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Copyright @ 2016 Alex Carlsbad All rights reserved. 

No part of this text may be reproduced, in part or in full, without express written consent from the author, except by a reviewer who may quote short passages in a review. All characters depicted are above the age of eighteen. This is a work of fiction and in no way condones acts of violence, sexual or otherwise. 

Adult Reading Material

The material contained within this book is for mature audiences only. It contains graphic sexual content. It is intended only for those aged 18 and above. This book does not portray sexual intercourse between blood relatives. 

Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, or places, events or locales is purely coincidental. 

Fiction through and through, this material is in no way intended to portray real-life events or serve as inspiration for such actions. The material contained herein is fictional and not meant to serve as a guide for actions in real life. It is solely intended as a fictional escape from reality and in no way means to push an agenda, put down people’s opinions, or serve as a model for behavior in real life. 

Author's note. 

This is volume 13 of the Milked in London series. Ahead lie more than 23,000 words of dark and craven situations from Jenny’s bleak and dystopian life. When I started off working on that particular episode in Jenny's story, I had no idea it would turn out to be that long. No pun intended. 

I do not write fast, to put it mildly, and I spent an inordinate amount of time considering whether I should break the volume up into smaller chunks. In the end, I decided against it. 

After all, that’s the way it came into being – one uniquely difficult episode in Jenny's life. Even though vastly longer than any previous volumes in the series, I did my best to keep unnecessary parts to a minimum in the interest of including as much of the important details as I could. I sincerely hope you enjoy reading of Jenny’s latest tribulations. 

Trigger warnings abound! Don’t forget, the night is at Her darkest before dawn. 

– – Alex. 

1. Muzzled

Jenny knew something unusual was about to happen when the two infernal maids, the ones she called in her mind Ms. Humpty and Ms. Dumpty, took her into a parlor room in the Palace and told her to open her mouth. Then they started removing the gold ring in her tongue. 

Next, they placed a very thin silver bar in its place attaching gold coins to either side of it, one above her tongue and one below. The coins had the inadvertent effect that once secured in place, they squeezed her tongue flat between them making it almost impossible to enunciate sounds clearly. Their presence crushing her tongue gave her a lisp. It also made her mouth instinctively start to water with saliva at the unusual feeling of the pressure in the muscle. Where the screws kept the coins tight against her tongue, two delicate gold chains wove their way through the piercings in her lips and out her mouth. The chains were about three inches long, and when the two matrons pulled them to hang from her lips, the tension tugged at her tongue as well. 

Jenny was genuinely puzzled by the women's intent. They kept chitchatting to each other in their own melodic and yet strangely guttural language which was completely incomprehensible to the young American concubine. 

A single tear made its deliberate way down Jenny’s cheek. “Dear girl, let me give you something to drink,” one of the crones turned to offer Jenny a fruit milkshake placing a straw at her lips. Jenny was indeed thirsty and quickly finished off the beverage. Drinking with the new additions to her mouth was difficult at first, but her insatiable thirst made her persevere until, by the time she was done with the glass, Jenny was almost oblivious to the coins pressing at her tongue and the chains tugging at her lips. She realized that their presence while not completely silencing her, would definitely make speaking awkward. Why all the preparations, she wondered? 

Next, they dressed her in a shimmering white skirt consisting of two pieces of translucent material held up on the front and back by a beautiful gold-encrusted belt. Even though it was secured to her waist, both sides of the skirt were open, allowing her naked thighs and legs to show as she walked. They gave her to put on a white top with beautiful embroidery of red and gold along its edges. This top covered her shoulders and came to just beneath her

breasts allowing her curvaceous midriff to show enticingly. The material from which her clothes were made was sheer leaving her big dark brown nipples and wide areolas to show through. 

Finally, not unlike being done at a hairdresser, they offered her a mirror. 

"Look how pretty you look now," exclaimed one of the matronly types. "So sweet! Open mouth! Open mouth!" The woman repeated until Jenny did as told. She opened her lips as much as she could until the chain pulled her tongue painfully up to her lips. "See how beautiful! You can see shiny gold in mouth glinting with promise between your pearly white teeth," the woman guffawed in her strange accent. 

“Drink this, it will help you relax,” the matron handed her a small cup of aromatic mountain tea. Jenny eagerly did as told, downing its contents in one gulp. Then, wordlessly she followed the two maids down the hallway, her bare feet softly stepping along the hard stone floors. They led her to an immense doorway behind which she knew was the Sultan’s stateroom. 

“Go in, little one. The master is waiting for you.” They pushed the doors open and waited patiently until she was all the way past the entrance before closing and locking them behind her back. When they came back for her later, she would be a changed woman. 

2. Shared

It took Jenny a moment to realize that it was, in fact, two men who were expecting her. Her master, the Sultan and another man she had never seen before. They were seated along heaps of giant Oriental-style cushions sprawled throughout the back of the spacious room. 

The Sultan flicked his fingers and immediately Jenny knew what he wanted. She bowed low. She didn't want to disappoint or anger him. She felt herself grow warm and emotional with trepidation. Recently her mind had become a little clouded, and she wondered if she wasn't already pregnant after all. The doctor kept taking blood and urine samples every morning, but always rebuffed her questions. Perhaps it was the hormones that made it difficult for her to think straight. Or could it be the effect of the tea the matrons had made her drink? 

Whatever the reason, she was well aware of the power this one man possessed over her, her husband and their daughter. Jenny immediately hurried to disrobe by the door before she ran over to kneel at his feet. Once there, she remembered to prostrate herself and do obeisance like she had been taught when presenting herself to her owner and master for the first time that day. 

She came down upon her breasts allowing them to absorb her weight as she pressed her forehead into the hard floor. She swung her long blonde hair forward baring her neck. The palms of her hands were flat on the floor on either side of her head, her butt high – the highest point of her body, her knees straight and spread widely. Jenny blushed realizing how much of her the visitor could see from where he was seated. 

The Sultan smiled at her desire to please. She felt both men’s eyes raking her body. She was careful to keep her own eyes downcast and demure lest they took offense at her perceived brazenness. 

“Stand, my slave, and show yourself," he urged her and Jenny hurried to obey. "Turn and present yourself for my guest." Immediately she scampered around turning her back which was just starting to redden in shame. She

shimmied her feet wider on the floor as she knew she should. She offered up her plump nether lips that had been painted bright red to match the rouge of her areolae and the color of her fingernails. She put her hands behind her neck and intertwined her fingers bowing her elbows straight out thus offering up her charms for the man's appreciative eyes. 

“She has beautiful small feet. And her pussy looks to be just as blond and soft as her hair atop her head. I bet her quim remains tight no matter how many times you've fucked it a day. This is typical of women with small feet,” 

came the gruff voice of the stranger. Jenny was mortified by his comments. 

But her master seemed to think nothing of them and the two men laughed, and Jenny blushed. 

The moisture in Jenny's eyes had turned her lashes into thick blond spikes that framed and accentuated the azure of her eyes. He spoke with a deep guttural Middle Eastern accent, but his words carried the intonation and flourish of someone educated at a posh London school, Eaton or King's College perhaps. 

Oh God!  Why couldn’t she just have thicker skin?  Wasn’t it obvious enough that this was what her life was going to be now: a glorified prostitute, a surrogate mother to her master’s countless babies? Why was it that in spite of knowing that, she still kept blushing like a girl on her first date? 

It occurred to Jenny that perhaps her shyness was precisely the reason men found her so very appealing. Powerful men loved her innocent demeanor. 

That innate sweetness that nothing seemed to wash away.  Not even the most depraved acts of debauchery. 

Jenny grew dizzy and lightheaded with thoughts chasing around her mind like frantic little rabbits. 

Still, Jenny hated how this man she didn't even know was discussing her so openly and intimately. Instinctively she shuffled closer to the Sultan seeking the solace of his big body. 

“Kneel, child.” 

Jenny shivered at her master’s request and looked up to see the Sultan motioning her to come stand between his thick thighs. She genuinely wanted to make him happy, and so she forced herself to smile for him. 

“Tonight you will do as this man asks. You are to treat Sheikh Suleiman like you would treat me, except for taking him in your body. This will happen eventually. But not now. A long time ago, he saved my life, and I owe him a blood debt. He’s here to help us today, but one day I will allow him to make a baby in you. It is only the proper way for me to express my gratitude. But not yet. Not until you have fulfilled your pledge to me.” Jenny hiccupped and nodded. Again, she felt as if she had slipped into some parallel reality. Things were moving too fast and she was finding it difficult to fully grasp the gravity of her master’s words. 

Somehow her mind refused to dwell on their importance. Instead, Jenny found herself wondering where the men had been before they had summoned her. 

Both men looked like they had just come back from hiking, or perhaps more plausibly – horseback riding. Both the Sultan and his guest were wearing horse-riding breeches and black leather boots. They were both covered in dust and caked in mud that even covered their golden spurs. For a moment Jenny thought that she could see the remnants of dry crusted blood on their glinting sharp metal spikes. She suppressed an involuntary shudder. 

Poor horses, she thought. What had they done to deserve being ridden by these two hard-hearted men? Jenny felt her emotions grow and her sadness almost overwhelmed her. 

The Sultan was wearing a white cotton shirt, one of the many identical garments he seemed to enjoy when entertaining friendly company. His guest, on the other hand, was dressed in a brown flowing robe around his shoulders that came all the way down to the ground in the typical style of the desert Arabs. Now that she had come to stand closer to the Sultan, she detected the strong scent of horse sweat and knew she had been right. Jenny suppressed a smile. 

She loved horses and horseback riding. She had always felt that way, even as a little girl. Perhaps that was the reason the proud animals never failed to make her heart sing with joy. She found herself move closer to her master and lean in without even realizing it. She inhaled deeply. The mixture of the horse on him and his distinctly masculine scent made her curl her toes against the cold stone floor beneath her feet. It was intensely pleasurable and so good

that it made Jenny wish she could put a name to the perfume and bottle it up. 

"She blushes so beautifully," came the harsh guttural voice of her master's guest from behind her back. "I adore white women. It is so easy to read them without even having to talk to them. For example, I can tell this girl is hot with the shame of her thoughts all the way from where I'm seated. Even though she has her unblemished back turned to me." The man's words made Jenny want to disappear with shame. But her master, the Sultan, seeing her distress reached out and gently took her by the waist hugging her closer to him. 

The Sultan pressed his face close and nuzzled her neck. He kissed her secret spot behind her ear. He had found it one hot night while leisurely exploring his lovely new American concubine’s body with his tongue. Her skin had been salty with the sweat of their lovemaking that day. His deep voice made her heart throb and her skin break out in goosebumps. “Don't be ashamed Jenny. You’re beautiful, and I like to display you to men I trust and hold in high regard. You are a treasure, and like any rich man in the world, I take pride in what I own.” Jenny bit her tongue. If her mouth hadn't been constrained by the gold jewelry in that instant, she would have retorted. 

Retorted, and earned herself a sound spanking no doubt. 

There was so much she could have told him. Given him an earful, really. 

Yes, she was his, but she was no object to flaunt. She was a woman to be worshiped in the somber privacy of her master's bedroom. The way he spoke of her as if she was a prize he had won somewhere, humiliated her. It also caused shameful moisture to spring to life between her thighs. She was finding it incredibly titillating to stand there while being ogled and talked about by these two powerful men, neither of whom was her husband. 

“Take my boots off, Jenny. Help me undress, sweet slave. Make me feel comfortable.” 

Jenny whimpered. She cast a baleful look over her shoulder towards the other man in the room. Her Sultan's stern face, however, told her all she needed to know. His word was like law to her, and her only goal in life right now was to listen to him and do as told. Even if it meant getting down on all fours and squatting obscenely as she worked to remove his boots. 

But before she even started, and well before she could rationally explain it even to herself, Jenny bent and kissed the tip of the black leather boot. Her lips lingered longer than they ought to as her fingers held it at both ends, her index finger gently pressed up against the sharp edge of his spur. 

She didn't move and neither did he. For the longest moment Jenny could imagine that in the next instant she would edge forward and place the boot between her legs so she could polish it clean with her soft blond triangle. If the Sheikh wasn't there she was certain she would have done it. Jenny wondered if the Sultan could read her mind in that instant? She shivered visibly and with a resigned little groan flung her hair back and sat up. She started pulling on her master's boots resigned to get them off before she could do something she would have to rationalize later. 

It was hard work. He was big and tall, and his legs were heavy. She was slight if lithe and athletic herself. It took her a couple of attempts during which she had to crouch down on her knees and then heave and lift the Sultan’s heavy feet. Jenny realized her entire body was crimson with shame and covered in sweat. All her intimacies were on glorious display for the Sheikh. Jenny forced herself to forget about the other man’s presence as she lifted her master's feet one at a time tugging at his boots. 

Her breasts jiggled. The little bell chimed against her clit where it hung. 

The sounds of her labored breath, squeals of modesty, and the chuckles of the men, the tingling of the gold and silver in her breasts and nether lips – all added up to each other to become a symphony of sensuous hedonistic joy that seemed to provide endless pleasure not only for both men, but most amazingly for Jenny too. Finally, sweating lightly with her efforts, she managed to take off the Sultan's boots and then after an encouraging flick of his fingers – his pants as well. She was panting with her exertions. As was customary for him, he had no underwear on, and the young concubine blushed violently when his languid tumescence came into view. 

“Kneel before me, sweet slave," the Sultan commanded confirming what Jenny already suspected was coming her way. "Show Sheikh Suleiman that you know how to pleasure a man with more than just your words.” 

Jenny had no problem going down on the Sultan. In fact, she rather enjoyed it. His taste and the deep masculine virility of his scent never failed

to arouse delightful shivers deep in her belly. But having to do it with another man in the room – that was another thing entirely. Even now she could feel the stranger’s eyes boring daggers in her back, raking her skin with ogling intensity. 

And still, in spite of her bitter shame, Jenny felt herself grow wet with excitement. She knelt at her master's legs, and prepared to service him and bring forth his cum, which she would then have to swallow in front of his guest. At least, she hoped that was what her master had in mind. However shameful, a blow-job would still be less humiliating than being publicly made love to, “fucked”  as her master kept calling it. For when Jenny was  "fucked" 

by the Sultan, she always came.  Multiple times. 

With a deep sigh, she resigned herself to her fate and knelt up between the Sultan's legs. Her hand looked so small and dainty as she reached in between his thick thighs to cradle his balls. 

His balls – the place where his seed came from. 

His seed that would become part of her. His cum that would put a baby into her. 

Jenny squeezed them carefully cradling the heavy sack in her warm palm. 

With her free hand, she gripped his royal manhood at the base carefully washing across its length with her palm before she brought the head forward to kiss with her moistened lips. 

The Sultan indicated his approval at what she was doing by allowing a loud hissing breath to escape his pursed lips. She looked up to see his eyes closed and his stern face relaxed in an expression of peaceful ecstasy. It filled her with pride that she had been successful in her initial efforts, and she brought her face to touch the tip of her master's cock at the very edge of its slit. Her womb tingled with excitement at the idea of what she was doing. At this close distance the irreconcilable difference between the dark skin of her master’s heavy hard cock contrasted vividly with the whiteness of her gentle hands. She kissed along its length making up with sounds and saliva what she couldn't accomplish with depth and volume because of the chains in her lips. 

She lapped all along its expanse peppering his shaft with smooches, nuzzling her nose against the base where his balls hung. 

She pushed her tongue out between her lips stretching against the restraints holding it back. She ran it along the head. She ignored the pain and paid proper attention and teased her tongue along his piss slit the way she knew the Sultan liked, and then worked at the soft flesh below the ridge his crown. 

Jenny found success in her efforts when the Sultan uttered a deep growl. 

Jenny had to tighten her grip on his shaft and contain it as the heavy muscle convulsed in her hands. 

She then proceeded to cover all of her master's girth and scrotum with her saliva and love. Jenny felt genuinely happy when she noticed his cock grow longer and thicker as a result of her efforts. 

“Yes, that is good," moaned the Sultan. And then he moved closer to her, and Jenny felt the full power of his manly musk fill her lungs. Jenny found herself growing increasingly excited with the effect she saw she was having on her master. They were reinforcing each other – she clearly was able to bring him into hardness and seeing that, she herself got wet with craving. 

Then the Sultan did something she had never seen him do before. He leaned back against the cushions and took his own legs in his hands lifting them up by the knees. 

Surely he didn’t! Jenny almost fainted realizing what he wanted her to do. 

She looked up at him pleadingly. But all she saw was a stern look on his face. 

The submissive concubine knew she had no choice, and she moved forward. 

Her hands gripped his buttocks, her delicate finely manicured fingers held onto his soft skin, and she spread him apart. All Jenny could see in front of her was his asshole which brown and pulsating filled her entire world at that moment. She was mortified that she would have to use her tongue to kiss her owner at that unmentionable place. He was making her degrade herself in front of the visitor. 

And still, she heard her own little whimpers of excitement fill the room as she moved forward and closed the last inch separating her lips from his body. 

Jenny put her tongue out as far as it would go. 

The tip finally made contact with his asshole and then quickly she brought her lips forward as well, and she kissed it. 

She kissed it right at the center, and then all around allowing her mouth to water as she peppered the orifice with shameful adoration. The effect her wet infibulated lips had when they rubbed up on the nerve endings along his sphincter made the Sultan groan loudly. His anus fluttered and opened. He could feel her warm breath as it washed along the quivering knot of his anal muscles. He had never made Jenny do anything like that before, perhaps subconsciously afraid she might resist. Her ready submission now was almost more exquisite in its simple acceptance than the obscene act itself. In all his life he had never experienced anything like the unfathomable pleasure bathing his body in this moment. Jenny performed to the best of her abilities glowing in the vicarious pleasure she derived from her master’s ecstasy. 

Soon, after what felt like hours but was surely no more than a couple of minutes that she spent peppering him with slobbering kisses, Jenny finally felt him start to sit up. 

“Good job, Jenny. You can sit back now,” her master allowed and so she did as she was told. Automatically without thinking about it, she licked her lips eager to wash off the sharp perception but also appreciating the lingering tart taste. Her chin was drenched with saliva, her eyes misty with emotion, and then she saw him flick his finger backward in a command she had grown to know and understand. 

 He was going to fuck her. 

Instinctively without consciously willing it, her pussy throbbed and moistened, her lips swelled and her nipples prickled, and she lay her butt down on the ground and fell back until her shoulders fell against the hard floor. Out of the side of her eyes Jenny noticed her master reach and pick up a long horse riding crop. 

 He was going to fuck her. 

 But first, he was going to cane her! 

3. Possessed

The visitor who until that moment had spoken in English, said something in a language Jenny couldn’t understand. Much to her surprise, the Sultan replied in the same guttural tone and repositioned himself down on the floor by her arched body. 

The beating was a ritual. Yet another one of these incomprehensible barbaric routines which now governed her life. Every time he covered her, he also seemed to have to beat her. It was never overly vicious and the scars were always gone within a couple of hours. But it was the effect those ritualistic canings were having on her that most troubled Jenny. Recently she had discovered that now she would get wet and aroused merely at the sight of her master’s cane, or the knowledge that she was soon to be chastised. Her scientific mind told her in no uncertain terms what was happening: she was being conditioned to accept pain as a sexual stimulus. The cold analytical nature of knowing this filled her with disgust and horror at how basin predictable she was. 

The first strike fell an inch below her belly button. The pain was short-lived and she was already gearing her mind for the next one when she uttered the requisite phrase, “Thank you, Master. Please may I have another one?” 

“Are you all right?” His question was all it took to release the floodgates. 

“Yes, sire,” Jenny replied through tears. 

“Why are you crying then?”  Oh, dear Lord! What was happening to her? 

 Why was he asking her all these questions all of a sudden? 

“I-I didn’t expect your question, Master. I’m – I’m sorry,” she stammered. 

Jenny couldn’t see his face from the way she was bent back on the floor but when she felt the soothing touch of his cool hand gently push back on the matted hairs from her sweat covered forehead, she knew he hated the ritual at least as much as she did. 

“T-thank you, M-master,” she said quietly hoping he knew in that moment

how much she appreciated his kindness. 

“Two more, okay? And then we’ll be done, sweet slave,” his voice sounded oddly hollow and in the same time she picked up the familiar eagerness of his lusts in it. 

The next couple of swats with his riding cane fell across the center of her torso and just below her breasts, but she barely noticed them. She was looking forward to worshiping his cock with her body. 

“Jenny get up here. I want you to sit in my lap and straddle my cock. Face forward and display yourself for my friend.” Jenny didn't know how it was possible to blush stronger than she already was, but somehow she managed to do just that. Jenny found her strength in the throbbing after effects of her caning. With a pitiful wail that sounded like the cry of a tiny baby kitten, she righted herself and stood back up from the floor. She made it a point not to look at the visitor but quietly walked up to her master, turned around, and straddled his hips. She centered her eyes somewhere on the wall far behind the head of Sheikh Suleiman. 

She rose up as high as she could on her toes so that her pussy came to rest above her master’s long thick shaft. She reached between her legs having grasped it with both hands she allowed her fingers to linger along its welcome warmth giving herself a moment to start to come to terms with the familiar sensations emanating from the Sultan's cock. 

In the last couple of months Jenny had grown to know and love it well. 

Her master’s cock had become a source of not only pleasure and ecstasy, but also quiet, simple joy. As she positioned it at her opening, she could feel his muscles throb and convulse as if the manhood was a live creature itself. She tamed it with her fingers as best she could and lowered herself to the balls of her feet trapping the head at the entrance of her vulva. 

Over time, as a result of endless love-sessions with her master, Jenny had developed a sort of bond not only with the man but also with his cock. A deep familiarity that bordered on love for his shaft. And now that it was again intimately touching her body, trapped by her ringed labia, her fingers exploring it as if it belonged to her personally, she felt mesmerized by it. 

Jenny forgot all about the other man in the room as she rubbed her pussy

all along her master's cock. Then finally she lowered herself down allowing the Sultan to open her up. "Arghhh," she moaned as endorphins jetted through her body. 

She let herself go lower yet, finally allowing the soles of her feet to touch the ground. Her pussy lips curled lovingly around the cock. And she felt her juices begin to flow squeezed out from her womb. They ran down past her cervix trickling into her channel to welcome her master’s shaft. Jenny shuddered deeply and was grateful when the Sultan took her waist in his big hands steadying her atop his pole. She felt him sit up and nuzzle her neck from behind. He reached around with one hand and cupped her breast playing with the chain holding her tits tight together. 

She pushed down then and also moved her hips side to side working her master's cock, causing it to expand her hole. By now they had the cadence of their lovemaking honed down to an art, and soon the young concubine felt the familiar tickling sensation of the Sultan’s pubic hairs where they touched her bottom. 

The visitor watched smiling from across the room as she began to move up and down, her breasts swaying, the gold chain holding her nipples together as they shimmered with her efforts while she impaled herself like a human sacrifice. Soon she was moving so fast that even her nose ring started flipping up and down, obscenely vibrating atop her upper lip. Shortly Jenny had herself impaled all the way down onto her master’s lap. 

It was always challenging to accommodate the Sultan at first. No matter how recently he had fucked her, it always took a while for her internal organs to readjust and make way for his impressive girth and length as it nuzzled up into her tummy. 

Now that he was all the way in she began to move her hips in slow concentric circles, Jenny closed her eyes and allowed her mind the freedom to drift as she rocked back and forth fucking herself on the Sultan's cock. It stretched her and thrilled her in places no other manhood could touch. The Sultan reached around and rubbed and pinched her nipples inspiring her juices to flow even more abundantly. The thick head of his proud manhood opened her up, and soon she felt it touch deeper yet and press up against her cervix. 

It sent a bolt of pain that made her feet curl into little fists in her body’s futile attempt to escape the lovely punishment she was enduring. Yet, she never stopped herself from pumping along his shaft. The ridge and the crown of his cock pulled and teased at her inner muscles eliciting unfathomable pleasure. She clenched her pussy and was rewarded with a groan of joy from her Sultan. She began to rise up on her toes feeling the tremendous pressure as his cock retreated, its crown expanding as it grated backward, its ridge pulling along her channel eliciting a vacuum behind it as it sucked out her insides. 

When she was on her toes once again, she let herself go down by the force of gravity alone. She remembered to squeeze her pussy muscles and got another guttural roar of joy from her master. The girl had learned to fuck better than any other woman he had ever had. The Sultan enjoyed how Jenny squeezed his cock tightly when she pulled herself up and then relaxed her grip as she fucked herself back down on him. He didn't have to do a thing. 

Her trained pussy milked his cum, doing all the work for both of them. 

Jenny felt her breasts sway, and the chain holding them together grow tighter as her milk dropped and her tits grew heavy and hot. Then she felt him reach around her tummy, his large hand slowly coming down to cup her pussy. He ran his finger until it came to rest atop her hooded and pierced clit. He pinched her then, and she almost fainted. "Come for me, Jenny," he ordered. 

It was all it took. 

Her muscles immediately reacted, and she felt her entire being explode with joy. His fingers never slowed. He rubbed ever faster along her clit as she vibrated as if shocked by electricity atop his cock. And then he came as well, exploding and she felt his heat warm her belly from the inside as his cum drenched her womb filling her with his potent seed. 

It took them both many minutes to slowly come back down to earth and begin to regain their breath. She felt his lips nuzzling behind her ear playing with her earlobe. "My beautiful little slave," he murmured, and she mewled like a little kitten in response. 

“M-mmmaster…” she whispered. He put his hand at her neck and turned her to face him. 

“I have to leave you now. Shush, don’t cry, little one,” the Sultan said. He put a finger on her lips and kissed her eyes. “I will not be far, but you need to spend some time with my friend here. He will take care of you and help your body awaken to my seed.” 

Jenny squirmed and tried to turn and bury herself into his chest. “Please, master, don’t go,” she whimpered but he softly cooed away her distress. She felt like a little child in his powerful embrace. 

“I have to. I have other important issues to take care off. And I have to trust that my esteemed friend Sheikh Suleiman will take good care of you,” 

the Sultan’s hold on Jenny’s neck tightened and suddenly she couldn’t breathe. Her mind immediately flew back to that first time the Sultan had possessed her and the orgasm he had gifted her then. He had again had his hand at her neck. The experience had been out of this world and she had fainted. Even now, her body clearly remembered. “But first you need to clean me.” 

Jenny fell to her knees and shimmied closer to her master. She put her arms around his hips and took him in her mouth. Still big and heavy, this time however he was soft. She passed his cock lovingly back and forth along her lips wetting it with her saliva until she had sucked every last vestige of their lovemaking clean. She even tilted her head and found her way down to the strange skin of his testicles that she lovingly drew into her mouth. She slipped the end of her tongue underneath them giving each ball time to get warm and comfortable beneath her tongue that covered it like a blanket. 

Finally, she worked herself back up again and taking her master's cock in one hand, gently pressed it against her cheeks on either side drying it clean against her warm flesh. She giggled and kissed the tip unsure what had caused her merriment. Done and prideful with her accomplishment reluctantly she let go and sat back on her heels her head bowed. 

"Thank you, my sire, for blessing me with your seed," her voice was small and quiet like that of a girl reciting a prayer, but she didn't falter. Quite the contrary, she pressed on and with every subsequent word her intent and desire to suck him again only grew. "Thank you, my Sultan for allowing me to service and clean you with my mouth.” 

Those last words were not part of her required spiel. She felt his fingers on her chin drawing her up to face him. Her eyes grew big and round and very blue. He brought his face closer and it felt like he could peer into her very soul. And then he kissed her nose and in his face she saw a thousand silent smiles shine. "Relax, Jenny, everything will be all right." His words immediately had a soothing effect on the young concubine. Jenny felt like she was tamed again and allowed herself to breathe more easily. 

“Now stand, and go to my guest, sweet Jenny.” 

Jenny felt the Sultan's hands gather her up. He held her by the waist steadying her a couple of moments before she could stand on her own two feet without his assistance. Her knees felt rubbery and it took her a moment to steady herself. 

She felt weak and lightheaded on her feet. “Go to him, my precious,” the Sultan directed her, and she saw herself move forward like in a dream. 

She felt the long thick strings of her master’s cum slide out of her heated opening and begin to drip out of her body between her legs. Ashamed and self-conscious Jenny covered her face with her hands and ran over to the Sheikh. 

4. Bitten

“She has a young face. How old is she? How old are you, child?” The Sheikh turned to face her, his voice guttural and strongly accented. 

“Twenty-seven.” Jenny thought her voice sounded oddly proud given the circumstances.  Why was she so afraid of him? What was he going to do to her? 

“Allah be praised! You hardly look to be out of your mid-teens!” He reached out one enormous hand and took her by the cheeks squeezing them in a manner that reminded her of the way she would gush over her own child. 

“Clearly, it is I who must be getting old,” he laughed, and she blushed and smiled humbly his fingers tracing her face as if she was indeed a child and he was her grandparent or uncle. “Turn, woman. Face your master, while I explore your delicious behind.” 

The Sultan took note of Jenny’s deepening consternation and felt pity fill his heart. “Jenny the reason I asked Sheikh Suleiman to come all this way from Arabia, was because what we have been doing so far seems not to be working, sweet slave.” 

 Not working?  Jenny’s eyes grew big as she tried to grasp the meaning of what he was saying. What was not working? 

She opened her mouth and then closed it again realizing she hadn’t been given leave to speak. The Sultan smiled and nodded understanding her dilemma and acknowledging her obedience. “I’ll explain. It has been almost a month now since you became my indentured concubine. I covered you that same day. I’m sure the memory has been branded into your mind and will likely remain so until the end of your days.” He smiled thinly and cleared his throat. His face acquired that distant, sad expression that seemed to frequent it so much more often these days. 

“The doctor monitors you daily, I’m sure you’re well aware. After multiple coverings, a day,” Jenny blushed at that word and the implication that she was merely chattel to him, but the Sultan pressed on, “the fact that you still have not conceived calls for some concern.” 

 Concern?  It was probably the stress, for crying out loud! Between worrying for the well-being of Ben and Melody and the Third World War breaking out there, Jenny could count on the fingers of one hand the number of nights she had gotten a full nights’ sleep. She was almost about to protest but was interrupted by the Sultan. “The doctor insisted that he be allowed to inject you with hormones. Don’t worry,” he lifted his hand seeing Jenny’s troubled face lose its color at that. 

 The nasty little sick bastard!  Oh, what she wouldn’t give to be able to turn the tables on the mean little gnome of a doctor. He seemed to cherish every opportunity to humiliate her and appeared to be able to find new ways to torment her ever more. 

“I was worried that a side effect of those “fertility treatments” as you people in the West call them, is frequent multiple births. Not to put too fine a point on it, little slave, but you’re far too tiny for me to imagine you being able to birth not one, but two, or heaven forbid – more of my progeny at any one time. It is simply not a risk I can take at this point.” 

Jenny felt herself relax a tiny bit. The little blessings of fate! Thankfully the contrast between her five foot one stature and the enormous almost seven-foot frame of the Sultan had struck him too! 

“Luckily my dear friend, Sheikh Suleiman, is the most famous medicine man in Arabia. His knowledge is vast especially when it comes to eliciting the natural bounty of a willing female.” Jenny felt her tummy squirm. The way her master was choosing his words didn’t bode well at all. She couldn’t help imagining herself a helpless, hapless slave captured by a gang of Neanderthals intent on possessing her womanly parts. “I have given him full freedom to work his ancient magic and coerce your body to become the fertile ground for my seed.” 

Strange, thought Jenny, how it never occurred to anyone of those so-called great lords to wonder perhaps if the problem lay not with her but with the Sultan’s sperm instead? After all, four-year-old Melody was a walking, giggling, healthy bundle of proof that Jenny could bear children. But what was the point of arguing? Jenny looked up seeing the two enormous men and knowing by the way they looked at her that her future was sealed. She would do everything exactly as her Sultan decreed. There was no choice in the

matter. She took a deep breath and found herself smiling inwardly. 

She was wrong actually! There was a choice. She could choose to enjoy whatever it was they were planning to do. However odious and despicable it was, she knew she could make herself enjoy it. She could feel the first sparklets of sexual excitement already shimmer to life deep in her tummy. 

She looked up and for the first time that night permitted herself to meet her master’s eyes. “This slave will do anything her master wants. She submits to his will, willingly,” Jenny bowed her head deeply reaching back to place her hand across the Sheikh’s knee to steady herself. Silence greeted her words, but she didn’t need to look up to know how proud her master was with her. 

And somehow this made her happy. Somehow the fact that he was pleased made her feel content.  God, I’m turning into a consummate little concubine. 

The Sheikh’s big cold hand wormed its way down to where it was now flagrantly cupping her pudenda from behind. She didn’t have to be told, and she submissively moved her feet wider apart giving the man’s big hand the access he required. 

“And what about her husband?” 

“He is actually helping quite a lot. He seems to know quite a bit about how best to leverage the price of oil in a volatile market,” Jenny could hear the smile in the Sultan’s voice. “He's advising my Minister of Finance even as we speak.” 

“You are a very wise leader indeed,” the Sheikh smiled and bowed obsequiously sliding off the pillow where he had been sitting so that now his forehead touched the floor. “The husband makes you money while his wife makes you babies.” They both laughed heartily. Jenny wondered how much exactly it was that she hated them in that moment? She knew she ought to despise their very souls but something about their sense of entitlement over her and her family excited her. She loved the power these two men exuded and felt her toes curl with anticipation. 

“Turn and face me,” the visitor ordered, and Jenny groaned inwardly realizing what was to follow. It was almost six hours since she had last been milked. Her breasts had swelled, and now they looked out of place on her

small chest. They were producing more milk than ever before and seemed to in fact increase their output with every milking session. In contrast to her time in Africa, here she was well fed and given plenty of fluids to drink. She was also made to exercise abundantly, forced to go for long hikes in the forests around the palace every day. As a result of all that, her body had grown stronger and her breasts that she was never allowed to cover –

somehow felt firmer than ever. 

She was well aware of the deeply erogenous effect they had on her master. 

She had been wondering why he had frowned upon taking his fill earlier. She was sure he had to be thirsty after his horse ride. And in fact, she had been looking forward to quenching his thirst in such an intimate way. As if able to read her mind, the Sultan spoke up, his voice causing a tiny cascade of goosebumps to appear along her skin. 

“Let your milk drop, Jenny, and offer my guest to drink from you,” the Sultan ordered and Jenny bit down on her tongue stifling her complaint. 

Being able to make her milk drop voluntarily lower in her breasts was something she had only recently started working on. She didn’t know why but she had fervently hoped that she would be able to keep this little newfound ability strictly between herself and her master. A sign of their growing intimacy perhaps. But apparently, it wasn’t to be. 

She took a deep breath and forced her mind to relax seeking out a calmness she wasn’t feeling. She counted silently backward from ten and by the time she reached three, an almost invisible spray of warm, sweet whiteness erupted like a tiny geyser from the pores along her left nipple. 

“Ah,” sighed the Sheikh and she closed her eyes allowing herself to bask in the amazing effects of the oxytocin that flooded her mind as his warm suckling lips greedily latched on and he began drawing nourishment from her body. 

“You can have it all, Sheikh Suleiman,” Jenny heard her Sultan say through the fog that had enveloped her senses. “It was a hot day today, and I know you are probably both thirsty and starving, my friend.” 

“Thank you, Sire, you are too generous,” the man at her bosom replied his voice husky with lust and hunger. Jenny wanted to disappear. She closed her eyes and froze in place her entire existence centered on the exquisite pulling

sensations emanating from her nipple with every tug of the shaman’s tongue. 

The way she felt as her milk flowed through her breast brought Jenny lugubrious waves of contentment. She didn’t realize how it had happened but she soon found herself sitting in the visitor’s lap. His hand was gently massaging her tit, encouraging her flow. When he was done with one breast, without missing a beat, Jenny moved a fraction and he latched on to the other. While his one hand kept stroking her gland and eliciting her bounty, his other drifted down between her thighs. Jenny sighed and spread her legs anticipating his caress. She was almost on the cusp of her climax when the man was done. He gave her one quick peck of a kiss atop her exercised nipple and much to her chagrin interrupted his labors between her legs.  She had been so close. 

“Aren't you worried that letting her be in milk might be preventing her from conceiving?” The Sheikh asked while his fingers came to hold her breasts from below. She winced. In some ways, she was surprised that he was gentle. He didn’t squeeze her breasts, only cradled them in his hands. Jenny felt goosebumps bloom across her flushed skin as the man’s cold hands gripped around to hold the soft, delicate underside of her pendulous breasts. 

Her tits were empty now. But the recent milking had left her enjoying a delicious warm afterglow. He hefted them up taking their weight in his palms. He began to bounce them watching mesmerized as her nipples grew ever harder in expectation. “You know what the simple folk say – it's the best way to keep a girl barren for a while, keeping her in milk.” 

“I actually spoke to my physician about that. He is adamant that all this is old wives’ tales. Women can easily conceive even when they are in milk. 

Granted, it might take a little more effort on my part,” the Sultan laughed, 

“but I don't object.” 

Jenny wanted to run and hide somewhere. She hated being objectified like that. It was doubly humiliating that they were doing it in her presence. And yet, the more they discussed her body, the more it responded as if begging to reinforce these powerful men's opinion of her as a sexual object only meant for carnal gratification and procreation. She was getting increasingly confused even in her mind. Jenny had been a willful twenty-first century girl. 

She had been born and educated in post-feminist America for crying out

loud! Now here she was: a milkmaid-concubine-surrogate wife to a Sultan! 

And the craziest part – apparently a part of her loved it! Still, it didn't answer any of her questions, and she couldn't open her mouth to ask them. Not with the gold jewelry muzzling her lips, but most importantly – not with the interdiction hanging over her head that forbade her from even trying to enunciate the flimsiest of sentences. 

Nonetheless, Jenny couldn’t help wondering why if her master was intent on breeding her was he giving his friend free access to her body? 

“Do you chain her when you breed her?” 

“No. Not really. I like it when she clings to me. She's very amorous. You'll see.” 

 Oh no! 

“Are you going to make her submit to the ancient rites once she's pregnant?” 

“Of course, I'm starting her belly-dance training tomorrow. It will help ready her muscles for the delivery of the baby. But also, I can't wait to see her belly-dancing while nine-months pregnant for my council of ministers. I’m sure seeing her perform will do miracles to change many a calcified minds.” 

“You said she has a child already? Is that when she came in milk?” 

“Yes, a daughter.” 

“Really? How old?” 

“Four.” 

“Is the child fair-haired too?” 

“Indeed. Blonde like her mother.” Jenny shivered when she heard the Sultan’s smile in his voice. Now they were not only discussing her as their own personal chattel, but also commenting on her sweet Melody! This was too much! 

Jenny swiveled around to face the Sultan and glared at him. “No! Your Majesty, she’s off limits. Please!” Her words came out funny as a result of the infibulation chains in her mouth. She hoped her voice carried enough of

her inner resolve to convince the Sultan of her true opinion on the matter. 

Nobody was going to touch Melody! Only over Jenny’s dead body! 

“Jenny, Jenny,” the Sultan glared back at her. “Come here, Jenny,” he said, his voice preternaturally calm and full of steely menace. Jenny hung her head down and almost ran to him. 

He waited until she came to stand between his knees, her eyes demurely down in submissive resignation. “Jenny, you know better than that. Of course your daughter will not be enslaved. Not as long as I am Sultan! But your outburst is a terrible affront to my dignity and our guest here. You will have to be punished.” He took her chin between his index finger and thumb and made her look up at him. “Do you understand?” Her tummy and chest still smarted from the caning she had received less than an hour ago. Jenny nodded sniffling back tears. 

“Yes, master.” She said willing herself not to cry. 

“Good girl.” 

Smack! Jenny didn't realize he had slapped her until a few moments after the pain had spread across her face. Before she had time to react she felt his hand come down again across her cheek on the other side. The concubine felt herself burning up in shame and misery. 

By the time he was done, the Sultan had delivered no less than twenty openhanded slaps across her face. They weren’t strong. He had reined in his full power concentrating instead on reddening her flesh and humiliating her in front of his guest. 

Tears were running down her face to drip off her quivering chin from where they fell onto her tremulous breasts. “Look at me, slave,” the Sultan’s voice sounded almost fatherly in his concern. There wasn’t even a hint of anger. And that made Jenny feel that more ashamed and self-conscious. She opened her eyes and blinked away the tears as best she could, fighting to be able to focus on her master’s stern face. “You did well. Better than most under the circumstances. But still you must learn to rein in your emotions or you will suffer much more in the future.” 

“Yes, Master. Thank you, Sire.” Her voice was weak and on the brink of breaking. And then, he kissed her. 

It took her by complete surprise and for a moment Jenny simply stood there, petrified and lost. Again her master sensed her consternation and without getting angry pulled back, smiled and looked deep into her eyes. It was a magical moment. Jenny felt currents of information traverse their souls in that briefest of instants. She felt it with her heart, her mind unable to comprehend the volume and intensity of her master’s feelings for her. 

Feelings that shocked her with their complexity and passion. She parted her lips and this time when he kissed her, the Sultan took her mouth with animalistic abandon possessing it the same way his cock claimed her body. 

His tongue was everywhere and Jenny whimpered with joy. They kissed for several long minutes before the Sultan finally pulled back with obvious reluctance. Jenny felt strengthened by her master’s passionate embrace and steeled her nerves to do better. She wasn’t exactly sure why he was so intent on sharing her with the Sheikh. But it wasn’t her place to question the Sultan. 

She trusted him more than anything right now. With her life even. 

Soon she was back standing between the heavy thighs of Sheikh Suleiman. 

She was facing him again, and again she felt the clammy unpleasantness of his broad hand as it traveled down her chest and over her belly. 

Again the two men talked about her as if she wasn’t there. She felt like a prize cow. An animal. Then the Sheikh’s hands washed over her body and Jenny felt soiled where they had touched her naked skin. 

She hated listening to them discuss her body like that. But her feelings of apprehension somehow curled up in on themselves, and she felt them rising like a snake coiling in her belly, making her feel alive with excitement. It was as if she was a precious work of art, a sapphire of legend exciting anybody who happened to see her into paroxysms of imagination. She prided herself on her tight little athletic physique that she had put to so much good use when she had played track in college. It felt like eons ago but was no more than seven years in the past. She suppressed a shiver. How much her life had changed in just the last couple of years! 

When the Sheikh’s hand came to rest inevitably at her waist, its fingers covered her belly entirely wrapping around her body like a belt of dark sinew. “Her waist is so tiny,” the man said clearly in disbelief. “I cannot fathom how the girl has been able to give birth to a child.” 

“I think she delivered the baby ahead of time,” replied the Sultan. “My physician mentioned that we would have to keep Jenny resting in bed during the last three or four months of her pregnancy to make sure she carries my son to term. You're very observant, brother Suleiman.” Jenny felt the big man in whose lap she now was bow deeply. His hand felt warm and rough around her soft tummy his thumb playing across the symmetrical dimples on her lower back. 

“Is she educated?” 

“She has a doctorate in economics from Harvard.” At this piece of information Jenny felt the visitor’s hand withdraw. She hazarded a glance up to meet his eyes and saw him looking at her with newfound interest. 

“You should give her to me, Sultan Effendi,” the man said using a combination of polite address and obsequious mannerisms to address his host. “I will train her like that little animal she is. I will train her to be yours and perform well. When I’m done, her only purpose in life will be thinking how to better please you sexually, your Majesty. Smart, educated women make the best concubines. My cousins at the court of the Saudi king can vouch to that.” 

“Jenny is that what you want?” the Sultan asked but when she opened her mouth even a little in an attempt to speak Jenny saw him shake his head slightly to indicate she should remain quiet. 

 A rhetorical question. 

How silly of her to think that they would actually inquire of her own opinion when it came to the matter of her sexual edification! She felt her face grow hot and bit her tongue. She heard the smile in the Sultan’s voice. “Do you want me to give you to my friend here? He grew up with the desert Bedouin of Arabia. Sheikh Suleiman knows how to train wild beasts into docile farm animals. He can do the same for you. Is that what you want Jenny?” tears were pouring down her face now, and she shook her head sideways. 

 I’m not an animal! 

The powerful ruler couldn’t help it. He felt his breath catch. Jenny looked

like an elfin creature of legend – thin gold chains dangling from her lips, her face flushed. His cock grew harder than it had ever been. “You protest, and say all the right words as would be expected of a proper American housewife of the early twenty-first century. But you and I know better, don’t we? Things have changed. And you Jenny now have the luxury to be free and act out like the little wild beast I know for certain lives in your little belly.” The Sultan chuckled and leaned back clearly enjoying the deep flush that settled upon his concubine’s troubled features. 

“We are all beasts,” chimed in the Sheikh. “For isn't it said that only through prayer and discipline can one aspire to glean sanctity?” Jenny felt shivers run up and down her spine. She looked up and could clearly see the Sultan’s eyes. He was giving the shaman’s suggestion to train her serious consideration. 

“How is it that you are going to train her exactly?” The Sultan asked. 

Jenny shivered feeling the Sheikh’s hand linger along her face. His fingers were like rakes of fire as they traced along her cheek. “Allow me to show you, your Majesty.” The man then clapped his hands. 

Somewhere a door opened, and a servant murmured obsequiously. The guest barked an order, the door closed and then opened again. Somebody brought something on a tray. Jenny followed the austere man’s gaze to stare upon a small ivory box that lay on a silver tray. It was carved in the form of an Indian elephant. 

The visitor took it, smiled, and in his vicious face, Jenny saw his sadistic intentions. 

Sheikh Suleiman took the box, and Jenny wondered if her imagination was playing tricks. She thought she could hear a faint rattling sound from within. 

“Inside this is a very special kind of creature,” the man said and opened the lid. He reached in and produced a squirming shiny centipede-like thing that kept wiggling between his thumb and index finger. “It only lives in the deserts of Saudi Arabia. Nowhere else.” 

Jenny could not tear her eyes away from the odd little creature. She felt her destiny was somehow intertwined with this of the vile insect. She shivered. 

“Even in Saudi Arabia, it is largely unknown and useless, except for one very

interesting trait.” 

The shaman slowly brought it closer and Jenny could see that it looked very much like an overgrown silverfish. The Sheikh seemed to know what he was doing for he carefully held it at the base by its tail. She watched the rest of its body twirl about with its thousands of little feet and antennae wiggling on his finger while it tried to squirm out of his grasp. 

What drew Jenny's attention, were the two overgrown pincers that kept opening and closing trying to bite at the man’s fingers where he held it. She could see them shining with the reflections from the light of the room. Jenny was sure she could see tiny little sparklets of viscous liquid along the sharp needlepoint blades. 

“Ah, I see your concubine is truly an observant woman. She has already noticed its pincers, and the toxin it exudes there. It has some very special characteristics when injected into the skin of a willing woman in the prime of her life.” 

This man made Jenny's heart flutter like a small bird caught in the cross-hairs of a hungry predator. There was something undeniably dangerous about the way he looked at her. He was tall and attractive, dressed in the traditional garb of the Middle Desert Arabs that seemed more and more common these days. He was very dark skinned even though not black exactly. He was not wearing his traditional headdress, and she could see that his head was shaved. 

He had a wide face and heavy brows over his dark eyes. It was what she saw in those windows into his soul that made her body shiver violently. 

Where all the previous men she had been with had seemed interested in her in an animal, primal way, barely able to contain their carnal desires, this man appeared to be cold, calculating, giving off an aura of power and danger which made her whimper against her bound mouth. 

What frightened Jenny even as she made up her mind to surrender herself to her master's wish and submit to his guest, was that the Sultan might have made a mistake. She felt terribly helpless and small and vulnerable in her nakedness beside this terrible stranger, completely at his mercy. If the Sultan was wrong and this man took her and broke her there would be no going back. Jenny was frantic with anxiety, burning with shame. She could even

feel the coppery taste of pure fear in her throat as the man’s hand slowly came down like a python to touch the naked skin of her tummy. 

“Your master will tell me if it matters to him which breast he wants me to transform.” The visitor looked over at the Sultan questioningly. "She’s very symmetrical for someone with such a well-endowed chest,” he said. The cold analytical nature of his words struck Jenny with their callousness. “I should probably tell you that after this thing injects her, the breast will become extra sensitive and a source of great delight.” 

"Will it affect her milk flow?" Asked the Sultan. 

“Not at all. I have tried the procedure many times on some of my odalisques in my harem back home. If anything, it provides an extra note of spice to the underlying taste of the girl’s milk and might in some cases increase her flow. Also the sting tends to increase her size on that side, but other than that – nothing,” he shook his head. 

“Then do it to her left breast,” the Sultan ordered. “It is the one I attend to most anyway, being right-handed.” The visitor nodded. “Wise decision as always, Sire. The reason for doing it is that as a result of a brief moment of some discomfort, the girl will forever experience the benefits of a natural aphrodisiac. The toxins of the insect will infuse her blood with natural hormones that will increase her blood flow and cause her to crave the loving attentions of her master’s hand even more. It will have a permanent effect on her state of mind, which coupled to the deep massage I will give her later will transform her into a truly lustful creature.” 

Sheikh Suleiman turned to look at Jenny. 

“I will let my little friend sink his stinger into you.” Jenny felt her heart skip a beat. Frantically she looked over at the Sultan whose expression had grown deathly serious and was sitting at the edge of his seat. He nodded his agreement, and she felt suddenly alone like never before. But then the Sultan smiled at her, and suddenly she felt suffused with the strength emanating from her master’s eyes. It was a warm, beautiful, loving smile that filled her with pride and made her toes tingle. It was as if a link had formed between the two of them and she was feeding on the strength he was providing her. 

“Now take a deep breath. It will hurt some. Think back to when you were a

child, not so long ago, when your mother took you to the doctor to get your shots. This is just like that.” 

Jenny started to breathe in quick, sudden gasps as tears formed in her eyes. 

He slowly brought the insect to within millimeters of her nipple. Jenny squealed and froze. Her eyes riveted on the little stinger opening and squeezing shut so near to her precious and sensitive flesh. It came closer, and closer, and closer… Jenny could swear she could see her the tiny nubbin of her sensitive nipples actually move visibly as if sensing the ordeal that lay ahead. The critter probably sensed the warmth of her breasts because it was wiggling and moving with more targeted squirms as the awful man brought it closer to its target. 

And then it happened – the insect was within reach, and immediately it sank its twin pincers like a knife through warm butter all the way down into the base of her nipple. The pain of the sting was not slow in coming. It ballooned out from her nipple like an explosion of fire that engulfed her left breast and then slid up her veins to course through into her body. 

Darkness engulfed her mind from all sides and the last thing Jenny remembered thinking was how shameful it was that she had just lost control of her bladder and wet herself. 

5. Stretched

Jenny had the wildest dreams. They made no sense at all, and then again in some ways, they made perfect sense. In one particular nightmare she was holding her grandmother by the hand and they were both eating pizza atop the viewing deck of the World Trade Center. The name of the cafeteria was Top of the World. Somewhere in the back of her mind she knew it was 9/11

and even as she pressed her body against the warm soothing presence of her grandma she knew they were doomed. Jenny could see with the clarity of a child the approaching silhouette of the airplane and hear its screaming jets. 

A flash of light. 

And just like that – she was in another scene. This time with her father, the way she remembered him before he was shipped off to Afghanistan. He was crying and this time she was the one whispering soothing nonsense in his ear. 

She wanted to stay with him but she felt she had a mission of her own to accomplish. "I have to go, Papa,"," she was saying. “Take care of yourself. 

Take care of mama.” She hugged him tightly where he knelt at her feet. Last thing she heard him say before she woke up was, "Go and don't come back, baby Jen. There's nothing left for you to come home to." The solemn calm of her dad’s last words made Jenny feel a deep chill run through her body. 

She was still shivering when she opened her eyes. It took her a moment before she could focus on the dark skinned, strong featured man with high cheekbones and holes in the septa of his ears the size of dimes. What she could glean from his neck hinted at hard muscle, and sinewy veins that gave this baldheaded vicious looking colossus the presence of coiled up power. 

His eyes shone with a clarity that Jenny knew could only come as a result of a quick mind and a bold, fierce soul. 

Then she recognized him for who he was. Suddenly she ached for the relative safety of her nightmares. "P-please…" Her hand left hand went up to clutch at her breast. Her fingertips pressed in, and in the concave space of her palm she felt the wiggling presence which even now seemed to be working it's nefarious magic into her flesh. 

The austere shaman looked at Jenny carefully. He admired her poise given her tribulation. She had blond hair, a striking figure that didn't even suggest she had ever been pregnant before, and a lovely face. Her stomach was flat and smooth, her skin – firm and toned. Clearly, the Sultan had the girl sunbathe in the nude for there were no tan lines across her breasts or along her vulva as far as he could tell. Jenny's breasts flowed naturally from her body's curves. Sheikh Suleiman could clearly see that she was in milk by the pronounced webbing of veins that crisscrossed her flesh. The shaman swallowed remembering the sweet taste of her milk when he had nursed on her almost two hours ago in the presence of her master, the Sultan. 

"Come kneel here," he pointed at the foot of the bed. Jenny crawled over to where the well-built bald headed man had indicated. She knelt up and assumed the position she had been taught: her back straight, her knees wide apart and her hands – palms up on her thighs. She bowed her head low, until her chin touched her chest, in deference to the man's power over her. 

Slowly, like in a dream, Jenny saw the Sheikh rich and place his big rough hands on her breasts. She didn't move from her position allowing him to molest her delicate, firm, globes that had again filled with milk. The left one, where the insect had sunk its pincers, felt heavier and somehow warmer than the other. Jenny was afraid to look down terrified of the grotesque image of the dangling centipede-like insect she could feel still hanging there, its pincers tightly embedded deep into her areola. The pain of the initial sting had somewhat dissipated to be replaced with a smoldering heat that felt not unlike somebody had somehow placed a burning ember at the very center of her tit. 

Like in slow motion, Jenny watched as the Sheikh reached and took hold of her pendulous flesh. She hissed audibly. She had been holding her breath trying to steel her nerves for the pain she was expecting. When the shaman squeezed knowingly at her flesh she opened her mouth in a silent scream. But nothing escaped her clenched throat, surprise getting the best of her. Instead of mind shattering pain, Jenny was amazed to feel inexplicable arousal tug at the very core of her nerves. She was awash in delectable pulses all the way down to her clit that she felt immediately engorge with blood and grow erect like a proud little cock at the apex of her legs. 

Somewhere in the back of the room, she heard her husband's breath catch in his throat, but she scrunched up her forehead and forced herself to ignore him. How strange that the austere medicine man had chosen to bring her to

her own bedroom for her preparation? Melody was napping in the adjacent room separated by the flimsy door that one of the nannies had gently closed on the way out. 

The man’s grasp on her breasts grew tight as he took them in his large palms and hefted them possessively, rolling them through his fingers, pinching, squeezing, twisting tightly. "Look at me, slave." He watched Jenny's face while he handled her. Jenny was at peace with what she knew he would find there – the fire in her breast melded with the prospect of her subjugation by this cruel, hard man to ignite her lusts. 

She didn't fight it. Scruples regarding extramarital sex had no place in this day and situation. Jenny had agreed that she had no choice but to submit. 

This now, had freed her to relish her passion allowing her lust to run free. She bit into her inner cheek and stared back at the man. Her eyes had grown moist and her breathing – labored. This was no pretense. His hands that molested her delicate breasts kept sending delicious bolts of pleasure throughout her body. His manipulations were knowledgeable, and Jenny shuddered to imagine how many other innocent girls had been forced to subject themselves to his "  treatment". 

“Sit in my lap and look up at me, child!" the big man said. He took her face in the palm of his hand and squeezed her cheeks to meet his stern gaze. 

Jenny whimpered, her blond tresses shook with an uncontrollable shudder that coursed through her petite frame. She didn't want to look at him. His face made her anxious. Now that she was forced to peer at him, she saw why. She saw the deep crevices of scars crisscrossing his cheeks. They were uneven and crooked – no doubt a result of a knife fight. Looking at the man Jenny felt he walked his life along a razor's edge. She was afraid of what would happen if he fell off. 

"You probably wonder why it is that your master has me here with you? 

After all, he's the one who has ownership over your female parts. Surely a powerful man like him wouldn't stand for competition when it comes to ensuring his hereditary line and healthy progeny." 

His words made Jenny stand on tenterhooks. What was this strange man about to do? Was he going to rape her to satisfy some bizarre craving of her master? Even though she had recently discovered her budding feelings for the austere tyrant, Jenny was still finding it difficult to come to terms with the unique culture in which she found herself. Seeing her inner turmoil reflected in her features, the man smiled. 

"You see, that is precisely the reason the Sultan has me here." His glinting white teeth sent chills straight into Jenny's core. "I am what people in the West would call a medicine man, a shaman of sorts. It has been almost a month now, and your master is worried that you still haven't conceived." 

Jenny almost made an attempt to speak again but then stopped herself. It was futile trying to enunciate a coherent discussion with the chains restraining her tongue and lips. The man's smile broadened, and he laughed. 

She felt something move underneath where she had sat across his thigh.  God, was that his cock? How big was that thing?  His large hand came down from her waist gently washing over her hips to stop at the very top of her soft inner thighs. 

Without being told Jenny spread her legs, exposing her center submissively. He reached in to caress her pussy gently cupping it several times, asserting his dominion over her. 

"Relax and let me do the talking," he said. "I will help ready your body to conceive for your master. But I will need you to work with me and make it easier on everyone by cooperating. I'm going to apply some additional herbal extracts deep in you that will inflame your tissues and get your blood racing so that when your master covers you, your body will be ready and fertile." 

Jenny's eyes shifted in panic to stare up at the cold hard face gazing down on her. Did she hear right? He was going to apply something deep within her body? How? She heard herself ask the question out loud much to the apparent amusement of the man in whose lap she felt imprisoned. "I am going to use my hand to place some wonderful ointments deep in your channel and use my fingers to rub them into your cervix." 

"Of course, to ensure that nothing untoward happens between the both of us, the Sultan has decreed that there always be a witness. I will massage your quim either in the presence of your Master Himself, or your husband." His hand felt big and cold where it tightened its grip on her pudenda. 

"Hmmm? How would you like that? Does the sweet slave prefer that her pussy gets worked over before her master, or in front of the eyes of the father of her daughter?" Jenny shivered. Her whole body vibrated as if blown by her hurricane-force gale. Perhaps it was because of the insect still hanging off her breast, or maybe it was the tea she had been made to drink, but whatever the reason – she felt the man’s big hand stoke her fires as it massaged her quim. 

Jenny’s eyes darted to the cage where for the briefest of instants they met her husband’s anxious look. 

Ben would be the one to bear witness to his wife's humiliation and transformation into a fertile receptacle for the Sultan's seed. The humiliation of having her husband watch while she submitted to the desert master was beyond enduring. Still, Jenny knew well that Ben would make the perfect witness. He would report any attempt the Sheikh might make to possess her quim sexually to their master. Neither of them had any choice but to accept Sheikh Suleiman's suggestion. The very survival of her little family depended on it. 

"To do this properly I have already obtained your master's permission to remove your jewelry at least from around your nether lips. Get up on your feet. Then slowly lower yourself down and open your legs. I want you to squat," the harsh man commanded. Jenny nodded and slid off his lap to spread her legs wider giving him the access he needed to remove the metal rings that the blacksmith had placed in her labia. 

As she felt the man's hands reach in and begin unscrewing the fine screws holding the thick metal circles in place. She idly wondered if he was also going to remove the piercing in her clitoral hood. Jenny bit her tongue to remain silent. She knew better than to express her curiosity out loud and incur his wrath. By now, after having spent almost three months in bondage to her austere master, she was learning to wait and allow events to unfold. 

With a deep sadness Jenny realized how shamefully easy it had become to allow the Sultan to make all the decisions. She was no longer in a position of authority, not even over her own body. 

"Ouch!" 

"Keep looking straight ahead," the man said roughly even as she felt the stinging sensation between her legs. It made her want to squirm and close her widely splayed thighs. "Almost done," he added. "Good girl, you're doing marvelously." 

Feeling the man's manipulations across her labia Jenny's mind reminisced back to that day when the blacksmith had pierced her and placed the first rings in her body. "You're welcome to scream as much as you wish. People will admire your resolve when they hear your lamentations down the street," 

he had told her. Now here she was with a desert shaman and her chained and muzzled husband, and Jenny wondered even if she screamed, would anybody help her. 

Ironically removing the metal rings from her body now hurt much more than when they had first been placed. The blacksmith had mercifully used a

local anesthetic then, but no such mercy was offered to her now. Perhaps her master and his friend didn't think she would need it. Maybe they thought she had grown inured to the tribulations of the body. 

"Aie!" She squirmed as she felt him tug sharply on the end of one unusually thick part pulling it from her labia. "Almost done," the Sheikh said and then after one more painful pull he showed her the thick gold ring he had just removed. 

 There was blood on his fingertips. 

Jenny's heart did a little somersault when she realized that she would miss the cold hard presence constantly rubbing up between her legs. She had grown accustomed to the ring and the delicious sensations it kept sending through her body, even at the most inopportune moments. Now it was gone, forced to make way for something much more personal and intimate… Her master’s child. Jenny felt she wanted the ring back. She didn't even want to think about the future. The day when she would have to give away her child…

She closed her eyes feeling wetness bubble up between her splayed thighs. 

Finally, the man's grip on Jenny's nether lips eased. Jenny shuddered as she realized that her core was drenched, pulsing with heat. "Get up on the bed and lean all the way back," he ordered. 

 Her ordeal was about to begin! 

Startled at his rough voice, Jenny hurried to obey. She placed her hands behind her head and propped herself high up on her knees; her breasts thrust out, her back straight. The big man seated himself on the bed by her side and turned so that he could easily reach across her tiny body. He watched her as she slowly leaned back into the mattress. She couldn’t detect any anger or passion in his voice now – just professional efficiency. Jenny, keeping her hands locked behind her head let her body fall back. Her back and thighs stretched as her shoulders fell closer and closer to the bed. While she assumed the position of the arch, the shaman reached and took a small black satchel from where he had left it on the floor by the bed and opened it. From within he took implements that he carefully placed by her side. All Jenny could see was were the harsh lights in the ceiling above. 

Her body had already broken out in a cold sweat in anticipation of her upcoming ordeal. A single tear rolled down her face as she allowed her mind to accept what was to happen. Her torso was now arched up from the bed, her shoulders, head and calves pressed tightly underneath it. 

"Good little slave," the man soothed her gently caressing her inner thigh. 

His hand felt warm and peaceful and just what she needed at that moment. It didn't help a lot but his slow, firm caress as he cupped her tender flesh along the proffered intimate side of her legs worked to assuage her building anxiety. "You're doing excellent, sweetheart," he said. Jenny sniffled remembering to slow her breathing as she inhaled deeply through her mouth and exhaled slowly through her nose. Her nose ring to which by now she had grown entirely accustomed felt snug and warm against her pouty infibulated mouth. 

The man started speaking in a sonorous measured voice. "The body of a woman is an incredible creation of God. Now when I put my hand in your belly and massage life into your quim, you will understand what I mean." 

Jenny's pulse raced. A tiny high pitched keening whimper escaped her lips as the desert shaman watched her tight little body bloom in sweat. "I will pour oil into you and use some on my hands. It contains an infusion of herbal extracts that will work with each other to elicit a deep throbbing sensation in your belly." 

 Why?  Jenny wanted to scream, but all that was heard were muffled whimpers. The shaman cast a quick glance over at the cage where her bound and entrapped husband watched anxiously bearing testimony to the proceedings. The shaman had been given strict instructions that he was to administer the traditional infusions into the concubine's body. He was not to remove the chains from around her mouth and absolutely, under any circumstances, was not to possess her quim with his cock. 

Her breasts seemed to swell. 

 Her breasts!  He loved that she was still in milk. The shaman was too proud to blatantly come out and ask that he be allowed to taste her produce. It was the main reason he had acquiesced to the Sultan's request to come and help him out. He had had a taste earlier under the supervision of her master. 

But he wanted more. 

So much more. He shook his head forcing his mind away from unproductive thoughts that could only lead to temptation and grave misconduct. He cast a quick glance at her husband whose big unblinking eyes were riveted on everything he was doing. The little bastard would undoubtedly report something like that. And the Sultan would be swift in his retribution, blood debt or not. Sheikh Suleiman sighed. 

The Sheikh continued gently massaging the girl's increasingly relaxed

shoulders and debated for a while if he should perhaps ask Jenny. He found himself wondering if she had ever been taken anally? When was the last time she had done it? For the moment he decided against it. Sheikh Suleiman could feel her already entering that particular subspace between coherent thought and lustful abandon.  Thousand curses!  Better leave her silent instead of breaking her hypnosis now. It was more necessary than ever that she relax her body and open her mind. Only then could her body do the same and flower open for what was to follow. 

Jenny's mind was floating. 

With a shudder she remembered her safe word. It came to her out of nowhere and it shocked her how useless it had become. There had been a time not too long ago, less than two years in fact, when Mister Costas had assured her everything would be okay. She could opt out at any point. All she would have to do was simply say her safe word and they would buy her a ticket and allow her to go back home. She had been certain that would have been the case. But oh how things had changed! Now there was no such thing as home left. 

The global economy had tumbled further than anybody had expected and soon even the powerful warlord Mister Inoukue couldn't help her anymore. 

He loved her, and that was why he had actually helped her husband negotiate the deal with the Sultan. This was the best they could manage under the circumstances. 

Jenny knew well enough from the sparse reports filtering into the palace that there were millions of people who would willingly trade places with her even now. The threat of nuclear war had become a horrific reality. 

Somebody, probably the Chinese, but maybe the Russians, had nuked the US. 

Mass migration and food shortages had reared their ugly heads. 

Where could her little family be safe if not with the mountain despot of a ruthless people? So what if the Sultan belonged to a different religion and espoused a culture completely alien to her own? She would do it – she would bear him the children he wanted and enjoy the safety he provided her family. 

"Ouch! Aiiie!" The girl whimpered, and the shaman drew his thoughts back to her. Without thinking he had started plunging the index and middle finger of the right hand into her quim without properly opening her up first. 

He had allowed his mind to drift instead of concentrating on the task at hand. 

Ministering to the little wench had made him daydream. Sheikh Suleiman took a deep breath and cleared his throat and then used the ungloved fingers

of his left hand to squeeze her flower open revealing her pink insides. They were glistening and hot. 

Remembering his instructions as they had been passed down to him through generations of shamans and healers from times immemorial, Sheikh Suleiman brought his face down to within a mere inch from the girl's throbbing center. "Good girl, Jenny." He pressed down on her tummy with the heel of his hand urging her belly down which caused her thighs to spread further. "Open up. As wide as you can." He took a deep breath inhaling the young girl's fragrance, and he felt his mouth water. 

Jenny squirmed unable to see what was happening. Then she felt the first heavy dollop of long stringy saliva fall from his lips and slide straight into her wide open vagina. He kept dripping spit along the sides of her tunnel on either side allowing it to wash across her flesh moistening it and preparing her for her ordeal ahead. 

The big Arab's fingers fumbled with the girl's nether lips, gripping them both tightly before pulling them back. Jenny couldn't suppress a baleful whimper as she was slowly stretched open, the warm glistening insides of her intimate channel – exposed to the harsh light of the room. 

He pulled the girl open until she was stretched painfully wide. A deep agony began throbbing throughout her lower abdomen from the obscene acrobatics her labia were made to endure. She tried moving about, but she hadn't been allowed to get up off the bed, and instinctively Jenny wanted to obey. She kept herself wide-open and splayed. 

"Aghhh! Unghhh! Hhhhh," she hissed. That was precisely the moment when the desert doctor produced a small gourd from a satchel and using his teeth to uncork it started pouring its contents straight into her gaping hole. 

The liquid was dark and viscous as it dripped and flowed making obscene bubbling sounds as it filled her channel. Her moaning quieted down almost immediately when she realized something was being poured into her delicate center. 

It felt oddly soothing and deeply foreign all at the same time. And she started taking rapid breaths, her heart racing with the anxiety of her situation. 

Earlier the shaman had removed the chain binding her breasts together by the nipples. Now she only had two barbells at the base of each areola. That, and a voracious hanging insect that had embedded its pincers into her left breast. 

Somehow it felt heavier than before and Jenny wondered idly if it wasn’t feeding on her blood and milk somehow? 

Sheikh Suleiman started taking turns to flick and squeeze each breast. The distraction worked, and she felt her mind doing little somersaults of apprehension between the weird sloshing feelings emanating from deep in her lower abdomen to the tingling bolts of lightning shooting through her tits. 

They now jiggled and vibrated as if struck by electric discharges from the shaman’s fingertips. 

Then his hands came down from her breasts to fondle at her clit. 

That was when Jenny started trembling and shaking, gasping and moaning, as her nerves became overwhelmed with the sensations buffeting her from all sides. The young concubine's sexual heat started raging hotter than ever and despite her confusion and deep shame at being made to cum in front of her husband, Jenny felt her orgasm start as a loud keening whimper escaped her full lips. "Good girl," the shaman said. "You will have many more like that." 

Jenny didn't know if that were possible for her. Would she be capable of multiple orgasms? And yet it seemed that this man wouldn't take “No” for an answer. He continued stroking and caressing her quim calmly and clinically in an almost disinterested fashion as if he couldn't care less about her aroused sexuality. 

Jenny was not restrained in any way, and this made her submission that more fascinating to her impressionable young mind. She had only the force of gravity pressing down on her as she lay arched up on her back, her feet and hands underneath her splayed torso which was now squirming with the ripples of her roiling ecstasy. The paroxysms of bliss that had enveloped her mind now cuddled it in a warm fuzzy blanket that made her thoughts clouded and cottony. 

Jenny had barely started coming down from her peak when the wisps of her second forced agony made an appearance. That was when Suleiman began inserting his hand into her, pressing in, probing past her reluctant outer lips with his two meaty fingers. 

Loud thudding sounds filled the room, and it took a moment for Jenny to realize that they were coming from her own body. She was flipping like a fish on dry land under the roiling tremors caused by the nervous impulses emanating from the sexual molestation she was being made to endure. 

A sigh had barely escaped her lips when it turned into a shriek and then a shout that accompanied a loud squishing sound as the big hand of the shaman pushed and he plunged three fingers all the way to the knuckles into her channel. He corkscrewed it this way and that opening her up forcefully

making her flesh submit. A pitiful wail that made her husband issue his own cries of distress from where he was chained filled the room. The shaman withdrew his hand and this time sank in a fourth finger burying them all into her rapidly beaten down center. 

"Scream, woman," the man said, his voice labored and out of breath with his exertions. "Scream your submission. Scream it out loud so that your master can hear wherever he might be!" 

Tears were now pouring in two continuous rivers down the side of Jenny's face and forming small wet spots on the silk sheets. "Please, please, please…" she kept trying to say even though it sounded more like the barely audible mewlings of a kitten. "Please… Don't. Please take it out!" 

Then the desert shaman removed his hand offering the girl a much-needed respite. He tucked in his thumb underneath his fingers so that his hand now resembled a duck's beak. "Now I will push all the way in. And you, Jenny, will feel your mind explode into shards." 

Jenny felt her throat hurt with the screams that were being forced out of her. 

What she didn't realize was that amongst the elixirs and herbs included in the concoction that the desert shaman had poured into her center, soaking her womb and opening up her pores inside out, were included opioids and other mind-altering substances. They were already starting to seep into her bloodstream. Jenny tasted blood in her mouth as she bit down on her lip feeling the extra girth of her abuser's hand where his knuckles began entering her. 

Suddenly, Sheikh Suleiman stopped and looked up at her. The experienced shaman saw the pallor of the concubine's face, the cold sweat that mingled with her abundant tears soaking the sheets as she submissively offered herself up for his abuse. "Please take a deep breath," he said, and it took her a moment to realize that his suddenly kind words were meant for her. 

Jenny blinked back tears and obeyed. She tried to catch her breath and forced her lungs to expand, her heart racing at what felt like a thousand miles per hour. Her hands were balled into tiny little fists. It didn't escape the severe desert lord's attention that the girl had, of her own volition, placed her hands underneath her butt thus trapping them as best she could. She was doing her utmost to help in her own subjugation. 

He was impressed. 

She was admirable, and he felt his heart grow big with respect for her

efforts. "Such a good little slave, Jenny," she heard him say even as she did as she was told. Her tears were coming a little faster now. 

"Thank you, Sir," she whimpered weakly. Slowly the burly heavyset man leaned in on his elbow and having placed the tips of his five gloved fingers at her flower started pushing them into her tight opening. He couldn't see Jenny's face, but he could hear her labored breathing and saw the quivering muscles of her inner thighs as her pussy reluctantly opened to accept his hand as it started slithering into the hot cavern of the subjugated girl's abdomen. 

Jenny was undergoing the opposite of childbirth. A couple of deep breaths, a loud whimper, a squeal and…

Suleiman watched his hand slide into her like a snake into her quim. 

"Almost there, almost…" The Sheikh paused just as the ridges of his knuckles were at the entrance to her body. He couldn't but enjoy the extreme snugness of her intimate channel as he forced it to expand. 

Jenny was beyond screaming by now. She squeezed her eyes tight praying to be able to faint, either that or die. She felt the cold shards of panic squeeze her heart. She now doubted whether she would be able to survive the night under the brutal assault of the vicious desert shaman. In her wildest nightmares, she had never imagined that she would ever have to submit to having a fist forced into her body. Foam and spittle started trickling down her lips. Then Suleiman pushed in and saw his entire hand be sucked further into her tummy. 

Amazingly Jenny suddenly felt better as the widest part was through, and she felt the pressure at her labia begin to ease. Sheikh Suleiman allowed her some time to adjust to the newly added volume in her abdomen. He could feel the tight warm sleeve of her sex as it stretched up against her internal organs and formed a warm glove around his fist. He waited before he started moving his fingers around deep within her vagina. He found her G-spot and started carefully massaging the sensitive inner surfaces. He used his left hand to rub languid circles over her clit. The shaman expertly attended to every area, even the deepest ones around her cervix where he paid particular attention. 

His knowledgeable and experienced fingers pressed in encouraging the flow of blood, exciting unseen nerve endings, drawing the concubine's life forces forth. He closed his eyes and allowed skills handed down through generations to express themselves as he carefully but with knowing love began molding the girl's pussy into something new and invigorated, unlike

anything it had ever been before. 

By now Jenny's mind was completely blown apart by the concoction her body had been made to infuse, her thoughts were fogged by the turmoil of the emotions buffeting throughout her body. 

Jenny's soul again took a leave of absence and retreated to the safety of her nightmares. 

Sheikh Suleiman took that as the sign he was waiting for and gently but decisively pulled out his hand making it squelch out of the well-stretched glistening hot channel of the girl. Her entire body was burgundy with the aftershocks of the almost continuous climax that had buffeted her impressionable mind for the last twenty minutes or so. 

6. Taken

It took Jenny a little while to come back to her senses. She didn’t move at first, but felt consciousness slowly return to her body as if her soul was getting reacquainted with it. Everything felt so different. Even though her heart shivered at the horrific memories of what she had just been made to experience, her pussy throbbed with a delicious pain that was more akin to a craving than a memory of punishment. Gone was the Sheikh’s hand from between her legs to be replaced with a hungry void yearning for fulfillment. 

Gone were the infibulating chains from around her lips, her tongue able to gently stretch and wash around unimpeded by restraining studs or the confinement of gold coins squeezing it into submission. Gone was the horrible critter from her breast, its sting still pulsating throughout her pendulous flesh. Without opening her eyes Jenny felt the shaman looking down at her splayed girlish flesh. Without any deliberate effort she found her mind painting vivid representations of the austere man’s thoughts as he gazed upon her charms and devoured them with his eyes. She felt his craving for her body as if it was her own. She could think like him, his lusts making perfect sense. 

After the treatment that his fingers delivered to her inner tissues and the emergent sensitivity brought on by the elixir in which it was bathed, Jenny's pussy would now forever be transformed. If she had thought her time with the Sultan had been a sexual romp before, she would soon discover the staggering depths of her inexperience. The careful and expert massage she had just received had been carefully honed through the ages to wake up even the most neglected of nerve endings in her channel. 

Fucking would never be the same for the young concubine. Even though she had whimpered with the discomfort and pain, the shaman knew she had been on the lip of a precipice of change. Every wiggle of his fingers deeply embedded in her holiest of holies, every move of his hand, every scrape of his wrist at her opening, had pushed her inevitably closer to the brink. 

Then, just at the moment when she had lost consciousness, it had happened. Now that she had fainted, she would awake as a different, new kind of sexually-crazed creature. Sheikh Suleiman had heard many women describe it as a rebirth. It would be mind-blowing, like a tectonic shift that would leave her forever shattered and adrift. From now on, the only way she

could achieve a modicum of solace would be via the intermediacy of a cock plowing into her sultry depths. 

When she realized the change, she would cry and weep for many hours. 

There was no other way. It was normal. She would need to get it out of her system. Only after that could she start coming to terms with her new state of being. And it would be her master’s cock that would bring her to her first respite. 

After her initial act of binding, not a moment would go by without her craving cock. 

Any cock. 

All cocks in the world. 

It would be all she would be able to think and hold in her new state of mind. She would long for a presence of a cock deep in her belly to relieve the constant arousal she would now feel there. 

When her Sultan fucked her, Jenny would cry with joy, her heart filled with gratitude that he was taking the time to bless her quim with the presence of his gorgeous manhood. And, when he spurted his seed, she would fall apart, unable to comprehend the miracle he was bestowing upon her undeserving flesh. The shaman imagined the experience would be not unlike fucking a God: blasphemous. Wrong. Deliciously fabulous. 

It would be inevitable that soon enough the concubine would find herself pregnant and growing with the seed her master will plant deep in her body. 

She would have achieved the most sublime purpose in life. Even the Sultan would have his reward then. 

Everybody would be happy in the end. Everyone,  but  the shaman. 

It was only proper that the medicine man now claimed his just reward. 

Jenny’s eyes fluttered open. She felt genuinely confused. Why was it that she was feeling such lustful cravings? Where were they coming from? She adored her husband Ben, had discovered her hidden sexuality with Mister Costas, learned to worship a warlord and dominant man as none other when she became the mistress of Mister Inoukou in Africa, and now here she was –

an indentured concubine of the Sultan allowing herself to be manhandled by his shaman! 

Was she simply just another slut? She certainly didn’t think so. She didn’t feel that way. 

And yet she was deeply excited by her own submission and the horribly embarrassing feelings she felt roiling in the very center of her being. 

Jenny started crying, tears running down her face and seeing it the big man took her in his embrace and brought her close into his chest hugging her tight. 

“Shush, little one,” he growled. “I know there's a lot happening right now you cannot understand. But if there’s one thing I can promise you it is this –

the Sultan is like your father now. He will not harm you or your family. You have to trust me when I say that. He has your best interests at heart, and that is why I’m here. You may not understand everything at first, but rest assured, that whatever is happening to you, it is all for the best. Surrender, child. 

Destiny meant you to end up here, with us and she will protect you. All you have to do is accept her will and submit to it. Can you do that, my sweet sparrow?” 

Jenny whimpered and nodded timidly pressing her cheek into the man’s thick neck. She sensed the masculine smell on him feeling the scent of the great outdoors, and even horseback, and it made her whole body feel alive like it only did when she was being made love to by the Sultan Himself. 

“Are you going to be a sweet little slave for your master's guest and worship my cock? It is only the proper way for a slut to express her gratitude to the man who opened her eyes to her true destiny.” Sheikh Suleiman felt the girl instinctively try to crane her neck away in protest. But he held her firm forcing her to look him straight in the eyes. 

She was strong, he thought. Still resisting, even at the end. A small part of her was still refusing to submit to him.  Impressive. The Sheikh felt his cock grow in eager anticipation. She was proving to be a challenge. But that only made his desire grow stronger. 

“I can bring you so much pleasure, Jenny. Why is it you are afraid to accept it, child?” the man asked. “Didn't his Majesty your master already instruct you how to behave? Didn’t he tell you to treat me as you would treat him? Is that how you behave when your master gives you an order? Is that how you disrespect him?” Every question the stern-looking visitor asked was accompanied by a gentle shake on the scruff of her neck where he held her. 

Jenny grimaced, but stoically endured the rough treatment. His hand was so big, his fingers almost went all the way around her long graceful neck. 

Mercifully he didn’t squeeze. He merely held her tight and now and then shook her whole body for emphasis. Finally, Jenny couldn’t take it any more, and surrendered to the big man’s will. She whimpered and nodded her acquiescence. “Good girl,” the man said. 

“On your knees, slave.” The Sheikh was surprised at how quickly the girl

was able to gather herself up and obediently assume her place at his feet. He reached down and rested his heavy hands atop her head. The same hands which moments ago had been inside her body held her head. It felt so small in his big palms. He marveled at how fragile, how delicate she seemed. And yet she had submitted to so much already. And come out strong. 

Jenny took a deep breath and the Sheikh groaned as she let it out over his tremulous tumescence. He closed his eyes and threw his head back. “Taste me, Jenny.” He ordered the girl. “Suck my cock. Reach in, pull up my robes, unveil it. Then take it in your mouth.” 

It stunned her that the Sheikh had no hairs around his pubic area. None. 

She had never seen a man who shaved down there. It was strange, she thought. Why did he do it? His skin was perfectly smooth underneath his belly which even though pronounced seemed hard and well-muscled. The strangest thing however were the tattoos that crisscrossed the base of his cock which jetted out like a massive oak tree from the vines and snakes portrayed along his body in amazing and realistic detail. 

His penis looked strange too. It was the first time in her life that Jenny felt a cock like this. The skin all along his shaft appeared leathery and rough somehow, like that of a snake perhaps? Almost like sandpaper. What would it feel like to be possessed by it? Merely the thought of having his shaft grating her delicate intimacies made Jenny squirm with unease. Was that from extensive use? Is that what happened to a man's cock when he employed it all day on the innocent women of his harem? Jenny wasn't sure but her mind was already painting the sensations of what she would experience when it somehow found a way into her body. Feeling him so close now made her feel it was inevitable. 

Then there was its length. Where her master the Sultan possessed a penis of above average proportions especially when it came to its girth, the Sheikh had a skinny but very long one. It looked to be at least ten inches long and Jenny winced trying to imagine him pressing it up against her cervix. She was certain her body wouldn’t be able to accommodate the full size of him. 

“Kiss it, Jenny.” She looked up at him to see him marveling at her. “Let me feel your silky lips, sweetheart.” Jenny heard herself whimper and came alive as if possessed by a spirit She feasted She took a moment longer to feast her eyes upon his inordinate length. She almost lost track of time as her eyes

roamed its expanse. From the domed dark red head, to the thick helmeted ridge that went around it like a mushroom, and then down the shaft that curved like a yataghan, she wondered how it would feel when he scraped inside her. 

His head wasn’t big by itself but perched as it was atop his long shaft it seemed grotesque in appearance. Jenny wondered for a fleeting instant if she would have recognized this penis to be human had she seen a picture of it in isolation somewhere. Ridges, veins and bumps covered its length, blue veins visibly pounding with his blood. She gazed down to the heavy sack that hung deep down between the Sheikh’s massive thighs. Without being instructed, she reached out and cupped it. His balls felt so heavy and hot as she cradled them in her small hand. With her free palm, Jenny took his shaft, taming it until she was able to control it and direct it at her lips. 

The Sheikh’s manhood was surprisingly warm, hot even. She wet her lips in anticipation and leaned forward on her knees. Her mouth watered as if rejoicing that it was no longer constrained by beads and chains. She squeezed his balls a little tighter feeling them strangely quiver in the big sack. Her tongue snaked out and ran over the slit at the top of his head gathering up the crystal beads of viscous moisture that had materialized there. His precum was dense and salty, imbued with a complex and musky taste, but something about it made her salivary glands kick into overdrive and when she kissed the tip of his cock her mouth gushed saliva all along his crown. 

Soon his head was warmly bathed in her spit, long strings of her saliva trickling down the length of his shaft. Without being told, Jenny moved her hips around opening her legs wider as she sought to cool the heat between her legs. The shaman cleared his throat and she looked up at him ashamed and excited at the intimate nature of what she was doing. Part of Jenny was horrified. She was not only betraying her husband with this strange man, but she was also going against the explicit wishes of her Sultan! It was as if she was on autopilot and even though she was aware of her thoughts, her body went on acting as if it had no concern of them. 

She saw herself as she moved her head forward and took the hot head of his cock to rest along her quivering lower lip where it sat hot and heavy burning into her flesh. She felt him pass his long fingers through her hair, and then to her amazement she heard him bend over and kiss the top of her head. 

“You please me, Jenny,” the Sheikh said kissing her hair. “You are a true goddess of love, sweetheart.” She felt his soothing hand move down to stroke her cheek before resting on her shoulder. “Now go ahead and suck, sweetie. 

Get me wet and hard. I will take you a couple of times in the throat. It will make things easier for later when I flip you on your tummy and take your last little virgin opening.” 

Without actually agreeing with his words Jenny nodded, a little moan escaped her throat as she moved forward to take him in deeper.” 

She took him in swirling her tongue and kissing along his impossibly soft skin. She felt the first heavy beans of precum form and drip into her throat, and she pulled back to kiss and lick at the tip of his cock, tasting him. Jenny reached in to cradle his balls in both hands and was rewarded with a sharp intake of breath. Then the Sheikh terminated her teasing as he started to plunge into her mouth in long deliberate movements. Every time was harder and deeper than the previous. 

Jenny made her jaw to relax knowing that all he wanted right now was for her to be a passive little hole for him. She submitted to the Sheikh’s mastering of her mouth and marveled at the delicious warmth her submission ignited in her tummy. Whatever was happening with her, Jenny no longer cared as she found herself growing wetter the more coldly the shaman used her. On one particularly long stroke she felt his bulbous head reach all the way down into her chest. Amazingly, however, Jenny was still able to breathe around the seemingly endless snake of flesh as it lay growing in length all the way down touching up against the opening of her stomach. 

Then he suddenly withdrew scraping her delicate throat and vocal cords with the rough skin of his cock as it pulled out of her tight throat with an audible popping sound. She coughed and it took her a moment she was finally able to calm herself down and still the convulsions that had started in her belly because of the vacuum created behind the rapidly withdrawing cock. 

“Climb up on the bed and lie on your belly! I will claim your last virginity now. It is my just reward," the Sheikh added as he prodded her to flip around. 

Her muscles were tight, and her feet still pressed up against her buttocks even as she did the shaman's bidding. She flipped around on her tummy her breasts

thick with lust and milk pressing deep into the mattress as she felt his fat body come to rest on either side of her pelvis. Her mind was too far gone and all Jenny could sense was a strange feeling of the man's robe as it washed across her heated flesh. There was a pause and then a sound, and she realized he had lifted his cloak off and had to be standing naked over her. 

In her drunken stupor Jenny could imagine the sight the desert Sheikh now made: naked, barrel-chested, and heavy atop her small prostrate form. She sensed him looming over her, somehow his very presence subduing her with the heat she felt emanating from his body. The Royal visitor set his big feet on either side of her thighs and then she felt the bed vibrate with his weight as he squatted down atop her quivering bottom. Something firm but soft pressed against her cheeks. 

 His cock! 

At that realization, Jenny felt warmth and wetness seep out between her thighs and drip to the bed between her legs. Her pulsating channel now seemed more alive than ever before. As she mentally readied herself for her first ever anal fuck, Jenny found her mind wandering. 

It shamed her terribly that she was going to have to submit to this man's wishes. He was her master's visitor, and it was true that the Sultan had instructed her to treat him the same way as she did her him. Except that she wasn’t permitted to allow the Sheikh to penetrate her body, whatever that meant. He had already fisted her! Sheikh Suleiman had said he was doing it on the orders of the Sultan.  Wasn't being fisted the same as penetration? 

"Unghh," Jenny felt strong fingers peel back her gluts. They kept stretching her muscles until she squealed feeling her anus strain. 

The man from the desert appeared intent on ripping her bottom apart! "Oh no, please, Sir. It hurts!" She keened. 

He didn't even acknowledge her protest. After a while of painful stretching, mercifully, his rough hands stopped their assault. His fingers felt like claws of steel gripping her cheeks wide open. Jenny felt tears spring anew to her eyes as she felt his cold breath blow across her last virginal opening. Her entire body was now one big shimmering corpuscle of sensation. 

The bed shook some more and then his cock touched her! Jenny could imagine what she looked like, her imagination painting a vivid image as she lay submissively beneath a man more than three times her age and double her size. 

In her mind's eye, she saw his cock touch her crack, rubbing up and down gathering her wetness from her pussy and rubbing it into her quivering anus. 

Jenny had never before allowed somebody to touch her there and could only imagine what it would feel like. 

She was a small girl and unlike the giant intent on tormenting her nether parts, she didn't eat much at all. Consequently, the unmentionables which left her body via her back passage were always negligible in size. Her anus, she knew, had to be the tiniest, daintiest of openings on her body. 

How tight of a squeeze would her nether passage be? The Sheikh gazed down upon the little hole of her opening. The contrast with his thick girth was staggering. The Sheikh opted against stretching her out and preparing her with his fingers, however. She was a slave after all. He saw no point in sugarcoating something that would probably be more than a daily occurrence from now on for the young woman. The sooner she was familiar with the pain, the sooner she would be able to start searching out the sensual pleasure lurking in its shadows. 

Jenny knew well what was coming, and yet she didn't even attempt to squirm and wiggle away. Perhaps she was too far gone into the mental state of the consummate concubine, ready to please and eager to submit, willing to become the slave of any and every man that found himself in a position to dominate her. Whatever the reason, she surrendered herself to the wishes of this stranger who had so profoundly and intimately known her body just minutes ago. Jenny allowed herself one last whimper and relaxed her head into the soft cold bedsheets, already wet with her tears. 

The desert Sheikh could see how tight the girl's butt hole was. He could see her anguished surrender and gently caressed her back offering Jenny a measure of much-needed solace. She had cried her soul out moments ago and undoubtedly would cry again soon enough. Such was the life of a concubine, he was well aware. 

Still, Sheikh Suleiman felt his heart warm to her gentle nature and the acceptance with which she had chosen to face her future. It spoke of inner strength that he deeply admired. 

He brought his face down and having summoned abundant dollops of saliva in his mouth bent forward and placed a long luxuriating kiss upon her tart little star. The girl instinctively made to move away, but his fingers were like cast iron clamps and held her buttocks in place. He murmured deep soothing sounds as he covered her butt with his mouth and frenched it like a

lover would kiss the lips of a loved one. Either she had never been taken there before, or it had been so long ago that she would feel like a virgin all over again. He kept at it for some time until finally, she relaxed into his ministrations. 

The shaman could clearly see how her muscles squirmed and strained as he touched her white legs forcing them to part wide. Her cheeks that had been compelled to open moments ago had closed down again shuttering his heavenly view of her lovely little pink asshole. But down lower, Jenny provided a generous view of her pussy, its luscious lips glistening with the elixir issued from her womb. The Sheikh felt himself grow so hard that he groaned with pain. 

"Please, Sir. Be gentle, if you please," she asked in the most plaintive, girlish voice she had ever managed. “I have never had anybody there." She didn't want him to touch her at all, and then again – she did, her body screaming for it with every pore of her skin. 

"Good girl," the Sheikh cooed feeling her press herself up at him. "You have saved yourself until now. And now I will claim you. Thank you, sweet slave," he added and by his voice, she understood that he meant it. Jenny could feel his husky voice grow earnest as he shifted his hips a little and used his hand to move his shaft to touch her opening. Jenny gasped as he began to build inevitable pressure there. She was wet from his kisses, but he felt enormous, and her body began resisting the unfamiliar intrusion. 

It began to hurt, to burn and Jenny cried out clawing at the sheets. She felt hot beads of his sweat drop along her back melding with her own perspiration before sliding down along the sides of her breasts. She was trembling, too nervous and unable to comprehend anything but the pain she was experiencing. Jenny felt stars explode and blossom behind her eyelids as she blinked away tears and then suddenly – the first little bit of him entered her. 

Jenny almost blacked out from the pain. Had she actually had anything to eat recently, her stomach would have thrown it up. 

Suddenly she couldn't even scream. All she could do was try to take small, shallow little breaths straining to avoid passing out. Then she realized he was telling her something. 

"Relax, Jenny," he hissed harshly. "It will hurt less for both of us if you relax." And then, out of nowhere, she surprised herself and smiled. She was in pain – delirious, incomprehensible, all-encompassing pain. 

But,  he  was in pain as well! Jenny felt her body relax in that instant even

as his cock slid an extra couple of inches into her murky depths. 

Jenny felt the unknown man's massive cock start to push into her until her sphincter stretched around the hard slick head and began to spread open for him. Her anus stretched wider, and wider, and yet she still didn't attempt to wiggle out from underneath the mass of his body. 

Ben was watching the grotesque scene placed as he was in a cage in his own bedroom. It looked as if his petite young wife was being demolished. 

She was literally being subsumed into the bulbous mass of the thick buttocks of the swarthy Arab crushing her down into the mattress with his bare weight. 

Ben was grateful for the muzzle he was made to wear. 

Or he would be screaming his voice raw. Moments ago it had been too much to watch as the man had fisted his wife's precious little vagina. And now this. It was too much to bear for the young husband. 

And yet Ben was also very aware of his own embarrassing hardness. His cock was erect, standing ineffectually, sticking into the emptiness between the heavy wrought iron bars of the cage. The Sultan had ordered that the cock cage was removed from around Ben's loins before they had placed him in restraints to watch and bear witness to his own wife's subjugation in their bedroom. Now, Ben was grateful for the tyrant's perspicacity. Otherwise, he knew he would have probably fainted by now with the severe pain of the spikes of his cock cage. He knew that because he had experienced it already. 

Many times. 

Every time Ben saw his naked wife, she was either being led on a chain to be covered and inseminated by the Sultan or being taken to spend time pleasing his wife. Regardless of her shame, and perhaps because of it, his cock would inevitably come alive and within seconds start to engorge, until it would press up against the steel spike which would poke and pierce its flesh making him squirm and scream. Ben knew they were conditioning his mind to submit to the fact that he was now a royal cuckold, his wife – a breeding concubine of his master. 

Still, he was grateful that now mercifully, even though his hands and legs were tightly secured to the bars of the cage, and his head forced forward with a neck brace so that he had no choice but to watch the proceedings on their bed, at least his cock was free to stretch and engorge as it pleased. 

It was deeply humiliating and yet gratifying on a very primal level. 

Ben realized that this was precisely the reason the Sultan had relaxed the restrictions tonight. It was important for the young husband to learn his place

and then realize that he was as much at the mercy of his own body's impulses as he was under the will of his Lord the Sultan. Much to his profound shame, Ben realized that now he was on the very cusp of coming himself. The whimpers and moans coming from the bed were having an effect on his male brain. Up ahead he could clearly see Jenny's feet wiggling, her toes clenching and unclenching, grasping while the severe desert master plundered her body. 

The shaman was enjoying every single second of the experience. The contractions of the girl's anal muscles were pure heaven as she fought to keep his cock out of her body. Her efforts had the inadvertent effect of massaging the crown of his manhood with her clenching inner muscles. He groaned in pleasure when his head popped through the protective tightness of her anal ring and slipped into the tight warm depths of her rectum. Jenny's whimpers morphed into a deep sigh as if a deep pleasure suddenly subsumed her tribulations. 

"How strange," the shaman thought idly. “Usually at that stage of their anal subjugation women tended to enter paroxysms of agony, yet this girl seemed to be on the cusp of actually enjoying the claiming of her ass. 

Perhaps it was a result of what he had done to her pussy earlier?” Sheikh Suleiman wasn't sure but either way he was intent on exacting the full enjoyment he could get from the lithe blonde's body. 

"I love the way your bottom feels, Jenny," he told her gently wiggling his hips in circles using his girth to stretch her further so that he could make it easier to plunder her as he wanted. His words were met with silence, but that was okay. The girl was more than busy absorbing her own emotions, understanding her experience, coming to terms with her growing lusts. "Soon I will flood your little ass and sink myself all the way down until I fill you with my manhood." 

He heard little mewling sounds like a kitten, but he ignored her pleas as his hips began to move just the tiniest bit – back and forth, each movement sending a little more of his cock deeper into her ass. Every second Jenny felt herself get more and more filled with cock. She gasped as her new master kept pressing on. 

"All right, sweetheart," the big man said huskily. "Give me your hands." 

It took her moment but finally Jenny lifted her hands backwards like the wings of a bird splayed in midflight. She felt his big hands hold her little ones tightly. He grasped them like they were the reins to her body and he was riding her. And then he plunged. 

Jenny’s scream in that instance was probably heard for many miles around the palace grounds. 

"You need to learn how to open," the shaman said in a calm voice that was at severe odds with the feelings roiling her mind now. Punished with his cock Jenny suddenly realized she couldn't breathe! The pressure was so great and her discomfort – so very intense. 

"Jenny, sweet slave, pretend you are relieving herself. You do it every day," the desert shaman instructed. Oh God, the shame! He pushed again. 

And Jenny screamed again. Suddenly her panic triggered some deeply ingrained muscle memory and she opened herself. On the next push the mastering cock plowed deep, inside her and little whimpers emerged from her throat at the new fullness in her body. Her eyes rolled back in her head and she found herself floating in a purgatory between consciousness and blissful oblivion. 

"There, there," the severe medicine man said leaning down onto the girl's shoulders as he started thrusting in and out at a leisurely pace his long strokes completely oblivious to the little cries of subdued discomfort emanating from the girl's chastened body. "There, there – that is how you will properly remember me. That is how you are now expressing your gratitude to me for having taught your pussy to get excited. Good girl. Such a good girl." 

The man quickened his thrusting, lengthening the strokes, deepening them. 

Jenny wailed at the deep cramps he was causing as her body was made to adjust and adapt, her internal organs squirming and squishing out of the way, making way for him in her belly. She submitted to him, and he kept at it for a long time and after a while her agony was almost gone subsumed by an otherworldly glow. It felt like a constant fire had started burning at the very center of her tummy making the pores of her skin open up all along her body covering her in sweat and making her pant with tribulation. 

"Jenny," the man mastering her said in a deep guttural growl, "get ready. 

I'm going to pump my seed deep into your bottom now. When you feel me come, you will thank me." Jenny whimpered her acknowledgment and just then she felt his cock pulse and the warmth she had previously felt in her tummy now exploded into a veritable blaze of heat as his hot seed added to that generated by the friction of his long thick fat shaft in her intestines. 

"Ungh! Ungh!" Jenny whimpered. "Thank you, thank you Master, thank you Sir!" And then her umpteenth climax of the night struck her like a direct bolt of lightning. Her toes curled, her heart skipped many beats, which in turn

made her mind go dark and empty, her entire soul filled only with the reflected dark light of the heavyset Sheikh peering down upon her spreadeagled form. 

The shaman remained atop the girl and let Jenny take the full burden of his weight as he laid himself across her warm soft body. She started crying then and he let her indulge her emotions. It had to happen. 

It was Jenny's way of coming to terms with the physical and emotional transformations she was undergoing. Every fuck, every sexual act enforced upon the young concubine's flesh were pushing her to slip further and further down the path to full submission and subjugation as a breeding slave for his Majesty the Sultan. 

The desert Sheikh murmured sweet sounding conciliatory words into Jenny's hair. He nuzzled into her back. He relaxed against her body and looked sideways to catch a glimpse of the cage where two gleaming blue eyes were shooting daggers at him. 

The Sheikh could see a long string of wetness emanating straight from the center of the cage where the young husband's cock now hung limply. It was quickly diminishing in size. 

Ben had cum while watching his wife being subjugated by the shaman! 

7. Judged

The Sultan grew disconcertingly hard as he stood in the pale flickering light of the monitors. Up on the wall of screens, he could clearly make out the petite lithe form of the girl almost entirely subsumed by the hulking bulk of a man many times her age. The volume was turned down but the glistening bodies and the shivering toes of the girl told the Sultan all he needed to know about the ecstasy of her passions. Watching Jenny being shamefully possessed by the shaman filled the powerful tyrant with a potent mix of lust and rage. The Sultan’s fists were tightly squeezed making his knuckles hurt with the pressure. He wondered whether Sheikh Suleiman was aware of the cameras placed throughout the Palace. In this day and age it would certainly be a stupid and short-lived leader who didn't employ every tool in the arsenal to keep tabs on his underlings. 

The Sultan lifted a heavy hand to wipe away the sweat that covered his furrowed brow. When he had allowed the medicine man from the desert to remain alone with his concubine he had hoped the shaman would take it as the show of trust it was meant to be. A deep shiver coursed the Sultan’s massive body. Perhaps Sheikh Suleiman knew about the cameras. Perhaps he even suspected that the Sultan would be watching now. Maybe it was all a ploy? But to what end? 

Jenny was more than simply another whore to the Sultan. He was certain that the desert shaman knew that. She was the most promising breeder in the kingdom and it would be foolish to presume that the Sultan would allow anyone other than himself to claim her. But what truly troubled the Sultan was the deep seething anger and jealousy that now filled his heart. He had fallen in love with the girl and that made him vulnerable. The shaman was simply the first to exploit his newly developed weakness. 

Suleiman had come all this way from the deserts of Arabia as a personal favor to the Sultan. The shaman was here to stretch her pussy with his hand and train it to better respond when her master took it. Still, he had to know that the girl's body was off limits. 

The Sultan was shocked when he turned on the cameras only to find his good friend plowing himself with delirious abandon into the girl’s virginal backside. It was beyond reckless. It was a suicide wish. Perhaps he had managed to rationalize it somehow. Maybe the shaman had told himself that

he was owed gratitude for his services. 

Maybe the girl’s excited state, her tight little body thrumming with sexual tension, her pert pink breasts dripping with milk had made his erstwhile spiritual brother forget himself. Those were all explanations though, not excuses. The Sheikh had to know better. The Sultan breathed deeply and shook his head chagrined that he would have to punish a man to whom he owed so much, his life even. He found himself unable to resist and saw his hand reach out and flip the switch as if of its own accord. Almost instantaneously the Sultan felt his cheeks color. 

"Ah! Ungh! Ungh! Oh Gawdhh!" The girl’s whimpers of sexual abandon filled the small room of the observation post. Instinctively the Sultan pivoted around to make sure he was alone. It wouldn't do for anybody to bear witness to his weakness and humiliation at seeing his favorite girl submit to another man like that. For a fleeting moment he felt his anger give way to pure unbridled will to act. He would walk in and slit the traitor’s throat himself. A deep breath – then another, and another. Much better. 

No. No point in swift knee-jerk reactions. This desert Sheikh had very powerful enemies in Saudi Arabia. There would come a time when scores would be settled, with interest. 

But not yet. There would be a time. Soon. 

But what about the girl? The Sultan looked up at the monitors only to see Jenny’s glazed over eyes, vibrating breasts, and flushed body to know he was going to have to punish her for her passions. But she was precious to him. 

More than simply the future mother of his children, he felt her to be a fragile jewel in which unparalleled beauty seemed permanently fused with innate sensuality. She possessed a deep passion that made his body tingle in her presence. He couldn’t allow himself to break her. That would be unfathomable. And yet he had to do something to preserve his honor. A sad smile crossed the Sultan’s face. He would ask Aisha. 

His wife would know what to do with the slutty little concubine. 

She would know just the right thing to do in a case like that. In a case when a master had fallen in love with two women at the same time. She would be vicious but also righteous. She would make sure that his honor was salvaged and the girl survived. He loved his wife and he was certain she knew that. But his love for Aisha was deeply intellectual – a matter of rationale over lust. Nothing like what he felt for Jenny. That was fine. He was the Sultan after all. He would have to be strong for everyone’s sake. It was

his destiny. 

"Aaaaaah!" the scream made him look up and he realized Ibrahim had bottomed out in the girl sheathing himself all the way in her anus. 

They would both have to be punished. There was no way around it. He had seen enough and made up his mind. The Sultan reached over and was about to flick the video feed off when the audible gasps of a third person in the room caught his attention. 

He leaned over the desk peering at the high definition monitors for a better look. Using the joystick on the desk the Sultan pivoted the security feed so that now the camera pointed in the direction of the cage placed in a corner of the room. In it he saw the gleaming eyes and the muzzled face of Ben, Jenny’s husband. Fiddling with a button and then pressing enter, he zoomed the feed in on the imprisoned man. What the Sultan saw made him smile. 

Stringy white jet upon jet of cum were spewing out from between Ben's legs. Even though he was securely placed, his hands chained to the sides of the cage, the Sultan had ordered that the cock cage be removed from the scrotum of his servant. Seeing the man ejaculate at the sight of his wife being possessed anally by the enormous overweight Arab made the Sultan grin. 

Well, if anything, tonight's visit by the desert shaman had served many purposes. Not least of which it had taught Ben the lesson of humility and acceptance. Now he would know that he was not immune from his own carnal lusts and would no longer indulge notions of righteousness with respect to sweet Jenny when he saw her surrendering herself to other men. 


***

"Did he fuck her vaginally?" Aisha asked, her voice suddenly tense. 

"No," the Sultan shook his head. “Just anally.” His voice sounded oddly hollow. 

“You are in luck then, darling, aren't you?” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Well, you know that if he had possessed her sweet little love chute, the little whore would have had to be put down as per Scripture.” 

“I know that,” he shrugged. But I’m the Sultan after all don’t I have the power to pardon her?” 

“You may have many powers, my dear and powerful husband,” his wife smiled thinly and reached out and traced a couple of fingers down his stern jawline. “But given the political situation right now, and the amount of power the clerics hold in the country the last thing you want to appear is weak. If



she had been taken in front, Scripture proscribes that she would have had to be stoned to death.” She let the word hang in the air. 

Suddenly the Sultan felt uncharacteristic weakness overwhelm him and he took a seat. Mistress Aisha smiled and came to stand by his side. She took his head in her hands and gently passed her long fingers through his thick hair. 

“But luckily the fat bastard seemed to feel entitled only to her asshole. This does give you some latitude, I admit.” 

~~~

Continued in Volume 14. 

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. 



The Queen is Most Eager Now

My marriage to the King of England had been arranged of course. I didn't see my betrothed until our wedding night but all the images my bountiful imagination dutifully provided didn't come close to doing my King service. I honestly squirmed throughout the service of Holly Matrimony mortified lest someone noticed my unbecoming anxiety. 

How ironic then that my husband would decide me to be a frigid unwelcoming vessel for his passion! 

But how can I possibly explain to him that the Queen is a lady and should never unveil her true emotions before her Lord and husband? Thank Goodness for the King’s perspicacity in calling upon brother Manfred's knowledge of the soul and flesh in chastising out my vanity and forcing me to be the sensuous wife I know I am. 

I am Eleanor, Queen of England. This is my most secret story. 



Filled by the Drug Lord

What started as an innocent flirt and became a sensuous romp in the hot confines of a truck has come back to haunt Jamie in the form of a heavily tattooed dark Latin gang member. 

Jamie wasn’t always that way. She used to be chaste, timid and very, very conservative. But getting pregnant changed something deep within her body. Now, when the young mother sees a good-looking man her eyes inevitably flit down to his crotch, her mind painting mortifying images of what he packs down there. 

Rodrigo doesn’t take no for an answer and soon she learns that he knows what’s best for her anyway. 



Trash-Man's Toy

Jamie has it all—a loving husband who brings her pleasure in the bedroom and works tirelessly to provide for her their newborn infant, a big house including a hard-working and dedicated maid to help her maintain it. The only missing ingredient in this dream-come-true is a sense of adventure. 

She wasn’t always that way. She used to be chaste, timid and very, very conservative. But her pregnancy changed something deep within her body. Now, every time Jamie came across a good-looking man, her eyes inevitably would flit down to his crotch, her mind painting sweat-inducing images of what he looked like down there. 

Every Thursday Jamie would watch the big, heavily muscled trash-men do their work, and then every afternoon, she would retreat to her bedroom where she’d close the door and lose herself into a fantasy which would inevitably leave her hot and tired at the end. 

One day, Jamie decided to follow her instincts and go out and meet the object of her dreams. 



Elizabeth, His Lordship’s Demure Body-Servant

This is the story of Elizabeth's awakening to a life of service. 

It all started when Lord Dixon made her family an offer they couldn't refuse. 

She accepted to be his body-servant, not that she knew what that meant. 

Then she discovered its meaning and her responsibilities. 

Soon after that — she wanted more. 

With time, Elizabeth has slowly had her mind challenged and evolved, provoked into awakening to a life of carnal sensuality that knows no bounds. She lives, breathes and feeds on her master’s lust. Still an innocent, she pines to be made a woman. 

Lord Edward Benedict Frederick, 13th Lord of Dixon, is her mentor and guide on this journey of sensual realization. He is much older than his young body-servant and experienced in all manners of lovemaking. Yet the young girl awakens a passion like no other that makes the experienced politician forget his worldly ambitions and surrender to endless hours of exploration with his young servant girl. 



Lena's Fall

When I fell in love with my mother's physician, I had no idea things would turn out the way they did. Strong, rich, and very assertive, he seemed just like that person for me, and I was more than willing to be taken in hand by him. 

But just like a butterfly attracted to candlelight I burned my wings. He kept wanting so much more from me, and I only wanted to please him. He had friends, and they all belonged to a dark ancient society. As it turns out, the hive had a leader -- a monster no one wants to disappoint, a demon soul with a craving for innocence and a lust for me. 

This is the story of my downfall. 

Thank you for reading Fired Up for the Sultan. 

If you enjoyed reading this book, you might also want to consider some of my other works. They are listed 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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