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Chapter One    

Port of Kalipar, India – March 3, 1876

The bearded Indian soldier wearing the uniform of a Sergeant in the British Indian Army spread his hands wide, palms up, in a gesture of apology, “I am very sorry, Memsahibs,” he murmured softly. “But there is nothing I can do. The escorted convoy to Peshlara left two days ago and there will not be another for a month.”

“A month,” the taller and older of the two young women before him exclaimed angrily. “We cannot wait here for a month. It’s quite ridiculous. Don’t you know who I am? My husband is Colonel Mayhew of the 17th Lancers based at Peshlara, and my companion is the fiancée of one of the Captains of the Regiment. We are in a hurry and must leave at once, and you, my good man, must help us.”

“I understand, Memsahib,” the Sergeant replied, “but you must understand, too. I have no troops to escort you until the return convoy arrives, so you have no choice but to wait.”

Arabella Mayhew drew herself up to her full height of five feet seven inches and allowed a cold expression to mar her pretty face. “Oh, is that so?” she said waspishly. “Well, we will see about that. I am sure that my friend and I will be able to find someone to guide us to Peshlara, without your help.”

A deep frown wrinkled the soldier’s brow. “That might be unwise, Memsahib,” he cautioned. “There are still bandits and worse in the hills; and, for two young English Memsahibs travelling without an escort, it could be dangerous.”

“Then give us an escort,” Arabella retorted tartly, and the harassed Sergeant could only shrug his shoulders in defeat.

“I cannot, Memsahib,” he repeated. “Not for a month.”

Arabella turned away, “Come along, Belinda. There is nothing for us here. We shall make our own arrangements; and, when we arrive in Peshlara, I shall see that my husband hears of this Sergeant’s refusal to assist us.”

Belinda Wallace hesitated then followed her friend out into the heat and dust of the Indian port at which their ship had arrived that morning. “That soldier seemed a little worried about us travelling alone, Arabella,” she ventured. “Maybe we should wait.”

“What? For a month? I don’t know about you, but I’ve waited a long time to see my husband, and I don’t intend to wait for some unnecessary escort. After all, the mutiny was twenty years ago. India is peaceful now, and I don’t believe all that nonsense about bandits in the hills. The Army will have put a stop to all that years ago.”

“Yes, I’m sure you’re right, Arabella,” Belinda agreed, her red lips curving into an attractive smile. “I can’t wait to see Philip again. He’ll be so surprised when he sees me and I tell him that I’ve changed my mind and I will marry him after all. When I turned him down, he stormed out and said he was going to go to India with the Regiment and meant to forget all about me, but I know my Philip. He loves me madly, and I think I may even love him; but, even if I don’t, I’ll marry him and make him a good wife because I do like him a lot, and he is rather handsome.”

“As good a reason for marriage as any,” Arabella chuckled. “I married Randolph because he was charming and well bred and comfortably off. I liked him then and I still do, but he is very set in his ways and a tiny bit pompous, I’m afraid.”

“Philip’s thirty, seven years older than me,” Belinda replied. “But your Randolph is quite a bit older than that, isn’t he?”

“Mm, yes. He’s forty one to my twenty six,” Arabella agreed. “I sometimes think it’s too wide a gap, but at least he’s kind to me, and he is still very..ah..active if you understand me.”

Belinda flushed. “Yes, I know exactly what you mean. Men can be really insistent if we women let them. I always had to keep Philip very firmly rationed; otherwise, he’d never have let me out of bed. After we became engaged, I mean. I wouldn’t let him do anything before, of course.”

“Of course not,” Arabella nodded firmly. “It is just as important to observe the proprieties in love as it is in polite society. We are living in the 1870’s after all, not the Dark Ages.”

“Quite right,” Belinda smiled her agreement and turned her mind to the matter in hand. “Now then, Arabella, how are we going to find someone to guide us to Peshlara?”

“Well, it can’t be that difficult,” the brunette said. “Randolph always tells me that all you have to do in India is find what he calls a middle-man. Every town has at least one and once you find him and offer a little money, anything is possible. So, come along, dear, let us go and find our middle-man and arrange a guide.”

Side by side and secure in their unfounded belief that the vast sub-continent of India was completely safe, Arabella Mayhew and Belinda Wallace set off in search of a guide to lead them across the hundreds of miles of plains and mountains separating them from their partners, never suspecting that ahead of them lay an ordeal that would change forever the whole course of their entire lives.

Twelve days later, 70 miles Southeast of Peshlara.

In the dim, pre-dawn light of the thirteenth day, the guide and the three armed guards Arabella and Belinda had hired to escort them to Peshlara were occupied in striking their tents and loading the horses when a group of raiders swept out of the cover of the trees and galloped into the camp, their rifles trained on the four Indians and quelling any possibility of resistance before it could begin.

In the sole remaining tent, still in their flimsy nightwear, Arabella and Belinda screamed in fear as horses’ hooves thundered outside and the deep, guttural cries of unknown men split the dawn peace. Then, seconds later, as the two women hugged each other in terror, the tent flap was hurled back and four Pathan warriors, all fierce eyed, heavily bearded, and armed to the teeth, burst in.

Belinda screamed as she was ripped from Arabella’s embrace, but she was no match for the brutal strength of two of the warriors as she was dragged  from the tent and thrown to her belly at the feet of a fifth warrior, a rough hand at the nape of her slender neck holding her face pressed to the bare earth. Blinded by dust and unable to see her captors or Arabella, Belinda’s tears splashed onto the dry ground, and she squealed in sheer panic as her arms were wrenched behind her back and she felt the painful rasp of coarse rope on her soft flesh as her wrists were bound cruelly tight behind her back.

The hand left her neck but fastened, instead, in her long blonde hair, bringing a hoarse gasp of pain from her as her head was bent back….a gasp instantly cut short as a thick bar of wood was wedged crossways between her lips, remorseless pressure forcing her to open her jaws as wide as she possibly could until the gag lodged between her back teeth and stretched the corners of her soft mouth. Dragged to her feet by the hand still knotted in her hair, she trembled in awful terror and whimpered into her gag as she saw Arabella.

Bound and gagged as effectively as Belinda herself, the taller brunette fought vainly against her bonds and the two warriors who dragged her writhing, twisting body from the tent and towards the man before whom Belinda stood helpless.

It was a battle Arabella could never hope to win and as one of her captors drew a razor sharp knife from his belt and placed it against her slim throat. She froze in abject terror, her brown eyes bulging in fear.

The fifth warrior, the leader, snapped a command; and, as Belinda watched in stunned disbelief, the knife slashed downwards, the flimsy material of Arabella’s nightgown parting instantly before the gleaming blade. Before the shocked and terrified brunette could react, the second man ripped the two halves of her nightgown back and down, leaving her stark naked in the cool early morning air.

For a split second, nobody moved, Arabella staring numbly down at her bare breasts, and her captors seemingly transfixed by the slender curves of her palely gleaming body….but then her trance broke, and she gave a muffled, gasping moan of dreadful anguish as she understood the full horror of her situation.

Belinda, too, understood what was to happen to her; and, as the leader gave a second order, she struggled frantically to tear free of her bonds and the strong hands which held her but to no avail. And as a glittering knife slashed and ripped her nightgown from her, the small blonde shuddered and wept in despair as her full breasts and softly rounded belly were exposed to the hot eyes of her captors.

Held by strong and powerful warriors, the two women were utterly helpless as the leader of the raiders subjected them both to a long and intensely humiliating scrutiny, their garbled pleas and tears of shame and fear ignored as he examined their gag-distorted faces, weighed their breasts in his hands, tested the firmness of their thigh muscles and, horrifyingly, even forced their legs apart to send his fingers probing the moist clefts of their sexes.

Seemingly satisfied with what he had discovered, he sent two of his men to fetch mallets and pegs from the packhorses. As the women screamed wordless pleas for mercy, he had their ankles lashed to pegs hammered wide apart into the earth and their throats bound to pegs on each side of their necks preventing any attempt to struggle. He walked over and gazed down at his two shamefully displayed victims then gave a cruel laugh and waved his hand; and, as they saw the gesture, his men gave a great shout of pleasure and fell upon the two sobbing women.

Utterly at the mercy of the warriors, their bodies spread open and held by unforgiving rope, each woman screamed and wept as a thick, iron-hard shaft bludgeoned its way into her defenceless sex, but neither could prevent her violation. As the warriors sated their lusts with savage lunges into the damp, soft heat of their victims’ bellies, neither could prevent the inevitable deluge of heated juices into their bodies as the men imposed their will and their power upon them.

Mercilessly ravaged, Arabella and Belinda gasped for air through flaring nostrils as the warriors pulled from their bellies, but even that breath burst from their starved lungs in an explosive squeal of appalled misery as the other two warriors took the places of their companions; and, for the second time, massive erections speared into the wet, sex-slick and hopelessly vulnerable recesses of each captive’s flooded belly.

This time though, to Belinda’s shame and misery, her body was prepared for the brutal assault; and, to her despair, she felt an unwanted wave of fierce arousal surge through her belly as the second warrior buried his maleness deep within her. She tried to fight against it, to deny its very existence, but as the man began to thrust with great power and speed, she felt herself respond to the sheer eroticism of her terrible plight. Her nipples stiffened and her internal muscles contracted around the rigid flesh penetrating her, her eyes growing wide with anguish as her attacker grinned down into her face as he felt her body’s instinctive reaction to him.

He called to his companion; and, to Belinda’s helpless horror, the man knelt beside her and sent his hands to her naked breasts, his rough fingers rolling and teasing her tawny nipples until they grew rock-hard, quivering and throbbing to his every touch and sending unbearable jolts of arousal through her pinioned body. Laughing at the frantic responses they forced from her, the two warriors built Belinda to a pinnacle of panting, straining need and only then, when her rolling eyes and shuddering body begged and pleaded unmistakably to be taken, did they permit her to come.

The first man seized her buttocks and raised her hips, driving his shaft to the seething core of her belly and releasing a pulsing jet of juices into her body while the second alternately stroked and tweaked her achingly tender nipples. The combination of devastating pleasure and cruel pain propelled Belinda into a shattering orgasm, and she screamed in sheer terror into her gag as hot love juices exploded into her belly. Never before had she come with such terrifying strength; never before had her power over her own body been so completely and so brutally taken from her; and, as she spasmed and pulsed and writhed in the throes of a climax she could not even begin to control, the blonde wept in fearful dread of the men who had taken her so ruthlessly and forced her to respond against her will. Men who, their immediate lusts satisfied, left her bound and shuddering in the aftermath of her passion, the sweat and silvery stains of her enforced submissions dampening the dusty earth on which she lay.

Arabella’s sense of shame and despair changed to outraged fury as the second man began to pillage her spread-eagled body. She knew she was incapable of resisting him or preventing him doing exactly as he wished with her, but she did have one weapon, and she used it. Biting down hard on the bar between her jaws, Arabella stifled her sobs and whimpers and forced her body into complete immobility, lying as stiff and unresponsive as a log of wood and trying to pretend to herself that it was not happening to her. The tactic brought almost immediate results. The man lifted his head, scowled at her, and barked some sort of command she could not understand. She ignored him, even when he repeated his order and then prodded her with a rough finger. Arabella was overjoyed when he shook his head in exasperation and slid from her belly then strode over to his horse.

For ten wonderful seconds, she thought she had saved herself, but then he turned, and Arabella shrieked in terrified disbelief as she saw that he held a coiled whip in his right hand.

He strode back towards her and stopped some six feet away. She shook her head wildly, uncaring that the rope at her throat chafed her soft flesh as he casually uncoiled the braided leather and lifted his arm, taking careful aim. With a wristy flick, he sent the leather singing through the air; and, as it found its mark with pinpoint accuracy, a sharp “crack” echoed in the clearing and a thin red stripe glowed instantly across the stretched flesh of Arabella’s upper right thigh. The terrible shock and searing heat of the blow quite literally took the brunette’s breath away, and she could only gasp in pain as the whole of her thigh burned with a furious fire…and before she could really comprehend that the warrior not only could…but had…whipped her, he struck again. Her left thigh blazed with raging heat; and, as she gave a shrill scream of anguish, Arabella recognised her defeat and understood that she was not to be permitted to defy his will.

She had attempted to thwart his desires and his immediate reaction had been to punish her with his whip, an action so alien to Arabella’s upbringing and experience as to be totally unthinkable. Yet, he had not only thought it but acted upon it with a callousness and arrogance that terrified the brunette because it showed that he thought little of it. As if it were an everyday occurrence to whip a woman…

In pain and thoroughly frightened, she trembled as he moved between her spread legs; and, as he pointed at her and then at the whip he still held, Arabella knew that if she continued to resist him, he would not hesitate to punish her even more cruelly.

Frightened to give in to him but even more frightened of his wrath if she did not, she allowed her hips to arch up to meet him as he thrust his maleness into her sex; and, as he began to take her with long, fast strokes, Arabella forced herself to meet his lunges with internal contractions of her own.

He gave a cruel chuckle; and, as he rubbed the braided leather of his coiled whip over her breasts and nipples, her eyes widened in embarrassed surprise as her belly gave two violent kicks in masochistic response. It was in no way a reaction Arabella could have anticipated, and she flushed a deep red as he chuckled again then increased the depth and tempo of his thrusts until his whimpering victim trembled on the verge of climax. Helpless in her bonds and in desperate need, Arabella climaxed as his whip toyed once more with her exquisitely sensitive nipples. As the warrior felt her begin to spasm around his embedded shaft, he lunged violently and his seed fountained into her belly as her own scalding juices showered down over him.

Terribly humiliated by her enforced submission to his will and still in shock from her whipping, Arabella screamed in despair as her body convulsed to the power of a climax she could not resist, and her belly jolted in frenzied contractions as wave after wave of her surging juices flooded her quaking belly.

Gazing down into her appalled and frightened brown eyes, the bearded warrior gave a great snort of laughter and nodded firmly and as she saw the signal of his approval, the brunette gave a low wail of pure misery, knowing that the man had understood and enjoyed the completeness of her surrender to him.

When he rose from her and moved to his companions, Arabella strained against her bonds, fighting to free herself and flee from these men who had taken her so casually and made her submit to them…but the ropes on her limbs and throat were too tight and too strong. She whimpered softly as she met Belinda’s anguished eyes and saw her own helplessness mirrored in the blonde’s gagged face and inescapable bondage.

Staked out side by side on the parched Indian earth, their bodies already shamefully violated, the two English women could only wait in fear and trembling for their captors’ next move, their fates resting entirely in the hands of men against whose ruthlessness and cruelty there could be no possible defence.


Chapter Two

The leader of the raiding party, a tall, hawk-faced man of some thirty years, walked over and stood between the two trembling women, his hands on his hips as he stared down at their stained and dusty bodies.

“I am Razak,” he said in English, startling both women. “My father was once Maharajah of Gadoor, and I was his oldest son and a Prince. These lands were his and would have been   mine…until the British came. Now, my father is dead, and I am reduced to leading a raiding party, capturing and ransoming those who can afford to pay and enslaving those who cannot.” He paused and gave a venomous smile. “And now, I have captured you. I shall set an extortionate price for you both, and I could almost wish that it is not paid, for then I would have the pleasure of seeing you both sold as slaves to some fat merchant.” His eyes glittered coldly.

Struck dumb with horror, Belinda froze, but his words had the opposite effect on Arabella, and she writhed in her bonds, pleading incoherently into her gag.

Razak studied her for a few moments, then bent and untied her gag. “Speak,” he invited her. “You have until I become bored with you.”

Arabella spat the wooden bar from her jaws. “How dare you?” she began furiously. “How dare you treat us like this and threaten to make us slaves? We are British and I demand you let us go at once. My husband is Colonel of the 17th Lancers at Peshlara; and, when he hears of your disgusting behaviour towards us, he’ll have you and your men hunted down and hanged, you…you…animal.”

Faster than a striking snake, his right hand shot out and gripped Arabella’s throat; and, as she spluttered for air, his eyes blazed down into hers. “Do not try my patience, woman,” he warned, “or I will have you whipped for your insolence.”

Even with the memory of the two whip cuts which had seared across her thighs still fresh in her mind, Arabella could not believe he would really do it. “You…You wouldn’t dare,” she quavered. Then she saw his eyes narrow to glittering slits and realised her mistake.

“No,” she squealed. “No. Please don’t, I beg you. I didn’t mean it. Don’t whip me, please, please don’t.” Her eyes bulged with terror to the horrifying knowledge that he need only say the word, and she would be whipped without mercy.

His lips twisted into a sneer. “You beg like a slave,” he said scornfully. “What would your husband think of you if he heard you pleading for mercy from me, a mere native? Would he still wish to ransom you? Or would he think that as you plead like a slave; you should be a slave and leave you here to be sold?”

“No,” Arabella moaned. “No, no, no. He will ransom me. He’ll pay you whatever you want. He will, I promise. And..And my friend, too. She is to marry a Captain in my husband’s regiment, and she will be ransomed, too. Both of us. You’ll be rich men, all of you, if you just let us go.”

Razak smiled evilly. “But will your men still want you?” he asked cruelly. “Now that you are both…what is the term that you British use…ah, yes…damaged goods?”

Arabella flushed a bright scarlet as he taunted her about her double violation by his men but knew her only hope of freedom was to remain calm. “I..I will not tell my husband,” she replied quietly. “I..I give you my word and that of my friend.”

“Your word?” Razak chuckled. “You give me your word that you will lie to your husband? If you will do that, why should I believe that you would keep your word to me?”

Arabella stared up at him numbly, caught out by her own words; and, before she could think of anything else to say, Razak picked up her gag and thrust it back between her jaws.

He tied it tightly in place then grinned into her face. 

“My men and I do not care whether you tell your husband or not,” he chuckled. “It will be some weeks before your ransom can be paid; and, in that time, you will serve us in any way we command. By the time you return to his bed, far from wishing to hunt us down and kill us, he might wish to find us to say thank you for what you have learned.” He gave a great shout of laughter as both Arabella and Belinda whimpered in unison as they learned what their immediate future was to hold.

“Five thousand rupees,” he said, looking down at them. “Five thousand for each of you. It is five times what you would each fetch as slaves. I wonder if your Colonel and your Captain will think you are worth it?” 

Kneeling down between the two spread-eagled and gagged women, he sent his hands roaming over their defenceless breasts, fondling the resilient flesh, and caressing their nipples until the tender buds grew hard and engorged and the two girls gasped and writhed in helpless response to the furious arousal his fingers created in their bodies. 

He lowered his lips to Belinda’s left breast; and, as he sucked her nipple into his mouth, the small blonde arched her spine, thrusting her body up to meet him in blatant surrender and need, her mind unable to control the urgent desire she felt. His hand raced to her groin; and, as his fingers slid into the slick wetness of her gaping sex, she screamed in ecstatic anguish as his skilled touch built her passion to heights she had never imagined, and she shuddered on the brink of a tremendous orgasm, her eyes wide with awe that such feelings could even exist. 

Then, to her total despair, Razak turned his attentions to Arabella, forcing the brunette to the same desperate peak of quivering, gasping lust. Both captives needed only the smallest nudge to push them over the edge of the massive climaxes boiling and seething in their bellies. Squealing heartfelt pleas into their gags, both blonde and brunette begged for the release they were unable to achieve for themselves; and, as he watched the intensity of their desires and the willingness with which they offered to submit themselves to his will, Razak smiled and rose to his feet.

Holding out his hands so that each girl could clearly see the damp evidence of her own passion glistening on his fingers, he gave a mocking laugh. “It seems that perhaps you may be worth the ransom I shall ask for you,” he said, grinning. “And if your lovers do not value you so highly, I know of several rich men who would pay well for a pair of young, white slaves who demonstrate such eagerness to please.”

With a contemptuous chuckle, he turned his back on the two wildly aroused women and strode away, calling orders to his men.

Belinda stared at his retreating back, unable and unwilling to believe that she was not to be permitted to relieve the sexual tension his hands had forced upon her; but, even as her eyes filled with tears of anger and frustration, she could not quite suppress a shameful tingle of excitement at the memory of the arrogance and casual authority with which Razak had pillaged her body. Pillaged her and then walked away, callously ignoring her needs.

Belinda gulped as an extremely unpalatable fact became clear to her. Razak’s arousal of Arabella and her had had little to do with his desire or pleasure but was simply a way of assessing their suitability for enslavement should the ransoms not be paid. Incredible though it seemed to Belinda, the tall Indian actually saw her as a slave, as a commodity or a chattel, to be valued and assigned a price then put forward for sale on the open market, or perhaps even haggled over before the final deal was struck.

All of this at a time and in a country where the British Empire ruled, Queen Victoria was Empress and all forms of slavery had long since been made illegal. It simply could not happen…the law said it could not…and Belinda knew it could not…  Yet, as Razak’s men released the ropes at her throat and ankles, pulled her to her feet, then neck-leashed her behind one of the horses, the impossible became all too real…

At a signal from Razak, the raiding party moved off; and, as the long rope from the saddle to Belinda’s throat rose from the dust and tightened, the horrified blonde had no alternative but to follow.

Arabella, too, leashed to a second horse, was equally as helpless to resist. As the sun arced high in the sky and the dust rose from beneath the horses’ hooves, the sweating captives toiled on; their naked bodies coated in yellow dust and gagged lips parched and dry.


Chapter Three

Razak’s camp, near the Nargal river.

On trembling legs, Belinda and Arabella stumbled into Razak’s camp and fell to their knees as the remorseless pull on the ropes knotted about their necks finally eased.

“Ranee!” Razak shouted, climbing down from his horse. “Fetch wine, slave.” And as the two captives lifted weary heads to his call, they saw a tall, naked Indian girl jump down from a large wagon with a canvas cover and hurry over, carrying a wineskin.

The instant she reached Razak, she dropped gracefully to her knees and, arching her body to present the firm swells of her breasts, held out the wineskin to him.

“Your wine, Master,” she said softly. “Your slave is pleased you have returned, Master.”

While he took it and drank deeply, she thrust her arms behind her back and crossed her wrists as if for binding. Even without her words, it was crystal clear that the girl was a slave, for she wore a black iron cuff on each wrist and ankle and a matching collar around her neck.

Razak tossed the wineskin to one of his men then reached down and pulled the kneeling slave into the crook of his right arm, his left hand gripping her long, glossy black hair to hold her as his mouth descended on hers. Pinned against him, her lips crushed beneath his, Ranee’s hips and belly undulated sensually as she responded to the rapine of her mouth; and when, at length, Razak pushed her away, her nipples were visibly hard as she sank to her knees before him.

“Slut,” he chuckled, and she lowered her eyes but was clearly pleased and hollowed her spine even more deeply.

He chuckled a second time. “Shameless harlot,” he told her. “I should have you whipped.”

“If it pleases you to have me whipped, my Master,” the girl replied instantly, lifting her eyes to his, “then your slave asks to be whipped. I wish only to please you, Master.”

The words were bravely said, but the girl could not quite conceal the glint of alarm that flashed into her eyes as she spoke, or the tremors that rippled up her belly as she offered herself for punishment.

Razak grinned cruelly down at her. “One day, slave,” he said, “I shall take up that offer…but not today. Today, I have another use for you. Up.”

Ranee leapt to her feet, relief clear on her face, and followed Razak as he moved to Belinda and Arabella. At his signal, the two were hauled to their feet and held by warriors.

“These two will probably be ransomed,” he said to Ranee, “but that will take a few weeks. So while they are here, you will be responsible for their training and discipline.” He drew a curved knife from his belt. “Take this and cut yourself a good, strong switch then return here.”

“Yes, Master. Thank you, Master. I will teach them well,” Ranee’s eyes glittered, and she gave a brilliant smile as she turned and hurried away into the trees.

Arabella shivered, her brain whirling as she tried to come to terms with what she had heard. The girl, Ranee, was quite clearly a slave; and, yet, if Arabella understood correctly, she had just been given responsibility for Belinda and Arabella. A responsibility she seemed to relish. It was ridiculous; she was only a native girl, not to mention a slave. How could she possibly imagine that two English women, captives or not, would ever obey some slip of a girl? It was unthinkable, quite unthinkable.

Yes, she and Belinda might be prisoners of Razak and his men and might have to submit to their greater physical strength, but that was a mere matter of muscle and most certainly did not mean that they would submit to another woman. As for Ranee’s disgraceful display of sexuality, well that was surely something that no decent, self-respecting woman would ever allow herself to do.

“Remove their gags and give them water,” Razak ordered his men. “Then fetch chains and collar them.”

When her gag was released, Belinda worked her stiff jaws then sucked greedily at the waterskin held to her lips; her urgent need for the cool liquid temporarily overshadowing every other concern.

Her thirst abated, her anxieties rushed back, and she stared wildly around, seeking help where there was none, as she heard the clinking of chain and saw one of the men approaching her with iron manacles draped over his brawny arm. With her wrists still bound behind her back, she knew there was no hope but fought as best she could, twisting in the grip of the man who held her and kicking out with her bare feet as a hinged circlet of cold, hard, implacable iron was placed about her throat and screwed shut.

“Nooo! Nooo!” her screams faded to sobs and whimpers of dreadful anguish as she felt the weight of her collar; and, as one of the men clipped a long chain to it and pulled her forward, she stumbled over to the wagon and stood frozen as he tethered her to an iron ringbolt with a heavy padlock. Numbed, she made no resistance as her wrists were untied and brought before her body; and, as black iron manacles were screwed shut on her wrists and ankles and the men walked back towards Arabella, Belinda slowly lifted her bound hands to the iron about her throat. Gently, as if she was afraid the metal might break, she explored her collar, feeling the snugness of its fit and the iron rings welded to it, then traced the curve of her tethering chain down to the ringbolt and, finally, staring down at the manacles confining her ankles and wrists.

“No,” she moaned softly, shaking her blonde head. “No. This cannot be happening to me.” But when she moved, her chains clinked softly, and her blue eyes grew round with shock as she was forced to accept the stark reality of her bondage.

The sights and sounds of her friend’s vain struggle to avoid being collared knocked all of the stuffing out of Arabella. Suddenly, the enormity of the disaster which had overtaken them both and the full helplessness of their situation struck home. When the men brought her collar and chains towards her, the brunette fell to her knees, eyes wide with fear, as she begged for mercy.

“Please, no,” she squealed. “Don’t chain me. Let me go, please, let me go.” But her words had no effect on the grinning warriors; and, in desperation, she turned to where Razak stood silently watching.

“Razak,” she cried, “stop them. Please, I’ll pay you anything you want. You don’t need to chain me; I give you my word I won’t try to escape.”

Razak frowned and gestured to his men to wait then spoke coldly. “Why should I not chain you, woman?” he asked. “I have searched your baggage, and I know you cannot pay the ransom I have decided upon. You have nothing to offer me, and I do not choose to take your word.”

Arabella racked her brains to think of a way to persuade him to change his mind then licked her dry lips, unable to put into words the shocking thought had come into her brain.

Razak’s frown deepened and he began to raise his hand to signal his men to continue.

“No. Wait, please,” the blonde gasped hurriedly. “I…I…will..will….”

“You will what?” he demanded harshly. “Speak, woman, I grow tired of your tricks.”

Arabella took a deep breath and blurted out her offer before she lost her nerve. “I will s..s..serve you,” she gasped, and her face reddened to a vivid scarlet as she dropped her eyes from his.

“No. Arabella, you can’t. You mustn’t.” Belinda’s cries of protest ended abruptly as a warrior’s hard hand clamped over her mouth and silenced her.

“So,” Razak replied softly, “you will serve me, will you? How will you serve me, woman? And what do you want in return for your service?”

“I don’t w-want to be ch-chained,” Arabella stuttered. “And..And I w..will do whatever..whatever you w-want me to d-do.”

“Lift your head,” he ordered; and, when Arabella complied, he stared deep into her brown eyes.

“I agree,” he told her. “On two conditions. One, until you are ransomed, you will serve me as my personal slave; and two, you will submit and declare yourself to be my slave immediately. Do you agree?”

Arabella stared at his hard, cruel face and gave an involuntary shudder as his eyes blazed into her brain.

“Well?” he snapped. “Answer me!” Arabella trembled wildly, knowing she had only seconds to make her decision. With much effort, she tore her eyes away from his and stared at the heavy iron manacles in the hands of the waiting warriors then shuddered again and looked back at Razak.

“I a..agree,” she whispered fearfully. “I will sub..submit to you and..and be your personal sl..slave.”

Razak gave a chilling smile. “Then, as of this moment, woman,” he told her, “you are my slave and I am your Master. Is this not so, slave?

Arabella hesitated, anxiously wondering whether she had made a terrible mistake.

“I said, is this not so, slave?” Razak chuckled as he repeated his question, but his eyes glittered with steely determination, and Arabella understood that she must answer him or risk his anger.

“Yes,” she replied nervously, “I am your…your slave, and you are my M..Master but only until I am ransomed.”

He smiled. “If you are ransomed, slave…,” his smile grew broader. “If the ransom is ever demanded…”

Arabella gaped, her brain filled with horror; but, before she could gather her racing thoughts, Razak turned to his men. “Chain and collar my newest slave,” he ordered calmly. “Then tether her on her knees beside her friend.”

For several seconds, the brunette was stunned by his cruel betrayal of her; and, in those seconds, his men acted.

Seized by muscular warriors, Arabella was thrown to her belly, her thrashing legs and tightly bound arms pinned by strong hands to receive the manacles of her slavery, her screams of protest and terror met with harsh laughter as iron bands replaced the ropes securing her wrists behind her back and clamped her ankles together. Hauled to her knees, she stared wildly at Razak, her new and merciless Master, as he took her slave collar from one of his men and strolled over to where she struggled vainly against her bonds.

“Why?” she protested bitterly as he gazed down at her. “We had an agreement.”

His lips curved into a predatory smile. “Agreements are for free men. Not women and, certainly, not for slaves such as you.”

Arabella gaped at him, “But…But…You told me…You said I wouldn’t be ch..chained if I submitted to you.”

“I lied,” he responded flatly and grinned an evil grin as the brunette’s mouth dropped open in disbelief.

“I am not one of your British gentlemen,” he sneered harshly. “I am Razak the slaver, and you wear one of my collars on your throat.”

Suiting his actions to his words, he closed the heavy iron about Arabella’s slender neck and screwed closed the lock. “You are my slave,” he told her, “and you will serve me well.”

Arabella sucked in a deep breath; but, before she could give vent to the terrified anguish rising up in her throat, he seized her jaw in a vice like grip, cutting off her scream, and making her wince with pain.

“You have not been given permission to speak, slave,” he snapped. “If you make a sound, I shall whip you.”

The brunette stared up at her Master, her eyes wide as she searched his cruel face for any trace of pity. She found none; and, as she realised that he meant every word, she fought down her desire to scream a protest, her shoulders slumping and great hot tears welling from her brown eyes as she understood that she was truly his slave and subject to any punishment he cared to impose upon her.

“It is good that you begin to understand what you have become, slave,” he said as he released her jaw. “Now, you will display your body and your submission to your Master.”

For a moment, Arabella froze, but as Razak’s forehead creased in a frown and he reached for the whip proffered by one of his men, she whimpered in terror and forced her spine erect, thrusting out her breasts in the way she had seen the Indian slave, Ranee, offer herself.

Razak grunted then reached out and used the coiled whip to tilt her chin upwards so that she stared up at the cloudless sky and her breasts tautened still further.

“Do not break the pose, slave,” he commanded, “or you will be whipped.”

Arabella shuddered in her pose as commanded by her Master and clenched her teeth, fighting not to move as the whip trailed slowly down her stretched throat to the twin firm globes of her presented breasts. Once again, as braided leather caressed her flesh and slid over her nipples, Arabella was unable to prevent the instinctive reaction of her body; and, as her twin buds stiffened and grew hard, she moaned in shame as unwanted heat spread downwards, setting her belly flesh quivering helplessly as the remorseless arousal sent moist warmth seeping into her groin.

To a Master of slaves as skilled and experienced as Razak, the signals of her growing passion were unmistakable; and, as the tremors of her need grew more powerful, he sent his right hand to the joint of her trembling thighs, forcing her legs apart, and sending his extended fingers spearing into the slippery channel of her sex.

Arabella’s scream of surrender coincided with the frantic jerking of her pelvis as she orgasmed instantly and her torso doubled forward and down over his deeply buried hand as she climaxed to his ruthless mastery of her, her love juices soaking his fingers and her bowed head and back juddering to the explosive spasms of her submission.

“Position, slave,” he snapped sharply, but Arabella could not obey, too far gone in her climax to heed the command. It was a mistake instantly punished; for, at a nod from him, one of his men jumped forward and sent his whip hissing down across her unprotected buttocks, etching a thin burning stripe of red into her tender flesh. The stinging heat of the blow and the knowledge that her Master would accept nothing less than her complete and immediate obedience to his every order sent an intense thrill of submissive excitement racing through Arabella’s body and brain, and she squealed in pain and jerked her spine erect, hardly able to believe that such brutality was possible.

Never before had anybody ever treated her with such total arrogance, such callous authority, and her belly convulsed with frightening power around his hand as she was taught the absolute dominance of a strong and totally determined Master.

Wide with fright, her eyes stared up at the sky; and, as she heard his low chuckle of pleasure and the cruel laughter of the warriors who had witnessed her ruthless subjugation to his will, she trembled to the knowledge that she was, indeed, a slave.

Casually, Razak pulled his hand from her spasming belly, and she flushed as he displayed the glistening juices of her surrender to his men.

Then, helpless in her bonds, she dared not even protest as she was dragged to the wagon and the chain at her collar padlocked to a low ringbolt, the length of the chain such that she could not rise from her knees but had to remain uncomfortably crouched at the feet of Belinda.

Kneeling in the dust, her body stained with the sweat and juices of her humiliation, Arabella wept despairingly for her lost freedom, understanding from the way she had been secured, that her status as a slave in the camp was far lower than that of her friend, even though Belinda herself was also a captive. Far too late, she realised that she should never have made her offer to serve Razak, but the deed was done, and she trembled with horror, fearing the consequences of her rash action…


Chapter Four 

From the moment she had tried to dissuade Arabella from submitting to Razak, Belinda had had to watch her friend’s enslavement and sexual torment at his hands without being able to interfere in any way. With a warrior’s hard brawny arm pinning hers, the blonde could only watch in growing horror as Razak had lured Arabella into declaring herself to be his slave and then reneged on his promise not to chain and collar her.

The sustained intensity of the arousal to which Arabella was then subjected, the absolute, whip-enforced obedience demanded of her, and the shattering orgasm she had been forced to endure, set Belinda trembling in fear because she remembered all too well her own frenzied responses when Razak and his men aroused her and took her and knew that, if she were to be treated in the same way as her friend, then she, too, would be just as incapable of resisting the men’s demands.

Only when Arabella was dragged to the wagon and chained by her side did Belinda’s captor released his iron grip on her, only to thrust a gag deep between her jaws, snake his arms around her, and cup her full breasts in his palms, fingers rolling and tweaking her prominent nipples.

She gasped, wriggling vainly as arousal shot through her breasts, but could not evade his touch; and, as she tried and failed, a hot fire of need ignited in her belly as she had to face the fact that it was shamefully exciting…and even pleasurable...to be quite unable to control what was done to her. Bound as she was, she told herself, she could do nothing to prevent the man caressing and toying with her body. If she couldn’t stop him, then what happened could not be her fault.

With the gag between her jaws, she had no way to reason with him, and she certainly couldn’t fight him. Not even if her arms and legs had been free…which they weren’t.

