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1. 

When her husband brought Jennifer to her feet from the cold slab of a bed upon which they had laid her earlier, and guided her to the mirror, she let out a small gasp. In its reflection she saw a beautiful goddess looking back at her. 

The deep red of her robe made her appear almost ghostlike, its cut and the way it wrapped around her curves accentuated them as well as the fullness of her breasts. Her face which under normal circumstances was pretty but not beautiful like that of a supermodel, now looked judiciously made-up and enticing. Her blond curls caught the wisps of light coming from the window giving her the illusion of an aura around her head and graceful neck. The delicate liner around her eyes made them stand out like two glowing emeralds full of promise and trepidation. Even the heavy wrought-iron collar, the only element which looked out of place on her body, shimmered with the light of the room. It was snug but not too tight around her neck and could be moved slightly up and down if necessary. Still that required that it be taken by both hands and shimmied, otherwise it would stay firmly stationary at her neck. The glimmering inch-wide nose-ring which was now permanently hanging on top of her well-formed full upper lip, gave her mouth a sensuous and inviting look. 

Jennifer knew it also served to indicate her status as a slave girl, her master's concubine. She did her best to suppress the rising feelings of trepidation. So much had changed in the last couple of years since the New Great Depression had struck reducing her family to poverty! Now Jenny actually had to concentrate and think hard if she wanted to remember the life that had once been theirs. She had been only twenty-five years old when they moved to England. They had just earned advanced degrees in business and economics from Harvard and accepted lucrative appointments at one of the big financial houses in the City of London. Initially they had both been fawned upon by their superiors. They had even been given to understand that they were slated for rapid advancement into the senior echelons of the bank. But then the bottom had fallen out of the stock market. It kept falling for three long dark months. Finally, with much apologies and handwringing, her boss had felt it necessary to let Jennifer go together with almost a quarter of his senior staff. 

A couple of months later, when her bank had gone belly up together with

many other previously renowned financial institutions, her former manager had leapt out of a twelfth floor window plummeting to ignominious death. 

Her husband, now also unemployed, had joined the long lines of jobseekers around the city casting about for any viable way to put food on his family’s table. Jenny loved Ben, but was also painfully aware that his innately timid nature and geeky predisposition didn't lend themselves well to the new life of eking it out on the streets. He simply was not built for construction work and was almost always overlooked by the foremen selecting workers for whatever few menial projects were still available. 

It was Mr. Costas, their neighbor, who in one of those ironic twists of fate had rescued them from certain squalor and probably even death in the gutter. 

Late one evening he had inadvertently noticed young Jenny's lactating bosom. 

A shiver made its way down Jenny's spine at the memory. Mr. Costas had a thriving business which enabled her to earn a meager but life-saving amount of money selling her milk online. Jenny never learned exactly who bought the product of her body but the money was sufficient to put food on the table for at least a little while. 

One thing had led to another, and she had eventually become a semi-reluctant mistress to a notorious African warlord who could guarantee her family’s financial well-being. 

Then the second shoe had dropped and a global pandemic had struck the world. Like most global catastrophes, the spread of disease had started quietly and had barely been noticed at first. When scientists and doctors around the world finally picked up on the danger posed by the virus which rendered increasing numbers of young women unable to have children, it was too late. The governments tried everything to come up with a vaccine or remedy against the terrible effects of the disease. All to no avail. It turned out however that not all women were equally predisposed to the ravages of the new plague. Those who had happened to have blue eyes and blond hair appeared to survive the flulike symptoms unscathed and able to still procreate. Nobody knew exactly why that was but some genetic quirk in their DNA made women of fair complexion immune to the species-threatening effects of the disease. People now started calling it the Blond Plague. 

For the longest time during the worst of the plague, Jenny had been safely

ensconced away in the jungle hideout by her African employer. It wasn’t until the disease had washed over most of humanity and crippled the world that Mister Inoukue told Jenny about what had happened. She was certain she would never forget that day when she had fallen to her knees and cried endlessly for all her friends and family that had fallen victims to the civil unrest that had followed in the footsteps of the disease. Everything had seemed so dark that at first Jenny had not had the strength to even ask him about Ben and sweet Melody back home. When she learned that her husband and daughter were safe and well, Jenny had felt so happy that she nearly fainted with joy. She didn’t even worry about survivor’s guilt that she now knew would plague her sleepless nights until the end of her life. 

Then Inoukue had made her sit down and told her that he wouldn’t be able to protect her and guarantee her family’s safety. The world was falling apart too quickly and even the powerful African warlord didn’t know if he would be able to make it alive by the end of the year. He told Jenny that he loved her and was convinced that she deserved better. He told her about the offer he had received from a powerful dictator in an oil-rich Central Asian Republic who was powerful enough to do for her and her family what Inoukue couldn’t. It had been a difficult time for Jenny for she had grown to love her African benefactor but the choice was easy to make. It was either accept the dictator’s offer to become his concubine or her family would perish in the streets of war-torn Europe. 

How much her life had changed indeed! 

Ben was now employed as an assistant to the Minister of Finance, two-year-old Melody was doted over by a couple of loving elderly nannies, while Jenny was on her knees waiting for the ceremony to start. The ceremony with which the general would claim her as his personal concubine and have her officially inducted into his harem. 

An aching fear spread through Jenny's body. This was the moment she had been dreading. 

“Baby, I love you,” Ben kissed the tip of her nose and then her temple. He was so good at doing the right things to soothe his wife’s frayed nerves. 

Maybe that was the reason he had been appointed to chaperone her tonight. 

 That and the fact that the ritual required him to humiliate himself before her master.  It required that Ben participate in her willful submission to the

general’s ritualistic ravishment, and the claiming of her womb which was to be done before an audience. Jenny knew that this would make sure that nobody would have any doubt as to the purity of their decision. Jenny shuddered deeply. 

Ben had just attached the ritual bracelets and chains of servitude to his wife’s ankles. They felt awkward and cold where the harsh metal rubbed against her delicate skin. 

"I love you too sweetheart,” she said but her wide-open eyes made him think of a cornered animal. He could feel her shallow breaths and taut muscles beneath his fingers where he had just placed her chains of servitude as instructed. He looked her over and then took her face in his hands tilting it up towards his. 

“This was your decision, Jenny." He said solemnly. "It still is.” He took both her hands that felt cold and clammy in his and held them tightly. “If you want, we can tell general Ismailov we have changed our mind and make him let us go. You know how much he adores you. I'm certain he will do anything you ask, even if it goes against his own wishes.” 

Jenny stared at her husband blinking away tears of frustration. 

“And what do we go back to? Did you see the news? World War III? It looks like it has actually started,” her voice sounded strident and anxious even to herself. The feelings simply threatened to burst out rendering her soul in the process. “The world has gone insane! Somebody detonated an atomic bomb over the United States! They said it caused an electromagnetic pulse that fried all electronics in the country. You know what that means, right? No cars, no radios, no Internet, no nothing!” Ben looked down and in his face she saw he knew what she felt in her heart. There would be no going back home.  Ever. 

Ben nodded. “People here say the Chinese did it. Now that the whole world is off kilter, they’re making a grab for superpower status. I am sure the US is not going to sit that one out.” Ben’s voice sounded oddly hollow in the empty room. 

“The world has slid into some nightmare!” She heard her own voice and the hurt and disappointment in it and cleared her throat. She had to be strong for them all – for Ben, for Melody, but most importantly for herself. It simply wouldn’t do for her to lose her mind. Jenny steeled her nerves willing herself

to keep it all together in the name of her family. It was all that was left in this world which was rapidly falling apart around them. Ben looked down and nodded. She could only imagine how impotent and weak he probably felt. 

Less than two years ago he had graduated at the top of his class at Harvard. 

They had both landed phenomenal jobs and been at the pinnacle of the world. 

Now here he was, unable to do anything to save his loved ones from pending doom. 

Jenny was a modern girl and knew better than to cling to old ideas of male predominance in the family. But she knew that Ben’s parents had been deeply conservative and very traditional. She knew that he probably felt responsible for the calamities that had befallen them. In some ways she felt blessed that she had been born a woman. Her natural sensuality and the love she had discovered in using her body to please those more powerful than herself at least permitted her the feminine grace of taking adversity with demure acceptance. She was worried sometimes that Ben would try to rebel and do something stupid that would bring him certain perdition. Jenny reached out and hugged her husband tightly. This seemed to give him the push he needed to continue with her preparations. 

Ben finally connected a beautiful thin golden chain to the ring in her collar and gave it a little tug. 

"We have to go,” he whispered in a hollow voice. "They’re waiting." 

She started to follow him but then stopped. "Maybe I should go pee first?" 

"I thought you went fifteen minutes ago." She could hear the impatience in his voice. He was already resigned to their fate and was looking forward to being done with it all. 

“You know how nervous I get and how sometimes my bladder gives out from stress,” she whimpered quietly. 

“You'll be fine,” he said trying to keep the impatience out of his voice. “The ceremony shouldn’t take long. I read up on it in the library of the palace. It is really a mere formality. Back in the day, they used to do it to a dozen girls at a time. It should be over quickly." He was talking fast now and then suddenly stopped realizing his error. Jenny’s eyes had grown big and were tearing up. 

“I'm sorry, sweetheart,” he came back to hug her. “I’m such an ass. You must think I am such a coldhearted bastard. I’m sorry, baby. I just want it to be

over with.” He held her tight and in his embrace Jenny found herself regaining a measure of her strength. She nodded silently and having steeled her nerves placed her hands against his chest and gently pushed herself back. 

“No. You are right," she said. "The sooner it is done the better. Let's go." 

They went down a long corridor that snaked its way this way and that. At its end were a set of stairs that they climbed making their way into a long vestibule area. At its end was another door, this time guarded by two burly soldiers in full parade regalia. Behind this door was her master’s office – the room where it would all happen. 

By now Jenny's heart was beating fast in her chest. She squirmed her bound hands. She was having difficulty catching her breath. The moment she walked past this door her life would change forever. She could hear muffled voices coming in from behind and thought she detected the noise of a small crowd. Finally having looked at her one last time, Ben kissed her again and went to knock on the door. A rough voice beckoned him in. Taking tiny steps, her head bowed and looking at the floor in front of her, Jenny followed her husband into the spacious room. She could see the floor was made of shiny black and white marble. People were filing in from the doors on the other side of the spacious room and sitting in chairs on either side to the left and right of the small aisle upon which she was making her way. Jenny suppressed a wild nervous giggle.  It was like a wedding of sorts and she was being led by her current husband towards her next. 

Ben walked her a good hundred feet up to what looked like a raised platform in the center of the room. She knew that upon it had to be the large desk of her master. 

"Kneel!" Ben said. His voice sounded so stern that it made Jenny’s heart hurt. 

The young twenty-seven-year-old suspected that her husband had been carefully instructed as to the order of the ceremony and what he would have to make her do. It was just that she felt surprised at the strength with which he had given himself to the part he was made to play. She struggled to her knees, her head still demurely pointed downwards. Her whole body was shaking. Her mouth had gone dry while her mind swirled with dread and fear. 

She could feel her lips quivering as she balled her fists. 

"I've brought my wife, Your Excellency." Jenny heard Ben say. She was

afraid to look up towards the big mahogany desk and her master she knew had was seated behind it. Silence filled the room. 

"Master –," Ben continued hesitantly trying to contain the emotions roiling through his heart. It was nothing but a ceremony he kept telling himself. 

Mere pomp meant for the adulatory sycophants. Nothing more. "Master, your humble American indentured servant begs you to do him the great honor of accepting his wife Jennifer into your care as a personal mistress and concubine. Accept her as yours to do with as you please and serve you until the end of time." 

Kneeling on the floor behind him, Jenny felt her heart skip a beat. While Ben was trying to get through the odious ceremony as fast as possible, she knew that once it was done, nothing would ever be the same for them again. The real reason the general had asked her to become his indentured concubine was not only because he liked her, but also had to do with the fact that she was one of the very few fecund women left in the world. She knew that the dictator had developed strong feelings for her. She realized with trepidation that she actually reciprocated those feelings to a large degree. But General Nursultan Ismailov wanted so much more from her than simply the use of her body. He wanted her to bear him children, the children his wife Aisha was now unable to have. 

Jenny had agreed to submit to him with mixed feelings. On the one hand she was about to break the vows she had made to her husband. She was about to commit the sin of adultery and sleep with another man. Not only that, but she was going to do it many times until she bore him a child which would then be taken away from her and raised by another. At first she had told herself that the world had slid so far out of accepted norm that trying to stick to quickly vanishing notions of propriety was truly futile. Jenny had almost convinced herself that she was doing it as a way to preserve her family's safety in the roiling universe of trouble that had become the world. 

Nursultan Ismailov was perhaps the only person able to provide them with the safety they so desperately needed. But the more time she spent in the presence of the general, the more Jenny came to realize that there was a dark desire that made her actually want to be bred by the powerful man. A shadow of lust had started whispering thoughts of craven desire willing her body to react merely at the sight of the man who was to become her master. She

would feel herself getting wet at the sound of his voice or the smell of his scent as he entered the room. Perhaps it was the result of having spent more than two years submitting to one man or another, learning to use her body’s most primal instincts just so she could survive. Maybe she was simply a whore learning to crave her basest carnal hungers. 

But the tears rolling down her cheeks now told her otherwise. 

The only way she could make sense of her conflicting emotions – the shame of submitting herself to another man, and the deep thrum it caused at the very center of her soul – was by admitting to herself that destiny had meant her to become more than simply a mother to her family. Her deeply sexualized nature was now enabling her to become a mother,  the mother, to a whole new people – those who would inherit the earth after the calamities of today had gone by. 

It was her cross to bear, to be ashamed, humiliated, to be used as a receptacle for powerful men’s cum so that from her loins could blossom the fruits of tomorrow. 

She was too overwhelmed with the sensations of the moment to make sense of it all, but her subconscious was at peace for she realized there was a greater destiny at play here today. 

A deep silence descended upon the crowd gathered in the room. Jenny knew that both she and Ben made a degrading and humble sight. The general and his dignitaries who had come from across the country to witness this display of raw power on behalf of her master and ruler no doubt enjoyed the submission of a pretty blond Western girl to her swarthy Eastern overlord. 

How far the world had changed to have two well-educated young good looking Americans pleading humiliatingly at the general’s feet. Collared and manacled like a captured crusader bride in the days of past Jenny was made to stand before her master begging for his acceptance and protection. 

She inhaled a deep breath steeling herself for what she knew had to come next. 

The idea that she was about to give up all control over herself to another man who was not her husband excited her on a very primal level. It was deeply erotic and this troubled her and made her feel slutty which in turn excited her even more. She found herself blushing crimson beneath the gaze of the

gathered men. 

“In concordance with Holly tradition slowly display your wife, Ben,” 

boomed the deep voice of the general. “Don’t worry. You are amongst friends now. Upon completion of this ritual you will both be admitted into my household like loving members of my very family. Now demonstrate that you are comfortable with me taking possession of your wife and undress her so that we can all see what you have to offer." 

Ben took a deep breath and obediently went around Jenny and slowly began to untie the strings holding her dress. As she felt her husband's hands do their work Jenny lifted her eyes to gaze upon the man who was to become her protector. He was sitting less than ten feet from her. She noticed that the desk had been moved out of the way and now in its place was an ornately carved chair with wide armrests and a lush ruby red cover for a seat. The dictator was dressed in a sharply tailored immaculate olive green uniform. She had to admit that he looked handsome in his military garb. A broad bright red stripe ran down each leg while shimmering gold buttons complemented the series of sparkling silver and gold medals adorning his chest. When her eyes inadvertently strayed to his handsome face he gently smiled. She blushed lowering her gaze timidly to the floor again. 

Jenny caught herself wondering about the story of his life. She had no doubt that he was extremely well educated and judging by his accent had probably lived a long time in England. On one previous occasion she had heard him speaking about the honeymoon trip he had taken to California with his wife a long time ago. Just then her scarf fell to the floor and she heard the excited murmurs of the gathered men. Jenny saw the general cast a severe bloodcurdling stare in their direction. Immediately everybody quieted down. 

She remembered how a couple of days ago she had seen General Nursultan Ismailov preside over the execution of a group of terrorists in the yard in front of the presidential palace. He had shown no remorse, but had actually smiled with unbridled joy at the grisly demise of his enemies. 

Jenny found herself wondering if the future father of her child was an innately evil person. Inexplicably Jenny felt herself blush and concentrated on keeping her thoughts centered on the ceremony and her eyes looking down at her feet. 

Slowly, obediently, her husband drew back the sheer red-shaded shawl from

her shoulders and let it fall to the floor by her feet. Next, he reached to her front and one by one going from top to bottom he pulled lose the bows of her dress. Its sides peeled back and with a small step sideways the beautiful red and gold cloth slipped to her feet revealing her naked body for all to see. 

Jenny felt the most overwhelming urge to lift her hands and shield herself but willed them to stay by her side. 

Her humiliating display was part of her submission and she wanted to impress her future master with her obedience and devotion. She also felt a familiar tingle in her loins and a tightening in her womb that made her blush. 

"Allah be praised!" The general exclaimed. "What a sight! Please turn around so we can all appreciate the gift that God has bestowed upon us in your submission." Jenny heard Ben’s sharp intake of breath by her side. 

Feeling a deep humility and shame, her body shaking, Jenny turned slowly around exposing her naked loins and heavy milk-laden breasts to the audience. There was a general murmur of satisfaction that filled the room and she was afraid to look at her husband’s face. She could feel him visibly shiver by her side and a deep feeling of sorrow filled her heart. She whimpered softly when her backside came into view of her master knowing that he would love to claim the dainty hole between her cheeks there. She stopped her movement when her breasts and belly were again presented forward towards the raised podium. Jenny's hands and lips were visibly trembling now as she looked up at the man who was to claim her. 

The general couldn't help but admire the beautiful woman who was blushing before him. He noted her nipples were now much more prominent than when he had kissed them before no doubt as a result of the heavy rings that had been placed through them. His lips moistened with the memory of the sweet taste of her milk as his eyes swept down across her tight little belly and cleanly shaved mons. He knew that soon enough he would have her branded with his personal crest marking her as his forever. He nodded at her husband who whispered an order in Jenny’s ear. 

Immediately the girl assumed the position she had been taught – hands clasped behind her head, hips thrust forward to show off her clit ring that no doubt aroused her incessantly with every movement of her legs, her thighs apart, knees bent and her long outstretched tongue which had given him so much pleasure – thrust out. It was the ultimate degrading position for any

woman to assume in front of a man let alone such a well-educated young Western girl to display in front of a domineering dictator from a faraway land. 

Just then the general saw Ben move his fingers to the bottom of her caftan as he unbuttoned it and peeled it back to display her smooth and decorated mound. The general watched Jenny blush crimson when she realized that everybody could now see her inner labia which had been stretched earlier by mistress Aisha and painted red. The general allowed a satisfied grunt to escape his lips and indulged the murmurs of admiration that filled the room from his advisors who were now eagerly watching the display of his concubine’s submission. 

2. 

With a shiver Jenny felt the general's eyes fall on her. She met his stern gaze head-on and cleared her mind as best she could. She did her best to forget about the lewd display she was being forced to assume. The general cleared his throat and brushed away invisible flecks from his immaculate uniform. 

“Jennifer,” he said her name with the harshness characteristic of the accent of his people. "Please sit down on the floor and lean back on your heels.” He waited for her to obediently do as told before he continued. “We're here to talk about your future. As of today, with the permission of your husband Benjamin, you will be my concubine. This ceremony will make it official," 

the General waved his big hand across the room and Jenny turned to see the assembled people. All men, all dressed in their traditional garb, they were watching the proceedings with solemn expressions like statues hewn out of granite. "Although you have been my guest from the moment you came here, your status will now be elevated. You will be an official member of my household. Times are hard for everyone," General Nursultan Ismailov said solemnly. "I understand why you initially accepted my offer to come work here at the Palace. It is my fervent desire that you will accept to become my concubine with an open heart and of free will.” 

Suddenly the General’s voice grew husky and he looked uncharacteristically at a loss for words. Jenny was amazed to see him swallow hard and clear his throat. He reached out and took a long sip of ice-cold water from a glass that one of his servants handed him. 

"Money is rapidly losing its value in this crazy world of ours. As the esteemed members of my  majlis  know only too well, gold and bartering objects such as antibiotics and other medicine have taken its place. This is happening not only in our remote country, but across the world. Gone is what we used to think as the globalized economy. It is everybody for himself now. 

Regardless of what you might be thinking, I am not an evil man. I do believe in the virtues of free will. I do wish more fervently than anything that you accept becoming mine willingly. You are a passionate young woman and your demure nature that even now makes you blush so innocently speak more than words. I do wish that you give me the pleasure of your body with all your heart and devotion but I also know the burdens you feel towards the

well-being of your family. Your desire to provide safety for your young daughter and husband are not much different than the responsibility I feel for my people. As I’m sure you know only too well, most of them are simple folk that look up to me to take care of them just like your daughter looks to you as a mother.” 

Again the president paused for a long moment and Jenny was quite sure she saw his eyes sparkle with emotion. 

“Last night I went for a walk. I felt I needed some peace and quiet, away from the turbulence of my life. I needed time to consult with my soul and my God about what I was to do. I visited my infant son’s grave. I felt overcome with emotion. I am sure that very few of my esteemed advisors here have ever seen me vacillate but these last couple of weeks I have grown to feel close to you and Ben. In some ways we are not that different from each other. 

We are all people trying to come to terms with the choices life has thrust upon us. I felt torn between my desire to let you go free and my body’s lust to possess you and claim you as mine." 

 Oh dear God, was the general about to renege on everything and actually set them free?  Jenny felt her heart threaten to burst out of her chest. But then a more somber thought struck her. If they were to leave the palace here, where would they go? A murmur of what sounded like ill-concealed discontent gathered up from the seated guests in the room. But the general lifted a hand in the air and immediately silence descended upon the small crowd. 

"But these are not normal times. These are times that call for sacrifice. 

Destiny has made me leader of my country. This is a position that does not allow me the sweet comfort of doing what is good for one person no matter how deep my love for her,” a single tear made its way along the side of the general’s face. Jenny watched mesmerized as he let it make its way all the way down his cheek from where it slowly dropped onto his crisp collar. “In the name of rescuing the many, I have to sacrifice the few. You my dear, are blessed. You are very lucky to be one of the few women able to carry forth and procreate. It is my duty to observe the will of the Prophet and use your presence to propagate our race. You will be the mother of our people and submit to your fate just as I do to mine. Perhaps with time will find joy in fulfilling your destiny. I certainly hope so.” 

Tears started to flow down Jenny's face. Her body was visibly shaking. She tried to muster up her courage but felt as if she would burst into a helpless mess of tears. When she had entered the room her mind had been set and she had made peace with her choice to become a concubine. But when the general had started speaking his words had kindled a hope that perhaps she might be let go. It had been irrational and stupid and now she hated herself for even entertaining the possibility. Now her hopes had been dashed for certain leaving behind only a smoldering pain. 

She was going to be bred like a brood mare and there was nothing she could do about it. Her hearing became muddled as her own thoughts threatened to overwhelm her. She found herself wishing she could be left alone so that she could throw herself on her bed and weep until she could weep no more. 

Through the tears in her eyes she could see the general was still speaking and now his words had made some members in the audience stand their mouths agape. Jenny wiped her tears and swallowed forcing herself to pay attention to what her master was saying. 

“Yes indeed, I tell you the world has perhaps entered its final spiral into oblivion.” A loud gasp echoed through the room. “England, for example, has already revoked all civil rights and appears to be preparing for all-out nuclear war most probably joining her forces with those of the United States against China. The new King in London has proclaimed the restoration of feudal rights and required general mobilization of the populace. Most countries around the world are taking similar action. Everybody’s reverting to the old customs and traditions from simpler times. Therefore, what I am about to do next is not only mandated by circumstances, but also dictated by global events. Today I am proclaiming myself Sultan and Caliph of our country.” 

Jenny looked over at the assembled magistrates. Silence had engulfed the room. The men who had been standing quietly resumed their seats, their faces

– masks of bewilderment. 

“As of this moment I am reintroducing the old sharia law of the Prophet. It is only just that our laws reflect the natural tendency of the world, may Allah have mercy on us all. It is a time of war and no exceptions or leniency shall be made.” 

Jenny watched mesmerized the assembled men. They stared at one another obviously dumbfounded by the speed of events. Her tears abruptly forgotten, 

Jenny realized that instead of being the centerpiece of the ceremony today, she was merely a pretext, a pretty eye-candy whose job was to make the news of her master’s proclaiming himself dictator more palatable to the gathered elders in the room. She watched how with grim resolve they one by one started clapping their hands in acceptance of the decision of their leader. 

General Ismailov had succeeded – he was now Dictator for life. His serious eyes slowly scanned the room allowing the exclamations and applause to wash over him while an expression of peculiar bittersweet acceptance played upon his face. Finally, he lifted his hand and waited for the noise to subside. 

He had come to his feet at one part of his speech earlier and was now standing proud clearly dominating everybody in his presence. Without even realizing it Jenny blushed deeply and looked down at the floor. He was going to master her tonight. Now she was going to be the slave of a Sultan! 

Suddenly she felt small and insignificant in the grand scheme of things. She felt flattered and honored to be desired by such a powerful man. She glanced sideways and couldn’t help but flinch when she saw the pale empty-eyed face of her husband who was gazing up at the Sultan. How different these two men were! How was it possible that she loved them both? She looked over at the general and saw him gazing down at her with a steely possessiveness in his deep brown eyes that made her insides thrum with anticipation. 

“As my first Christian concubine you and your husband are now going to be inducted not only into my household, but also into my harem, where you will bear me the sons this country needs to bring us back to the glory we deserve.” 

His voice was husky and deep and full of resolve. Gone were the remorse and sadness she had felt earlier. Jenny now realized for the first time the weight of leadership that this man was carrying every waking hour of his life. She felt herself get all choked up feeling overwhelmed with the power and decisiveness her master exuded. 

Suddenly she had no doubt that she had made the right decision to become his. She would serve him well and do her best to please him in everything he desired. Her body was his to fill and use. She would allow him to make her pregnant as many times as he wished, seed her with his essence and cover the land with their progeny. She also saw an immeasurable loneliness in his eyes. 

Suddenly she wanted nothing more than to leap and hug the man for she knew that he was doing the right thing for everyone. Jenny felt grateful at her

own inability to speak otherwise she would have screamed her love for her master for all to hear. He looked at her and smiled and she tried to be strong for him and smiled back. 

“In a few moments, my sweet innocent little lamb, after we are done speaking, you will crawl to me and take my cock in your mouth and warship me until I spill my essence into you. You will absorb it and swallow it and then you will enter my household where you will serve me until I decree otherwise.” Then Jenny bowed her head in silent submission and felt a gentle twinkle of excitement surprise her most secret center between her thighs where they were pressed down against her heels on the hard floor at her master's feet. “And you my son,” the new Sultan said looking over at Benjamin. “You will be caged and your cock shall never rise again for as long as your wife is mine.” 

3. 

The Sultan watched Jenny kneeling on the cold floor – the only woman in a room surrounded by men and her weak impotent husband kneeling by her. 

She seemed so innocent and fragile, like a valley bathed in sunshine surrounded by impenetrable jagged mountains. She made him want to protect her, made him want to shield her from the eyes of these harsh men and the presence of her weakling husband. Yes, he was going to possess her today. 

Yes, he was going to hold her and she was going to submit to him with her body and soul, and eventually her heart, but the Sultan realized he wanted more than her body. He wanted her to belong to him and be part of his world. 

She was his and he was going to make sure that he would protect her from the craziness of the world. The Sultan made a mental note to tell his trusted bodyguard to include Jenny in the evacuation plans in case of a nuclear attack. General Nursultan Ismailov suddenly couldn’t imagine himself without her. He wasn’t sure what would happen if he lost her when war broke out. 

He looked at her and thought of how he was going to hold her in his arms tonight and could see in her eyes there was something she wanted to tell him and he thought he knew what it was. He could feel his heart grow big with the significance of the moment and knew that she could feel it too. He sighed deeply. It was time to bring the whole ceremony to a close. 

"Benjamin, my son, please kneel by your wife and bow.” The Sultan's voice echoed through the chambers. He watched as the gaunt figure of his financial advisor bowed deeply his forehead touching the cold floor. He couldn't help but feel sorry for the man. It wasn't his place to judge but Ben looked so weak and impotent and even though the Sultan was well aware that had the shoe been on the other foot, he would have acted much the same way, he was also certain that if he was ever in a situation where he had to rely on the lovers of his wife for his own survival, he would choose the honorable thing and commit suicide. He couldn’t imagine himself suffering the daily indignity of avoiding her eyes every morning as she returned with her master's semen dripping down her thighs. Could it be that Jennifer’s husband actually found pleasure in being cuckolded? This thought had never occurred to the Sultan before now. It was so foreign to his way of thinking that he realized he would

have to take a moment to digest it. 

“Benjamin, I think you will be most appropriate if you agreed to become the tamed boy-slave to my wife. Aisha has already told me she would accept you as her personal valet and plaything if you so desire. Please don't speak! As a foreigner from now on you are not permitted to speak in these chambers. It will bring great offense to my esteemed advisers and the sanctity of the moment. But I will permit you to demonstrate your acceptance of my proposal by knocking your head three times against the floor. Do so now.” 

Jenny watched open eyed as her master had sunk back into his chair. Clearly the little play he had put on for his subjects had come to a close and he was speaking harshly now obviously eager to get on with the business of her enslavement. Ironically she was no longer having trouble bringing herself under control. A small smile played upon her lips and she felt peace for the first time in the last couple of years. For the first time Jenny felt she had found a greater purpose in life — more than merely surviving. She was going to be a mother again! And the father of her child was going to be one of the most powerful men in the world. 

A loud THUMP echoed through the room and she looked to the right to see her husband knock his head three times against the floor. Jenny felt her heart jump with grief. She looked up and saw the Sultan was smiling and she felt reassured but her heart was hurting for the shame and humiliation Ben had to be feeling. 

“Oh my God,” she wondered silently, “what are they going to do to poor Ben?” And then she remembered with a frightful clarity what had happened when Mistress Aisha had brought him in to participate in one of their lovemaking sessions a couple of days ago. 

As she watched him thump his head against the floor in submission to his new state as personal slave to their master Jenny felt herself blush for him. 

Out of nowhere had appeared two enormous members of the Sultan's bodyguard. They were now towering above Ben who looked up and seeing them stood up. To her silent astonishment she watched him begin to disrobe him. One by one his clothes fell into a heap by his feet. Suddenly Jenny realized that Ben was excited by having to submit like that and even though she could see him covered in cold sweat his body trembling in impotent shame she could tell by his little pants and gasps and the way his cock stood

out that he was looking forward to whatever was about to happen. 

Jenny watched her husband stand tall his face awash in a mixture of dismay, anxiety and trepidation. She so wanted to reach out and hug him. She wanted to hold him, to whisper words of endearment, to give him strength. She wasn't exactly sure what was to follow but she did know that it would not be easy, not by a longshot. And then the man appeared. 

A thin gaunt little man in a white cloak quickly walked the distance from the door which had swung tightly shut behind him across the room and came to stand by her husband. In his hands he had an odd looking contraption that looked very much like a small cage. He looked down at Ben's prominent erection and a thin smile crossed his lips. It was the scariest thing Jenny had seen today. It was not a smile of joy nor did it have a shred of warmth about it. It was the smile of a predator, of a snake having spotted its prey. In that instant Jenny knew one thing. She would do anything and everything in her power to avoid falling into the clutches of this man. Whoever he was she didn't want to be the center of his undivided attention. 

Then Jenny saw what he was carrying in his hands. It looked like a cage made out of stainless steel. From its bottom a bar curled down and backwards turning into a large, smooth, fully erect chrome shaft that looked a lot like a medium-sized penis. It was long – very long. The man smiled and stepped closer, the cage he was holding touched Ben's cock which pulsed instinctively throbbing up and down between the two men. The burly bodyguards suddenly grabbed her husband by the shoulders and arms holding him in a viselike grip. The man’s smile broadened. He leaned in and whispered something into Ben's ear. Jenny couldn’t hear what he said but Ben shook his head, "No, no, don't do that!" 

"Don't fight, boy," the man hissed. His accent sounded oddly cultured his words almost immaculate in their pronunciation without even the hint of an accent. He was American! "I promise you'll love it – in time," he snickered. 

Suddenly convulsions seized the little man and he shook and it took a while for Jennifer to realize he was chuckling. 

The entire congregation in the room burst out in laughter and Jenny realized that Ben was the only man here who was serious. Before she even realized what was happening the man swung his open palm upwards and just like that delivered a resounding slap against her husband's jutting cock. It swung

impotently left and right and immediately began shrinking. 

"Ouch! Bastard, that hurt!" Ben made to curl up but the two bodyguards held him straight and the man slapped him three more times – SLAP, SLAP, SLAP! Jenny couldn't lift her eyes from the grotesque sight of her husband's rapidly reddening cock getting progressively smaller and smaller until it shrunk to its flaccid resting state. Then the man fished out a tube of some sort from his pocket and squirted out a gel on the tip of the shaft protruding from the steel cage in his hands. He knelt and reaching in between Ben's thighs appeared to apply some of that same gel to his sphincter as well. Jenny scrunched her face trying to imagine what her husband was feeling just then. 

Soon her silent question was answered when her husband gasped and she realized he was enjoying the man’s finger up his bum! With a smooth effectiveness the man lined the head of the shaft up and gently pushed it into Ben's sphincter filling him in one continuous motion. Ben groaned and Jenny saw his toes curl. 

Before his flaccid cock had a chance to start growing again, the man reached and dropped the cage around it until its steel covered her husband's genitalia. 

He had brought the iron ring up around behind Ben's balls and with a sharp loud sound locked them into a viselike grip. A series of loud clicks like handcuffs closing signaled that the odious man had tightened the heavy rings around the base of Ben’s testicles. Ben was now a prisoner. There was no visible lock or keyhole. Jenny looked to see for a release lever but found none. Everything appeared to be welded to the ring which now held on to Ben's scrotum which in turn was connected to the shaft up his butt. Once attached it appeared that only cutting it off could remove it. 

The man took a step back. She could now see that spikes lined the inside of the contraption so if Ben ever tried to engorge, his shaft would very quickly become perforated. She whimpered in anguish at the sight of her restrained husband's genitalia. For the first time tonight she saw him look at her his eyes pleading but he remained silent puffing little breaths through his pursed lips while the strong guards held him tightly. 

"Don't fight it, boy," the ugly little man hissed. With time you will love how submissive it makes you feel. The sooner you understand and resign yourself to your fate, the sooner you will enjoy your new life. 

4. 

Jenny watched them pull away Ben's struggling form through the door that slammed shut with an eerie finality. She was next. Even though her whole body had been wrought with guilt and grief at the treatment of her husband, she felt a certain surprising strength and warmth flood her. It started at her belly suffusing her body from her toes to the roots of her hair. In some perverse fashion she was anticipating what was to happen next. Ben's pride had been destroyed. Hers was next. Watching her husband’s genitals so shamefully put away behind the cage had robbed her of any desire to be defiant. She thought of the deference she had received these last couple of weeks as a guest of the Sultan. The wonderful way her daughter was treated. 

Even Ben couldn't exactly complain. Except for what had happened just now, he had been treated like a senior member of the government. He might be a slave but he was a highly ranked one. 

Jennifer realized that there was no real choice for her. She had to surrender, to submit to the will of the man who had claimed her. She looked up and saw the question in her master's eyes. If she became his live-in whore there would still be ways to enjoy life, wouldn't there be? What was the alternative? Out there, outside, beyond the walls of the palace only misery and the war awaited. She thought of the deference she would be given as the Sultan's first concubine, the bows, the fine jewelry and clothes, the wonderful food, but most importantly – her destiny. It was her fate to people the earth again. She was made for that. Hadn’t living with the African warlord for almost one whole year already proven that she was a whore anyway? Even now, her pussy was dripping wet, and her womb tightened in anticipation of being filled and owned. Jenny lifted her gaze up and felt a vail of spirituality descend and suffuse her. God hadn’t abandoned her. He had merely chosen an unexpected path for her. He had made her the way she was and she was merely serving Fate by fulfilling her part. 

Suddenly Jenny's calm deepened and it was with the serenity of someone who has discovered their calling that she arose from her kneeling position and looked up at her master. His eyes had asked her a question. She was not permitted to speak. Her actions would be her answer. She looked at the man who would rule every aspect of her existence and her body from now on day

upon day far into the future. She was naked except for her ankle chain and her collar and the rings through her tits bellybutton clit and nose. They had been put there on his orders. Her body had already been marked for him. She was conscious of all the eyes upon her naked form, her swaying milk-laden breasts, the glimpse of her stretched love lips that peaked out from beneath her as she slowly walked up the steps to her man. The only sound in the room was that of her ankle chain as it dragged along the cold marble floor. She was actually eager now. Eager to prove that she knew what was expected and that she could meet the challenge. She did not want to displease her master. She didn’t want to fail destiny. She didn’t want to disappoint God. 

Finally, she was standing in front of the Sultan. The muscles along her shapely thighs tightened beneath his appreciative eyes. Even though he was seated, her small size placed them both at eye level with each other. She looked at him and he nodded. He had already taken his cock out from his pants offering it to her. Instinctively her mouth watered. She recognized it. 

She had had it before between her lips. She recognized the symbolism of sucking him now before the gathered witnesses in the room. Trembling with emotion she slowly knelt. She opened her mouth and carefully moved her head so that the thick stiff shaft pressed past her lips. It felt hot as it washed over them. 

She closed her eyes and pressed her lips tightly around the velvety cylinder. 

Slowly, she started moving her head back and forth forcing her mouth to water as she washed her master's cock with her tongue suckling ever so gently. He smelled musky and tasted slightly salty but not bad at all. As the minutes gathered upon each other Jenny became more and more enthusiastic about her task and almost forgot about the men watching her ravenously from the side. A couple of times she wrapped her hand around him and she cautiously moved her head up to his tip where she licked probing against his opening. He rested his hands lightly on top of her head but didn't apply pressure and she was grateful that he allowed her to control the movements and didn't force himself down her throat. 

The smell of him filled her and excited her making her blush as her skin got covered in goosebumps. Jenny began to pleasure his hardening shaft with more and more purpose. She traced her wet lips along his ribbed length. She caressed him with her tongue squeezing her eyes shut so she could see the audience gazing upon her nakedness, ogling her bare sex peaking from

between her rear cheeks. Her entire universe coalesced to the world between her master's thighs. This was the manhood that would put a baby in her womb. She sensed him groan and moan softly realizing that his end was near, the dividing line between what she was before and what she would become had been drawn and was now rapidly approaching. 

His big and heavy hips started to gently rock back and forth as his hands –

strong and thick, found purchase in her hair. Jenny looked up and saw his anguished eyes. His face had turned a gentle shade of copper that nicely complemented his dark complexion. When his cock started to spurt she was expecting it. It throbbed and pumped its hot cum into her mouth and she greedily swallowed it demurely resigned to taking it is a part of her. 

The Sultan moaned as he tightly gripped her hair while his loins released their gift into her hot mouth. He spurted for what felt like an eternity to both of them. When his cock's dance had finally ceased he released his concubine’s head allowing her to take his cock from her mouth. Before allowing it out however she gently kissed its tip and brought it reverently to her forehead where she touched it. It was as if she was bowing to her God. 

She was now forever his. 

TO BE CONTINUED



Milked in London

Jennifer and Ben are happily married and working on building their young family. A financial crisis unfortunately rends their idyllic life asunder casting the young blonde mother adrift and shell-shocked in search of a way to help her family survive. 

Mr. Costas, their neighbor happens to be able to suggest a solution. 

Hopefully, Ben will not find out how suggestible his petite engorged wife turned out to be. 



My Submission to the Doctor

I am my Master’s lamb. 

I am his to use and guide. Like clay in his fingers, he will mold me into the perfect young submissive. I have no experience with men and all my life ahead to make up for it. Old enough to be my father, he will bend me to his will until I learn my place. 

Volume 1 of Lena’s Journey



Schooling the Teacher

It was supposed to be a simple meeting with a concerned parent, but Laura discovers that Billy’s dad has something else entirely on his mind. The rich older billionaire is an expert when it comes to understanding human nature. 

He senses that Laura is desperately trying to control a wild sexual beast under her demure teacher facade. 

His professional instinct is proven right yet again when he provokes the young and reserved Ms. Hancock into submitting herself to him. 

Good thing their conference is scheduled last in the day for it will run into serious and hot overtime. 

This is a work of erotic romance intended for a mature audience of at least 18

years of age. 

Thank you for reading His Lovely Concubine. I hope you enjoyed it at least as much as I loved writing it. 

If you had fun with this book, please consider more of my works at my Amazon Author’s Page. 

Probably the best way to contact me would be via Twitter:

@AlexCarlsbad

You can also find me on:

Facebook: https://www.facebook.com/alex.carlsbad

Email: alexcarlsbad@gmail.com

Please click here if you would like to know about future release dates and upcoming promotions. 

Your reviews are greatly appreciated! I can only imagine how valuable your time is to you. Writing even a couple of lines in a review to this book will not only inform me of your opinion, but also inspire me to keep writing for your enjoyment. I love reading your thoughts, feedback, questions, comments and even concerns. 
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