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She was, to say the least, in a state of some high-excitement when she had first realised that the man was here on assignment.

In her country.

And especially now he was in about as vulnerable and precarious position as his imagination could ever have allowed him to picture - had he not, of course, been too superior and full of himself to so much as visualise such a possibility as the one unfolding before him.

The young and affluent woman smiled to herself as she pictured his reaction when he learned just who was behind his current predicament.

A gradual release of information the girl with a long history of holding a grudge and who was now in a position of wealth and power to indulge those grudges would savour providing the man now in her power.

Hanifah Al-Jabiri had lusted after the man when they had first met in England some ten months prior to his landing up here and, being the dutiful, if none too beautiful, surviving daughter of a wealthy diplomat and former oil mogul, been unable to act upon the feelings of unbridled sexual attraction she felt for a man she did not like and seemed to regard her estimable father with what she saw as contempt. Not, of course, that she herself was unaware of the ridicule to be expected from his lips and aimed her way had she acquainted him with her feelings. The bodyguard and MI5 man assigned to her father by their hosts for the duration of their stay was far too aware of his own handsome good looks, still compelling in their late-thirties, not to find the attentions of a plain if severe looking young woman of her race risible.

Now, she told herself, he would find it advisable to hide such a reaction. He was in her land now and she was no longer the daughter of a diplomat from a country he found inferior that he had to guard but a young woman of some standing in her own right – even if that standing was held in a country where women themselves were somewhat less... liberated... than their European and American counterparts. Her beloved father was no longer with her and, after the passing of her brothers before their father, she was a young twenty-three year old woman of considerable wealth – even amongst that 1% of her countries population that had cleaved its mineral riches to itself at the expense of the multitude.

He was standing in one of the converted and more secure travelling cages normally used to convey livestock around the country; not yet, it seemed from the proud and superior way he still held himself, having realised that livestock was exactly what he was.  

The smile transforming her plain and severe features was not pleasant as she told herself that he soon would.

His hair was jet black and thick but kept short but his face was stubbled with  several days growth. She couldn't see the body she had lusted after in and out of the Knightsbridge residence her father had chosen for their stay as he was fully clothed, but she was familiar enough from memory to know his six-feet was perfectly complemented to his weight and shape. She also knew from the few glimpses she had managed to take of his torso as he worked out in that Knightsbridge courtyard that he was fit and muscular.

Even if those muscles were not the ‘for show’ type developments favoured by the body-building types whose lives were spent in the gym.

And now he was here. The direct result of her seeing him at a palace function and bringing the details of the bogus name he had been given for his “fact finding mission” to the right ear – a mission brought about by the British desire to know more of a supposed development that, when added to oil, diluted and increased its volume ten-fold without any appreciable loss of efficacy.

A “development” that had already, and unknown to the man’s masters, been dropped as “undeliverable”.

Though its promise had now “delivered” him to her. 

He had been taken the same night on a trumped up accusation of abuse and his embassy had been told he had gone missing and was, no doubt, trying to leave the country somehow. This obviated the necessity for a trial and all kinds of diplomatic entanglements and an “accident” would be arranged for him that would be of a kind that left no remains and would explain his absence to the British Embassy; his real demise coming, as had so many, at an isolated spot deep in the interior where his sun-bleached, naked and mutilated, carcass would be unrecognisable even if it were to be found and an unlikely interest taken in it. Any DNA tests that proved his identity would only verify the original suspicion of him having tried to leave the country illegally and meeting his end in the desert of the interior.

At least, that would have been his demise had the “right ear” the plain, if wealthy and well-connected, girl had spoken into not been receptive to her plans for the white-pig who had looked down not only upon her but her father as well as their shared race.

Hence his presence in a cage many miles from prying eyes and certainly any European presence.

A mature, white and European, male, about to find he no longer had any autonomy of his own but, instead, was about to become the indentured property of a young woman from a country he despised.

“It will not be easy, your greatness,” the unctuous and mercenary purveyor of flesh, most of it female and African, to the buyers of the middle-east wealthy enough and sadistic enough to wish to make their power of a more personal nature. “He is proud and strong with a belief in his own intellectual, physical and racial superiority. This will be difficult to break down.”

“That is why my patron the Prince recommended you and your people, Omar,” she told him, eyes fixed upon his so fiercely that he felt compelled to avert his gaze, despite the distinctly unimpressive features unlikely to daunt a man with their beauty. “It is also why you are being paid five times your normal fee for such services. If...” she paused for greater emphasis. “If you live up to your promises in his regard.”

The bald and stout Arab she had addressed as “Omar” came to life at this and returned his venal and compassion free eyes to hers:

“My father, and his father before him, was regarded as the foremost trainer of the human flesh purchased for the purposes of personal service to their betters.”

The widening of her eyes as they returned from an excited scrutiny of the European in his cage some fifty yards distant was all the questioning he needed:

“Yes. It is true I have not, to this point, prepared a white European male for service and, if you will forgive me, for a woman – especially an Arab woman - but my reputation exceeds my father’s on all levels, may Allah treasure his soul, and if I tell you the man in the cage over yonder will be broken – and totally broken – to your will, then that is the outcome you can expect.”

He licked his lips and Hanifah could tell the prospect of doing just that was giving him much pleasure in the anticipation.

On that score she was about to disappoint him:

“I wish only that you transport him to my home and keep yourself available at all times to instruct me on exactly what I need to do to break his spirit and rob him of any hope. I do not want him marked,” she said firmly. “Not yet, anyway. But I do wish him to be totally and utterly obedient to me – even if he hates that obedience.”

“You...?” the man’s expression was one of genuine surprise, it being the first he had heard of this. “You wish to train him... yourself?”

Hanifah nodded.

“But, your greatness, you...? You are a woman and he is a...?” 

He left the obvious unspoken and took another tack, still much surprised that this... girl... could be suggesting such a thing.

“The very nature of breaking him,” he went on, “will involve much in the way of contact with his naked body and it is hardly correct that a Muslim lady of your quality and standing – not to mention, and please forgive me, a lady of your tender years and... limited experience – should dirty her hands upon such filth or allow it to gaze upon her.”

“Your concern for my reputation and well-being is most touching, Omar,” she said, her mockery so subtle the former teacher and now procurer of human cattle missed it completely. “But we do not speak of a man here. Not any longer. The moment it was arranged for him to disappear and join my household he lost all right to manhood and became nothing more than a creature I happen to own. I will not be handling a man and neither will it be a man who looks upon me if I give him permission to do so.” 

Omar, who was not exactly devout in religious matters but knew enough to realise she could be accommodated in this without falling foul of Sharia Law, nodded his acquiescence to her demand. Her unblinking gaze and the severity of her own expression left him in no doubt of her intent and, even though he felt a little thwarted that he would not be the one to mould and break the handsome and superior Englishman there was financial compensation – and less work for him – to soothe his disappointment. Ample financial compensation.

In the face of a request from a client, and especially one paying him so much, Omar was immediately back to his unctuous best and bowed:

“You are right, of course,” he conceded with a smile and a bow of the head. “He is, of this moment, no longer a man and no religious protocol is offended by whatever contact you choose to have with your property. However, it is most unusual for a young woman of your quality to wish to personally train her chattel, your greatness.”

The eyes staring out from the burka fair glittered with the excitement born of anticipation as she assured him:

“In this regard, I am unusual as well as young, Omar, and willing, as you know, to pay handsomely to bring my wishes in regard of...” her eyes flickered towards the man as he once again tested the strength of the cage and its metal bars, “...my creature to fruition.”

The reminder of the fee and its bulk was enough to cleanse all misgivings from the fat procurer’s mind:

“Then, your greatness, it will give your humble servant Omar much pleasure to help you achieve your desire and,” his own eyes flickered in the direction of the captive, “reduce the arrogant infidel over yonder to the status of willing and grovelling beast he was placed upon this earth to be for you.” 

Hanifah allowed herself an internal sneer of disgust; though it was not inspired by his pejorative and clichéd use of their shared language. The man was low-born and of poor moral quality and would, she knew, fawn at the feet of a dog if the canine in question possessed the capacity to reward him, so his words, as delightful to her ears as they were, despite their retrograde nature did not win her over in quite the way he intended. Yet the inevitable toadiness that came with a love of money and a fear of the power she, like others, could now wield and bring down upon his head were he to displease her in some way, was in itself useful and diluted, somewhat, her distaste.

He was also insightful in matters of the type they were discussing; which was not so surprising after many years of such involvements:

“I know exactly what you wish, your greatness,” he went on. “He is to be broken to your will. But not so completely that you cannot find pleasure in the misery he takes from it.”

“That is exactly right, Omar,” she agreed, unfazed by his having given voice to her sadistic desires in regard of her former white bodyguard. “I wish him unable to disobey me but to be aware of his humiliation at being nothing more than my Foreign chattel at all times. I desire complete control over him, it is true, but I also wish for that control to be not so total he cannot hate my domination of him and, perhaps, even rebel against it at certain times.”

The obese trader in human flesh was smiling now, realising that his new, if temporary, employer may well be young but she was also blessed with all the qualities of the true sadist, be her intended dominion be physical, mental or both.

She was also highly devious:

“That way,” she finished, “I may enjoy... correcting... such disrespect toward his master.”

Omar’s smile grew broader as he recognised a true connoisseur of domination – even if, as yet, she remained at the dilettante stage.

Her words as she went on assuring him it would be a stage she would not remain at for very long: 

“I have no wish to be the master of nothing more than an automaton, Omar. The pleasure to be taken from having complete control of another human-being must necessarily be vitiated by unthinking obedience on the part of the one so enslaved. I want my English chattel to be aware always of just what I have taken from him and be desolate in the knowledge it is a condition he is powerless to regain.”

It was not a request with which the unctuous one was unfamiliar but, nonetheless, and in light of her age, he seemed hesitant for a moment; it taking him a few moments to overcome his reservations and ask:

“Am I to take it then, your greatness, that he is to be more than a simple household chattel and retainer? Or...” he broke off, courage failing him despite his greater years in comparison to her own.

“You may speak freely in the knowledge I will not take offence, Omar,” she assured him. 

“It will be necessary, your greatness, if I am to assist you in the way you require, that I know your exact thoughts in regard of your intentions for the infidel.”

Hanifah was already nodding, her genuine distaste at having to deal with the overweight and oleaginous purveyor of humanity held in abeyance by her acknowledgment of just how pre-eminent he was in his field and how useful to her both it and he could be to her.

“You are precisely right,” she agreed. “My intentions in regard of the Englishman are to bind him to me for life – or at least for as long as I see fit to let him live it. If you are to help me tame him and turn him into the long-term servant I require it is necessary for you to have a complete understanding of what I intend for him.”

“Then, and I apologise for broaching such a delicate subject...”

She was unable to prevent an impatient little sigh from escaping her lips at his latest hesitation and Omar took the hint.

“...Is... Is it your intention, your greatness, that he be of use to his owner, hmm, physically?”

Aware that he would not have had many such conversations or requests from one of her gender – and especially one so young – Hanifah mentally scolded herself for her impatience with him and answered:

“It is not my intention for my virginity to be taken by a chattel, if that is what you are thinking,” she told him before adding, and truthfully: “or by any man regardless of stature, for that matter;” inwardly amused at the look of shock the words on the lips of a god-fearing and devout girl of their shared religion and her background provoked in him.

His shock, however, was not long in being supplanted by another question prompted by her avowed intention:

“You will be wanting his manhood removed then, I take it.”

The young woman, he noted, looked genuinely perplexed by his assumption and he was experienced enough in the ways of the Arab female to know she was not in the least experienced in the ways of adult interaction. Unsurprisingly, given she was only now free of the paternal hand of her father and yet more masculine supervision from her late brothers. This was, he guessed, and correctly, her first tentative step into the world of the sexual.

But such a step!

“Is that what you would recommend?” she asked, willing, it seemed to be guided by him, even if he sensed her distaste in his regard.

Omar shrugged, giving it some thought, “The eunuch does make for a calmer and more diligent servant; given that he is untroubled by the thoughts common to the usual man in respect of sex,” he told her.

“But?” she prompted.

“But, and forgive me if I misinterpret your desires, it seems to me that you would prefer him to be diligent and intact that you may extract the maximum of pleasure from the beast whose body and very life now belongs to you.”

“And the absence of his manly... equipment... somehow detracts from this?”

Omar smiled indulgently, in teacher mode suddenly, which was precisely what he had been in a former life before finding his niche in the world as a procurer.

“A man cannot be denied that which he can no longer have, your greatness. By removing from him the possibility that he may, at a time of your choosing, find release for those manly urges once within his own power to satisfy, you deny yourself a valuable and exciting tool to exercise the extent of your control over him. The knowledge of that control one your beast will carry with him constantly as you, and you alone, will be the only one capable of allowing him the release he dreams of and is tormented by, both waking and sleeping.”

Too far away to have heard their conversation, it was almost as if the man in the cage sensed what was intended for him as he began to get angry and shake the bars of his prison:

“I demand to be put in touch with the British Consulate,” came the cry from the cage some fifty yards distant for the umpteenth time and again in near perfect Arabic, only a few tiny inflections of his native tongue giving the lie to his fluency. A demand that would shortly, Omar knew, be followed by screamed obscenities and threats of the dire repercussions that could be expected if his demands were not to be granted. The obese one also knew, as he saw the young woman’s eyes flicker towards the cage and its contents, that his own words had puzzled her. She was, after all, and despite the wealth of her family, a girl from a guarded and protective background and could hardly be expected to be au fait with the world of sex and its more outré manifestations.

Though, being the judge of horseflesh he was, thoroughbred or otherwise, he felt reasonably sure she would not remain in ignorance for very much longer.

“Do not be alarmed, your greatness. It is normal for merchandise of his kind to behave in such a way.” 

Her decidedly not alarmed eyes took in the picture of her hollering captive and Omar gave her a smile of unnecessary reassurance:

“Such outbursts are all too usual,” he assured her. “Believe me, your greatness, it will not be very long before he realises he has no power to demand anything and that his colouring and place of birth have no worth to him in either our country or in your service.”

The smile grew broader, even as he dabbed at a forever moist forehead with a cloth as the sun crept towards its full and searing midday heat:

“Save that, of course, of giving his owner much pleasure at having such a conceited and arrogant English pig in her service.”

Hanifah nodded, still too preoccupied with Omar’s former statement in regard of her chattel-to-be and his manhood, and what it meant, to give the ranting of the former bodyguard and free man much thought anyway.

“Of course,” Omar continued, knowing exactly what it was that preoccupied her, “as his owner it is your decision and yours alone. That is the privilege of being an owner and not something the owned has any say or influence over. Whether he is to be allowed to keep his manhood or not is dependent entirely upon your whim.”

Hanifah was nodding to herself, deep in the thought triggered by his words.

“You may even wish,” he went on, “to have the sac removed but leave the penis intact.”

“Would that be your advice to me, then?”

Omar, who had sadistic tendencies of his own in this regard, was already shaking his head before she had finished her question.

“No, your greatness. I think that, rather than emasculating him physically in such a way, there is much more joy to be had for you in allowing him to remain completely intact.”

“How so, Omar?”

“By so doing, you will ensure he is dependent upon you for anything other than the evacuation of urine from the equipment that is rightfully your property. Such control, I assure you, though I have not experienced such a joy with a Foreign, and white, subject, is a heady sensation almost to the point of delirium.”

Beneath the black of the burka, the former teacher could have sworn he saw a shiver of pure and girlish arousal course through her. 

“And I am to ensure this how?” she asked, yet again giving away her lack of worldliness in such matters.

“From your words, I must assume that your greatness is unfamiliar with male chastity and the ways by which this can be achieved,” Omar observed.

Her eyes again flickered to the handsome older man who, to all intents and purposes, was her chattel and whose fate she held in her slim fingered hands, and she knew with certainty that she did not wish him to be minus the genitalia that made him a man – even if, as a man, he was to become no more than the most abject of servitors to her.

“You are correct, Omar,” she agreed, eyes still upon her possession as a tongue came out to moisten lips made suddenly dry by the prospect of her ownership and the power she now wielded over the former bodyguard who had seldom spared her a glance back in England; the same pig who had looked down upon her revered father as just another unworthy Foreigner he had drawn the short-straw in having to guard. “I have heard and read of eunuch’s, of course, and female chastity. But not chastity of the male kind.”
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