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1. 

Loud applause echoed in the room but Jenny didn’t dare look up. She remained demurely kneeling on the floor, her ears still burning with shame. 

During the ritual act of submission her lust had thankfully provided her a way to escape the awareness of what she was doing and where. But now this dubious escape from reality had been shattered into a million little shards and scattered to the wind. A part of her felt she ought to be proud that the general had chosen her to become his first concubine now that he had proclaimed himself a Sultan. Still, Jenny found it humiliating beyond belief that she had to perform on a stage! It was simply too much for her Western sensibilities. 

She pressed herself up against her master's knee in an instinctive attempt to shy away from the leering eyes of the gathered men. 

"My beautiful concubine," the Sultan's big ringed hand swept lightly through her long blond curls. She was his now. All of her. “That’s my good little slave," the Sultan gently caressed her head. She looked up at him somewhat dreamy-eyed blinking against the lights trying to dispel the cobwebs of lust that had clouded her mind. It was a strange feeling of normalcy against which her soul rebelled and then convulsed trying but failing to reclaim her rapidly vanishing sense of pride. Jenny took a deep breath and let it out through pursed lips. She reached to put back her hair that had fallen in slight disarray around her shoulders. 

Then she saw with building anxiety that the blacksmith had entered the room. 

A deep hunger illuminated his deadly stare. Even his left milky-white eye, blind and unseeing, seemed to hunger for her. Jenny shivered. 

Finally, the applause abated and without daring to look up Jenny heard her master address the crowd of dignitaries in their own language. Jenny didn't understand a word of it. The speech sounded grave, a feeling which was confirmed by the occasional gasps from the audience. Every now and then as he spoke the Sultan would gently pass his fingers through her long hair. 

Jenny found it oddly soothing. She felt herself relax kneeling at her master's feet and slowly began to enjoy the casual way with which he played with her hair while discussing the gravity of the day’s events with his ministers. Her mind drifted to what he had said earlier. He had told everyone that China had detonated a nuke over the United States! A single tear made its way down

Jenny's face. Her mother and sister had stayed behind in Boston when Jenny and Ben had decided to go work in London two years ago. Since the financial crash Jenny had been unable to get back in touch with them. Now she didn’t know if she ever would. It had broken her heart to realize that perhaps she would never see her family again. It would take a miracle to somehow bring them together again, even if they were still alive. 

Here she was – in the remote Central Asian Republic of Greater Kazakhstan kneeling at the feet of its ruler who was about to impose upon her his lordly rights of ownership. Jenny failed to control a deep shiver that washed across her naked form at what was to follow. The ceremony was only halfway completed. She had already submitted to her ritual claiming as her master's concubine. What remained to be done now was the public consummation of that fact. 

A loud ear-piercing wail of an emergency siren split the air interrupting her anxious thoughts. She looked up to her master questioningly. 

"The air raid siren," he explained calmly scanning the room. He gave Jenny a brief smile but in his serious eyes she recognized the Sultan’s deep concern. 

"We will interrupt the proceedings at this moment and retire to the bunkers," 

he announced gravely. Almost at once all men hurried to their feet and made for the doors. The Sultan nodded to the blacksmith who stepped forth and reattached the chain to Jenny's collar. The two men spoke rapidly in the local language and after gently kissing Jenny on her head her master rushed to join his waiting bodyguard. 

The blacksmith tugged the gold chain and gently but resolutely dragged Jenny to her feet. She tried to look for her husband but couldn’t see him in the pandemonium that had overwhelmed the room. 

“Follow me, slave!” Growled the blacksmith pulling on her chain again. 

Jenny hurried to follow him down an endless series of corridors. There was no time to stop and dress and a part of her lamented her beautiful red robe which remained in a pile on the floor of her master's office. No sooner had they made it to the bunker in the bowels of the palace that a soldier had stepped up to the blacksmith. After a short exchange that had remained incomprehensible to the young American girl, Ibrahim nodded and looked at her. “False alarm,” he announced in his guttural accent. “The master wants you in his chambers.” 

***

2. 

“Hurry and strip, little sheep," the heavily tattooed blacksmith growled and she hurried to comply. "There is a chamber pot in the back of the room. Go pee and hurry or I will punish you. You are no longer his Majesty’s guest of honor. You are now his concubine, little lamb. Do you know what that means?” he reached and grabbed her holding her face with one hand so her anxious eyes peered straight into his dark orbs. “It means you're no better than a slave,” he grinned, “just like me. Go now.” 

As soon as Jenny was done peeing and replaced the lid on the tiny chamber pot she hastened back to the bed where the man was waiting. It was gigantic, bigger even than the king-size bed they used to have back in London. White delicate laces drooped from the four bedposts which framed the plush mattress. The bed itself was covered with thick covers of silk and satin in all the shades of the rainbow. Around the edges were a multitude of pillows. 

They were of all sizes – large and fluffy, small and ornate, all of them sporting designs and embroidery depicting scenes of what Jenny assumed had to be local fairytales and legends. 

Even the walls were covered in thick Persian rugs. Jenny had noticed that this was the custom here, most people enclosed their walls with ornately woven rugs and carpets. A thick Persian carpet decorated with lavish designs covered the floor from wall to wall. Her thoughts were interrupted when Ibrahim the blacksmith motioned impatiently towards the bed and Jenny flinched. 

“Lie down, sweet bird,” he chuckled. She realized that her anxiety was pointless. She was utterly helpless. If Ibrahim wanted, he could do anything he wished to her. She crawled up on to the luxurious mattress and looked up at him questioningly. “Lie on your side and face the far wall,” the blacksmith told her making her lie on her right side. He bound her feet and hands with a green silken cord which he then connected with another that felt equally delicate. He didn't mean to embarrass or degrade her by tying her like that. It was merely what he had been instructed to do – prevent her from moving. 

Next he pulled out a third silken scarf and gently placed it around her eyes. 

With her back to the door Jenny heard the blacksmith leave her alone and shivering with fright to wait for whatever was to happen next. Jenny felt her mind drift. 

She was not uncomfortable and was even able to shimmy her legs and hands

a little when her position felt constricting. She had the distinct sensation that she was not unlike a package awaiting its recipient. She knew that in the near future the Sultan would come. He was no doubt holding court quite literally downstairs probably entertaining the various dignitaries who had watched her suck him off during the ceremony of her ritual enslavement. Jenny felt herself blush at the memory of his taste and the odd way her shame had melded with her deep sense of pride at being singled out to be his first concubine. She thought of the way he tasted – sweet and unique and then chastised herself when she found herself comparing him to her husband. 

Why, oh why did she always have to compare the two men? It only made her feel sad and didn't help the situation any. Jenny felt her eyes moisten when she thought of the life she could have had with Melody and Ben before the crisis had struck, before the pandemic had thrown the world in turmoil, before the war had started. Instead here she was – lying on her side like a gilded package awaiting the man who would plunder her most precious sanctuary. She was supposed to be putting herself into the right frame of mind to make her master happy like he deserved and now she was failing at that too! She swallowed back tears and forced her mind away from what could have been. She thought about the glorified blow job she had given her master. She had enjoyed it and thrilled in the sort of power it made her feel. 

Jenny was certain that all men in the room probably considered it to be a symbolic act of subservience – a woman on her knees, chained and made to suck her master off. But she felt very differently. The most powerful man in the country had allowed her to put the most delicate part of himself in her mouth – she had been the one in control. 

A small smile played upon her lips. With a tiny nip she could have damaged him permanently. She was most definitely the one in control. Even now the Sultan was probably thinking of her and so were all the other men who couldn't have her. She knew he had known and realized that she was offering him something very special, a pleasure to be cherished and a moment to be remembered. He knew it, and so did everybody else even if they didn't acknowledge it. Then her thoughts lingered over to the deed itself. The more she thought about it, the more she realized that she could have done better. 

He was so big that she had only managed to take a small part of him between her lips. She hadn't been able to open her throat for him even though she had tried. It had elicited a groan of satisfaction and gasps from the audience when she had gagged but she knew she ought to have tried harder. She found

herself hoping that she would be allowed to learn how to take him all the way into her throat. She was brought back to earth by the sound of the heavy door opening and closing. It was time! 

Jenny flinched when she felt the bed depress with the weight of her master and that pleased him immensely. He left the blindfold on for now but released her ankles from her wrists and guided her off the bed. He pushed her into the middle of the room where he made her stand and then he removed her blindfold. 

The Sultan gazed upon the naked beauty. Her wonderful breasts were exposed to his view. He knew they were soft and firm and full of sweet milk. 

Her nipples were lovely – thick and pierced atop wide pink areolas that were themselves smooth with little bumps. He couldn’t wait to wrap his mouth around them and suckle until he had his fill. He felt her spell and it filled him with awe. He was a man – hard, strong and powerful. She was a woman –

soft, fragile and yet so enticingly weak; but she was powerful too. In her own feminine way Jenny was perhaps even stronger than him. Maybe he had been wrong after all. Reverting to the traditional ways of his grandfathers might have been an error. Guided by the male-centered dogma of his religion, he had steered his country back towards a patriarchal future. But gazing upon this gentle creature of light standing with her head bowed in submission before him he couldn't help but wonder who held the real keys to power here

– the hardened dictator or the gentle concubine? 

Her breaths – anguished and rapid kept lifting the translucent curtain of her light veil. Watching her made him think of the sleeping power of a volcano at rest. Jennifer had been with the palace for more than a month now and the doctors had assured him she was not pregnant. Her loins were fertile and expecting his seed. Perhaps it was not right for him to be comparing himself to her like that. It was only through their union that the future could be made real. His cock throbbed with potent anxiety eager to fulfill its purpose. Her breasts – two gentle ovals lightly lifting her embroidered cotton shift beckoned and he mentally cursed his thoughts away and stood. 

“Come forth, my flower,” he beckoned. Her soft toes gently carried her within reach. “Look up at me,” he said placing a finger on her chin tilting her head up. She was so tiny in comparison to him, he felt as if in the presence of a child. He suddenly feared he might break her if he did something too urgent or clumsy. And then her eyelids lifted and he gazed through the veil at the two azure pools of iridescent blue. They were moist and wet with tears of

anxiety as she looked obediently up at him. 

“Take everything off, sweetheart.” 

A look of puzzlement overcame her and she opened her mouth to speak which caused him to raise an eyebrow. 

“But –,“ he put a finger across her veil covering her lips. 

“Shhhh, sweetheart. You are not permitted to speak, not until you are gravid,” he said his voice suddenly sounding stern. “It is the tradition that slave girls demonstrate their subservience constantly. And what better way to do that than to let your owner do the talking?” 

She looked at him wide-eyed but realized there was precious little she could do. All she wanted was for the Sultan to clarify his order. As far as she was concerned she was already naked as can be. In fact, with a blush, she realized she was more naked than that night four years ago when her husband had slept with her and they had conceived sweet little Melody. It had been a torrid after-party romp in the studio apartment they shared in Boston. It was the night after their last final for the semester. Exhausted and riding the adrenaline rush of the moment they had only had time to push down their pants. Ben hadn't even bothered to remove her puffy winter jacket but had jumped her right in the vestibule of her tiny place wrestling with her giggles and pretend-struggles to the floor where he had pushed her lace panties to the side burying himself in her slick wetness. Even though brief, that night had somehow stayed forever imprinted in Jenny's memory. Later, when they had realized that she was pregnant, when they had counted back the weeks, it had turned out that was the night their baby daughter had been conceived. 

Tonight would be the night she would conceive again and the circumstances couldn't be more different. 

“Do you know what I like about you?” The Sultan asked gently caressing Jennifer's lovely face. “I love that you are not playing games with me. You may think you are but that is precisely what makes you so sweetly charming to me. I can read you like an open book, sweet child.” He smiled. He could feel the beautiful young woman shiver in his touch. “Every other woman I meet wants to manipulate me to get what she wants. They want me to own them and that way they hope to actually own me. There is hunger for power and money in everybody's eyes I meet. In yours all I can see is a desire to survive – and endless lust.” 

The Sultan bent forward and kissed her. Jenny tried to concentrate on keeping her legs from turning to jelly. His lips were extremely distracting. He kissed

her lightly and she closed her eyes as his lips lingered. Using his hand on her back he gently brought her closer and she hesitantly placed her arms on his shoulders feeling his muscles flex underneath his soft dress shirt. His hand which had been tenderly holding her cheek glided through her hair as he turned and deepened their kiss. She held onto his shoulders her legs suddenly feeling weak. When he playfully nibbled her lower lip a childish whimper escaped her mouth. She had never been kissed like this before and wanted it to go on forever. 

He pressed his thumb down tracing it along her bottom lip. Instinctively Jenny felt her mouth water with some unconscious primal desire. 

When her master’s hand gradually fell to cup her ass, she flinched. 

Unintentionally his fingers had brushed across the welts now rapidly rising there. Jenny felt embarrassed piteously remembering the lashing she had received earlier when the blacksmith had made her stop over at Mistress Aisha’s chambers. The memory of her recent experience there was all too vivid. 


***

When she had recognized where Ibrahim the blacksmith was leading her Jenny had instinctively pulled back making the blacksmith suddenly tug on her chain causing her to almost trip forward. He turned to face her. His body was a ridiculous mass of coiled muscles and Jenny shuddered instinctively fighting back the desire to run. It looked as if beneath his skin writhed multitudes of pythons and anacondas rippling with every twitch of his muscles. He was wearing black silk shorts that came to just above his knees but nothing else. Jenny gulped weekly when her eyes fell upon his impressive cock which snaked a bulge down his inner thigh. 

"Are you going to be difficult?" He growled and Jenny shook her head fighting the desire to take a step back. “Maybe I should whip you now?” 

She was afraid he might actually carry out his threat. She could see the unbridled lunacy that lived not far from the surface in his frenzied eyes. The only thing holding him back was her master's word. And Jenny wasn't quite sure how much leeway the Sultan had given his blacksmith. Last time she had been alone with the mad man he had not only pierced her nipples, clit and bellybutton, but he had also used his thick infibulated cock on her sending her into paroxysms of pleasure that still kept her awake some sleepless nights. 

"I – I'm afraid –" she stammered weekly. 

“Afraid of what, little dove?” 

Jenny mentally rolled her eyes at the question. Here she was – the newly minted concubine of the Sultan being led over to his bedroom so he could put a baby in her womb as he had so adamantly promised and this huge monster of a blacksmith wanted her to stop by the chambers of the Sultan's wife on the way! It certainly didn't require any stretch of the imagination to picture the jealousy and hatred her presence would be sure to evoke in Mistress Aisha. 

"She will hate me," Jenny surprised herself with her own openness. She wasn't sure what would happen if Mistress Aisha flew into a rage. 

"You are afraid she will whip you?" The hulking blacksmith stepped in closer and lifted her chin up to face him. 

"Yes, Sir,” Jenny stammered trying to be as still as possible. She was quite sure that her fragile mind was on the brink of shattering as it was. If the hulking giant chose to have his way with her, Jenny was afraid something inside might snap. 

“But don't you understand, dove, you are going to be whipped many, many times from now on. You are now a slave. It is Mistress Aisha's prerogative to punish you and there is nothing you can do about it.” Jenny could see the man's eyes twinkle as he spoke and she wondered how much truth was in his words. He was leading her to mistress Aisha’s chambers to be whipped? Oh dear God! She certainly hadn't pictured that kind of treatment when she had accepted her lot. Wasn't a willingness to serve the Sultan with her body and even offer him her fertile womb to fill with his child enough? Tears started pouring down her face. 

"Don't cry, sweet bird,” the blacksmith said dabbing them away with the tabs of his thumbs. “I would love to lick your tears off your beautiful face, but I don’t want to smear your makeup. We are going to Mistress Aisha's chambers now. The Sultan has ordered me to take you there so she can prepare you for him.” The blacksmith said with stern finality and gave her a powerful pull that made Jenny tumble after him as he resumed dragging her down the corridor her heart doing somersaults of anxiety. Why would the Sultan want her to stop first at his wife's chambers? Was he that evil? Did he enjoy pitting the two principal women in his life against each other just to watch them tear each other's eyes out? She was openly crying by the time they made it to the heavy oak doors and without even bothering to knock the

blacksmith nodded at the two burly bodyguards and pushed in pulling Jenny after him. She almost stumbled to the ground as she followed him in. It couldn’t be a less gracious entrance she thought pitifully. What met her eyes stole her breath away. 


***


3. 

Benjamin, her husband, was squatting on his heels with his back towards the door facing a big leather chair in which Mistress Aisha was seated. From her angle Jenny could see that he was holding a nine-tail whip in his mouth. 

What she found most shocking however was the fact that he didn't even squirm or move when he heard her gasp his name. It was as if he was held in a trance mesmerized by the lady in the high chair. 

When she followed his eyes to mistress Aisha Jenny felt a familiar warmth spread through her thighs and belly. Jenny blushed awkwardly and looked down at her feet. What was happening? How mortifying that her sense of self was so rapidly eroding to be replaced by the wanton needs of the creature she was becoming! 

“Come, my child," mistress Aisha waved in her direction. Jenny immediately stepped forward careful to keep her eyes on the carpet lest she give unwarranted offense to the powerful lady. Was she a Queen? If Jenny was the Sultan’s concubine, then didn’t that make his wife the Queen? Next thing Jenny knew, she was kneeling by Benjamin’s side and bending forward to kiss the woman's manicured feet. 

"You are a wonderful little thing, aren't you, sweetheart?" Had she been allowed to express her feelings in words, Jenny would have told her mistress that she only wanted to please. The young woman blushed at the thought. 

Why was it that it suddenly felt so natural to be submissive? Jenny remembered her previous self and the way she had acted not so long ago in college. She had been assertive and some of her friends even called her a tomboy back then. What was happening to her? Thin wisps of smoke wafted across her eyes making the young concubine look over for their source. A clutch of incense sticks was gently smoldering in a jar by the side of the Queen's chair. Jenny wondered whether the smoke contained some sort of drug that made her more suggestible. Was it also the reason her husband was so docile? But then why was it that mistress Aisha and the blacksmith not appear to be affected at all? Her furrowed brow and puzzled expression had not escaped the older woman’s keen attention. 

"It is not what you think, my dear," Aisha said with a light smile. "The incense sticks are here just because I enjoy the air they create. Your husband’s glassy eyes are perhaps the result of the shared experience we just had," Aisha chuckled as she reached out and gently caressed Ben's curly

black hair. 

This simple gesture shook Jenny to her very core. Benjamin, the man who had been the pillar of her family, had now become no more than a plaything for the rich powerful woman. 

"Ben, my dear, why don't you turn around so that Jenny can see the true reason for your docile demeanor?" Jenny noticed the deep flush that overcame her husband as he hesitated for a couple of long moments. He was looking straight at mistress Aisha who merely gazed down on him. 

"Do you want me to use the flogger, sweet cheeks, is that it?" The woman asked. Benjamin shook his head and his blush deepened. Then he turned around so that now his backside was pointed directly at Jenny. "Good boy," 

the older woman commended him. 

Jenny was puzzled and looked over to see what the big deal was. At first nothing out of the ordinary caught her attention other than the fact that Ben was only wearing a pair of white underwear jocks. Jenny looked over from him to the mistress and back again genuinely puzzled now. A thin smile was playing across Asia's exquisite lips. “Go on, my boy, and pull down your briefs," the older woman ordered. Immediately Ben's hands flew to his waist and began tugging at his underwear. With a start the young concubine saw the shiny metal cage that encased her husband’s loins. With a soul rendering shiver Jenny remembered how the vicious little assistant of the Sultan had placed Ben’s cock in the humiliating cage. Now her husband’s manhood was kept squeezed between the heavy iron spikes which pricked at him every time excitement engorged his shaft. Then Jenny’s eyes fell upon the dark phallic object which was tightly pushed in between his cheeks. Only its flanged base was sticking out in a somewhat obscene fashion from between where his anal ring ought to be. Oh dear God, what had been done to dear Ben! From where she was sitting Jenny could tell that the dildo which was obviously pushed all the way into his bowels was designed such that it could be easily screwed on onto the harness mistress Aisha was wearing around her loins. The power with which Mistress Aisha had claimed her husband and transformed him into a docile plaything made Jenny feel helpless and inexplicably excited the same time. 

“My God, you are such a little slut,” the woman smiled. “I can feel your scent all the way here. You are so very excited. Do you hate your husband? Do you like to watch him being humiliated? Does that turn you on?” Jenny shook her head adamantly making the translucent veil float about her head in slow

waves. “Come forward, I want to teach you something,” the older woman said. When Jenny stepped closer to the throne-like chair the older woman suddenly sat up and gathered the concubine up in her strong arms and sat down again with Jenny in her lap. 

Then she kissed Jenny strongly pressing her lips against those of the younger woman and scolded her. "Why is it that you find it so hard to believe in your own sensuality. Are you proud?” She reached a bony hand and cupped Jenny’s young breast. “Do you think yourself too good to serve your master?” 

Jenny shook her head vehemently trying to shy away from the direction the woman’s questions were taking. Tears welled up in her eyes. “Then how is it that you flinch from me? I am the Sultan’s wife, his soulmate. I am the one who helped him find you when you had hidden yourself away with that despicable warlord in Africa. Without me you'd be nothing… you'd be dead!” 

She viciously pinched Jenny's breast meeting her fingers at the base of her nipple which stood out prominent and throbbing as the girl tried her best to contain her pain. Then just like that the woman released her and holding her tight to her naked chest nuzzled and kissed her ear. 

"You should be proud of your breasts, your shapely hips and even your husband who is so willing to please. You should not be afraid of me, but should only ask yourself ‘Am I pleasing my master? Am I pleasing my mistress?’" Jenny nodded energetically her tears spilling down her cheeks and onto the older woman's bosom. "You are ours, beautiful flower," the queen said with a newfound gentleness. "There is no command that you should ever shrink from obeying. If I tell you now to grab the flogger from your husband's mouth, you will strain to obey me immediately. If I tell you to lash his buttocks you will do so. Yes?" 

Jenny nodded her head again but she was in great distress. The woman was stroking and pinching her firm breasts and then as if having just remembered that she was still in milk began squeezing them with more and more determination until her nipples grew hard and long streams of thin white jetted out. 

Both her kneeling husband and the gruff blacksmith gasped audibly at the sight of her milk spilling across the floor. Mistress Aisha brought her lips down to suckle. She greedily had her fill from the younger woman almost emptying both her breasts before letting go. 

"Pleasing me is like pleasing your master. That is your life now.” Jenny

stifled one last sob and nodded. “Now the reason you came here –,“ the woman said righting herself in her chair as if she had decided it was time to get to business. She gently rearranged the concubine’s veil and having caressed her curls back in order stood the young girl up again. “Do you know why the Sultan sent you over to me first?” Jenny shook her head in puzzlement. “Because he loves you. He doesn't want to be disappointed in you on the first night he takes you,” she gently caressed Jenny's face. “I will tell you what Nursultan likes in bed and you will learn to do it and then, tonight you will use it to bring him happiness. He's a good man and he deserves it.” 

Jenny nodded. For the first time since she had entered the presence of her mistress Jenny felt a measure of agreement. “Good. You have heard of belly dancing, no?” Jenny indicated that she did. “Very well. What we will do next is teach you the basics. With time you will learn it all, but for tonight – just the most important – how to use your inner muscles to massage your master into higher pleasure.” 

4. 

“But first – the bells!” Mistress outstretched her hand and to Jenny's amazement Ben stood and ran to a massive wooden chest in the corner from where he came back with an assortment of bells which he offered to Aisha. 

“These will help you stay in sync with the music in your head. Every time you tighten your belly, your chest will quiver making these chime.” She attached two medium sized bells from the gold rings in Jenny’s nipples. They sounded somewhat deep-toned as they rang with every intake of nervous breath. Next she took from Jenny's husband a thin row of smaller bells which she attached to Jenny's wrists and ankles. They were light and high-pitched. 

“Put your hands up, sweetheart,” the woman ordered and Jenny immediately hurried to comply. “Now picture those muscles in your belly, the ones that you use to stop yourself when you void your bladder.” Jenny blushed but she nodded. “I want you to imagine a drumbeat going one-two, one-two, one-two, do you feel it?" Jenny closed her eyes and was surprised at how easy it was to do as she was told. All she had to listen for was the loud boom-boom of her heart and softly count out its drumbeat. She imagined there was a big man pounding an old Turkish drum nearby. When mistress Aisha spoke next Jenny could hear the smile on her voice. "Very well, sweetheart. Now I want you to tighten those muscles every time you count to the number two. Do it." 

Jenny obeyed. 

Mistress Aisha cupped Jenny's firm breasts in her hands and held them gently. The young woman gasped. “Hush Sweetheart just listen to the music.” A small whimper escaped the girl’s lips. "Shhhh…." Jenny hissed when the woman pressed her engorged breasts against her chest flattening the precious flesh between her ribs and the palms of her hands. Jenny's eyes fluttered open to see the Queen sitting forward on the edge of her chair. Next she felt her nipples being pinched as the woman resolutely stretched her breasts outward from her chest making the young mother attempt to take a step forward. Her movement was thwarted however by the enormous hands of the blacksmith who had silently crept up behind her and was now holding her shoulders. The Queen stretched the concubine’s breasts outward until they formed perfect little cones before she finally released them causing the resilient flesh to snap back into its original perfect shape. 

"Do not stop tightening yourself every time you count to two, little bird," the

Queen instructed in a low growl. “I can see your belly quiver and I can tell when you are not doing it. You have already earned yourself a punishment with the strap and I can assure you that you do not want to aggravate it any further.” Jenny mewled like a kitten as her mistress mercilessly twisted her flesh. This went on for long minutes as she did her best to listen to the drumbeat in her mind while the blacksmith held her tightly and the Queen molested her breasts. "Now I want you to touch yourself down there, sweet bird, while I rub your pretty little breasts some more." 

Jenny felt the woman's breath wash over her face and her eyes fluttered open in startled awareness. "Do it! Now! Touch yourself, Jennifer,” the woman cooed. “Make yourself nice and wet for your master, sweetheart. You can do it. I allow you,” the Queen kneaded Jenny’s shapely breasts with her hands feeling the girl’s denser mammary glands beneath the soft skin. 

"Ohhh… Unghhh," Jenny gasped. She felt the woman's hot breath on her face. It smelled of jasmine. Her hands never seemed to rest and Jenny felt the sparks of nervous excitement fly across her erect areolae as she was fondled. 

A deep shudder swept over her. Then suddenly Jenny reached down and felt her wetness between her legs and thighs. "Mmmmm… Nghhh…" She moaned softly as she slid her hand and pressed it tight over her engorged flesh. 

“There you go my pretty baby… chai shukarie, that's my sweet slave," 

mistress Aisha murmured as she gently rubbed the young woman's tits. Jenny began losing herself in the sensation and relaxed into the hard chest of the giant holding her shoulders. Her eyes were firmly shut and so she didn't see the lascivious smile her mistress exchanged with the blacksmith. A thin sheen of sweat had developed across her body as a result of her inner exertions and her breath was coming in fast and labored almost in time to the drumbeat of her heart. 

Jenny felt herself grow wet and dilate and just then her mistress placed the tip of her middle finger of her left hand at her entrance. "Spread your feet wider on the floor," the elderly Queen decreed and Jenny in a trance obeyed. 

"Mmmmngh, unghh, ahhh" the girl groaned breathlessly feeling the long digit part its way into her body. As if from an enormous distance Jenny heard her Queen instruct her to breathe and count and tighten her belly in time with the

imaginary drum. Then suddenly, as if her body had been overtaken by a foreign spirit, Jenny threw her head back and rolled her shoulders forward. 

Instinctively she arched her buttocks and pushed out her belly allowing the Queen to enter her deep. 

"Squeeze me, slave," the Queen said having embedded her finger all the way up to the knuckle. Jenny's eyes flew open in a moment of deep hesitation. Her brow furrowed and she seemed lost in a sea of insecurity and she gazed without comprehension at Queen Aisha. "You heard me. I said squeeze my finger." Jenny just stared at the Queen for several long seconds until the woman raised her hand and gently but firmly slapped her breast from below making her flesh jiggle obscenely. 

Immediately the girl clenched her belly as her expression became distant and her eyes rolled back. The Queen made a guttural sound of approval when she felt the young girl's channel embrace her like a velvety device of steel. 

"That's my good girl," she said using her free hand to tenderly cup and caress the quickly reddening flesh of the girl’s chastised tit. “Now when I pull out I want you to hold me and keep squeezing. Imagine it is your master’s cock withdrawing from your tight little cunt and you are doing everything in your power to keep it there." Jenny whimpered and obeyed as the long jeweled finger of the Queen slowly began to inch its way out of her. 

The Queen was actually impressed. The young girl's strength was remarkable. It was as if she was actually sucking on her digit. "Until I'm almost all the way out. I want you to keep the pressure up." The Queen felt Jenny start to tremble from the effort. When only the tip of her finger remained inside of her, mistress Aisha instructed her to relax. Jenny was sweating now and her breathing had grown labored. 

“Okay sweetheart if you are relaxed and ready, I now want you to push yourself back onto my finger. Please do that now!" With her eyes squeezed shut, Jenny obeyed. She fucked herself forward on the long middle finger of her mistress. A violent shiver washed across her tight little body as she slowly impaled herself. Once she was fully pressed up against the fist of her mistress, the Queen coached Jenny through a series of repetitions instructing her when to flex and relax her vaginal muscles around her digit. Slowly, with remorseless inevitability the young woman's will to fight ebbed away replaced by ever-increasing lust and excitement. Soon she drifted into a

world where nothing but the sex-driven ecstasy that emanated from between her legs and the exquisite convulsions of her womb were all that existed. 

Gone were the feelings of shame, humiliation and anxiety. No longer was she feeling coerced and forced to perform like a brood mare sandwiched between her mistress and the blacksmith. No. She was dancing. Dancing like a ballerina in the throes of music. The music of pure lust. When her climax hit, it was sudden and seemed like an explosion of electricity across all her nerve endings. Her muscles tightened and for a couple of seconds she couldn't even take a breath. Her heart fluttered and if it wasn't for the blacksmith behind her, she would have tumbled off the hand of her mistress straight to the floor into a spasming bundle of female flesh. The giant man had sensed her oncoming moment of passion and had moved his hands from around her shoulders to under her armpits grabbing her just in time so that he held her as she convulsed like someone hooked to an electric chair. 

After her climax they gave her a relatively long time to recover. The blacksmith gathered her up in his strong arms and carried her over to lie in the big bed of Mistress Aisha. With one arm he held her around the waist like a child while with his free hand he pulled back the black velvet covers tossing them to one side. Jenny was too far gone to think rationally. She wrapped her legs around his waist and held him close with both hands held on to his powerful neck as she buried her face in his side while he readied the bed for her. 

"There sweet child," he said laying her tenderly down in the plush softness of the sheets which felt like silk on her excited flesh. He swaddled her in a blanket and left her alone to her thoughts. "Rest well, sweet slave. You are in for a long night ahead. Rest well so you may please our master." Jenny was soon enveloped by the fuzzy warmth of her dreamlike post orgasmic state. 


***


5. 

When, almost an hour later, she finally came back to her senses Jenny heard the anguished cries of what sounded like a man doing hard labor. It took her a couple of moments before it dawned on her who was their source. She had almost sat up in the bed to see what was happening but was now too afraid of what might meet her eyes. "Ungh, Ungh, Ungh,” Ben moaned. She tried covering her ears but still could hear what sounded like his grunts of discomfort intermingled with gasps of what she felt certain was deep ecstasy. 

Loud skin-on-skin slapping sounds resonated in the room and then a sonorous whine after which there was blessed silence interrupted only by tiny barely perceptible whimpers. Jenny heard the sound of a man pulling up his zipper. 

"I know you are wide awake, slave," mistress Aisha said. "Stand up, my girl, and come here." Her stern voice brokered no discussion and with a deep sigh Jenny pushed herself out of the safety of her mistress' bed. Her Queen had resumed her seat in her massive leather chair while the blacksmith and her husband were standing to the side. If Jenny didn't know any better she might have attributed the sounds of carnal lust earlier to her own overactive imagination. Then her eyes happened to look down past Ben’s waist. Jenny’s hands flew to her mouth in a futile effort to stifle a gasp of shocked revulsion. 

Long white rivulets of cum were trickling down her husband's inner thighs. 

She almost broke her ordered silence and asked if he was okay. But when she looked him in the eyes, Jenny knew that her husband had genuinely enjoyed the last hour or so. His cheeks were pink, his lips – moist and his eyes –

sparkling. Ben’s cock was so excited that little ruby-red droplets of blood were glinting around the edges of his steel cock-cage where pins had punctured his skin! The blacksmith had plunged his massive steel-studded shaft up Ben’s rectum, and Benjamin had thrilled at it! 

Jenny gingerly came over to stand by her mistress. Suddenly the young American concubine remembered that she was to be punished before leaving Aisha’s chambers tonight. A feeling of deep dread filled her heart. 

She was going to be spanked! She had never been chastised in her life and now they were going to do it on the same night she was to be taken by her master! Jenny came to stand petrified within reach of the Queen. Her heart fluttered like a caged rabbit that had just seen a wolf. Then a mortifying

realization struck her – she was dripping wet! Jenny’s mind flayed itself at the conundrum of her throbbing clit which had engorged, and held up by the heavy gold ring that pierced it, ached for attention! It stood in stark contrast to her aching soul in which still lingered remnants of her upbringing as a twenty-first century Western girl. 

"You are crying, sweet girl. After all the pleasure we gave you?" Mistress Aisha looked genuinely puzzled. 

Jenny knew she couldn't speak and so she darted to kneel at the woman's feet. 

She pressed herself up close against the powerful lady’s knees and pepper the hard skin of her naked thighs with kisses and tears. 

“Oh I see –,“ mistress Aisha reached down to gently slide her fingers through Jenny's hair. “You remembered. Of course you did. How silly of me – who could forget a promised punishment. Look at me!” she cupped Jenny's face with her soft hand. “You mustn't think of it like that. It is not simply a punishment. You are your master’s concubine. Not a day will go by without your flesh having been kissed with the pain of either a whip or a flogger, or the sting of a strap or a cane. Pain is now part of your existence as a slave. 

You should learn to embrace it, cherish it and love it. The day you live through without feeling throbbing discomfort will be the day you are no longer your master’s concubine. Even when you are pregnant, even on the very day you are to deliver my baby, you will be whipped. It is the way of a slave.” 

Jenny looked up at the woman's face trying to find any indication that she didn't actually mean what she was saying. What she saw instead chilled her to the bone. Mistress Aisha was looking at Jenny with an almost maternal sadness in her eyes. She wondered why it was that they wanted to cause her pain? Wasn't she sacrificing enough? 

“Sweet girl, don't you realize it is part of the ritual? By proclaiming himself Caliph, it is of paramount importance that your master chastises and punishes all nonbelievers like yourself. Otherwise his authority will be questioned by his subjects who will think him weak and soft. It doesn’t mean he doesn’t love you. Quite the contrary. I think you and I both know that Nursultan adores you." 

A huskiness crept into the Queen's voice and Jenny felt a shiver sweep across the woman's body. 

“I think he loves us both. Each in our own way – kind of like God; and for you he has chosen a life of submission and sacrifice. That is your lot. You have accepted it. Now be strong and take it gracefully.” Jenny pressed her face against her Aisha’s naked knees and felt herself on the edge of a precipice of emotion. 

"Shhhhh... Even though pain may be in your future, tonight you shall not suffer, not really," the woman reached and gently dabbed away Jenny's tears using the inside of her palms to smooth them away. “But enough talk. As I said, tonight your chastisement will simply be ceremonial as a part of the ritual." 

The Queen motioned to Ben who with obvious trepidation stepped over and offered her the whip he was still holding between his teeth. It had a thick handle and nine one-inch wide straps of leather, each approximately twenty inches in length. It was an instrument of pain, but not meant to scar. It was designed to cause a certain hue of color across a girl's flesh, over her breasts, across her belly, across her buttocks, thighs and feet. "Tonight you will receive one stroke across each area on your body. Eight strokes in all, precisely administered by the blacksmith." She nodded at the menacing giant who grinned with obvious anticipation. "Go stand by him, sweet child, and lift your arms in the air." Jenny felt like in a dream. She stood on wobbly knees and went to stand by the blacksmith. "Each time you are to visit your master’s bed, you will submit to a whipping. Usually it will be delivered by Ibrahim, but not always. Tonight you will receive eight strokes of the whip –

one across your breasts, your belly, the front of your thighs, your back, your buttocks, the back of your thighs, your pussy, and the soles of your feet. You will suffer your experience in absolute silence. You will not scream or whimper or try to squirm away. Your silence will represent your submission.” The Queen’s words were driven home by a look of pure ice that almost made Jenny lose control of her bladder. 

Even if they had allowed her to speak, her deep trepidation had rendered her utterly speechless. Because she had never been beaten before in her life Jenny’s fear of pain had grown to mythic proportions embellished by her feverish imagination. In this moment there was no way she could rationalize

her deep primal fear. All she could do was try to blink away the tears pouring down her face and steel her nerves. She took a deep breath and squared her shoulders straight. Seeing her resolute acceptance, the blacksmith nodded curtly. 

"Turn your back," he ordered and Jenny presented herself for her first whipping. When it struck, the sting of the leather made her wince with pain and surprise. Soon the suffering across her skin was gone and replaced by a heated feeling of utmost intensity. Before she had time to take a breath however the first stroke was rapidly followed by a second across her buttocks and then another which was expertly delivered slashing across the backside of her thighs. "Stand straight and don't you dare move or whimper or the stroke will not count," hissed the blacksmith. 

Jenny took a deep breath and blew it out through her teeth and suddenly felt a rush of soothing endorphins released by her body in a natural attempt to compensate for her tribulation. A warm blanket of delirious calm swept over her. 

"Lean on the wall and lift your foot backwards," ordered the blacksmith. 

Jenny did as told and leaned in to place some of her weight across the palms of her hands which she pressed up against the pristine white varnish of the wall. 

SLAP! The pain that blossomed across the inside of her foot seemed to have originated in a different universe altogether. Jenny bit down on her lip in a desperate attempt to silence the screams echoing through her mind. She wanted to survive this ordeal without giving her tormentors the satisfaction of hearing her scream and plead for mercy. She was doing everything in her power to follow through on that decision. 

"Lift the other one,” her tormentor commanded and she obeyed. SLAP! Dear God, she wondered, how am I going to be able to stay on my feet after that? 

And what will master think of all the welts that will be sure to turn blue and green tomorrow? 

"Very good,” the pitiless man announced. “Now turn around.” Jenny felt sorry for her poor beautiful helpless breasts as she anticipated where the next strikes would fall. The muscles across her belly flexed as her body tensed for

the oncoming pain to her twin orbs. She was painfully aware of her own flesh held tight by the chain straining between her nipples. The design of the whip was such that it allowed the blacksmith to strike both breasts at the same time. SLAP! Her breasts – soft, white and full of milk, throbbed in fruitless pain insulted by the hard kiss of the leather. One of the straps had fallen across the center of her pierced nipples which were now two points of fiery pain. Jenny's entire being was centered on making herself stand and silently take the punishment no matter what the cost. 

Next came a strike across the front of her thighs swiftly followed by one across her tummy. Even though loud and surprisingly heavy Jenny felt it tolerable as far as pain went. Now her entire body safe for the delicate area between her legs was inflamed in a delicate copper-colored red. 

"Bend your knees and spread your legs. Squat down!” came the odious order. 

With a soft mewling whimper Jenny obeyed yet again and closed her eyes expecting the pain that was about to explode across her most private area. 

"That's enough!” Boomed a loud voice that seemed to echo through the room. 

Jenny's breath caught in her chest and even though she still kept the position, tears of gratitude started pouring down her cheeks. "That's enough for now," 

said her master the Sultan. 

Jenny didn't dare move but she heard the rustle of clothes as everybody in the room other than herself hastened to go down on their knees and press their foreheads against the cold hardwood floor. 

"My Lord," the Queen's voice came sounding oddly peaceful and happy. 

"My Queen," came their master’s loving reply. The tone of his voice sent a million little daggers of jealousy stabbing through Jenny’s racing heart. Jenny was facing the wall and couldn’t see the Sultan behind her. She wondered if she was expected to turn around and bow like everybody else. After a long moment of indecision, she felt instinctively that it was best for her to keep her subservient position and remain squatting with her arms stretched high above her head displaying herself lewdly for her master’s approval. 

“Stand, dear wife, and tell me how the slave’s punishment is coming along.” 

Jenny thought she could detect a mild note of curiosity in her master’s voice. 

She blushed deeply at the way they were discussing her in her presence. She

felt like an object – made to display her most private intimacies for all to see, and even her husband stayed silent. She realized that they were speaking in English for her benefit. Jenny lost herself in her thoughts and started to relax when mistress Aisha's stern voice placed her back in position. 

"Squat and don't move, slave," the woman hissed and Jenny froze as instructed. “As per your request, my dear lovely husband," the Queen chirped. "We are preparing your concubine for you. 

“I hope Ibrahim is not being too severe with the whip. The girl is still new to our customs. Besides, I don’t want her skin too badly marked before I have her myself.” 

With a galloping heart Jenny felt the powerful dictator approach her. 

“Of course, your Excellency. He was only using the nine-inch flogger. It cannot cut the skin but merely brings out a certain blush to a young white girl’s complexion. Merely following the ancient custom as you directed, my Lord," explained the Queen. "It is of paramount importance that we get the girl’s blood racing before she spreads herself for you. I have read it will help with conception.” 

“I see the Sultan said and Jenny almost jumped when she felt his big hand gently cup her ass cheek from behind. It was oddly comforting. His hand felt cold and soothing on her chastised flesh. “Well, I think for her first night this should suffice.” With deep mortification Jenny felt the man move his hand slightly further south cupping her wonderful peach from behind. It was hot and wet for him. “Her blood is racing plenty. She’s soaking.” The Sultan chuckled and the Queen and the blacksmith politely laughed in agreement. 

Only Ben stayed deathly silent. Jenny risked a quick glance at her husband. 

Ben was standing pale-faced and demurely looking down at the carpet his body shaking like a leaf. 

“Very well, spare her cunt tonight. Fix her up and send her over,” the Sultan’s voice grew distant as he made his way out of the Queen’s chambers. 

“Your Excellency –,“ Jenny heard the sound of the three people behind her gently knocking their foreheads against the floor in silent submission to the Caliph. 

6. 

By the time she was led back to the Sultan's suite, Jenny's body was covered in a beautiful coppery hue of red. Her breasts, belly, thighs, back and buttocks, even her feet looked almost sunburned. Only her most precious sanctuary between her legs appeared pale-white like untouched snow on a sunny winter day. The Sultan winced when he saw it unsure if he was blinded by the light or struck with the beautiful sight of submissive female flesh. 

As he had ordered, she had now taken off her veil and stood naked wearing only the bells in her nipples and the jewelry around her ankles and wrists and clit. He could tell that the girl's heart was racing fast by the little shivers that made her tits chime softly in the silence of the vast room. He knew how smart a woman Jennifer was. And right now he longed for her voice and cursed the antique ritual which had robbed him of its music. He wanted to hear everything she had to say, every thought, every worry just so that he could put them all to rest. The silence seemed to stretch on forever. As he gazed upon the pretty blond the powerful dictator realized that what she couldn’t say with words, he could read in her sparkling blue eyes and expressive face. 

He stepped close to the girl and marveled when she instinctively lowered her gaze. He reached and cradled her cheeks that felt hot in his big hands and in her face he saw the eyes of his unborn children. He kissed her forehead and she gulped a small gasp of hot air. Her bottom lip appeared engorged and wet and she kept worrying it with her teeth. Then he bent down and kissed her. 

She parted her lips and he nibbled gently on her lower lip as his hands moved to cradle her hips pulling her even closer. He was still dressed in a long regal Arabic robe but beneath it she felt his massively engorged shaft press up against her thighs and tummy. She jumped back in surprise and the Sultan chuckled. "I'm sorry, sweet bird. If it doesn't get like that, sex would be rather difficult," he smiled. 

Jenny shook her head mortified at her own reaction. She looked up at him and felt his hands playing with her hair. "So soft. I want to run my hands through your beautiful curls. Turn around, angel." Jenny did so and he slowly brushed through her scalp gathering her thick yellow mane gently caressing

the bare skin of her neck. Jenny shivered visibly. He bent again and kissed the base of her neck where the line of her hair began. You should wear your hair down more often." Jenny smiled. She would have to remember that. 

He then walked around her and pulled back the covers on his bed. She watched him as he sat down and smiled at her. It was a warm loving smile. 

She stepped forward to stand between his thighs. He was tall enough that she didn't have to bend to kiss him. As their lips joined he put his hand behind one of her thighs and pulled her so that she was half-straddling his lap. She did the same with her other leg and holding on to his back with both hands straddled him fully. He deepened their kiss and gently kneaded her rear. This time she only jumped a tiny bit when he touched her with his cock as he gently rocked forward. A little moan escaped her throat and Jenny pulled back suddenly afraid. A look of surprise was quickly replaced by one of playful joy that made the Sultan's eyes sparkle. 

"Jenny, I'm sorry about the silly tradition of silence. But you are allowed to make whatever other sounds other than words you want." His smile widened. 

"If you don't encourage me with sounds, I will not know what you like." 

Then the Sultan turned to lay her on her back. Jenny's eyes widened as she looked up at him. "Is everything okay, sweet slave?" Jenny nodded and then smiled and then grinned. Jenny was breathing rapidly now and the Sultan sat up. 

He reached over past her head and picked up a small glass bottle of water from the nightstand. Jenny's flushed face looked at a loss as he gently poured a little in the palm of his hand and then used it to brush her hair back letting the little bit of water trickle along her forehead and then into her hair. 

"Drink," her master ordered, holding the bottle up to her lips. Jenny gulped down several mouthfuls and smiled. She realized that she had been on the verge of hyperventilating with nervousness. She felt much better now. The Sultan put down the water and then rose to his knees peeling off his robe. He slid down his underwear and Jenny whimpered loudly as her eyes widened at the sight of his menacing manhood. Suddenly she felt a mixture of anxiety and excitement bathe her as her master sat back on his heels between her legs. Gone was the playful smile from earlier. His eyes were dark pools of obsidian as he gently stroked himself. 

"You will learn to adore your master’s shaft, to cry for it and beg when it is

denied you." Jenny couldn't take her eyes off the dark mysterious triangle between her master's legs and the long, wide pole of flesh now aimed straight at her. Moments earlier, during the ceremony, she had taken him in her mouth but somehow this now felt different. He was going to possess her all the way with it. When she had pleasured him with her lips and tongue, he had been gracious enough not to force her all the way down on him. There would be no such mercy now. With consternation, Jenny realized she was dripping wet. Perhaps it was the anxiety of the moment and she absentmindedly brought her hands down to feel between her thighs. Her inadvertent movement appeared like an invitation to the Sultan. It looked as if she was reaching down to open herself up with her hands for him. 

He could see her engorged clit was now standing out on prominent display as a result of the thick gold ring threaded through it. His hands slid up and down her body caressing her throbbing breasts as he leaned in and slipped himself down on her. Jenny whimpered out loud as his large heavy body covered her entirely. She gave a little gasp at the feel of his thick manhood as it lay heavy and hot trapped between their bodies pressing up along her tummy. The Sultan supported his upper body on his elbows as he bent and kissed the top of her head. She was still smitten with disbelief at the prospect of his large manhood actually making its way inside her. A deep sense of wonderment mixed and melded with a thrill of excitement at the thought of his cock actually finding its way into her body. She reached up and wrapped her arms around his shoulders unable to bring them together but holding onto his body nonetheless. She couldn't do anything about what was to happen now one way or the other. She was just a helpless slave girl! He drew up and back and Jenny gulped ragged breaths as she craned her neck staring down between their bodies. 

He held himself in one hand and then guided his shaft up against her. Jenny whimpered feeling the pressure against her tightness grow and grow as the engorged lips of her sex were slowly peeled back and to the side. And then she felt her channel begin to spread wider and wider and still wider. It made her think of childbirth, only in reverse. This experience of pain right now was not far removed from what she had felt two years ago when she had delivered her daughter. Melody had come slightly premature and was a little on the small side. Now the feeling of her master’s wide and long cock forcing her open rekindled her memories of childbirth. It was enormous! Jenny felt her

center spread wide and then her master began to feed himself in past the mouth of her body into her very tummy. 

Jenny’s body flooded her mind with natural opiates in an attempt to relieve her suffering. A wild sense of joy and pride washed over the young concubine even as her insides stretched around her master's invading girth. 

She felt him inching deeper and deeper feeling herself grow big with his thick throbbing hardness. She was again on the verge of hyperventilating drawing rapid gasps as her body struggled to rearrange itself around him. The Sultan's eyes narrowed and he reached in between them and wrapped his fist around her neck and squeezed. At first Jenny thought he was simply attempting a passionate caress, but then she felt herself unable to draw breath and began panicking and thrashing like a fish out of water! 

"Shhh… let me hold your breath for you,” he growled. Increasingly taken with a growing sense of panic Jenny let go of her own nether lips that she had still been holding and wrapped her hands weekly around his trying to pry his fist away from her neck. God! No! She didn’t want to die! No, not like that! 

Her vision narrowed into a long tunnel at the end of which all she could see were the dark black pools of her master’s gleaming eyes. 

“Don’t panic. I have you,” he said and squeezed tighter and her vision narrowed. He gently but strongly pressed in on the arteries running along her neck. She tried to fight him back but soon her muscles, felt weak and her efforts abated. Just when Jenny thought she was on the cusp of actually fainting her master let go and gently kissed her nose and then her cheekbones on either side. "Good girl," he whispered and watched her draw in slow breaths as blessed oxygen filled her chest. He waited a second and then recommenced plowing deeper and she shuddered. Her mind entered a heightened state of perception. Every nerve ending came alive making the world explode with color and sound. 

She cried out as he ground his hips in circles opening her up and then pushing in even deeper. When he began to ease his hips slowly back Jenny sighed in relief. But it was only temporary, for he soon pushed forward again, his manhood sliding deep into her quivering tummy. He drew back then pushed forward again, and again, and she realized dazedly he was forging deeper and deeper with every plunge! "Ngh, ngh," she moaned shuddering at the deep ache in her belly. 

The aching grew, but so did her heat, and her heat seemed to make her pain unimportant. She winced and it seemed to her that he must be all the way in. 

And yet it seemed there was still more of him outside! Then he began to work himself into her thrusting harder and harder and she gasped and grunted at every movement of his powerful body and whimpered as his hips molded him into her. Her eyes fluttered dazedly, her wanton need multiplying exponentially the dark electricity of her desire. 

She felt as if the Sultan was beating her insides into mush, but her pleasure had grown too intense, her sexual craving – too overwhelming for anything to matter now. It was all too much and suddenly a deep mind-blowing climax ballooned and then exploded within her overheated mind. Jenny’s legs and arms slapped and jerked as if thousands of volts where sprayed through her arteries and her head and eyes thrashed from side to side as her master continued to gently but irrepressibly thrust and thrust riding her through it. 

When a couple of minutes later her orgasm subsided, Jenny found her body glide into a glassy-eyed stupor, her master's movements eliciting only gentle whimpers from her. 

He kept grinding himself into her, thrusting harder yet, hard enough to bruise, even though she didn't care. She realized she was his, utterly his – her only reason to exist was now simply to bring him pleasure and do what he wanted. 

In that instant she remembered her lessons from earlier with his wife and took a deep breath and tightened her muscles. 

"Arghhh!" groaned the Sultan. He was almost all the way in but her suddenly snug channel gripped him like with a velvet glove and made his heart almost skip a beat. Jenny relaxed and the Sultan slowly pushed all the way in. Then she tightened making him feel as if a soft glove was squeezing him and he slowly began inching back. When he was almost all the way out, only his glans resting within her sopping wet opening, Jenny took a deep breath and relaxed. Then her master recommenced his plunge and Jenny squeezed down again. Jenny echoed his guttural growl of pleasure with a whimper of her own. Soon they developed a rhythm, a dance of lust and Jenny found her own excitement building again. Hot sweat covered them both as her master owned her body and she struggled to please him pleasure him. Suddenly another orgasm spilled through her veins and just then, even though dizzy and faint, she felt him push all the way in pressing the tip of his manhood up against

her very cervix where he started pulsing his seed. 

He was breeding her! With her legs wide spread obscenely around his thick waist Jenny accepted his gift eagerly as he made their bodies into one! 

Jenny felt as if her mind was wrapped in a warm fuzzy blanket of heat sex and post orgasmic glow as she gasped for breath beneath her Sultan. She felt both naked and exposed underneath a man who was not her husband but also an inexplicable shameful pride that he had somehow chosen her to be the mother of his child and filled her with his seed. 

Suddenly something shifted deep within Jenny's mind and everything made perfect sense, and she was happy. 

The Sultan moved to the side and stretched his body along her. He was so very big that she instinctively pressed herself up against him and turned to snuggle in his chest. As she moved she felt a wet dribble of his seed gently slide out from her now well stretched hole. He gathered her up in his arms and stroked her hip and brought her face up to his kissing her tenderly and stroking her neck and cheek. That was when she started crying. He didn't interfere with her tears but let them come pouring down her cheeks. At first Jenny tried to hide her face away from him but he took her cheeks in his hand and made her face him. “Look at me, girl,” he told her and she did. Her initial whimpers became a full on wail of outpouring emotions, her tears pouring down each side as her face scrunched up with emotion shook with her pent-up struggle. 

The Sultan didn't flinch away. He made her unveil herself for him. In that moment Jenny had never felt closer to anybody else in her life. She realized that by forcing her to share her most private feelings with him, the Sultan was making her develop a close attachment to him, stronger than anything she had never experienced before. He was binding her to him! There were now no secrets between the Sultan and his concubine. She was his and he had taken possession not only of her body, but also her innermost soul. Then she realized with a start that he had grown hard again! 

TO BE CONTINUED



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



Taken by the Oligarch

Annabelle Smith is young, naïve and inexperienced. She's out of options. Her brother needs medical care but it requires money, and she has none. For a young girl with no money and no hope, there is only one thing to do: apply with Sterling-Silver Financial for a line of special credit. They are open-minded and their application process is tailored to every individual's strengths and weaknesses. 

This is a story of a dark dystopian future. 



Collaring Laura

The twenty-six-year-old elementary school teacher Laura Hancock comes to Mr. Carter Garrett’s mansion on his orders. Given what he did to her three days ago, she is hoping he will allow her to find some much-needed respite. 

Her relief is short lived and merely serves to accentuate the feelings of shame and desire that take control of the beautiful impressionable brunette when she meets the powerful billionaire again. 

The story is meant for mature readers at least eighteen years of age. 

It can be read on its own but also follows in the steps where

“Schooling the Teacher” left off. 

Thank you for reading Possessed by the Sultan. 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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