sharif led them outside into the pit where
the morning sunlight was already brilliantly illuminating the high
cliffs. ‘You will go on together to the end,’ he told them. ‘I have
sent word to the Masters of the last two pits to expect you as a
pair. They have no doubt adjusted their welcomes to suit. Now to
prepare you for your journey…’

Sharif
positioned Douna in front of Penny and buckled the supporting belts
about their waists. Then he slung a two foot chain between the back
of Douna’s yoke and a ring on the front of Penny’s. Then he
threaded the sprung chain section of Douna’s iron ball from the
front through the belly ring of her belt, down and up between her
legs and out through the rear ring. Then he pulled the wire rope
end up to clip onto the middle of the chain connecting their necks.
He did the same to Penny’s ball chain from the rear, so that the
ends of both wire ropes were now fastened to the middle of the
chain joining them. This meant that both balls, instead of dragging
on the ground, were now suspended almost between their legs, with
Douna’s hanging in front of her thighs and Penny’s dangling beneath
her buttocks.

The women
whimpered as the full weight of balls dug the spiked chains into
their soft clefts and buttock cleavages. If she had thought wearing
her spiked groin chain and iron ball was a shameful and painful
ordeal alone, Penny had not imagined how it would feel when she
shared it with another woman. They spread their legs so as not to
touch the balls and set them swinging and so grinding the chain
spikes into their tender flesh. The transmitted weight of the balls
running through the pair of chains tugged down on the chain
connecting their yokes, dragging its middle down and pulling them
closer together until Penny’s nipples were almost brushing Douna’s
back.

Sharif
examined them with apparent approval and then took out his camera.
‘Walk about the pit,’ he commanded them.

As soon as
they began to move, the iron balls began to swing back and forth
between their legs, banging against their thighs from the front and
back. They whimpered and their eyes began to water in pain as the
spiked chains were wedged up into their soft naked clefts of pink
and brown. They spread their legs even wider to try to spare their
thighs at least, which only allowed the iron balls to swing even
further back and forth, until they clacked together alarmingly
between them.

By necessity,
they began to walk in step to avoid Penny treading on Douna’s
heels. It made them look as though they were marching in time in
close formation like soldiers: at least a pair of naked, gagged,
yoked and chained female soldiers marching bow-legged with a pair
of iron balls swinging back and forth between their thighs. In
addition, their quick but short and awkward steps made their
breasts jiggle noticeably. It was both absurd and deeply
humiliating.

Sharif laughed
at their predicament and took more pictures of them from all
angles. To her dismay, Penny felt her nipples standing up and her
vulva growing hot and slippery. It seemed that now almost any form
of stimulation or attention was interpreted by her body as some
kind as foreplay.

Their
humiliation only ended when Sharif had shot an entire roll of film.
‘I’m done with you,’ he declared. ‘Now you may leave...’ He opened
the iron gateway and waved them through. ‘You have been most
pleasing creatures to use and an interesting pairing. May the other
pit masters enjoy you as I have…’

The women
shuffled through the gateway and it clanged shut behind them.

* * *

The walk to
the next pit took longer than Penny’s previous such journeys
because of their strange new mutual bondage. They shuffled along
trying to not let the iron balls swinging between their legs pick
up too much speed or swing too far. Penny wondered if they could do
better by trying to clasp the iron balls between their thighs and
walk like that, or go down on their knees so they could drag the
balls along the ground. But she decided that by the time they had
mastered that new form of locomotion they probably would have
reached the destination.

There was no
alternative but to endure more mutual shame and suffering.

She realized
that although she and Douna were now shuffling along together alone
and intimately connected they still could not converse. She could
smell Douna’s most intimate bodily sent and feel her warmth, but
she could not speak to her! After what they had shared and how they
were now joined together, it was ridiculous that she could not say
something to the younger woman. But even alone their lips and
tongues were still controlled by the men who had designed their
yokes and the hands of the masters who had put their gags in.

This was what
total domination felt like, Penny thought. Neither of them belonged
to themselves anymore. They had been reduced to helpless, naked,
living puppets: puppets that left a shameful trail of dripping
intimate juices on the sand behind them as they made their tortuous
way to their next ordeal.

* * *

Finally, they
came to the next gateway and Douna, being in the lead, took the
doorbell handle between her thighs and rang it. The pumping action
caused their painfully suspended iron balls to clack together once
again, making them both groan.

The gate was
opened by a man wearing a purple fez over his white hood. He had a
matching sash tied about his waist, puffy white loose trousers and
purple slippers with pointed curling toes. He also had a training
whip in his hand.

‘So, my
unexpected pair of ponies has arrived at last, have they?’ he said
gruffly, in what Penny believed was a Turkish accent. ‘Get inside
with you…’

They shuffled
through the gate which he closed after them.

‘In this pit I
am your Vizier and absolute master,’ he told them. ‘Now, let us
have a look at you…’

To Penny’s
relief the Vizier unbuckled their belts and freed them from the
terrible balls and chains. They both whimpered as the spikes were
pulled out of their sticky clefts. Then he positioned them side by
side with their legs apart. From out of a fold in his waist sash,
he drew out a double ended snap hook that he clipped onto the rings
on the ends of their yokes, fastening them together. Then he walked
around them, looking them up and down and prodding them with his
fingers. Their buttocks, thighs and calves were of particular
interest to him.

‘Yes… good
muscles here… much of the same height and build…’ he muttered, as
if half talking to himself. He moved round to their fronts and
cupped first Douna’s breasts and then Penny’s. ‘A little more
weight there,’ he said, squeezing her slightly fuller globes, ‘but
no matter… they can be managed… ‘

As he examined
them, Penny stole a glance about them at pit number six. It was
more nearly circular then the others and its floor had been
extensively landscaped. There were stone pathways circling about
its perimeter and also crossing about its middle. In places, the
pathways crossed over what looked like small humpback bridges. The
usual dark apertures peppered the rock walls on each side of them,
with one much larger double doorway reached by a ramp that crossed
the weaving pathways.

The Vizier
finished his inspection and flicked their buttocks with his whip.
‘Walk ahead of me,’ he commanded. ‘Let me see your motion…’

They walked
around the perimeter pathway side by side, with him following on
behind them, studying the roll of their bottoms intently. Penny
felt her cheeks burning at this intense interest. Every so often he
flicked the whip across their buttock cheeks and then up between
their legs and watched them react.

When they had
made a circuit of the pit, he said: ‘Yes, you will do. Now up into
the stable…’

He drove them
up the ramp and through the big double doorway into the cool of
chamber cut out of the living rock with the usual whitewashed
arching walls and slave toilet in one corner. Where this chamber
differed from all the others Penny had been in previously was that
its walls were hung with straps, chains, rings, bits and bridles of
horse harness and small saddles of odd design. Along one wall was a
row of small carriages and wheeled chairs. And all of them, she saw
with a shiver, were fashioned to fit the female human form…

The Vizier saw
her eyes growing wide in horror at the sight of it and chuckled.
‘Yes, these are for you. I will harness you as ponies, and you will
serve me as a white infidel and a woman should: no better than your
brown sister straining at your side. Yes, you will both serve me as
a team. I have a device that will ensure that…’

From the array
on the wall, he took down a curious and complex device, the core of
which at first seemed to Penny like a longer version of the yoke
she wore with an adjustable telescopic midsection, except that it
had two pairs of cuffs at each end. They were not made of solid
hinged halves of metal, but loops of thick black rubber strip an
inch wide. These strips were smooth on their inner faces and ribbed
on their outer ones, like the rungs of a ladder. Their ends passed
through ratchet locks. Dangling from the back of the strut by
straps and metal springs were two rubber tubes with more ratchet
rubber straps and locks on the ends. Hanging from the front of the
main strut by more but shorter springs, was a hollow rod with two
pairs of smaller screw clamps fastened to its ends, so that it
dangled across the open rubber rings of the larger pairs of cuffs.
Only as the Vizier held the device up in front of them did she
realized its purpose.

‘When two
women’s breasts are joined together, they have to work as one…’ He
declared as if it was a mantra.

He fitted the
twin breast yoke to them, first hanging the sets of straps and
springs and rubber sleeves over their shoulders. Then he fed their
breasts through the pairs of rubber strap loops and pulled them
tight about the roots of their breasts so that they bulged about
them side by side: a pair of pink flesh balloons next to a slightly
smaller pair of brown ones. The dangling rod with screw clamps on
it now hung across their bulging mounds and the vizier screwed the
little pairs of clamps on to their nipples to hold it in place, in
Douna’s case fitting the clamp about the golden rings that already
pierced them, making them both whimper and their eyes water as
their delicate flesh was pinched.

Now, instead
of being joined by their groin chains, they were intimately
connected by their breasts.

He removed
their yokes and they groaned as their bent arms were allowed to
briefly straighten out, and they worked their jaws and stretched
their lips as they gag bars were removed. But this respite was
short lived. He folded their arms up behind them and pushed them
through opposite ends of the rubber sleeves that now hung in the
middle of their backs, so that their forearms were pressed together
within it. Then he pulled the ratchet straps on the ends of these
sleeves about their upper arms, holding them in place within the
sleeves.

Then he fitted
leather bridles with broad rubber bits and blinkers over their
heads, tightening their buckles until they were as securely bound
as their breasts. He shortened the middle section of the breast
binder strut, pulling them together until their shoulders touched.
As Douna shifted her feet slightly, Penny felt the bands bound
tight about her breasts and the rods linking their nipples transmit
the motion. Any turn or bend either of them made would have to be
perfectly synchronised, or else it would twist their breasts
painfully. From now on, they would have to move as one…

The vizier
walked around them looking them up and down. ‘Yes, you look most
splendid as a pair of woman ponies. Now we shall see how well you
can pull a carriage…’

He selected a
single seat carriage and that was virtually a chair with a fabric
seat and back supported by a light tubular aluminium framework that
was mounted on springs resting on an axle linking two large bike
wheels. A pair of aluminium shafts connected to the axle curved
upwards in shallow S’s from under each side of the chair. The ends
of the shafts were fitted with leather belts on chains and twin
rubber plugs, with the front one being longer and penis like, while
the second one was shorter with a narrow tapering neck and a
pear-like head. The rubber shafts were already shiny with grease
and Penny knew where they were destined to go.

The Vizier
positioned them standing with their legs apart over the ends of the
shafts and then he lifted them up and plugged them into their
groins. Penny clenched on her bit as the plugs pushed their way up
into her vagina and rectum; feeling her nipples standing up in
their own little clamps as if in sympathy with her penetration. He
buckled the belts about their waists so that the chains trailing
from the backs of them linked to the shafts just behind their plug
ends, holding them firmly in place.

He removed
their sandals and strapped new ankle boots on their feet which
matched their harness. Penny saw that they had light metal
horseshoes riveted to their undersides.

There were two
sets of reins coiled up on the seat of the little carriage, the
ends of which he clipped to the cheek rings of their bridles. There
was also, Penny noticed, a 35mm camera. This the Vizier picked up
and hung about his neck as he seated himself in the carriage and
took up the reins in one hand, while he held his whip ready in the
other. He pulled on the reins and they felt their heads being
turned left and then right.

‘I will pull
on these to steer you,’ he explained. ‘If I pull back on both sides
at the same time, you are to slow down. I will whip you to go
faster. Your breast bar will tell you to keep in step, turn
together and move as one. Do you understand?

They both
nodded their heads. It was perfectly simple and deeply degrading.
But they were pit girls so what else did they expect? Already,
Penny could feel her vagina lubricating over the rubber plug inside
it. That sensation was becoming horribly familiar. What she had not
yet experienced before was actually pulling a man in a carriage
behind her with her vagina and rectum. What would that feel like?
She was about to find out…

The reins
flicked across their shoulders. ‘Get along!’ the Vizier
commanded.

They leaned
forward, feeling the weight of the carriage tugging strangely on
their passageways. Then it rolled smoothly forward. The Vizier
tugged on their reins and guided them out of the stable room, down
the ramp and into the dusty heat of the pit again.

He pulled them
to the right and they turned onto the perimeter pathway that
circumnavigated the pit. They felt the breast bar tugging on them,
pinching their globes, and had to adjust their steps to keep in
line and shoulder to shoulder. The whip flicked across their bare
buttocks and they picked up speed. Their horseshoe-shod boots
clacked and clattered on the stones of the pathway.

He steered
them around the pit and then along the pathways that crossed its
middle. The twisting breast bar taught them quickly and painfully
how to take the corners, the girl on the outside speeding up to
keep them level. On the straights, their steps naturally fell into
time.

When they were
running steadily, the Vizier temporarily swapped his whip for the
camera and snapped pictures of them as they cantered along.

Their bound
breasts jiggled and bounced unnaturally before them, slightly
dampened by the bar clipped to their nipples which tugged
incessantly on them and made them throb and stand up hard even as
they were pinched and twisted. Their buttocks rolled and their
thighs strained. Their vaginal sheathes and anal sphincters
clenched tightly about the plugs inside them to take the strain of
the cart. Its rubber tyres rolled almost silently along the path,
giving the vizier on his sprung seat a smooth ride, but the
vibrations as they bounced along were transmitted into the axles
and up through the shafts to their groin plugs.

Penny groaned
as she felt them trembling and jerking and twisting inside her. The
insides of her thighs were getting wet. Her lubrication was coating
the rubber plugs which began to slip around even more easily within
her.

And so round
and round they went, looping backwards and forwards, hauling the
tiny cart for their new master, who could sit in comfort while he
watched them exert themselves for his twisted pleasure, snapping
pictures as he went. As Penny sucked air in about her bit while
spittle dribbled out of the corners of her mouth, she imagined the
spectacle they made for him: one set of bare pink buttocks and
another of brown straining side-by-side before his eyes. A pair of
naked pony girls totally under his control!

In minutes,
the sweat was dripping off them; stinging their eyes, running down
their backs into the clefts of their buttocks, making their
bouncing bound breasts glossy and dripping off their clamped
nipples.

Soon Penny
began to tire. She’d never done anything like this before in her
life and now she was being used like living pony! She had been
driven to exhaustion in earlier pits in different ways, but not
when having to keep pace with another girl. Douna had greater
stamina or more determination and endurance and was still striding
well and strongly. Penny began to fall out of step with her and her
breast straps began to twist and dig. The whip began to favour her
buttocks as an incentive to keep up. The hot stripes it left on her
skin filled with sweat and stung all the more.

To add to her
misery, the pain and intimate stimulation were having their
embarrassing and inevitable effect. A week ago Penny wouldn’t have
imagined such a thing was possible, but she felt another orgasm
approaching.

She snatched a
glance sideways, blinking the sweat out of her eyes and saw that
Douna was also looking distressed, as if she was also struggling to
contain her own passion. For a moment that knowledge gave her some
comfort: knowing that at least she was not alone and would share
the humiliation. Then she thought: but while they were in this pit
they were a pair. One of them couldn’t give in without the other.
That would only lead to punishment.

She gasped and
grunted to attract Douna’s attention, rolling her eyes desperately
down to her groin, which was now frothing with lubrication about
the rubber plug that separated her sex lips, trying without
coherent words to convey her growing desperation and its swiftly
approaching climax.

And Douna
nodded and actually smiled about her bit in reassurance and
understanding. There was a deep knowing in her eyes as they flashed
mutely: do as I do. And in that moment, Penny felt a deep surge of
affection towards her that transcended the barriers of race and
upbringing.

Penny followed
Douna’s lead as together they bucked and tossed their heads, making
their reins jingle and slap. And then they slowed to a halt and
bent over and spread their legs and churned their hips wildly and
ecstatically over the twin plugs that impaled them. They pushed
their bottoms back out to the Vizier, as if inviting him to watch
their shameless display. Penny hated it but she understood fully.
They could not just stop to take their pleasure. They had to make a
show fit for their master…

Oh God, she
was wiggling her naked bottom before a strange masked man, Penny
thought dizzily! Yes but she had no choice. Yes but it was still
disgusting. But it would be even worse if George found out…
ahhhh!

Swish,
crack!

The Vizier’s
whip had cut across their bobbing, sweaty buttocks, and they yelped
together about their gags. He had clambered out of the carriage and
was standing beside them, alternating swipes with the whip with
snapping with his camera. Their deepest humiliation was being
recorded! But the pain and embarrassment only seemed to add spice
to the moment. The revolting nature of what she was doing was
submerged by a wave of sensuous pleasure washed through her. Penny
felt her loins burst in glorious delight at their shameless
outpouring and shrieked in helpless delight as she bit on the
rubber bar between her teeth.

Did ponies
shriek in delight, Penny wondered dizzily? Pony girls certainly
did…

When Penny
recovered herself, she and Douna were both on their knees with
their dripping juices flowing about their impaled groins and down
their thighs and dripping onto the stones of the pathway. The
Vizier’s whip was flicking across their upraised buttocks, not
cruelly but just sharply enough to recall them to the moment.

‘Good girls,
cuming together,’ he said. ‘Very pretty. Now you are a proper pair.
Now you run some more…’

And they
struggled to their feet and tottered on…

* * *

They spent the
rest of the day in harness pounding around the pit pathways.

They must have
trotted, cantered and galloped for miles as they pulled a variety
of small carts for the Vizier. Penny became horribly familiar with
the swishing crack of his whip and the echoes coming off the canyon
walls from their horseshoe-shod feet as they clattered about the
winding pathways, intermingled with the click and whir of his
camera as he recorded another moment of their exertions for his
collection.

There were
brief respites when he fed and watered them back inside the cool
stable cave. There was a small metal horse trough on wheels that he
rolled out before them and they both had to bend over it together
and lap it up like a real horses. While they did so, he used a wet
cloth to rub them down. Penny actually found herself feeling
grateful for the feel of its cool fabric rasping over her sweaty
breasts and buttocks and into her sticky groin.

Then they were
harnessed to another cart and taken out again for another run. In
her exhaustion, it seemed to Penny that the pit had become their
whole world and she had always lived the life of a human pony. Did
the real world even exist anymore?

And somehow,
during those hours, she had had two more orgasms, both in perfect
and alarming synchronisation with Douna.

* * *

Only when the
sun was dipping in the sky and a cool breeze washed through the
canyons did their ordeal come to end.

The vizier
steered them back into the stable cave for the last time.

‘You have run
well,’ he said. ‘Now good ponies deserve their rest…’

He unhitched
them from the carriage and removed their boots and bridles, but he
kept their breasts bound and coupled and their arms sheathed. He
put a stool down beside the slave toilet so they could use it one
at a time while still joined together. Then they ate a meal of
slave pellets from a tray resting on the water trough. When they
were done, he gagged and blindfolded them and took them through a
door into a smaller chamber.

Side-by-side
with Douna, as she had been all day, Penny felt herself made to
clamber onto what felt like a soft bed and bend over some kind of
rubber covered bolster so that her head and breasts rested on the
sheets and her bottom was raised high. Sprung chains connected to
the ends of the bolster were hooked to the ends of their breast
bar, holding them in place.

The vizier
stripped off his clothes and then knelt on the bed behind them and
between their legs. He caressed and fondled their open, aching
groins, probing their well stretched orifices. Penny had no energy
left to resist. In any case, what would be the point?

His hard penis
plunged into Penny’s vagina, thrust a few times and was then pulled
out and was transferred to Douna’s greased backside. It came out of
there and was plunged into Penny’s bottom. From there it moved down
into Douna’s vagina.

They had
shared everything that day, so it seemed quite natural they should
share their Master’s cock in every orifice.

He must have
been saving his sperm up, for he came inside both of them before he
had finished. Then he lay down between them using the bolster as
his pillow and fell asleep.

The most
frightening thought that drifted through Penny’s dazed mind just
before she fell asleep (and this after a day being used as a human
pony) was: well, it could have been worse…


Chapter
Eleven

 


The next
morning, with aching limbs and groins, Penny and Douna were buckled
into their cruel balls and chains once more and sent through the
next pit gateway.

‘Your last
master is also from your country, English lady,’ the Vizier said as
he closed the gate after them. ‘I wish you well with him…’

The last pit,
Penny thought with a thrill, as they began their painful, shuffling
progress along the narrow winding pathway with the iron balls
swinging between their thighs. It was almost over! And, apparently,
Pit Seven was occupied by an Englishman. But what did the vizier
mean by his parting remark? Surely, he would be more considerate of
her than any of the others had been…

* * *

‘You bitches
will call me Master John Bull,’ he said, swishing his riding crop
over the shoulders of Penny and Douna, who knelt trembling before
him on the sand; still yoked, but with their groin balls and chains
removed.

He spoke in a
clipped, somewhat dated English accent and wore a Union Jack
waistcoat over a white short with rolled sleeves, tight white
trousers with a buttoned panel at the front and polished black
boots. His face was invisible behind a black executioner mask, but
Penny imagined it would be fiercely ruddy-cheeked, and if he had
been real, he would have been a country squire and the owner of
some fine estate. Yes, even if it was overblown and exaggerated for
effect, his nationality seemed beyond doubt, as, unfortunately, was
his apparent malicious delight at the sight of his two new slaves
for the day.

He strutted
round them, flicking them with his crop and prodding them with the
toe of his boot.

‘So, a pretty
brown slut and a lovely white one chained together by yer pussies!
Ha! It’s a sight to make the heart gladden and the cock stiffen.
And the word is that you’re English?’ he said to Penny.

She
nodded.

‘Well, I must
take special care of you, then…’

Just for a
moment her heart lightened.

‘… special
care to screw you just as hard as this one!’ he finished with a
cruel chuckle, patting Douna’s head.

Penny
shivered. She was not going to find any mercy here.

John Bull
seemed to red her mind. ‘Expecting special treatment, were you?
Well I tell you that women are all the same when they’re in these
pits, no matter what the colour of their skins, who their father
was or what school they went to. To us you’re just pretty tarts to
play with. Now bottoms up!’ he commanded, and they lifted their
haunches high into the air. He probed their naked groins with his
crop. ‘I see those cunt chains have done their job. You’re already
wet and willing. By my faith, I’m going to have some fun with the
pair of you! Now get along there!’

They scrambled
to their feet and he drove them with flicks of his crop up a ramp
and into a passageway cut into the pit wall.

It led to a
lofty white-walled chamber fitted out with the usual slave toilet,
together with yet another varied array of devices, no doubt all
intended to inflict pain or humiliate. Some were fastened to the
walls, a few hung from the ceiling while others stood freely on
stands of different heights and sizes. Amongst them, Penny spotted
yet another camera on a tripod. Her ordeal was going to be recorded
once again.

At the centre
of this array was a vertical treadmill standing over seven feet
high, and supported on one side by a heavy post and bracing
brackets set on a low base. There was a kind of web of wires, rods
and pulleys connecting the treadmill to other devices in the room.
Who had designed and made all these things? Penny found herself
wondering fleetingly.

But she had
little more time for speculation. John Bull drove them to an
unusually long trestle standing at table height, with two padded
top beams arranged in parallel with a foot or so gap between
them.

‘Bend over and
spread your legs,’ he commanded.

They bent over
the trestle side-by-side with their bottoms raised, thighs touching
and groins exposed. Their chests rested on the second padded top,
keeping their backs straight and level, so that their breasts
overhung its outer edge. He pulled straps over the tops of the
padded bars that supported them, binding them across their hips and
backs and holding them in place. Now they were on display!

He walked
around them inspecting them closely. Penny saw a bulge forming in
front of his trousers behind their old-fashioned flap flies. Then
he brought the camera tripod over and focused it upon them and took
a few pictures. He bent and cupped their pendant breasts and
squeezed and kneaded them, as if comparing their different weights
and textures. Penny felt her nipples hardening. He took more
pictures. Then he pulled their gag bits out.

‘Do you
promise to be good, hot, slutty girls for me today?’ he asked.

As he spoke,
he flicked his crop across their bottoms, making their soft cheeks
shiver while kissing the pouting vertical slots of their sex mouths
with its leather.

‘Yes, Master
John Bull,’ Penny said quickly, blinking back tears of pain.

‘Yes, Master
John Bull,’ Douna gasped.

Her words were
heavily accented and tinged with fear but they were still
clear.

Penny glanced
sideways at her, realising with a start that for the first time in
over two days she had actually heard Douna speaking and not simply
sobbing or moaning with passion or yelping in pain. They had shared
every kind of intimacy but this was the first time they had used
words together. She had quite a nice voice...

John Bull
moved around the trestle to stand in front of them and swiped the
crop across their dangling breasts which were beaten flat against
the sides of the padded trestle tops. They shrieked and sobbed as
burning stripes appeared across their upper slopes.

‘Will you obey
me without question?’ he asked.

‘Yes, Master
John Bull,’ they said in a desperate chorus.

He moved back
around them and caressed their naked pubic pouches with his strong
hands, sliding his fingers up into their clefts. Penny shuddered,
feeling herself unwillingly responding to his touch. Then he
pinched their budding clitorises, making them yelp in pain.

‘Would you
like me to screw you now or use the crop on your lovely arses?’ he
asked.

Once, not so
long ago, Penny might have debated that choice, caring about such
things as self-respect and reputation. But now her self-respect was
practically non-existent and her reputation only had any meaning in
a far-off land. Here the only choice was between pain and slightly
less shame….

‘Please screw
us, Master John Bull,’ they begged.

‘Will you
thank me after I’d done it?’

‘Yes, Master
John Bull,’ they promised.

He opened the
flap in the front of his trousers freeing his hard penis. He stood
behind Douna and plunged it into her cleft. Then he began to pump
into her, making the trestle frame creak and setting their dangling
breasts heave and slap gently back against the beam sides.

Penny could
not see but she could picture the shaft of white flesh parting
Douna’s gold-ringed brown lips. Glancing sideways, she saw that
Douna’s eyes were closed tight as if concentrating. Was he hurting
her?

So far, Penny
had only seen her used by Sharif and the Vizier. Was that her first
white man, or had Uncle Sam, the Patron and the Ubermeister had her
first? Had she been following on unknowingly behind Douna through
the earlier pits, each in transit between them at the same time so
they never met? That would mean that everybody who had violated her
had first had Douna. And now they were a pair like coffee and
cream, as Sharif had said, being used side-by-side…

John Bull must
have been well aroused already because he did not take long to
spurt within Douna. She sobbed and shuddered as if she was also
climaxing, then said obediently: ‘Thank you for screwing me, Master
John Bull…’

He pulled out
of her and moved round to the front of the trestle. Taking up a
fistful of Penny’s hair, he wiped the worst of the soiling off his
penis. Then he pushed it between Penny’s lips.

‘Clean me up,
Tart,’ he commanded and she obeyed.

She sucked the
remnants of his sperm and Douna’s juices off his shaft. As she
worked on it, she felt it hardening again inside her mouth. She
knew he was simply preparing him for her own violation by this
cruel method, and that only gave her a dark thrill of excitement.
Her vulva was already swollen and expectant…

When she was
done, John Bull pulled his penis out of her and moved round behind
the trestle and rammed up into her dripping cleft.

Penny gasped
at the force of his thrusts which made the trestle creak again. And
now his shaft of white flesh was penetrating her white sex lips,
she thought dizzily. Was that how it should be? A white penis was
inside her again after two days of brown ones belonging to Sharif
and the Vizier. Really, it didn’t feel that much different…

Then a simple
blatantly obvious truth struck Penny. Of course there was no real
difference between them. Men were men, good or bad, irrespective of
the colour of their skins. The only difference that mattered here
was they were men and she was a woman and down in these pits they
were the master’s and she was their slave.

With a grunt,
John Bull spurted inside her. She gasped and felt a shiver of
guilty pleasure course through her.

‘Th… thank
you, Master John Bull,’ she choked out as she had been
instructed.

It could have
been worse, she told herself. For all his initial frightening
malicious bluster, John Bull had not done anything to them that the
others had not done, sometimes far more brutally. Perhaps he was
more talk than action. But her relief was premature…

‘Now I’ve
warmed you both up,’ he said, ‘who is going to labour on the
treadmill, and who was going to be my Princess of Tears?’

* * *

Douna ran
around the endless track of the treadmill.

It was a
lightweight steel-framed drum open on one side and with spokes on
the other that connected the rim to a hollow hub mounted on a heavy
post braced by metal brackets, all of which were bolted to a sturdy
base plate. The inside of the drum rim was lined with close set
wooden slats and it was along these that Douna pounded. She was
held in place by a metal rod that came in through the hollow hub of
the drum, made a right angle upwards then another horizontally to
support a spring hook that was clipped to a ring on the back of her
yoke.

She was
motivated to keep running by a pad of sharp spikes suspended from a
thinner metal rod that protruded through the hollow treadmill hub
that hovered just behind her sweaty brown rolling buttocks. The
motion of the treadmill operated a dynamo that powered a motor that
turned the rod supporting the spiked pad in opposition to the
rotation of the treadmill. As long as she maintained a steady pace
it did not touch her.

Although she
couldn’t see it, Douna could judge the separation of her buttocks
from the spiked plate by the tension of a light chain connected to
the lower end of plate that passed up between her thighs and was
clipped to her labial rings. So she ran steadily on along the
endless treadmill pathway, her brown body glistening with sweat and
her neat breasts bouncing steadily. John Bull had clipped small
bells to her nipple rings. While they kept jingling, even if he was
looking at her, he knew she was still running.

And he had
other things to occupy his attention because Douna was not on the
treadmill simply for his amusement. Through the array of rods,
wires and pulleys that radiated out from the treadmill, she was
unwillingly powering the mechanisms that were tormenting Penny.

The strange
array of devices around the room circling the treadmill in fact
formed a pathway of pain and humiliation, brought to life by the
treadmill. And Penny and was navigating them, followed by John Bull
with his riding crop and camera recording every detail of her
ordeal.

There was a
loop of T-track slotted channel suspended from the ceiling forming
a continuous ring around the treadmill. A chain dangled from a
sliding plug moving along this channel was connected to a ring on
the back of her yoke. She was free to move forward and back along
the line of the track, but only a few paces on either side of it.
This course carried her past the array of torments that her master
had arranged for her.

Penny sobbed
as she bent over a post that supported what appeared to be a pair
of small colanders mounted side by side, almost like the discarded
cups of the metal bra. By itself, it was peculiar but innocuous.
However, rods driven by the rotation of the treadmill were mounted
beneath the colanders carrying wooden blocks with nails driven
through them. The nails were arranged so they passed through the
holes and slots in the base of the colander and stabbed up into its
interior.

Gritted her
teeth, Penny lowered her breasts into the cups of the colander. The
pressure of her sternum on a switch between the colanders started a
large clock with a stopwatch like second-hand mounted in front of
it that ticked off seconds. As she had been commanded, she counted
along with its moving hand.

‘One…eeek…
two… awww… three… ohhhh…’

The arrays of
nails jabbed up into her hot tender globes, stabbing into them
painfully. She could feel some of them drawing blood. Those that
stabbed into her nipples were exquisitely painful. Her eyes were
flowing with tears that dripped to the floor, but had to hold
herself there for a full ten seconds.

‘…nine…
ughhhh… ten… ahhh…’ And she pulled herself free, hardly daring to
look at the bloody pinpricks and scratches that now covered her
stinging, burning breasts.

John Bull gave
her no time to recover. His riding crop flicked across her
buttocks. ‘Next…’ he commanded.

Penny stumbled
forwards, the chain curving up from her collar rattling through the
slot in the ceiling channel above.

There was a
sturdy chair bolted to a base plate set in front of another large
clock, this time set for twenty seconds. The chair had no seat.
Under it was a spinning flail drum powered by the treadmill. Rising
up between the whirling rubber strips of the flail was a sprung rod
with a rubber phallus on its tip.

Miserably,
Penny sat herself down on the chair, parting her buttocks so that
the rod slid up between them and into her rectum. As her weight
pressed down on it, there was a click and the clock began ticking
again and Penny began counting. ‘One… aiihhh… two…. aowww…’

The swishing
rubber strips smacked her buttocks relentlessly, making her cheeks
shiver even as they burnished them into a rosy glow. She sobbed and
moaned and squirmed, clenching on the impaling phallic rod. Such
was the pain that she squeezed her anus about it as if for comfort
or perhaps distraction. At last she reached twenty and struggled to
pull herself off.

The next
torment was a stand bearing a stout vertical post carrying an even
fatter phallus designed to fill her vagina. About its base was a
rubber ring studded with stubby spikes. The whole thing was
vibrating, powered by a spinning rod connected to the treadmill. It
faced another stop clock set to run for thirty seconds.

She went up on
tiptoe to straddle it and then sat herself down, groaning as she
felt her vagina filled by the fat phallus so that her lower stomach
bulged. Her naked sex lips pressed against the vibrating rubber
ring and the little stud tips dug into them. The post compressed
and clicked and the clock started. She began to count, groaning and
sobbing and whimpering as pain and pleasure and rippled in waves
through her loins, which clenched and sucked on the shivering
phallus even as its prickly base stabbed her vulva.

John Bull
stood in front of her taking pictures. Then he flicked her
trembling breasts with his crop, making her gasp and flinch. He
took another picture of her tear- streaked, flushed and distressed
face.

After thirty
endless seconds, Penny wrenched herself off the ring feeling her
loins were dangerously sticky, wet and tingling. For the twentieth
time she wondered how she could possibly respond like this…

The fourth
torment was a long loop of chain slung between two vertical wheels
spaced perhaps two yards apart, being driven from the treadmill.
The links of the chain had been plugged with little rubber balls
and nodules.

Biting her
lip, Penny straddled the chain so that it rasped through her sticky
wet sex lips, spluttering her juices over her thighs. Then she
began walking up and down its length.

The clock
mounted at one end of this chain was set to run for a full
minute.

But Penny
could not last that long. This terrible chain was the last straw.
She broke off counting to moan and gasp and choke, and then she
doubled up, clenching her thighs about the rasping chain so that it
came to a halt while her loins burst and sprayed her juices messily
over it. Another orgasm had been wrenched from her.

In the few
seconds of carefree bliss that followed, she was dimly aware of
John Bull taking pictures of her latest humiliation.

He allowed her
a minute to recover and then she went back to the breast cups
again…

* * *

The devices in
the white walled pit chamber were still.

The constant
jingle of nipple bells from the treadmill was no more. Douna was
slumped within it, panting heavily from her exertions. Penny knelt
with her thighs submissively wide before her master. How many hours
of torment she had endured she did not know. All she knew was that
she was utterly exhausted. Her vulva was tingling and throbbing and
seeping feebly while her vagina and anus ached. Her scarlet
breasts, buttocks and labia tingled and burned from countless
pricks, strap and crop marks.

John Bull used
up the last frames of film recording her miserable state of
collapse, then he put the camera aside

‘You are a
quite remarkable creature,’ he declared, ‘in addition to being most
photogenic. I did not think you would survive this long. But you
are stronger than you look. I must tell my friends about you. There
is a little British expatriate community in Barbouria who would be
delighted to make your acquaintance…’

Penny’s misery
and total exhaustion turned the horror. If George ever found
out…

‘No, please
Master, don’t do that, she pleaded. ‘Don’t tell anybody about me…
about any of this. There is somebody very… important to me who
lives here who would not understand. For their sake, I… I beg
you!’

He stared at
her thoughtfully for a moment. ‘What are you willing to do to buy
my silence?’

Of course, he
would turn her vulnerability to his advantage. What else did she
expect? She was here to be exploited and mistreated. What a thrill
she must be giving him. She took a deep breath. ‘Anything,
Master...’

* * *

Penny was
blindfolded so she couldn’t see the bed. But she didn’t have to see
it to serve her allotted function, of course. She had feared more
pain or sex as her payment for keeping John Bull quiet, but this
was a more subtle form of humiliation. She was being treated like a
thing: literally part of the furniture.

She was
positioned beneath the frame of the bed with her head poking up
through a hole carefully cut in its middle. She was squatting on a
double pronged phallus, set on a swivel mount, which plugged her
vagina and anus painfully tightly, but that was almost commonplace
by now. Her arms were cuffed behind her back and her neck was
enclosed in a collar with a swivel fitting that held her in
position beneath the bed, but allowed her to rotate her body
through a full circle. Her legs were free so she could push with
her feet against the ground to accomplish this.

Douna lay on
her back on top of the bed spread-eagled and firmly chained to its
four corners. She had rubber garters on her thighs connected to her
labial rings, pulling her vulva open wide. John Bull lay on top of
her; naked and enthusiastically screwing her. The hole in the bed
through which Penny’s head protruded was positioned between their
thighs.

They were
coupling literally in front of her face with their thighs pressed
against her cheeks and her nose pressed into their groins. The
scent of womanly and manly arousal mingling filled her nostrils so
powerfully that even her much beaten nipples throbbed and pricked
up. But she was not there for her enjoyment. She was there purely
to add to their pleasure and clean up their mess afterwards.

And so she
licked at John Bull’s heavy testicles as they bounced and ground
across her face and dipped her head and licked his plunging shaft
and Douna’s brown sex lips as they were parted again and again.
Their juices smeared over her cheeks and seeped between her
lips.

With a grunt
he came, spurting his sperm up into Douna’s clinging vulva. She in
turn responded by bucking her hips and a spray of her juices that
squirted out from about his shaft over Penny’s face.

For a few
minutes they lay peacefully, still coupled as the mutual pleasure
faded. Then John Bull pulled himself out of Douna’s vagina.

Immediately
Penny swivelled her head around on her impaling mount and began to
lick him clean, even rolling back his foreskin with her tongue, and
lapping up everything that soiled his shaft. When she was done, she
twisted her head round again and attended to Douna, lapping up her
spilt juices and John Bull’s sperm as it dribbled out of her
freshly ravished vagina.

Perhaps this
was intended as her true humiliation. Of course, she had performed
much the same intimate service for Douna at Sharif’s command, but
this was subtly different. This time she was licking a white man’s
sperm out of a brown slave girl’s hot, sticky pussy – the woman he
had chosen to bed properly. Penny had been relegated to a humble
position under the bed as a human cleaning device and waste
disposal system. It told her that at that moment, John Bull valued
Douna more than he did her. She was less important than native
slave girl.

Penny did not
blame Douna for this. She was also being used as a tool for her
humiliation and John Bull’s amusement. And what was worse, despite
the fact that she knew all this, it had worked…

Penny
struggled to stifle her tears of shame and despair that leaked out
under her blindfold. It took a huge effort to lift herself up out
of her misery. John Bull was just another man playing another cruel
game with her, she told herself, and whether he had a brown cock or
a white one, or whether she had just licked his sperm out of a
brown pussy or a white one did not matter – especially when you
were blindfolded. The only thing that mattered was that George
would never know.

And tomorrow
it would all be over!

It was then,
just when she thought she had straightened her thoughts out, Penny
realized the actual price she just paid and her heart sank
again.

She had been
used by seven strange men and was by now deeply soiled goods. There
was no perversion left that she had not suffered. As outrages
inflicted unwillingly upon her they might be excused. Her only true
crime had been a little foolishness and naivety about the morals
and manners of a strange country. But she had just now sold herself
like a whore and it opened up the floodgates of her mind that had
been containing all her old doubts. Had she done it to spare George
humiliation, or to safeguard her own financial future? Was it an
act of noble self-sacrifice or calculating self-interest?

Was she worthy
of George anymore?


Chapter
Twelve

 


The next
morning, chained to Douna once more, Penny shuffled along the cleft
in the rocks beyond the iron gate of the seventh pit that soon
became a tunnel that was closed at its far end by a heavy barred
grill door. And looking through the grill was the face of Captain
Velasquez.

Such was her
state of nervous exhaustion that Penny actually felt a deep surge
of relief at the sight of him, even though he was the one
responsible for the seven days of hell she had just endured. Oh,
yes, and he had screwed her in his private police cell, but that
seemed so long ago now and so trivial it was hardly worth worrying
about.

Velasquez
unlocked the gate and let them through. She was back in the little
sand-floored amphitheatre with its scattered parked cars where this
had all begun. She had made a circuit of the Pits of Despair and
survived. The nightmare was over and done with! Now she would be
free!

And then she
burst into tears.

Both Douna and
Velasquez just stood there and let her cry, allowing her to empty
herself, and she burned with fresh shame and gratitude at the same
time. Douna was not crying, she thought. She must be made of
sterner stuff. Get a grip of yourself. Finally, her tears subsided
and she was herself again.

‘You are
looking well, Mrs Dandridge,’ Velasquez said without a trace of
irony, taking out a handkerchief and dabbing her tear-stained
cheeks dry. ‘I don’t mean your figure; that was always beyond
reproach. I thought you might be the worse for wear, as you say,
but instead you have a certain glow about you that was lacking
before.’

She must look
a perfect mess, Penny thought. John Bull had combed her hair
roughly that morning after wiping her over with a wet flannel, but
she wore no make-up. In fact, she realized, she hadn’t worn any for
a whole week! However, Velasquez seemed perfectly sincere and said
it as if it was a compliment and a week in the Pits of Despair was
like a visit to some kind of health spa.

As she was
still gagged, she did not have to reply.

Patiently,
Penny waited while he uncoupled her from Douna, leaving her just in
her yoke and sandals. Then he led the slave girl to one side and
fastened the chain from her collar to a ring set in the rock. Douna
knelt down placidly in the sand as if preparing to wait.

Penny felt a
pang of concern for her well-being, which must have shown in her
face.

‘Her master
will be along shortly to collect her so she must be left secure,’
Captain Velasquez explained. ‘I’m here to take solely to take care
of you in my capacity as your appointed protector. You have
completed your punishment so you are no longer the concern of the
Barbourian police force, as long as you do not offend again of
course.’ He pulled her gag bar out. ‘Well, Mrs Dandridge, can I
rely on you to take my advice and obey our laws from now on?’

Penny
shuddered. ‘Yes, Captain,’ she said meekly.

She expected
him to free her there and then give her back her clothes, but he
didn’t. ‘Now I will take you to George’s house where you can wait
for his return,’ he told her.

‘Like
this?’

‘Yes, so I can
be sure you don’t get yourself into any more trouble on the way,
Mrs Dandridge. Remember what happened the last time you wandered
off on your own…’

Oh well, what
did half an hour more of nudity and bondage matter? Penny told
herself. ‘Can I say goodbye to Douna first, please, Captain?’ she
asked.

‘You may.’

She went over
to Douna and knelt down and kissed her on the forehead, then both
cheeks. ‘Thank you,’ she said awkwardly. ‘And, good luck…’

Douna smiled
sweetly about her gag.

Then Velasquez
hooked a leash to her yoke and led Penny away and helped her into
the back of his van. Just as the doors closed, she had one final
glimpse of Douna; brown, naked and pretty, waiting patiently to be
collected. She had never been and never would be so intimate with
another woman again in her life, Penny thought. What they had been
through together had been a nightmare, but in a strange way, she
would miss her.

* * *

Next time the
van doors opened, Penny stepped out into the small closed front
courtyard of a white walled house. There were just a few small
shuttered windows visible and the front door was sheltered by an
awning. The tops of adjacent houses could just be seen over the
tops of the courtyard’s high side walls

‘This is the
house George has taken on what you would call a lease,’ Velasquez
explained as he led up to the door. ‘It is a pleasant position,
overlooking the bay…’

Penny
squirmed, aware of her exposure once more as she had not been in
the sheltering pits. She could hear traffic on the road outside.
She was back in Kabesh with people just on the other sides of the
courtyard walls. Her sense of shame at her helpless bondage was
returning and she squirmed in the cuffs of her yoke.

‘Please,
Captain, can’t you take me out of this thing so can I get dressed
now?’ she asked.

‘Oh, you’re
not going to be dressed or freed until the day George returns,’
Velasquez said, opening the front door and leading her into a cool
white-walled lobby with a small ornamental cooling fountain playing
in its middle. ‘Don’t worry; there are no staff here at the moment.
As your legal protector I have decide that the best way of keeping
you safe and out of further trouble, is to keep you secured in this
house. I will send Marietta to check you three times a day to be
sure you’re properly cleaned and fed. You will have time to recover
from your ordeal in the pits. When George returns in three days’
time, he will find you decently clothed and perfectly respectable,
but until then, for your own good, you will say as you are… ‘

Penny felt the
stirrings of a feeble impulse to argue, when she saw his free hand
was resting on the handle of his quirt that was hanging from his
belt. She did not doubt his readiness to use it. She had no choice.
As long as George never knew…

‘As you wish,
Captain,’ she said meekly.

He led her
through to a large lounge with French windows opening out onto a
lush, neat walled garden. Next to this was a small but well fitted
kitchen with a large cream-coloured American refrigerator in one
corner in addition to a sink, drainer and gas cooker and hob, with
an adjacent pantry and household store cupboard. It was all simply
but comfortably furnished with hard polished stone slab floors and
a few scattered rugs. There was electric lighting and a large
modern radio on a stand in the lounge. Upstairs there were two
bedrooms, a study and a bathroom. There was also a balcony that
gave a fine view out over the bustling city and the blue waters of
the Bay of Kabesh. A gleaming white ocean liner was moored in the
harbour. It reminded her of other countries and home…

Velasquez led
her downstairs again and opened a door tucked away under the stairs
in the hall to reveal the familiar gleaming form of a slave toilet;
identical to the ones she had become so used to over the last week
except that this one had a straw like rubber tube protruding from
its drinking fountain besides the toothbrush fitting.

‘The previous
owners kept slave maids,’ Velasquez explained. ‘The fittings are
still in place. Perhaps you have noticed the channels in the
floor?’

She had
imagined they were some kind of decoration until that moment. There
were narrow brass channels that seemed to run all round the house
and even up the sides of the stairs, making loops within the
rooms.

He took her
through to the kitchen store cupboard. Within, apart from the usual
array of cleaning materials, brushes, buckets and dusters, was a
rack of slave accessories.

The sight of
them made her stomach knot up. No, she thought she left all that
behind…

Velasquez
lifted a chain from the floor of the cupboard and she saw its end
was somehow plugged into a continuation of the brass channels which
ran under the cupboard door. He pulled the chain out of the
cupboard, its end sliding easily along the channel. It was about
three feet long and on its end was a rubber-lined steel cuff.

‘It is
connected to a metal ball that runs freely inside the channel which
is too large to be pulled out through the slot but will allow you
to move anywhere in the house,’ he explained as he locked the cuff
about her right ankle. ‘There will be no unauthorised wandering off
this time…’

Penny felt her
brief hopes of even relative freedom slipping away from her.

‘Try it,’
Velasquez said.

Cautiously,
Penny walked around the kitchen with the trailing chain sliding
through the channel in the floor that circled the room dragging
after her. With the slack on the chain, she could reach almost
everything in the room - if her hands had been free. While
Velasquez watched approvingly, she traversed the junction with the
spur channel that joined the kitchen to the hallway and walked
around that. The channel from there leading up the stairs ran up
along the flat border at the base of the balusters rather than up
and over each step. The clink of the chain and the pressure of the
cuff about her ankle were constant reminders she was still a
prisoner, but as she knew from recent experience, it could have
been far worse.

She returned
to the kitchen where Velasquez took an item from the top of the
cupboard rack. It looked like a slave yoke, but of a more elaborate
design than the one she was wearing. A large red rubber gag ball
rather than a bar hung over its collar ring.

He unfastened
her from her regular yoke and fitted the new one to her. Its main
difference was that it had hinged struts on its ends looking a
little like simple mechanical arms. They hung down at right angles
to the main strut of the yoke on the outsides of her arms, and were
connected to her by wrist cuffs and straps bound about her upper
arms.

Velasquez
explained its features, as if she should be proud to be confined
within the device.

‘This is a
working slave yoke. The arms can be locked in the folded position,
confining your arms much as they have been, or they can be loosened
to allow you to straighten your arms fully…’

He
demonstrated, freeing the elbow and shoulder hinges on the arms.
She still could not move them out sideways, and they were still
clamped stiffly, but nevertheless being able to bend her elbows and
straighten them fully felt so good. She could even twist her wrists
around within their cuffs to make grasping things easier.

Then she
thought how pathetic it was to feel grateful for that tiny degree
of freedom. She was still imprisoned within a mechanical device of
metal and rubber.

Velasquez was
continuing with his little demonstration. ‘As you can see, the gag
ball has a hole through its middle so you can use the drinking
fountain straw while it is in place.’

Why would
there be any need to gag her again inside the house? Why did she
need a different yoke? But before she could ask, Velasquez
continued.

‘And now
you’re going to give the house a good clean. It’s become dusty
while it’s been unoccupied. All the materials are here. You’ll soon
learn to use them.’

Penny gaped at
him. ‘But, Captain, I thought I could rest… after the pits…’

‘Just because
you have been in the pits, you thought I was going to permit you to
laze around waiting for George? No. You can recover while you take
care of the home of your prospective future husband as a woman
should: on her knees!’

And he pushed
the rubber ball gag into her mouth before she could argue any
further.

* * *

Penny scrubbed
the kitchen floor as Velasquez had said, on her knees.

The store
cupboard had provided the necessary buckets, brushes, mops and
detergent, and even a thin vinyl padded cushion to kneel on to
spare her knees. With Velasquez watching closely - and no doubt
appreciatively at her dangling breasts bobbing to and fro and her
bare bottom wiggling about - she got down to her task.

She had to
twist her upper body round to position her stiffly clamped arms,
which could only move forward and back. It was all very mechanical
and limited, but it was possible to perform the necessary movements
even if it did use unaccustomed muscles.

Unaccustomed?
Actually, she could not be sure of that, because she had never
scrubbed a floor before in her life. She had always had cleaners
for domestic tasks. Now she was doing so naked, gagged, chained and
yoked. Of all the horrors she had faced in the pits, she had never
imagined doing this. It was mild by comparison of course, but
demeaning its own special way. Barbouria was full of surprises…

‘Do a good job
this time and you only have to mop it lightly the next,’ Velasquez
told her, as if he was an authority on such things. ‘Marietta will
visit you after noon to check you have done a good job and feed
you. She will return again tonight and help you shower. Then she
will put you to bed.’

She was being
treated as if she was totally helpless, Penny thought. But then
that was more or less true.

Velasquez
slapped her bottom to get her attention. ‘Behave yourself now and
do as I say. I will free you in two days’ time, so that when George
returns the following day, he will find you a respectably dressed
and perfect bride to be once more, and he will never know about you
shameful behaviour or your stay in the pits.’

And then he
left, locking the front door behind him.

She was alone
in George’s house. That felt strange enough without her chains and
yokes and nudity. Penny stared grimly at the floor for a while,
pondering the bizarre twist of fate that had brought her here, and
then continued her scrubbing.

* * *

By the time
Marietta came at noon, Penny had cleaned all the ground floors
until they gleamed and her back felt as if it was going to
break.

Marietta was
wearing a kind of light shapeless smock-like dress with long
sleeves and hood that fell to her ankles. As soon as she was inside
the house, she pulled back her hood to reveal that she still wore
her golden mesh veil. Then she slipped off her sandals and stripped
the dress off. She was totally naked underneath except for her
slave collar, pierced nipples and padlocked vulva. She was carrying
a string bag slung over her shoulder.

Penny had
started at the sound of a key in the lock, briefly filled by the
fear of being found naked and chained by a stranger. She peeked
nervously around the lounge door. When she saw who it was she
shuffled out into the hallway. She felt her cheeks blushing
although there was no reason to be embarrassed before Marietta,
considering the intimate services she had performed for her the
last time they had met. She was just another slave girl like Douna
- and at this current moment, herself.

Penny supposed
as the occupant of the house and bride-to-be of its owner, she
should welcome Marietta, but her gag ball was still in place and
she found that the yoke arms, even though they permitted her some
degree of movement, were so arranged that she could not reach it
with her hands. So she made apologetic grunting noises and tried to
shrug and pointed to the ball gag with her fingers.

Marietta
looked her up and down and smiled, but she didn’t say anything.
Penny realized that she had not heard her speak in the police
station cell. Then she had seemed to understand the commands
Velasquez had given to her, but they been mostly conveyed by
gestures. Could she speak?

Penny gurgled
again. Marietta stepped forward and pulled the gag out of her
mouth.

‘Oh… thank
you.’ Penny still felt the absurd compulsion to behave like a
proper hostess. ‘Do sit down… can I get you anything?’

Marietta
smiled again and this time opened her mouth wide and pointed. Penny
saw there was a small red rubber ball split into two halves and
clamped about her tongue top and bottom. It was not held in place
by straps but by a metal pin passing right through it and
presumably a piercing in her tongue. In the front of the rubber
ball was a small keyhole.

Marietta was
not be mute by choice, but because her master literally wished her
to hold her tongue.

‘Oh… I’m so
sorry,’ Penny said hastily.

Marietta
smiled and shrugged, as if to say: don’t be. She did not look
miserable. Could you become used to living like a slave, Penny
wondered? But Marietta was a white European woman. Was she doing
here as Velasquez’s property? But those were questions that would
have to wait for another time when she could get an answer.

Marietta
pulled packages from her bag: her pussy shaving kit and a bag of
slave pellets. She held up first one and then the other. Which it
did Penny want first?

* * *

Penny lay on
the bathroom floor with a pillow under her bottom and her legs
spread wide while will Marietta shaved her. Penny trembled at the
intimate touch but she was as delicate with the blade she had been
before; removing the stubble that had begun to appear. When she was
done, she applied the same lotion which stung slightly but left
Penny perfectly smooth.

She had tried
to protest that she didn’t want to remain bare and now her
punishment was over, she intended to let her pubic hair grow back.
But Marietta was firm, and mimed Penny being spanked for refusing.
Clearly, she was acting under orders from Velasquez. Besides, she
then mimed, stroking her own perfectly shaven mound, it was far
more comfortable in the heat of Barbouria. Perhaps she was
right…

When she was
done, Marietta examined the ghostly bruises and scratches and whip
marks that Penny’s body bore from her ordeals in the pit and shook
her head. She took a tub of cream from her bag and applied it to
the marks and then put it by the slave toilet. She mimed applying
it three times a day and the injuries quickly vanishing.

Yes, Penny
thought, she would use that. She wanted to be rid of all reminders
of her nightmare as soon as possible.

In the
kitchen, Marietta poured out a bowl of slave pellets and then fed
them to Penny by hand. Penny appreciated her attention, even though
it made her feel even more helpless. When she was done, Marietta
put Penny’s gag back in, and donned her own modest street dress and
left.

* * *

That
afternoon, with her floors all done, Penny sat in the lounge and
listened to the radio that was tuned to the BBC Overseas Service.
It seemed like voices from another world. What she doing listening
to this while she was naked, yoked and chained in a strange
barbaric country? Then she found herself crying. She wanted to go
back home to normal life! But after what had been done to her,
could she ever live a normal life again?

* * *

That evening
Marietta came round again.

This time,
after feeding Penny, she took her up to the bathroom. There was
just enough slack on her ankle chain to allow her to step into the
large shower stall. They both shared it, yoke and all, with
Marietta giggling as she helped scrub Penny down and then shampooed
her hair for her. Her touch was disconcerting, but it felt so good
to be properly clean again.

Unwillingly,
Penny felt herself responding to Marietta’s fingers as they soaped
and rinsed her most intimate parts. In turn, Marietta’s ringed
nipples were standing up, and her padlock-pierced labia were
visibly swelling. After she had towelled Penny dry, Marietta kissed
her unexpectedly and passionately, their bare hot breasts mashing
together.

Penny felt
surprised and then resigned. It was obvious what she wanted and
Penny was helpless to resist. Marietta might be a concubine but at
that moment, she was in charge. At least it was not another man.
Nervously, she kissed her back.

Marietta led
Penny through to the master bedroom and laid her down on its bed,
which was of a modernistic design and very large and low with a
heavy black wooden frame. Again there was enough slack in her ankle
chain to allow her to sprawl upon it.

Marietta did
something to the hinges on the shoulders of Penny’s yoke, and
suddenly her arms were swinging out sideways. There was a hidden
hinge that allowed them to move that way! Velasquez had let her
struggle all that time on her hands and knees scrubbing the floor,
when it could have been made so much easier. Yes, but she would
then have been that much freer. She was still under his control.
Perhaps it been intended as a lesson or a test of her
determination?

Marietta
pulled Penny’s arms out wide like those of a scarecrow. It felt so
good to move her shoulders properly at last.

Marietta
reached around the head of the bed and pulled at something.
Unexpected chains extended from where they had been hanging
unobtrusively behind the posts and clipped to the ends of Penny’s
extended arms. Apparently there were other slavish accessories left
by the house’s former occupants that Penny had not realized still
remained. Now she was chained to the bed.

Marietta
twisted round and lay head to toe over Penny, with her thighs
clamped around Penny’s cheeks while the tip of her ball-clamped
tongue probed Penny’s cleft. Meanwhile her soft shaven padlocked
pussy rubbed over Penny’s nose. Penny recalled what she had done to
Douna and did it to Marietta. The padlock prevented her reaching
deep inside her cleft, but her clitoris was accessible and she
lavished her attention on that.

The padlock
must be there just to stop men penetrating her, but it seemed there
was nothing to prevent her coupling with another women. Did
Velasquez know what she was doing? Was this normal for Barbouria?
Was anything not permitted here?

Penny was
assailed by lingering guilt. Was this being unfaithful to George?
No, she had not been given any choice. She was still under her
protector’s control and Marietta belonged to him (what an awful
thought) so he was responsible.

And besides,
George would never, ever, know!

And then Penny
felt her loins tingle and began to fill with hot liquid lust and
she stopped worrying about anything except for the sensuous naked
woman writhing on top of her…

* * *

Penny slept
that night more soundly than she had done since she had come to
Barbouria, even though she was still chained to the bed. That was
only partly due to the softness of the mattress. She felt happily
drained and strangely optimistic. In two days’ time George would be
back. By then she would have recovered from her ordeal and the
marks on her body would have faded and she would welcome him
without guilt, because she had begun to believe she could be a good
wife to him and live a normal domestic kind of life out here.

Was that why
Velasquez had set her cleaning?

Perhaps he
really was looking out for her best interests even when she didn’t
know it.

* * *

The next day
began when Marietta came round first thing to free her from the bed
and give her breakfast. They exchanged knowing smiles but there was
no more intimacy. Then she resumed her cleaning.

Penny found
herself settling into her strange routine with surprising ease.
Trailing the ankle chain after her was not that hard and it really
did not get in the way when she got used to it. It was nothing
compared to the terrible groin ball and chain she and Douna had
shared.

She had
cleaned the floors and so now she polished everything in the house
that she could reach to within an inch of its life. The yoke arms,
restricted to simple backwards and forwards movements once more,
made it an awkward and slow process but she had nothing better to
do. She had to swing her body about using one hand to apply polish
with one cloth and the other to a buff it up. It was hard work but
satisfying.

Soon the house
was filled with the smell of polished wood. It was oddly
reassuring. Would George notice it when he came back? Then she
could honestly say that she had done it all by herself. Would he
appreciate her domestic skills?

A quirky
thought struck her: could she cook while wearing a yoke?

Of course,
first she would have to learn to cook properly without one. It had
been a long time since her schoolgirl cookery classes. When she had
been married to Clive, they had employed a cook or gone out to
dine. After they had split up, she had managed to cook for herself
in a slapdash fashion while accepting every invitation to dine with
friends.

But that was
not good enough now. If she learned to cook properly, then it would
be another way of proving she would be a proper wife to George.
That would make it an honest partnership.

* * *

That
afternoon, when Marietta came to feed her, Penny asked her if she
could buy some provisions for the house so that she could try to
cook a supper tomorrow. They would have to restock the cupboards
before George came back anyway.

Marietta
nodded and found a pencil and notepad in a drawer and together they
made a list.

My, I really
am thinking domestically, Penny thought.

* * *

That evening,
Marietta helped her shower again. She did not take her to bed this
time, but they did have a mutual orgasm all slippery and soapy and
wet under the running water; grinding their hips together with
Marietta’s labial padlock caught in their clefts digging and
twisting inside them. Penny had never imagined women could have so
much fun together. It was not like being with a man because there
was no thought of complicated consequences. It had simply felt good
and innocent… although of course it was another thing that George
would never know.

Later, when
Penny lay chained to the big bed once more, she thought happily:
tomorrow I will be free. No more chains, no more slavish nudity, no
more yoke…

* * *

Penny jerked
awake in the small hours.

She could hear
sounds from the kitchen. Then she heard footsteps ascending the
stairs. Her stomach knotted up in dread. There was somebody in the
house and she was gagged, naked and chained to the bed and totally
helpless!

Then the
bedroom light came on. She blinked against its glare and screamed
about her gag...

And there,
standing over her and looking down at her naked, yoked and chained
body in utter astonishment, was George.


Chapter
Thirteen

 


It was the
worst moment of Penny’s life.

For some
reason George had come home without warning a whole day earlier
than Velasquez had expected! Everything she had gone through in the
pits had been for nothing. In an absurd and futile attempt at
modesty, she clenched her thighs together, as if trying to hide her
shaven pussy from him. What would he think of her? Any explanation
would lead to the pits and her shame. She was ruined…

She saw
disbelief and bafflement crossing his honest, intelligent, homely
face, capped by his mop of tousled dark hair. How badly would this
hurt him? It must be so shocking for such a straightforward,
respectable, man to see her like this…

And then his
expression seemed to clear and he laughed in wonder and delight.
‘Oh, my dear Penny, really this is all so unexpected of you…’

Now was her
turn to stare at him in confusion. What?

‘I never
imagined you’d go to such lengths to prove how much you truly loved
me. Did you take those evil rumours back in London so seriously? I
know some said you didn’t care for me and your affection was just
calculation and you only wanted a more reliable husband than Clive,
but I never believed them. And now you do this to prove you aren’t
cold and calculating at all, because you know it’s not
necessary.’

She was still
gaping at him. He continued on.

‘I never
imagined in my wildest dreams that you would take to the local
culture quite like this. They do have some odd customs here
concerning their women that I was worried might shock you. I would
have introduced you to them delicately, but now I see you like
this, obviously there’s no need… how daring of you… to show
yourself to me… you really are quite lovely…’

He broke off,
seemingly at a loss for words. Gently he stroked her cheek, while
looking her up and down with evident approval.

‘But how did
you get hold of these things, and what gave you the idea to welcome
me back home like this?’ he asked with genuine puzzlement. ‘And how
did you know I was coming back early? Don’t tell me that old rogue
Velasquez helped you? I asked him to look after you but he has a
mischievous sense of humour. He thinks I’m too straight-laced. That
would be just like him…’

Penny felt
dizzy with relief. He had totally misunderstood the situation!
Everything she had feared had been turned on its head! In his
trusting, innocent manner, George imagined she had set herself up
like this deliberately to prove herself.

She had got
away with it!

At least with
her gag in place she didn’t have to struggle to find the right
words. All she had to do was smile and nod and spread her legs and
lift her hips and offer herself to him.

He looked at
her in delight. ‘Really? Here and now? Even though we’re not
married yet?’

And she nodded
and smiled again and splayed her legs wide and bent her knees in
the most blatant invitation.

‘Oh, of
course,’ he said as realisation dawned, ‘you’re my slave girl so I
can do what I want with you.’ And, as if greatly daring, he tweaked
her nipples and slapped her breasts playfully. And she yelped
happily and smiled and nodded and lifted her hips again.

He stared at
her naked cleft and then stroked it thoughtfully. ‘I do rather
approve of female depilation. So much more hygienic…’

Yes, yes,
Penny thought wildly, she would keep it shaven if he wanted. But
please would he get on with screwing her! She was in the grip of a
rising panic that if he started thinking too much, he would
suddenly realize the truth and she would lose everything again. She
jerked her hips frantically. Please screw me! She gurgled around
her gag, never imagining in her wildest dreams that she would be so
desperate to have this man inside her.

‘Of course… I
have to do my duty as your Master, don’t?’ George said with a huge
grin.

He stripped
off his clothes in eager haste, exposing his sturdy practical body
and freeing a growing erection of impressive dimensions. He
clambered onto the bed between her thighs and plunged into her, and
she squeezed her vaginal sheath tight about him in desperate
relief.

Three minutes
later Penny had an orgasm that put everyone in the Pits of Despair
to shame.

* * *

Much later,
with his head still pillowed on her hot sweaty breast, George
finally got around to taking out Penny’s ball gag.

‘Really,
you’ve worn this far too long,’ he said guiltily. ‘It’s been a
delightful game, but I don’t think you need to play at being my
slave girl any longer. It’s not proper for a respectable woman like
you. I know you had married relations with Clive before me of
course, but now I feel so privileged at least to have been the
second man in your life to know you intimately, and, I hope the
last one…’

She had had
time to assemble a speech in her mind, confirming and reinforcing
his misunderstanding and telling him how pleased she was that he
had enjoyed her naughty surprise. But those few words revealing his
total trust and confidence in her were too much. She could not live
with such a lie!

Hardly
believing what she was doing, Penny said… ‘Actually, George, there
is something important I’ve got to tell you. It will shock you, but
I’d like to you to listen without interrupting me until I’m
done…’

And she told
him everything from the start; how she had foolishly gone out
unescorted into the city and been pinched by Rashman Singh and
slapped him and been arrested and punished and sent to the Pits of
Despair and what each pit master had done had her, and how she been
made to couple with Douna for their amusement and how she had been
imprisoned here in domestic servitude and she had been waiting like
this not to surprise him, but because she had been given no choice.
All she left out, because George had spoken so affectionately of
him, was Velasquez taking advantage of her in his private cell.
Besides everything else that been done to her, that was
nothing.

‘I know this
must be a terrible shock to you George,’ she finished, now with
tears in her eyes. ‘Of course I never meant any of it to happen,
and maybe when I came here I was doing so for the wrong reasons.
Perhaps I was just looking for a safe marriage. God knows I’ve been
tormented by that. Now I think I can make it work, but really, you
don’t deserve me. I would have tried to be a good wife to you, but
I know, and you must know, I’m not a respectable woman. All the
times I was violated in the pits by those masked men, I kept having
these intense frightening climaxes when I should have been
revolted. I couldn’t help it! I hated it but at the same time,
something about it excited me… and that’s not the sort of woman you
deserve to marry.’

George had
been listing to her confession in silent grave intensity. Now he
spoke with the same grave intensity. ‘Who are you to tell me what
kind of woman I want to marry, Penny?’

‘B… but I’m
not clean… I’m so dirty… you’re not the second man to have me,
you’re the tenth… or the eleventh… Oh God, I’ve lost count! Just
listen to what I’m telling you…’

‘I have
listened. And now I will tell you something.’ And George leaned
close so that his lips brushed her ear. ‘Remember, woman, I was the
first,’ he whispered huskily.

But it wasn’t
his voice. It was the voice of Rashman Singh.

As she goggled
at him in dizzy incomprehension, he continued. ‘Or perhaps you
remember good old Uncle Sam,’ he said, his voice slipping into an
American accent, ‘or the Patron,’ he said, becoming very French,
‘or the Rajah, or the Ubermeister, or Sharif, or the Vizier, and of
course not forgetting good old John Bull, by my faith!’

And with each
name he spoke, his accent altered accordingly. And she realized
that his face was not so naïvely innocent now, but keen, knowing
and perceptive.

As Penny’s
mouth hung foolishly open, he took the opportunity to push her ball
gag back in place.

Everything she
imagined she knew had been undermined and turned on its head.
George was not the man she had thought he was. He had deceived her!
Fearfully she began to jerk on the chains that secured her you to
the head of the bed.

‘No, Penny,’
George said firmly, ‘don’t be alarmed. Now I want you to listen to
me…’

George got up
and reached around behind the back of the bed and operated some
switch. There was a subdued purr of an electric motor and head of
the bed began to tilt upwards, carried by the ends of beams that
ran down its sides to pivot midway along its length. Penny felt
herself being bent forward. When the frame was perpendicular to the
rest of the bed, she was sitting upright. There was another click
and the headboard began to rise vertically, lifted by struts that
were now telescoping out of the side beams. She was dragged up onto
her feet until she stood upright on the bed.

Now the bed
head frame formed a kind of square arch above her head, from under
which her yoke dangled.

‘Another of my
inventions,’ George said proudly. ‘What do you think of it?

With her mind
still tumbling in confusion, Penny squirmed and twisted
frantically, trying to tear herself free.

‘That’s enough
of that…’

George pulled
chains and cuffs from hidden recesses under the sides of the bed
and took hold of her flailing legs and pulled her feet wide and
cuffed her ankles, securing her within the bed frame with her arms
still stretched rigidly straight out from her shoulders by the yoke
and her legs pulled wide.

Then George
took out from under the bed what looked like a long handled
flyswatter with a springy bamboo shaft. Its head was made out of a
pad of red rubber that had being cut to resemble a life-sized hand
with palm forward and fingers together.

‘Obviously
this is a spanking paddle,’ he told her with a mischievous grin,
‘and it is used to discipline unruly women. It won’t cut your skin,
but it will deliver a painful smack… like this…’

And he swiped
the paddle up between her spread thighs so that it smacked crisply
into the deep cleft of her naked vulva, splattering the oozing
dregs of her juices and his sperm across the insides of her thighs.
Penny shrieked in pain and bit on her ball gag as rubber on flesh
met and the flesh suffered. The paddle blade swished through the
air again and again, smacking hard into her thighs and her stomach.
George moved about to find a fresh angle, climbing onto the bed
behind him so that he could beat her buttocks, sending ripples
through her flesh as they clenched in a futile attempt to evade the
pain. Stretched out within the restraining frame she was she was a
perfect helpless target. He ducked under the upright frame and slid
around her writhing body and stood before her again. More crisp
paddle blows struck the undersides of her jutting breasts, making
them leap and shiver and burn. Then he beat down her nipples, which
had perversely responded to her pain by standing up in hard pink
inviting buds.

Only when her
breasts and groin and buttocks all had a rosy glow on them, did
George is lower the terrible paddle. Penny hung within her frame,
shocked and shaken with her rosy flesh smarting and tears dribbling
down her cheeks. She had been reminded of her place once more…

Gently, George
wiped her eyes dry and then he lifted her chin so that she looked
at him. ‘Now will you listen to me tell you the truth of it?’

Fearfully she
nodded.

He sat himself
comfortably down on the bed in front of her.

‘When I met
you in London, I’d already heard the rumours about your unhappy
marriage to Clive and its breakup, but I couldn’t decide which of
you was in the wrong. He had spread some nasty rumours about you,
but I was flattered by your attentions - well what man wouldn’t be.
But I was worried that you were far too beautiful to fall in love
with a plain man like me. Perhaps you really were doing it just to
find a secure home. That was understandable in the circumstances
and perhaps excusable, but I had to know for sure. So I thought I’d
test you, like any good engineer should with some strange new
untried material that he will have to use to build with.

‘The place I
chose to test you was the one I’d been working on for months. You
see the job I’d been hired to do in Barbouria was overseeing the
renovation of the old Pits of Despair to make them fit for modern
visitors. I even designed many of the devices they used it. Then
with Velasquez’s help, I had you sent there, not just for my
personal reasons, but because the whole place needed a full test
run and a suitable subject. But I wasn’t going to let any other men
touch you, Fortunately I have this childish talent for playacting
and mimicry that doesn’t fit my professional image, but which now I
put to good use, with the help of costumes, masks, make-up and skin
dye. I was really very gratified to see how well you responded to
my characters and devices, even as I learned about your past and
your feelings about me, especially in the guise of Uncle Sam…’

So that was
why “Uncle Sam” had taken such delight in forcing her to open her
private life to him, Penny realized. She had never suspected the
truth…

‘I was also
aided in my investigation into your true nature by my invaluable
assistant.’ He raised his voice. ‘You can come in now…’

And to Penny’s
amazement, Douna walked into the room.

As before, she
was lovely and brown and naked, except for her collar, nipple rings
and slave chains. She clambered onto the bed and knelt beside
George, who patted her on the head. She smiled happily at him and
then up at Penny. Penny saw her labial rings had been replaced by a
large golden padlock.

‘Douna is my
hired house pleasure maid, apart from being in my device tester,’
George continued. ‘She does have a delightfully uninhibited nature,
which I think you have discovered you possess as well. Every orgasm
you had was actually a recommendation for my work, and all those
pictures my alter egos took of you will be going into the Pit
brochure we will circulate to select clients. The hardest part was
rushing through the interior connecting tunnels between the pits to
take on my next guise, while you were making your way along the
paths between the gates. I’m sorry about the pussy balls and
chains, but I couldn’t let you go too fast and get ahead of
me.’

Still dazed,
trying to come to terms with this incredible revelation, Penny
nevertheless found herself nodding feebly. Now it all made
sense…

George was
speaking to Douna. ‘And what do you think of Penny?’

‘I like her,
Master. First, it was hard for her being with another woman, but
she learned to enjoy herself. On the last day in the Pits, she was
kind enough to think of me and wish me luck before she left. And
she tastes nice. And she cleans a house well.’

‘If Douna
approves of you then that’s good enough for me,’ George said.
‘That’s why I put the two of you together. I knew you would be your
true self in the company of a slave, because whatever she saw of
your nature wouldn’t matter - especially if you had already spent a
night strapped together sharing the same dildo. Of course, to get
this proof I put you through hell in the pits, but I hope you
understand I had good reason. I do not take a wife lightly.’

That word
“wife”, made Penny start. She had almost forgotten all this was
centred about that word and everything it implied.

‘This is
Barbouria and I rather like the place and its customs and it’s
given me fresh insight into handling women,’ George continued.
‘Douna has been, and will continue to be, my loving slave, but to
complete my household I want you as my dutiful and submissive wife.
I already broken and mastered you in eight different guises, and
you responded honestly each time, whatever mask I was wearing,
whatever accent I was using, whether my penis was dyed brown or
white, so there’s no point in arguing. I know what you are, and so
do you.’

If she could
have spoken, would she have denied it?

George was
continuing to set out the future course of her life. ‘Under
Barbourian law, a married man is allowed a concubine who may keep
both him and his wife happy. If we travel abroad on the business,
you will dazzle my potential clients with your beauty and charm,
and Douna will accompany you in the position of your personal maid.
You will be important to me and I will value you, as that fool
Clive never did. In a month’s time, you will return to London a
respectable married woman with a respectable and successful husband
and defy those who believed those evil rumours about you.’

The thought of
that felt very good.

‘Under your
clothes, you will of course have your pussy padlocked as tight as
Douna’s,’ George continued almost matter-of-factly. ‘I am the only
man you will ever have inside you again. But Barbourians are much
more relaxed about intimate relations between their women, even
between wives and concubines. You will have Douna to pleasure you
and I imagine Marietta will always be ready to visit. You must
start to get used to letting slave maid’s please you. Like
this…’

And he snapped
his fingers in front of Douna and pointed at Penny’s groin.

Immediately
Douna shuffled forward and knelt between Penny’s spread legs and
began to kiss and lick her simmering vulva. George stood up and
moved around behind Penny and rubbed his fingers through the hot
cleft of her buttocks until they found the greased mouth of her
anus.

‘By the way, I
designed the slave toilet as well. I’m glad to see you’re still
making proper use of it. A wife must always be ready to please her
husband in any way he wishes, and I enjoy using a pretty,
well-greased bottom as you know…’

She felt his
penis rubbing between her buttocks as it grew once again to full
hardness. George wrapped his arms about her, cupping and squeezing
her still tingling breasts as he drove his shaft through her anal
sphincter, making her buttocks part, and rammed it deep up into her
rectum.

Douna’s eager
tongue slid up into the hot recesses her vagina, while George’s
penis plumbed her rear passage. Penny shivered as she was
transfixed between them, feeling herself slipping away into a world
of pure ecstasy.

‘I believe I
have just proposed to you, Penny,’ George said as he thrust up into
her. ‘What is your answer…?’ and he pulled out her gag.

‘I… I say…
yes, my husband to be… my master for ever…’ Penny sighed in
joy.

 


THE END
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