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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. 

1. Pregnant With a Prince

Jenny was ushered into the Sultan’s suite. The heavy oak doors slammed shut with a finality that made her shudder. Slowly her eyes adjusted to the twilight of the big empty room in which the foreboding mass of the huge bed seemed to dwarf everything else. 

Upon the dark mahogany floors, almost at the perfect geometric center of the room, was placed a black circular rug. Instinctively Jenny knew that today, this was going to be the place of her submission. 

She padded over, knelt, and assumed the position of an obedient slave expecting her master’s arrival. The chain that had been threaded through her nipple studs tinkled with a thin metallic sound that was perfectly synced to her anxious breathing. Nothing else disturbed the perfect silence of the empty room. 

"That rug is the same size as the traditional submission mat used by the horsemen of the Arabian desert," her master’s voice made her gasp in surprise. “While you're on it, you will be safe from chastisement. It will be your safe place.” 

Demurely she averted her eyes and nodded. She hadn’t been given permission to speak and the Sultan was pleased to see her obedience. She was learning quickly. A smart girl like Jenny always did. There was enormous delight to be had in possessing a creature like her. A well-educated, intelligent woman when subjected to the proper guidance almost always made an excellent slave. 

The Sultan took a moment to appreciate the beautiful image before him. A naked concubine kneeling in a waterfall of white that cascaded down on her from the incandescent ceiling light. Her pale skin contrasted so beautifully with the darkness of the room and the black rug beneath her. 

Like a jewel waiting to be claimed. 


***

The Sultan had walked in from an adjacent room. Jenny had been facing the other way, but when he gave the order, she immediately spun around and threw herself to the floor in his direction. Her lips touched the dark surface of the hardwood. She stretched her arms out above her head and pressed her open palms down, her entire being – a willing instrument waiting for her master’s expert touch. 

Her pose was perfect. She had learned well. 

Her buttocks were raised in a sharp slope even as her breasts were crushed down in submissive obeisance pressing her large areolas into the harshness of the cold rug. Her knees moved a couple of inches sideways opening up her intimacies, making herself accessible if her master chose to mount her. She felt him walk around her prostrate form – a wolf appreciating his prey. 

He stopped circling and her pussy grew wet in anticipation, her quim’s juices – a soothing balm along its chastened surfaces that still pulsated from the deep fisting and ointments she had received less than twenty-four hours earlier. Her entire lower abdomen thrummed with excitement to her master’s presence almost overwhelming her mind completely. 

Jenny had been so tight before the shaman had gone to work on her. Then, after he had done his diabolical deed and reawakened her deepest, most intimate parts, Sheikh Suleiman had plundered her last virgin orifice. 

Jenny could almost feel him lingering deep inside. It was as if the fat Middle Eastern Sheikh’s member was still there, embedded deep in her body, tightly ensconced in between her taut girlish buttocks.  Could her master tell she had been taken? Did he know? Did he blame her? Oh God no! 

For the first time it occurred to her that maybe the Sultan would blame her somehow for having had her virgin butt claimed by someone else, even if that happened to be the shaman. The Sultan was a good man at the core of his being. Jenny was certain of it. But more than the man himself, Jenny was afraid of his culture and traditions. He hailed from a stern ancient society that placed a huge importance on maintaining one’s honor. 

The traditions would require him to be implacable, if his honor was besmirched somehow. Jenny was sure that his vengeance would be swift and very painful. She felt her body visibly shake and her heart skipped a beat at the thought of what he might do to her. Would she be able to bear it? 

Jenny had no experience with BDSM, and now that she thought of perhaps being punished, she felt the coppery taste of fear make an appearance in her suddenly dry mouth. Her skin broke out in goosebumps as she felt her master’s presence come closer. 

“On your back, spread your legs, slave!" Jenny immediately rolled on her back and spread her knees widely. Her heart jumped into a furious drumbeat. 

She knew her master well. 

“Slave” was what he would call her when in the grips of a stern mood. 

Otherwise he always addressed her by her Western name. Suddenly she

remembered the deep armoire at the far side of his bedroom. That’s where he kept the whips and chains which until today she always did her best to not think about. A cold, dark, shiver of anxiety traversed her body even as her red-hot pussy throbbed with incomprehensible excitement. 

The Sultan towered above her, admiring his beautiful slave. Jenny's labia and pink inner lips were swollen red and even from where he was standing he could tell they were throbbing with heat. He crouched between her knees and ran his hand over her damaged flesh. Jenny moaned and without being told, lifted her hips and pressed her vulva up against his soothing touch. Jenny whimpered softly realizing the image she made: Prostrate before her master, holding her legs wide open by the knees, offering herself in the most intimate possible way as if she was his property indeed. 

The big man knelt between her thighs and closely examined her wonderful luscious sex. He gently took her thick outer labia between his fingers and carefully spread them apart. The flesh felt alive and in his touch and he reveled in the moisture that almost immediately coated his hands as he sought to examine the damage that his medicine man had exacted. He stretched her lips wide open as he looked closely into the precious gates to her body. He then lifted a hand and brought a thick finger with a heavy gold ring to gently stroke along the line of her nether mouth. The girl's knuckles went white and she stifled a scream but kept her place as his finger made contact with her reddened flesh. 

The Sultan looked up and met her frightened eyes. It occurred to him that perhaps his slave was worried he might punish her today. The tears he saw coming down her cheeks confirmed his suspicions. He felt pride overwhelm his elated heart. This wonderful woman was growing to know him well. She recognized his anger even before he had explained its cause or even suggested the slightest indication of it. 

It would be foolish to deny the obvious bond he now realized was forming between him and his Jenny. Yes, he was angry. And yes, she would have to be punished for having shared her passions with the shaman. There was no way around it, and this fact broke his heart. 

But there would be time for that later. Today he only wanted to check in on her. It excited him to see his beautiful girl, the gorgeous young woman that had voluntarily agreed to submit to his every desire and even bear his child, be totally at his mercy. Somehow it was important for him to ascertain

her total obedience and unreserved dedication to his person. This could only be achieved through his presence. 

He hadn’t been planning on fucking her this morning, but now that he saw her spread thighs and her delicious pussy, his sympathy at her distress morphed into unadulterated lust to possess her at her most private. 

He stood and watched her look at him as he slowly started unbuttoning his jacket and then his pants that he carefully folded and placed on the floor by his bed. He peeled off his shoes, socks and underwear, and removed the gold chain from around his neck. He didn’t want the rough edges of the metal necklace to cause her any discomfort. He wanted to be careful. Even though he was now going to claim her sore pussy, he would do his best to be as gentle as possible. 

Completely naked, the Sultan knelt between his concubine’s thighs and Jenny who until now had kept her head up to see what he was doing, laid it back down on the floor. A delicious little gasp escaped her lips when he leaned over and planted a soft kiss on her pudenda. Slowly he washed the tip of his broad tongue over her swollen nether lips. 

Carefully and gently he began lapping at her quim. He licked along each side of the entrance to her hot little cave delving his tongue in every fold, allowing it to travel the expanse of her delicious pussy. The warm flavor of his slave washed over the Sultan's tongue and was quickly absorbed into his body as he opened wide and started wetly mouthing her soft pussy. 

He heard himself moan and somewhere in the distance he heard her echo his passions with whimpers of her own. It pleased him immensely to know that today his first kiss for her had been on her cunt. He smiled realizing how many more of these would be coming before he was done with her tonight. 

Slowly he started pressing his lips tighter, sealing them against her nether opening, tongue-fucking her until her tight little pelvis started shaking. Then the Sultan moved his mouth up to the sugary nubbin over her clit and greedily began sucking on her pearl of pleasure. He allowed his tongue to drag across every side of her labia, then moved to the deep precipice between them allowing his breath to wash against the tender skin of her pussy. 

“You are mine forever now, child. No man will ever get near you again," 

he said against the deliciously soft skin of her wonderful thighs. 

The Sultan heard her whimper little unintelligible sounds in response as his coarse beard began rubbing up against her flesh which had now turned angry red and engorged with blood. Her most private area was searing hot

and sopping wet. “Even if the world became normal again, I don't think I would ever let you go. You are too sweet, and beautiful, and innocent, and perfect." 

"I am forever yours, Master," the girl replied softly and the Sultan heard her sob at the implications of her own admission. Tears were pouring down her face as she looked back at him and attempted a chagrined smile. "I don't want any other man," she added simply and he couldn't wait any longer. He had to have her right now, never mind her pain. 

Jenny was grateful that this morning, her maids had removed the infibulating chains from her lips. She had been afraid that her daughter, or Ben, might happen to see the thin chain holding her mouth tightly closed. She was unsure of how either Melody or her husband would have taken it. That had been the way she was brought back to her own room after her encounter with the shaman. 

She had fallen immediately asleep, too emotionally drained to even try and contemplate the horror and depravity of what she had been made to do. 

Mercifully Ben had left early for work and Melody was still fast asleep when the two matrons had come to release her bindings in the morning. 

The Sultan heard the passion in Jenny's sobbing voice and he knew she meant what she was saying. It was more than simply the affection of a sex slave for her master's cock. He was sure Jenny’s words were evidence of her budding love for him. 

“Sweet little slave,” he said softly as he walked himself up her body and began positioning himself at her gates. 

His thrusts into her tightness caused her pussy to come awake with spasms of clitoral ecstasy. Her body grew warm and sensitive to the sliding caresses of his cock. 

Jenny's breath grew labored and harsh. Her arms and legs wrapped around him and she held him tightly. She opened her eyes wide and watched amazed as the Sultan slowly delved into her body as if for the first time. It was as if the shaman last night had gifted her with an entirely new anatomy. Her lower abdomen thrummed with energies she had never experienced before. Jenny could feel every millimeter of her master’s cock, every caress of his plunder, every thrust, every pulse as his muscle filled with blood and throbbed in earnest passion within her belly. It was as if new nerve endings had sprouted to life overnight, and were now flooding her nervous system with unknown impulses that bathed her mind in lust. 

She could feel pain roar to life fed the by the flames of pleasure as they grew higher and higher powered by her master’s baton. It worked diligently, unstoppable, like a tool of a powerful machine making way for itself into her body. Then she felt his lips on hers. He kissed her and took possession of her mouth the same way he had claimed her pussy minutes ago. 

“Filthy little slave," he whispered against her lips but she heard the playful mockery in his voice and craned her neck and kissed him hungrily back. 

Just then something deep inside of her spasmed. She felt wetness coat his shaft. He felt it too and pressed harder until the wiry hairs of his triangle met the soft lips of her cushiony mound. A sharp feminine gasp echoed in the cavernous room when she could almost see with her mind’s eye the Sultan’s fat cock mash up against her throbbing cervix. Then, oiled and gleaming with her secretions, he pulled back out. She whimpered as his ridge tugged on her flesh pulling, suctioning her intimate tunnel. Jenny felt her insides turn raw from his crown as he slowly slid back out her tunnel. 

Then he stopped for a brief second before immediately sloughing himself forward again. This time Jenny could hear the wet squelching sound as his piston drilled its way in again. He didn’t stop until she felt his hard head mash up against her cervix. 

She screamed! His touch there felt raw, painful, electric. 

She screamed, her mouth still claimed by his, her voice muffled by his possessive lips as she felt the buildup of pressure in her belly. He kept pushing resolutely forward until her uterus relented and sank deeper into her abdomen allowing the Sultan to cram every last inch of his thick long masculinity into her chastened tight quim. 

Once fully embedded in the girl, he reared himself up on his fists that he had placed by her shoulders, held her tight, and started pulling himself out again. He fought the suction of her tummy as his cock pistoned almost all the way back out to her gates. He felt big, even to himself. Bigger, than ever. 

Perhaps it was last night’s treatment but her pussy felt shrunken somehow and was now smaller than ever. 

It made hard going for both the master and his slave as they did the primal dance of breeding a young woman into submission. 

Unlike the endless times he had fucked her before, now every time his crown pressed up against her cervix, liquid squirted out of her womb coating him in abundant cream that made his efforts that much more glorious and satisfying. 

Ten long, bittersweet minutes passed, minutes during which Jenny’s body got covered with her master’s sweat as he rutted mercilessly above her. She loosened up and was able to start taking him harder and faster as he increased the length of his strokes. Her abdomen rearranged itself and he was now able to plunge all the way in on every vicious pummel of his thick hips. 

The Sultan fucked Jenny hard. 

His thick long cock kept sliding back and forth, sawing across her hot flesh, and suddenly the universe shifted and Jenny's discomfort took a step back. It emptied the stage of her overexcited mind to an ecstasy unlike anything she had ever experienced before. 

She was struck by an epiphany so sensual and deep that she knew no words could ever describe it. 

She was not being made love to. She was not even being fucked! She was being transformed by her master's manhood into an erstwhile priestess, a willing vessel for his seed, a fertile field upon which he would saw his children! 

Her toes curled. Her heels pressed down on the small of his back. She dug in her nails into his shoulders urging him to claim her deeper yet! Something somewhere in her body had shifted gears again and Jenny felt her nipples relax and her milk slowly started dribbling and covered her chest in long white trails that trickled down. It mingled with her master's sweat to fall onto the rug coating it with droplets of creamy white which coalesced into puddles

– little lakes of sweet ecstasy. 

Jenny didn't care and neither did her master. 

She craned her head and met his lips with hers. Her body became one pure embodiment of sexual lust and craving. She kissed him, and this time she took the initiative from him. She pushed into his mouth, invading him with her lust as she gasped and groaned, her throat and lungs giving voice to her need. 

Her master's right hand then came down onto her left breast, where the shaman had placed the odious insect yesterday. Now, the Sultan leaned in and having placed almost his entire weight on it, mashed her tit. He kept his fingers spread wide so that the soft malleable flesh oozed between them and pressed up through the hairy digits that he then squeezed. Jenny looked to see what he was doing and was amazed when the pain she had been expecting didn’t register. 

Instead of it a deep overwhelming ecstasy blossomed throughout every

single pore along her breast. The nipple where the centipede had sunk its pincers last night became the epicenter of an earthquake that shook her world. 

The strange venom that had caused her left breast to almost double in size as if permanently engorged and heavy with milk now made her deep flesh tingle as if shocked by electricity. 

Jenny looked up at her master and found his mouth again. She laved his tongue with hers and mashed her lips against his. All the while his hips kept grinding and humping in one delirious frenzy of ecstasy. 

Then, suddenly the Sultan pulled back, lifted his weight from her chest, his chest panting and looked down on her, his eyes – boring daggers into her wide-open blue irises. She gaped up at him and could see how devoid he had become of any concern he might have initially had for her well-being. 

His hips slammed back into her wide-splayed pudenda. A loud smacking sound of flesh meeting flesh resounded in the sparse room. His violent motion made her feet bounce on either side of his torso, and he resumed his plunder with redoubled vigor. The girl grunted and groaned while he drilled his shaft into the deepest core of her body. 

Then, without even missing a stroke, she felt the familiar searing sensation of his hot seed erupt into her center. This triggered a feverish reaction which brought her to the cusp of fainting as the universe closed in on her from all sides. It was as if his seed was the fuel behind her delirium. 

Then her own climax exploded. 

Her orgasm unfurled in her groin and quickly blossomed outwards. It made her entire being rock with jolt upon jolt of all-encompassing sexual trance that threatened to slough off her skin. Her world was swamped out by a violent flood of pleasure that made her vision blur and her mind collapse in on itself and Jenny forgot to breathe and found darkness closing from all sides. 

2. Sentenced to be Subjugated

The Sultan stopped his plunder and was now just gazing down on her as if in disbelief. She just lay there on the carpet beneath him, feeding on air and bathing in his love. 

Finally, her heart slowed and she was able to breathe more normally. 

Her master, for his part, felt his cock relax and soften within her tight belly. Carefully, like a python withdrawing out of a lair, he pulled out his manhood from her thrumming quim that closed on it with an audible pop. He gazed down on her widely splayed crotch, fascinated with her new pussy. For that’s what it essentially was – a new and fundamentally rebuilt vessel. He admired the shaman’s work with an expert’s respect for what the man had done for his concubine’s affections. What a shame that Sheikh Suleiman had also chosen to overstep his boundaries…

The Sultan shook his head regretfully and stood to go wash himself in the small bathroom of his suite. Jenny could use a moment to catch her breath. 

She barely moved as he left her there – sprawled and naked upon the soiled black rug. 

She lay is if recovering from a faint. Her body and mind – still thrumming with postorgasmic bliss. Idly she wondered why her body didn’t hurt after the vicious fucking her master had just inflicted? Jenny reached down between her legs and tentatively cupped her pussy. 

It felt sensitive and bruised, radiating palpable heat. But it wasn’t in any way damaged or hurt. In fact, the thick waves of her master’s cream that were now slowly flowing out of her body felt so good, that without thinking, she used her fingers to spread the creamy substance around her chastened vulva. 

The only vestige of the rough penetration was a gentle buzz of lingering ecstasy. Like a constant thrum, it emanated from somewhere deep behind her navel and raced across her body

“Why is my slave girl smiling?" 

She looked up dreamy eyed to see the Sultan standing and her smile redoubled in brightness. 

“This slave girl didn’t realize she was smiling, Master,” she replied playfully continuing to refer to herself in the third person. 

How could she not smile? The father of the child she now felt growing in her belly looked glorious as he stood like an ancient conqueror, dressed as he

was in his well-pressed military uniform towering above her. The possessive glint of pride she saw in his eyes made her body swoon with warm joy. Even if merely a concubine in his household, she was his. “I think my master’s seed has taken,” she added dreamily. 

In spite of himself the Sultan felt a giant smile spread across his face. Then a cloud covered his features and Jenny shivered. 

“Stand up, Little Slave,” the Sultan said and with a whimper Jenny realized he was not done with her yet. 

"Yes, master." 

With slow deliberate movements Jenny forced herself up on her knees and then, faltering at first, finally managed to steady herself and stand straight. 

Jenny knew better than to meet her master’s eye and so centered her gaze at a neutral point midway on the floor between both of them. 

The Sultan took a step back admiring the breathtaking sight before him. 

The sweat-covered disheveled young blond woman with milk, cum and sweat slowly sliding down her lithe little body, was like a Goddess descended from heaven. For the millionth time since he had met her, he felt an irrepressible need to pinch himself. Perhaps he was dreaming, or maybe even dead and in hell, and she was a figment of his imagination, or perhaps an apparition sent to torment him for his past sins. Finally, he watched as anxiety seemed to get the best of her and she looked back up at him and met his eyes. "I'm frightened, Sir." The Sultan nodded gravely. 

"You should be frightened, Jenny," his voice sent chills through to her very core. "Yesterday you enjoyed yourself with a man who was not your master.” 

 He knows!  Of course, he does! He is the Sultan, silly girl! He knows everything! 

Jenny felt a violent, nauseating mixture of shame, anxiety and panic reach out and grab at her soul with vicious violence. Suddenly she felt too self-aware to be able to sustain his glaring look. Jenny gave a little sob and nodded. 

“It is unbecoming for a royal concubine to indulge her lust and behave like a common whore. Her actions bring shame that reflects badly not only upon herself, but also on her master. It breaks my heart, but now I will have to punish you, if you are to stay in my service. This is that much more imperative if what you say is true and you have indeed just conceived my child.” His words were like painful shards of glass stabbing at her very heart. 

Jenny swiveled her head up to his eyes, her face wild with anxiety. “I-I'm sorry, Master,” she started babbling. “You told me to treat the visitor as if he was you. I-I…” 

“I know, Little Slave, but I think you outdid your slutty self. You offered him your ass, something even I hadn't claimed yet?" 

 Oh God! 

But what could she have done? The Sheikh had fisted her pussy and then flipped her over and claimed her ass! Her head had been too muddled for any coherent thought. Now she was going to be punished! 

And worst of all – she had trampled all over her master’s trust! 

“I-I'm sorry,” Jenny was about to say something in her own defense but then suddenly the air seemed to go out of her and she started openly crying. 

Her shoulders shook and big tears ran down her cheeks and onto her quivering breasts where they mixed with her drying milk to fall to the floor by her quivering feet. 

“I know, sweetheart, I know,” the Sultan said his own voice suddenly husky with emotion. He almost reached out to the girl to take her in his embrace and console her but there was nothing to be done. They were rules to follow and sometimes they bound a ruler even more strongly than any of his subjects could ever be. "Because you allowed Sheik Suleiman to take you up the ass and pollute your flesh with his cum, you have been sentenced to be publicly whipped.” 

“I-I don't know that I can take it, Master,” Jenny said her face honestly looking up at him as her voice grew shaky. 

“You will if I say you should, my sweet whore," said the Sultan. "You don't have a choice. Now put your hands up behind your head and interlace your fingers. Keep your elbows straight out. I will tell you what you will have to undergo as penance for your behavior.” 

She was perfect. No, not perfect – more than perfect, a gift of God! And now she was probably even pregnant. Bred, with child. His child. He couldn't resist anymore but found himself taking the couple of steps necessary to be near her. He reached out and placed his hand to her flushed face. His large palm made her look childlike. 

She pressed in and nuzzled into the warm confines of his hard flesh like a scared little animal of the forest seeking comfort. Jenny began sobbing loudly as he reached out with his other hand and cupped her face. She wanted to snuggle up against him. She wanted to press herself into his chest and cuddle

all day seeking the strength only his broad shoulders could provide. 

Reluctantly he forced himself to let her go and took a couple of steps back. 

"Stay standing, Little Slave," he said his words sounding harsher than he meant. “I want to hold you till the end of days, sweet girl, but it is important for both of us that my honor be protected and the law be served, Jenny.” 

The Sultan saw her eyes glaze over. "Look at me, little slave. Do you understand what I'm saying?” she looked at up at him and shook her head honestly trying to figure out why it was that he so wanted to punish her. 

"I'm not the only one who knows what happened last night, child." He was speaking slowly, gravely, his voice warm and fatherly, as if she was explaining to a child. "In my country, even the most powerful men still have to abide by a code of honor. You are mine, my property. The shaman besmirched you by possessing something that was not his to take. If I allowed that to stand, my reputation as lord and master of my country might soon be challenged. Then neither of us will be safe! Do you understand now, why I need to punish you, sweet child?” His intonation was pleading, as if he was beseeching her to let him, to  allow him to punish her. “As much as I hate to do it, you will be punished severely. Your body will be made to display the marks of the whip for a long time after the pain has subsided.” 

Jenny stood frozen, her anxiety building upon itself as her master's scary words sank in. Her face became a mask of woe, her chin quivered, her small hands which hung helplessly by her side balled into tiny fists. Questions began swirling in her mind. Questions, that were so many that she didn’t even know how to ask them, or even if she was permitted to do so! 

Would he be the one who would whip her? 

 Whipped! Dear God!  She had never been whipped in her life!  What if she couldn't take it? 

Would they allow her to faint? Or would they revive her and wait until she came back to her senses before continuing with the prescribed punishment? 

Even though a small part of her was starting to come to grips with the way the honor system of these traditional people worked, she was still refusing to accept the reality of her forthcoming ordeal. It was too much to bear right now. Too difficult to comprehend. 

“Please, master," Jenny whimpered not sure why she felt that she must say something. 

"Please what, Jenny?" The Sultan asked softly. He realized his hands were back caressing her soft face. 

“Please be gentle with me." She looked up at him with eyes she knew must look big as saucers. 

How could he do this to her? 

Didn't he love her? 

She was sure he did. And yet part of her was already starting to understand that neither of them had any choice. She had to submit to whatever punishment the Sultan deemed was necessary to wash away her betrayal. 

Betrayal? Was that what she had done? Betraying him was the very last thing in the world she had meant to do! And yet, according to his customs and people she had done just that. 

She couldn't think straight, the voices in her mind arguing both sides all of a sudden. 

“I'm afraid I cannot, sweetheart. It will hurt because I must make it hurt." 

"Why?" Jenny breathed, her belly tightening with anxiety. 

Just then a loud pussy fart escaped and an avalanche of snow white semen trickled down her thighs. The Sultan craned his neck to see and so did she. 

He smiled sadly and gathered her up in his arms and kissed her fervently on the cheek. 

“Because as you cry out in pain, your fellow servants and slaves, all my citizens, will hear the terror in your voice and see the marks on your body. 

Your body shall bear witness to the painful consequences of failing to strive and preserve their Sultan’s honor. Hopefully you will not suffer in vain. Your tribulation will serve to convince the entire world of the terrible consequences of incurring my wrath. By your example, your pain will help us all make it through these difficult times. The people will see how ruthless I can be if I am willing to punish my most beloved concubine, the future mother of my children. Deep in their hearts, everyone will know how much more swift and severe the Sultan’s righteous anger will be if he were to be taken advantage of by someone else, someone he absolutely had no feelings for. They will know they have no choice but honor him, obey him, and do their utmost to serve him. And by serving me, they will serve the country too." 

"Oh!" Jenny was starting to understand now. "Oh, God…" 

"Do you understand, Jenny," his voice sounded almost pleading now, 

"why I must make an example of you? Why I must cover your body with the marks of my whip and have my way across your buttocks and bosom?" 

Something in the way he spoke touched unseen strings deep in her soul, 

strings that no one else had touched until now. And Jenny felt her heart resonate with a deep all-encompassing adoration, a love not unlike that of a loyal pet willing to put its life on the line for its master. 

Jenny was overcome with emotions and the realization that her subconscious had already decided for her: Of course she would submit and accept the punishment her master had decreed. She was his slave, and he was her master. Who was she to question his decision? She felt humbled that he nonetheless took the time to explain himself to her. A charming echo of a bygone time that might never return. A time when men and women used to be equal in the full meaning of the word. 

"Yes, master. I understand," Jenny whispered looking him straight in the eyes. Then another horrible thought crossed her mind. "Will having me whipped in the public square be all that you’ll do?" She was barely done with her question when she saw the deep sadness that suffused her master’s expressive eyes. She gasped and fell to her knees. 

“I'm sorry Jenny, but there will be more. The lustful way in which you gave yourself up for that other man's enjoyment also has to be punished. 

Letting yourself go, allowing yourself to climax while being possessed by his cock, is almost worse than anything else you did. It might be argued that given that you are merely a concubine, you had no say in the way he took your body. But there is no possible way to pardon your lustful screams and passionate ecstasy that made your body writhe and twist around his insulting shaft. I assure you that I thought long and hard on the most appropriate punishment for this heinous behavior of yours. I even went ahead and convened the  majlis, my royal council of ministers. I invited my wife to attend too. They were all unanimous. You will have to be shamed and humiliated before the world. There’s no other way. I’m sorry.” 

As he spoke, the Sultan felt his heart break with every sob that shook his young slave’s pale naked form where she lay in a puddle of hopelessness at his feet. He looked up and uttered a silent prayer that God somehow allow him to pardon her. The Sultan knelt by the girl and placed his hand at the nape of her neck gently rubbing her there trying as best he could to soothe her distress. 

“It sounds worse than it will be,” his voice lacked conviction even to him. 

He waited patiently until she was finally able to calm down a bit. 

Jenny took a deep breath, squared her shoulders, and without being told to do so, sat back on her heels assuming the demure presenting position of a

slave waiting for her master's orders. Her breath was still labored, her hair disheveled, and her body glistening with sweat and tears, but she managed to steady her voice and this gained her master's eternal admiration. He had never seen something as beautiful as this strong woman submitting herself to her fate like that. 

 She knows what is required of her, he thought,  she is determined to do what is necessary to bear her burden. She will serve me well. She does me honor, not shame, by being my devoted concubine. 

“How will they humiliate me?" She asked softly. Her voice had regressed so much as a result of her anxiety and stress, that it sounded like a child asking her parent how many times she was going to be spanked. 

“Given that your transgression involved your ass, that is where your humiliation will take place. You will be tied down on a wooden block and a liquid containing a solution of special salts will be injected into your bowels. 

You will be made to keep it for a long period of time while you recite loudly for all to hear words of atonement pledging yourself wholeheartedly to your Sultan and promising to never shame him again. This will be repeated three times after which you will be fitted out with a butt plug fashioned in the form of a horsetail which you will always keep in your body, except when you use the bathroom or service your master.” 

“Oh dear Lord!” Jenny shrieked squeezing her eyes shut and bit her lip. It was as if her imagination had already conjured the sensations of the punishing presence of a permanent butt plug. "When will this happen?" Her voice was quivering with emotion. She was on the verge of a nervous breakdown. 

The Sultan took a deep breath and let it out slowly through pursed lips and nodded. He was impressed by the young concubine’s struggle to maintain decorum. Watching her, it occurred to him, that Jenny was using what she had learned in his service–her posture of submission, the rigid and formal manner of addressing him, and her natural humility as a means to help herself through her tribulation. 

Something changed in the Sultan in that instant, like gears shifting in his mind, and he vowed to do all in his power to ensure Jenny’s survival. It was not unlike a veil had been lifted from his eyes, and now he recognized her for what she truly was – a treasure unique and more precious than any gemstones he possessed. He would do anything to ensure her survival. 

He cleared his throat and arranged his face in the scowl he knew she had

grown to expect from him. He didn’t want her to realize how deep his admiration for her ran. 

"I haven't decided yet when your public subjugation will be. There is a lot that needs to be taken care of to make sure that a public gathering of this nature is safe and peaceful. Given the political situation in the world, we cannot be too careful. There will be a lot of people, I'm sure,” he noticed her blush at his words, but pressed on. “We will need to set up checkpoints and do random searches to stop any potential acts of terror. Also, we’ll need to make sure there's no impending threat from abroad. I'm sure you have heard already about the limited nuclear exchange that has occurred between the United States and Russia?” 

“Yes, master, I have,” Jenny was too exhausted to even entertain the questions tumbling through her mind. 

“I will do my best to arrange that your public shaming and punishment happen sooner rather than later.” He could only imagine how the anticipation of her impending subjugation hung over her like an ominous cloud. 

“Thank you, master." She looked up at him and he saw genuine gratitude in her teary eyes. 

3. His Essence, Her Prescription It was two days since she had learned her fate and an unknown number of days more until she would inevitably experience it. 

Jenny was sitting on the commode, hoping against hope that those couple of minutes of privacy afforded her daily to do her business could go on indefinitely. A cramp twisted her bowels and for the umpteenth time since the vicious shaman had possessed her backside she wondered if he hadn't damaged something. A loud noise escaped her and she felt sweat cover her brow, a reaction of the blush that covered her skin. Nervously she cast a furtive glance at the wide open door of the bathroom wondering if the matrons had heard. Not that it mattered. They had heard and seen much worse before. Sometimes Jenny truly wished she would finally grow a thicker skin and stop worrying about what people thought every time they saw her in the bathroom or servicing her master. 

"Remember to take your prescription!" came the shrill accented voice of the old woman in the room next door. Jenny didn't think it was possible to blush any deeper but she realized she had been mistaken. Even as she felt herself open and lose the meager contents of her bowels, she bent down and picked up the transparent shot glass full of creamy white gelatinous liquid. 

Instinctively her eyes drifted up to the blinking red light of the security camera high up in the ceiling, its pitiless dark eye trained down on her. There was nothing she could do but take it. 

Her master's thick preserved sperm. 

Two tablespoons worth of it, morning lunch and evening, while sitting on the commode, each time.  Her prescription.  She shivered violently but somehow was able to bring the vile little glass vessel to her lips. She squeezed her eyes shut and tilted her head back her blond tresses flying in the air as she forced the viscous and heavy gelatinous liquid into her mouth. It was cold thick and refused to flow making her have to gulp it down using her tongue and saliva to lick out every last droplet from the glass. 

It was either that or she would be punished. 

 Her prescription. 

She had first been told to take it on that same morning when the vile little doctor in his disgusting white lab coat had informed her matter-of-factly that she was indeed pregnant. At last. Her master's seed had finally taken and now it was her duty to protect its fruit. Drinking the Sultan's sperm three times a

day was part of that obligation. It was an ancient tradition they had told her. It was a way to prevent unfortunate abortions and premature deliveries. She would have to take it until the baby was born. 

Somewhere far in the recesses of her once well-educated mind Jenny realized that there was, in fact, some good reason behind this bizarre custom. 

She remembered having read once a scientific paper detailing data that showed that women who gave their husbands and boyfriends fellatio and swallowed the product of their efforts had a smaller chance of ever miscarrying their babies. 

The data was very clear about it. Jenny shivered. She now understood it for what it was – Mother Nature’s way of asserting her claim over humankind. Her way of ensuring that people remained as close to their primal origins as possible. 

The most striking part of that particular scientific study, at least as far as Jenny was concerned, had been the realization that if a woman cheated on the father of her child and consumed the seed of someone else, the effects tended to be disastrous. In fact, the scientists had embarked on a second detailed line of study showing that the preponderance of early term abortions, morning sickness and extra-uterine pregnancy was exponentially increased when a woman ingested the sperm of a man who was other than the father of the child. 

In the temporary solitude of the bathroom Jenny frowned to herself. 

Mother Nature’s way of enforcing marital fidelity. She had been laying the groundwork for millennia before humans ever thought of shaming adultery. 

"All done?" She almost jumped taken aback by the woman who had materialized at the door smiling coldly. Jenny nodded instinctively trying to cover herself with her hands but then giving up on the futile effort. 

Since she was in her own apartment now, no one but the matrons was allowed to see her and they were adamant about not allowing her to wear any sort of clothing when at home, in the privacy of her own apartment suites. 

"Very well, dear girl. Let me see the glass. Perfect – so clean, I'm sure that our master will be proud with your efforts.” The woman said in her guttural voice that grated offensively at Jenny's nerves. “Wipe yourself clean and make sure you’re well washed. The Sultan has called for you.” 

Oh God! Jenny's heart skipped a beat. Had the day of her punishment arrived at last? Every morning she woke up in deathly panic wondering whether today would be the day of her public whipping, enema and

humiliation. 

"Go on hurry, girl! You don't have all day,” the woman shouted and Jenny flushed the toilet and scurried to comply. 

But before the Sultan, Jenny had to spend some time under the ministrations of the blacksmith. Having secured her in a OB/GYN exam chair, he methodically went about removing all the accoutrements in her body. First he used pliers to cut through the thin gold nose ring that by now she had grown so used to hanging over her mouth and chin that she would catch herself sometimes playing with it with her tongue. 

Next, with surprising dexterity, he removed the little diamond studs –

placeholders holding the holes he had pierced in her lips in case her mouth needed to be chained shut again. 

After that, her tongue, nipples, bellybutton, clit hood, and labia, were all relieved of the various metal objects that had been piercing her flesh. One after another, they had been removed and were dropped into a metal plate by the exam table, the loud sound they made falling against it had made her jump with predictable regularity much to the man’s amusement. 

Jenny's eyes couldn't help but stare wide-eyed at him and the deep scars that crisscrossed his exotic face. Her body remembered him better than her mind ever could. Even now, she couldn't shake the memories that suffused her body from the raw, animal fucking he had given her the day he had first pierced her flesh and placed the chains, rings, and studs in her. It felt like years ago, but had happened less than two months before. 

Once he had removed everything, he used his right hand to cup her breast, his large work-roughened playfully moving over her nipple until it hardened of its own accord. Without saying a word, he smiled a small, triumphant smile. "Next time I see you, you will have delivered my master's child," he whispered and by the steely glint in his eyes Jenny could tell he was already picturing what he would be doing to her then. "Mmmmm… yes,” he said continuing to stare at her his fingers absentmindedly pinching her nipples that had grown erect when he had removed the rings holding them tight. 

“Adorable. Even more so now that your body knows it carries another life in it. You glow, baby." 

The moved his hand to her lips that parted of their own accord. She knew he wouldn't be allowed to take her. Not now, not after she had become the fertile receptacle of her master's seed. And yet, she couldn't resist the eroticism that seemed to seep from every pore of this austere man's body. 

“Time to meet your master.” 

4. Jenny's Walk of Shame

The blacksmith escorted her silently to a room she had never entered before and even before the door closed behind her, Jenny knew to prostrate herself. Her master was waiting. She could sense him. She pressed her naked breasts engorged with milk against cold hardwood and waited offering her obeisance as was her second nature by now. 

As usual the Sultan was seated. But this time there was a palpable gravity that hung heavy in the air. Too afraid to actually raise her head and look up, Jenny did the next best thing she could think of. She remembered how in the very beginning, the Sultan had taught her to communicate her responses to him by thrumming her forehead against the floor where she was kneeling. 

One thud for yes, two for no. Now, she figured, he would understand if she thumped her head three times. Jenny also hoped he would notice her desire to impress him with her obedience. 

Bang! It felt both deeply humiliating and strangely arousing to communicate with the man who had put his child in her tummy that way. 

Bang! She saw stars. She felt lightheaded with the force and sound that echoed through the room. Bang! Oh God, please…

"My little concubine is asking for permission to speak. " His voice sounded matter-of-fact and almost preternaturally calm. 

Bang! 

“Very well, go ahead and ask, Little Slave." Jenny turned red in shame as she sat back on her heels. She placed her palms facing upwards on her widely splayed knees. She was careful to keep her eyes downcast. 

"This little slave would like to ask her master when he would find the time to exact the punishment that she has coming and justly deserves." Jenny was surprised at how measured and strong her voice sounded given how close to the emotional precipice of a nervous breakdown she felt. 

Long silence greeted her question before her master finally spoke. When he did, he said only one word. A word that made her whole body tremble. 

"Tonight." 

She hiccupped with fright and for a moment forgot her place, as she cast a quick glance at her master and then down again. "Thank you, M-master," she heard herself stammer. She felt detached from her body, floating and removed from the immediacy of the anxiety roiling her heart. It was as if she was merely an observer now, watching down on the scene of a sex slave

about to be punished in the court of her medieval lord. She started crying. 

Jenny couldn’t help it. Tears were pouring down her face even though she managed to remain silent. 

"Come sit in my lap, pretty Little Slave.” She couldn't run fast enough. She had so fervently hoped he would allow her to snuggle up in his lap and hug him in this moment of tribulation. He enjoyed the sight of her delicious breasts, heavy with milk, one of them noticeably bigger than the other, covered in veins, bouncing as she ran up from the floor to do his bidding. 

He scooped her up in his strong tree trunk arms and placed her sideways in his lap, his rough camel wool robe chafing her delicate skin as she pressed herself up against his chest in genuine eagerness for solace. He was her master, the man who was going to punish her. But he was also the only person in the world who could protect her and bring her release and joy. 

The Sultan held her close and kissed the top of her head enjoying the delicate femaleness of her scent and the little mewling sounds that escaped her tight throat. 

"You are doing well, Jenny, I'm proud of you. After tonight everything will be forgiven. You will have a beautiful future here with me at the Palace bearing me strong children." 

"Yes, Master. T-thank you, Master." He cradled her gently and began to rock back and forth. His tenderness stroked her soul and Jenny began to cry again, more out of relief that he still wanted her than anything else. 

"There, there," he soothed her softly. 

"That's my good little slave." He continued to rock her gently, like a father holding his precious child. Jenny turned her face and buried it into her master's chest and sobbed. 


***

“Tell me, sweet child, I never asked you before. Tell me about your experience when the shaman used the noxious little insect.” 

The Sultan threaded his fingers through her thick hair that had just recently been brushed by the two stubby old nannies. Jenny loved the way his hands felt when he played with her tresses. He brought his face so close that Jenny could feel his breath. She had laid herself against his broad chest, her butt cushioned in the hard expanse of his lap. She felt engulfed from all sides by his maleness and turned her face upwards to peer at his stern expression. 

She felt his hands – so soft, yet firm on her face. He let his fingertips brush

across her full lips and up along the high her high cheekbones. They came to rest atop her eyelids that had fluttered closed. Then, he opened her eyes with his fingers and it felt as if he could see into her soul. “Tell me how it felt to have a creature pierce your flesh for me, child.” He commanded. 

“You were there…” she tried to resist his request. 

“Yes,” he nodded. “I was, and I enjoyed watching your tribulation for me. 

But now that I have you all to myself, I want to experience your thoughts. 

What you felt in your own words, please tell me, sweetheart,” he pleaded and Jenny felt deeply touched by the curiosity of her master. She sighed and closed her eyes cringing in distaste at the mental image her memory brought back. The image of the squirming, shiny, wormlike insect of some sort, wiggling around the thumb and forefinger of the shaman where he held its head carefully in his hand, its pincers opening and closing in the air like a promise of future pain. 

“He told me to arch my chest out and offer him my breast,” she said quietly stifling a whimper at the frightful memory. 

“And you did it. I was truly impressed to see you submit so obediently to the orders of my guest.” As he spoke the Sultan’s hand come down to cup her left breast holding it in his palm. He lifted it from her chest and bounced its weight up from her chest. She knew what was to follow and soon enough strong fingers brushed against her aching nipple. Ever since her experience with the nasty insect her breast had never been the same again. Now even the slightest wisp of air across her flushed skin would elicit her nipple to stand up in eager tightness sending delectable shivers pulsing all the way down to her clit from where they would bounce back in reinforced vigor. 

“I wanted to ask him why he was doing that, but I couldn’t. My lips and tongue were enchained by the matrons. You had ordered that I be rendered mute.” She hiccupped with anxiety at the helplessness of her situation. 

“Tell me what you felt when the pincers sunk into your flesh,” the Sultan asked and his fingers slowly but inexorably began tightening their grip at the base of her painfully throbbing nipple. “Did it feel like that?” 

“Ouch! Arghh! Aiie! T-The pain was sharp and stinging, Master,” she replied her words tumbling one after another as she relived her anguish. “As it sank its vile little pincers into my nipple tender swollen nipple, I felt it sting me and inject some vile toxin into my boob. I squealed with the sensation feeling its thousand little legs tickling my flesh even as it bit in deeper. I watched as it wiggling around my nipple as if looking for better purchase.” 

Sweat broke out all along her body and made Jenny’s skin shine in the pale twilight of the Sultan’s bedroom. 

“And then what did you do?” Queried the Sultan, his hand gripping her left tit ever tighter. Jenny hurried to reply hoping that once they were done with this topic, he would forget about torturing her stung breast. 

“I would have use my hands to push it away, but both you and the shaman looked at me so sternly that I was afraid to do anything! I just stood there looking down at the thing wondering what it was supposed to be doing? The next time I looked, it seemed to have grown fatter and heavier even as my nipple started to burn and throb and my breast felt hot and I saw a sheen of sweat bloom across my flesh.” Jenny’s voice sounded rushed and anxious as if she was describing events taking place that very moment. 

“It was feeding on your blood,” explained the Sultan enjoying the look of shock and disbelief in his young slave’s wide-open blue eyes. 

“Like a leech…” She said softly. 

“Like a leech.” He confirmed. 

“My nipple became unnaturally fat and swollen…” 

“And what about your pussy?” 

“It felt h-hot,” she stammered, “uncomfortably so.” Jenny squirmed in his lap as his fingers molded her left breast. “Ungh!” The Sultan had pressed his fist into the small of her back making her arch up into his face offering herself to his greedy mouth. 

He brought his lips down on to the now well-reddened and hot breast thrumming with excitement and milk. 

Jenny couldn’t help herself but gasp with pleasure when she felt her milk start to flow. It was indescribable. Something so very tantalizingly similar to a permanent orgasm but emanating from deep within the flesh of her left breast. There were simply no words to paint the colors and ecstasy she felt with every pull of his mouth. His hungry lips eagerly sucked the milk from her with such pressure that it almost made her dizzy with relief. 

Then she felt his hand between her legs. She spread them arching her pelvis up against it. His fingers felt alive where they touched and soon and she rewarded them with rivulets of moisture from deep within her womb. 

“You taste beautiful, sweetheart. What have you been eating?” 

Jenny didn’t even bother to open her eyes. She heard her own girlish sounding voice answer, “mostly fruits and vegetables, Master. Almost no meat.” 

“What kind of fruits, darling?” His finger – the middle one with a big ring denoting his status as head of state opened her and delved deep into her pussy. 

“Mostly pineapple and oranges, M-master.” 

“You can tell. But it seems to me that there’s something else, an underlying sharpness to your milk. It tastes out of this world! Sheikh Suleiman’s insect seems to have done something quite strange but very enticing,” the Sultan said pointedly smacking his lips as if tasting expensive wine. “Your left breast does taste creamier and much richer than your right. 

Perhaps I will have him use an insect there as well.” 

“Oh… Please… N-no-no…” The finger deep in her pussy curled and pressed up against her mons from the inside. Jenny’s mouth opened wide in a silent scream somewhere between pleasure and pain. 

“You can never tell me no darling. Your breasts are mine to do with as I please. I thought you knew that. Your body belongs to me. I will let that slide now, but next time,” he twisted his fingers in her tight cleft. 

“Arghhh!” she gasped unintelligibly her uterus squirting little jets of cream deep in her belly that trickled down to coat his hand in promiscuous wetness. 

“This belongs to me,” the Sultan said. “Say, “my cunt belongs to you, my master.”” 

“M-my… c belongs to you, my master,” the thickness in her own voice told the slave more than she could bear to know about herself – her cunt was his, her womb, as well as the child growing within it where his too, her milk milky breasts where his as well. 

“Good girl. Kiss me!” Jenny lifted herself up and pressed her lips against his mouth and gasped. He tasted wonderfully – a mix of her milk and his masculine strength had somehow melded with each other into an addicting experience. For the first time in her life, Jenny was curious to try her own milk. Perhaps later…

Jenny felt on the very cusp of yet another mind-blowing orgasm. But her master seemed to realize it and suddenly pulled his hand away from her pudenda. He pressed her shoulders forward and forced her to stand up from his lap. 

She almost tripped and fell but he held her up by the waist steadying her and turning her around to face him. 

“I don’t want you to come, sweet slave. Not just yet. The day is long going to be long for you and I want you to save your passions for when you can use

them to help you through the tribulations that lie ahead.” 

He held her by the waist and waited a couple of minutes for her mind to clear and her heartrate to steady itself before she could stand on her own. 

Only then did he sit back in his massive chair. She looked up at him and sighed. 

“Yes, Master. Thank you master,” she said her eyes suddenly moist with unbidden tears. Her gratitude was sincere. Jenny could imagine how deep her humiliation and pain would soon become when she was made to present herself naked for her public chastisement. She was also slowly becoming aware of the secret powers of her passions, powers she could use to dull the emotional pain of her pending humiliation and punishment. 

They started by oiling her body. 

She was made to lay face down on a cold marble table where the two burly nannies who normally took care of her daughter began massaging her back. 

Mercifully, they appeared to be supremely goal-oriented, almost in a hurry as their hands efficiently kneaded her flesh. 

"Oh… ah… I – oh please…" Her little gasps soon quieted and Jenny realized that no matter her protests the women appeared to have set their minds on completing their task with maximum efficiency as soon as possible. 

Jenny could feel the women's hands move towards her buttocks opening up memories and sensations she wished to forget. 

The oil they used was warm and sometimes made her skin tingle as they doused her generously and then used strong meaty fingers to work the oil into her flesh with absolutely no regard for her comfort. Jenny winced when they felt up her buttocks, shaped them in their hands, separated, then lifted them, then pressed them down again. She felt herself grow hot at the thought that these two elderly women were now peering into her most intimate of places. 

Jenny felt herself not unlike a child in their hands, manipulated, massaged, pampered and cleaned, prepared for her subjugation. 

Then they flipped her on her back. She noticed one of the matrons bend down so close to her pudenda she felt bashful and closed her eyes. The women were rubbing the oil into her belly and legs and she pressed them tightly together and tried to turn to the side. 

SLAP! 

"You will learn to accept what is done to you, slave," the woman said in her guttural voice. "Soon you so used to that, you not think about it." They

firmly pressed her shoulders back into the stone slab and resumed their work. 

Swift fingers smoothing the oil into her throat arms and chest. 

Jenny had squeezed her eyes shut at the humiliation now opened them self-consciously to see the women carefully intent on their work. They went about it without any obvious passion but with clear devotion. One of the matrons emptied more oil into the palm of her left hand and then allowed it to fall onto Jenny’s breasts. She lifted them and began squeezing them much the same way as they had worked on her bottom. Jenny closed her eyes again, biting her lip when she felt the rough fingers begin familiar milking squeezes starting at the base of her glands and lead all the way up to her nipples. 

She let out a little cry. 

"Be still, little slave," one of the women said matter-of-factly. "It is best that you have no milk when you start your ordeal. You will bruise less when they strike you there." 

Jenny was deeply frightened by this. She knew her face colored vividly and was suddenly very aware of how much her breasts swelled and engorged as if seeking out the women's merciless ministrations. Soon enough however, inevitably, her milk dropped and little white geysers of liquid began spurting out and up to drop across her chest into droplets that stood out across her shimmering skin like resolute icebergs before gliding down her tummy and chest. 

Finally, after what felt like eons of squeezes, tugs and pinches, the molestations came to an end and the women moved down leaving her breasts to the thrumming that seemed to pulsate with every heartbeat. 

But then they parted her legs and began rubbing oil into her inner thighs. 

This immediately caused her well-fisted pussy to start throbbing with painful anticipation. Suddenly Jenny realized that they could probably feel her arousal and this shamed her deeply. She felt another orgasm building. God! 

Was this the second or third? Or fourth? She was losing count! Whatever happened to her master’s admonition that she saves her energies for the ordeal ahead? 

They were making her into a nymphomaniac! Jenny closed her eyes and hissed out a breath through her pursed lips hoping this one would be quick. 

It wasn’t. 

Shamefaced and deeply humiliated, she relaxed back into the stone slab. 

She felt her legs grabbed around the knees and spread further apart. To her horror fingers parted the lips of her quim and began spreading her wider yet. 

“Oh please… oh God… Not again!" She whimpered, her head turning left and right on the stone. The women made a clicking sound with their lips admonishing her outburst. Jenny bit her lip and steeled her nerves as best she could. The women prodded at her orifice and oiled it abundantly entering her and massaging her tunnel. Next, their thick nefarious fingertips descended to her little nether rosebud where they rubbed and oiled with equal dedication bringing never-ending waves of shame to the violently blushing girl. 

"There!” They said almost in one voice, carefully allowing her to bring her knees back together again. They gently rubbed her calves and feet before making her sit up "Almost done now. Only remain to brush your hair and then you go!" 

Jenny was amazed at the joy of the two women which contrasted so vividly with her own dark apprehension. 

First, they made her sit up and slide off the table and helped her walk rubber-kneed across the room to sit in a rather comfortable chair where they began to brush her long blond hair. 

They kept chitchatting in their own language never paying her any heed or even slowing down to ask her opinion on what she wished to be done with her hair. They parted it and started to braid it. Jenny felt the air on her back and hated it realizing how high they had started her braids on her head. She would look so much more girlish now. When the two women were done and dropped the heavy plaits across her chest they flopped against Jenny's breasts and she realized how naked and exposed she felt all of a sudden. Her hair, that natural curtain she had had all her life was now almost gone, converted into yet another tool – a handle that men could now use when they took their pleasure with her. 

Next, the women produced from seemingly nowhere a collar which though made of harsh brown leather on the outside, had a felt lining, perhaps as a means to protect the delicate skin around her neck from chafing. There was a large metal ring dangling from its center. With deft efficient motions they attached it and took a step back to look at her appreciating the end effect of their work. The collar felt loose around her neck, but also very strong and rigid. It was broad, perhaps almost two, maybe three inches wide, forcing her chin up high as it rested firmly on her shoulders. Immediately the matrons clipped a long leather strap – a leash to the ring in front and gave it a sharp tug forward. Jenny almost tripped but managed to steady herself somehow. It struck her than that they hadn't bothered to put any restraints on her hands

and feet. She blushed when she remembered that in some of the naughty erotica books she had once read, back when she had been able to do so, the heroines were sometimes made to wear leather or even metal collars and manacles. 

It struck her as ironic that for her tribulation now restraints wouldn’t be necessary. The lack of ropes and chains did nothing to liberate her from the fact that she was enchained by the word of her master – the Sultan. 

He had told her to submit and she knew she would never think to question his word. The two matrons attached a couple more straps running from the single ring in the center of her collar and allowed them to dangle unattached in front. It seemed as if the old women knew exactly what they were doing. It felt as if they were conforming with a clearly established ritual and doing everything according to a well-honed plan. 

One of the matrons gave a sharp little pull on the leash and she stumbled forward. 

"Come now we have to go." The woman's voice sounded oddly comforting and maternal and Jenny nodded and without being told to do so, placed her hands behind her back and demurely followed the women out the room. 

Mercifully, before stepping out of the apartment suites, the matrons covered her with a veil that allowed only her sparkling blue eyes to peer through a slit looking frantically the world around her as she was marched out the front gates of the palace. Underneath that veil she padded barefoot and utterly naked down the majestic marble steps to the cobblestones of the street ahead. 

Her leash was then given to a guard who in turn handed it to a mounted horseman on a big black stallion. Jenny's mind was too overwhelmed to notice at first but then she realized that it was her master – the Sultan! He was dressed in regal garb – beautiful embroidered Eastern cloaks covering him head to toe except for the shiny black boots and the glinting gold spurs so close to her face. The horse was enormous and very black and smelled of animal. Jenny's mind suddenly felt overwhelmed and she imagined being asked to hop on and ride with the Sultan but was quickly tugged back to reality by a severe pull on her neck when the man turned his steed and they began the long trek out of the palace grounds. 

A phalanx of soldiers in full parade uniform preceded them ahead. Behind her trembling nakedness Jenny could feel the thrumming cadence of a ceremonial drumbeat as soldiers closed the parade that had become her erstwhile walk of shame. It was almost evening the bright noonday sun had

lost its warmth but not its glare. It blinded her as it gleamed from the shiny bayonets of the soldiers trotting alongside the trembling naked slave girl. 

"Keep your eyes down at all times. Be respectful, slave," the Sultan growled from the horse somewhere up above and Jenny instinctively looked up to him but then realizing the danger of perceived disobedience, followed his instruction and centered her attention on her naked toes and the way the soft whiteness of her feet contrasted with the harsh dark cobblestones of the gritty street. 

The horse’s hooves made a loud clatter as they marched on sounding not unlike a metronome. The leash was long with plenty of slack and so Jenny was able to walk a few paces behind the rich black shiny tail of the stallion, its lustrous color contrasting with the whiteness of her still unblemished flesh. 

Once they were through the gates, Jenny squealed when she saw the crowds and how numerous they were. Farmers and common people appeared to have come from all over the country standing on tiptoe trying to see the subjugation of the naughty concubine. Jenny felt her ears burn with shame and she wished that the ground would somehow open up and take her whole but no such miracle of mercy occurred. She walked along, her head demurely down as the Sultan had commanded, blinking back tears as she felt the cold air swooshing across her naked limbs. As minutes fell upon each other Jenny felt her breasts grow heavy and her body grow numb as a sudden drowsiness befell her causing her nakedness to feel oddly natural. 

All during the long minutes it took her to walk the distance from the palace to the city her heart never stopped hammering like a deep-sounding drum measuring out the seconds as she came closer and closer to her terrible destination. 

5. The Butcher’s Block

“Are you ready, Little Slave?" They had arrived at last. The soldiers had fanned out on either side of the podium securing a perimeter around the stage beneath which she stood barefoot and trembling. It seemed so very foreboding and impossibly high. 

"If you want me to be, Master." she replied in a small voice. 

The tremulous tone of her voice made him hard. Yes, he was doing the right thing, the Sultan decided. He cast a long dark stare at the gathered crowd – men and women, old and young, peasant and city-dwellers alike. 

Everybody had come for the spectacle. Something like this hadn’t been witnessed in the austere mountain kingdom since the Middle Ages. 

No wonder everyone had taken some time away from attempting to eke out a living to come witness the ritual punishment of the Great Sultan's concubine. Not that he would have allowed his people to ignore the royal summons. He looked to see the three different camera crews spread around the stage already filming the tribulation of the young American slut from all possible angles to be broadcast throughout the country and across the world. 

He wanted it that way. Everyone ought to know that the old traditional laws were back and he would be enforcing them to the letter as prescribed by the ancients. 

But, Allah be merciful, it wasn’t easy. 

The Sultan steeled his heart. Shards of sympathy kept slicing through his soul every time he looked down from his horse. The petite young girl appeared to be shivering at the end of his leash. Was he being too severe? 

Maybe. But times were tough. Tougher than anything experienced since the Middle Ages. Nuclear war had broken out between the former superpowers. The world had degenerated into anarchic mess. How could he attempt to call himself a righteous ruler of his people, if he wasn't able to maintain his honor in his own household? He knew well that it wasn’t only Jenny’s error that had brought her here. 

And yet he felt completely powerless, unable to save her from the grim destiny that lay ahead. He took a deep breath and squeezed his knees calming the stallion. He looked around and caught the eye of the blacksmith up on stage wearing a dark hood – the official master of the gruesome ceremony. 

The tall henchman bowed deeply at his master and the Sultan nodded curtly acknowledging his minion. 

He had made sure that Ibrahim knew to spare the girl undue pain. He had been instructed to make sure that her ordeal was as painless as possible. Too bad that the attending crowds and high definition TV cameras required genuine pain and suffering on the part of the slave. 

The blacksmith walked down the steps and the Sultan tossed him Jenny’s leash. He caught it midair and gave her a vicious little pull forcing the girl to take the couple of steps necessary to come closer to the ramp leading up to the stage. The Sultan gave one last look in Jenny’s direction aware of the omnipresent eye of the cameras. He was careful to keep his expression severe and almost sadistically eager for the benefit of the great multitudes scanning his face for a telltale sign of weakness. 

After a curt nod at the Sergeant in command of his personal bodyguard, the Sultan guided his horse towards the stage and dismounted. Jenny seemed to decide that it was time to follow him up. She started to walk in that direction but a quick tug on her leash from the seemingly immovable colossus of the blacksmith jerked her back and around almost making her fall. Luckily the soot-covered man grabbed her by the neck just in time taking her weight and thus preventing her imminent fall. Everything happened so fast that before she knew it, Jenny found herself in the steel grip of her torturer. 

“Little Slut cannot wait to get on with it,” he hissed bringing his face so close to hers that she could feel the heat of his breath on her blushing cheeks. 

“Don’t you worry, little bitch, we will soon get on with it. But first we need to wait for Master.” 

He jerked his head up in the direction of the podium and Jenny had no choice but to follow his eyes. She saw the Sultan slowly mounting the ramp to the stage. Seeing him up there – tall, majestic and overpowering, the master of his people, filled Jenny’s heart with an incongruent sense of pride. 

She felt incomprehensible joy that fate had blessed her to be his servant. 

Slowly, with a preternatural sense of entitlement and ownership over the gathered crowds, the Sultan lifted his arms. A large shuffling sound filled the vast square and Jenny felt the earth tremble as tens of thousands of people went to their knees as one. She didn’t have time to dwell on the significance of what she was witnessing as she felt the blacksmith’s steely grip tighten at her neck and force her down to prostrate herself by his own kneeling form. 

Jenny heard her master’s voice echoed throughout the large plaza but did not understand a word of what he said. 

After what felt like an eternity of kneeling on the cold, hard cobblestones of the square, her blond hair fanned out like an aura around her, Jenny finally felt the blacksmith pull her up by the scruff of the neck. He dragged her to the steps and began guiding her up the stage. She could sense the multitudes watching her every step as she slowly began her slow ascent. A deathly silence had descended engulfing every sound except her booming heartbeat. 

When she was finally up, and the blacksmith pivoted her to face the crowd a deep, all-encompassing gasp went up from the gathered multitudes. 

Even the Sultan who was by now seated at his throne, could feel how mesmerized every single person in attendance was by the petite concubine’s young innocence. If anybody had felt hatred for her Western origins, or her occupation as royal prostitute, it seemed to have all fizzled out. It had only taken one look at the trembling slave to evoke instinctive sympathy for the girl’s plight. But as they gazed, a transformation began overwhelming the multitudes. Soon everywhere he looked, the Sultan could only see gob-smacked amazement and lust in every face. 

The henchman’s hand tightened and the girl squealed helplessly and the crowd gasped as one. The Sultan's knuckles grew white where he squeezed the armrests of his throne. Somebody stepped forth and handed the blacksmith a wireless microphone that he took. 

The Sultan had requested that the proceedings be conducted in English for the benefit of the international audience. It was important to instill fear in anybody who might be entertaining any notions of invading the country. The Sultan was not one to trifle with. If the world was able to see the way he chastised those he loved, he fervently hoped they would rightly conclude how much more swift and violent his vengeance would be if he was wronged by somebody he didn’t care for. 

They made her kneel by a big evil-looking hewn-out wooden stock, and as they started tying her down to it, Jenny thought she might as well have fallen through some trapdoor and traveled back in time. Mercifully, her position didn’t allow her to see much of what was happening behind her. Only if she really craned her neck sideways could she catch a glimpse of the big flat screen stadium-sized displays showing the direct feeds from one of the cameras filming her ordeal. She knew that was intentional. 

Mercifully the matrons had made sure that she was carefully washed and even perfumed before they led her out for her ritual tribulation. They had

spent an inordinate amount of time oiling her skin and getting her ready to the point that for a few blissful moments Jenny had allowed her mind a respite from her troubles. Now that she was secured to the butcher’s block, face down and offering her backside to the hungry ogling stare of the crowds, she was spared the offensive image of the gawking multitudes. 

The smell of cigarette smoke, kebab grills, body odor and cheap cologne assaulted her senses seemingly from everywhere. Her leash had been removed the moment her bare feet had padded onto the harsh wood of the stage. Instead of it, the blacksmith appeared to enjoy controlling his charge by holding her by the scruff of her neck, his large fist guiding her this way and that until he had pushed her down against the narrow low-lying slab of wood. 

Then, after having secured her to her place of chastisement, he moved to stand where she could see him right in front of her. Oh, merciful God! Her torturer was going to punish her naked! She gasped loudly when he began removing his cloak and leather pants and soon his cock – heavy and bejeweled sprung into view. 

Jenny’s eyes were riveted as his gargantuan masculinity filled her universe. She wished she could look away but she was unable to do so. She had seen his cock before, of course. She remembered the sensations it had gifted her all too vividly. She remembered when he had put it in her body claiming his reward for having pierced her. In keeping with her new training, Jenny felt herself come under the powerful spell of the male sexual organ now presented – glistening and erect for her viewing pleasure, as it swung like a branch. 

But unlike last time she had seen it, it somehow felt different, more humiliating, more visceral – his nakedness dominating her petite frame simply by being there. Then he picked up the first implement of her punishment and brought it close to her face so she could see it clearly. 

A whip! 

Her punishment was about to begin! She squealed helplessly and then bit her lip in a futile effort to maintain her dignity at least a little while longer. 

6. A Slave’s Subjugation

Her thoughts were torn asunder when she heard and then felt the loud gunshot sound of the painful first kiss of the whip as it landed across her quivering buttocks. She bit her lip and tasted blood. 

SLAP! – SLAP! – SLAP! – SLAP…

The strikes were not terribly painful at first, but as they kept falling, covering her cheeks entirely from the tight cleft of her thighs, up her glutes, to the small of her back, soon her entire bottom started pulsating with a raw shameful heat. Somehow, incredibly, she was still able to maintain her silence. And this shocked even her. 

She felt giddy and incredulous, squeezing her eyes shut, willing the pain to vanish through some miracle of will. But of course no magic of the sort happened. With every subsequent painful explosion across her rapidly reddening cheeks, Jenny’s mind slipped further and further until it slowly came to understand the pain as a welcome fact of life – something she had no choice but to willingly accept. 

Even though her eyes flowed with abundant tears, she found herself looking forward to every subsequent blow, hating the seemingly interminable intermissions between slaps. Her mind began to cherish the pain as a private intimate little arbor of transcendental knowledge that only she could experience. No one else, not the henchman, not even her master, and definitely not anyone of the tens of thousands of spectators and onlookers gaping at her subjugation could hope to truly know the privacy of her building ecstasy. 

Even now she had no doubt it was ultimately her choice. She could stay and suffer and submit and become the little breed cow for the Sultan. She could become the object of his depraved attentions and those of his vile minions. Or she could scream her desire to leave. Jenny had no doubt they would let her go. She and her family – Ben and precious little Melody. They were the reason she was doing it. They, and her lust for her master too! 

It was her choice to stay. 

Not theirs, but all her own. 

Suddenly Jenny found herself at peace. Her mind-shattering anxiety from earlier seemed to wash away, to be replaced by a tranquil drowsiness. 

SLAP!-SLAP!-SLAP!-SLAP! 

Now Jenny found herself crying, but not because of her own pain, but

quite the contrary – she felt deeply connected to everybody witnessing her passion however callous and superficial the reasons for their interests might be. She was deeply chagrined that most would never be able to experience such a deep, welcoming peace. 

For the first time Jenny found herself wondering where her husband was right now. Was Ben watching? Did he know she was about to be given a punishing enema? Did he know she was being whipped in the public square? 

Yes, he probably did know. That’s why he wasn’t here. Probably heartbroken, she could well imagine him sitting in a dark corner somewhere blaming himself for everything – his wife’s suffering, their family’s tribulations, the apocalyptic state of the world. So misguided. So naïve. So sweet. 

She craned her neck and her eyes flitted to the TV cameras placed all around her. Then she turned her head to where she knew the Sultan's throne was. She saw him looking down on her. She could see his face – neither smiling nor serious, an inscrutable mask of intense concentration. There was a sadness in his eyes unlike anything she had ever seen before. 

He was feeling bad for her. 

She was being punished on orders of the Sultan himself, but he felt deep remorse at watching her pain. 

No! She had to tell him, tell them all she was okay. She was fine, it was everyone else that was asleep in their lives – zombies, the walking undead. 

They all had to experience her Awakening. 

Jenny jerked violently, pulling, using all her strength to no avail. The leather cords holding her hands knees and ankles to the boards held her steadfast. Her attempts to break free, she realized they probably seemed to be the pathetic efforts of a slave struck by overwhelming, mind-numbing panic. 

The crowds probably delighted in her efforts to escape her punishment. So misguided! She tried her best but nothing gave. She knew right about now the camera had to be zooming in on her ordeal – the entire country, the world feeling her humiliation, vicariously experiencing her shame and excitement. 

They hadn't gagged her. Quite the contrary – they had gone so far as to remove all the jewelry and rings from her lips. They had given her all the freedom she could ever want to plead, scream, confess and beg forgiveness. 

Maybe that is exactly what she had to do? But, God, she felt so weak. And her mind suddenly felt so very foggy. If she started trying to explain what she was feeling, Jenny was certain nobody would understand her. They would

attribute her words to the raving madness of a slave being tortured. 

To be expected. Perfectly normal under the circumstances, they would say. 

Jenny chose to bite down on her bottom lip instead and fought to will herself to remain silent. For the first time she actually wished they had gagged her. 

The blacksmith came down to his knees behind Jenny’s ass. She heard his throaty chuckle and then felt his big rough hands caressing her exposed bottom. Jenny gasped and her body jerked as she felt the man's tongue push up against her pussy. His hands kneaded her buttocks as he kissed his way up and down her inverted sex from behind. Then his lips pushed in kissing his way deeper, tickling her pink insides. Loud smooches filled the air and Jenny realized they had to have placed a microphone not far from her quim. His tongue slid up and down along the length of her pussy that his fingers held apart opening her up like a delectable morsel for his culinary desires. 

Again she looked up at the Sultan and for a fraction of a second wondered if she didn't actually see tears fill his eyes. Time built upon itself and even though she couldn’t see the clock tower in the square behind her, she knew at least ten minutes went by as the henchman carefully, calmly licked at her pussy, laving and suckling at her folds, showing absolutely no hurry to do more. Incongruently to her Western upbringing Jenny’s state of frightful agony began to fade even though she was still embarrassed and deeply humiliated. Her mind relaxed and Jenny realized that the man's fingers where kneading her bottom again. Had they been doing that from the beginning? she wondered. 

As if having read her thoughts his fingers rose and squeezed her buttocks opening them apart and his tongue washed up out of her pussy and onto her crinkled anal opening. He kissed her there – loudly, obscenely and then his tongue slid across her rosebud. Her hips bucked helplessly and he chuckled. 

He said something in the local language and laughter echoed throughout the square. 

"That's what you really enjoy, isn't it, anal girl? You love it up the ass." 

Jenny's face flushed crimson red and again she tried to pull at her cords. 

How could they have it so wrong? She wondered. 

Or did they? Maybe they were right. She did like it up the ass, dirty and crude as that may be. 

But still – there was so much more she had gleaned just moments ago

when her overwrought mind had succumbed to the assault of sensations coming at her from all sides. It was almost as if she had been able to see her body from the side and recognized it for what it had become – the epicenter of sensuous awakening. How could I explain it all? 

The man's tongue began to circle her anus and then started to push into her nether opening, dipping ever so gently past her shameful entrance. He kept twisting and stroking it sending shivers up her spine, making her hips jerk spastically and Jenny felt a fire bloom to life deep in her belly. And then he kissed her deeper still frenching her brown star as if it was a mouth. 

Her womb contracted and Jenny felt herself get wet. Suddenly the man stopped and pulled back. “Time to help you regret your nasty proclivity, little slave.” 

She groaned and heard her disappointment echoed across the flabbergasted crowds. Jenny shuddered then when she felt the disconcerting coldness of what had to be ice cold metal touch her butt. 

She tried to jump away but the ropes bound her tight to the block. 

Then pressure! 

Something hard and cold and unyielding was being pushed into her asshole. It stopped. Then pushed again. Finally made it through her tight opening. 

And kept going. It felt like it went on forever. Then somewhere far a whirring sound and pressure started building up deep in her tummy. 

"Wh-what is happening?” she asked frantically looking back trying to catch a glimpse of what they were doing. 

All she could see was the naked figure of the scarred colossus of a man standing by her, his hand on her hips possessively looking down as they used the tube to inject something deep in her body. It made Jenny feel full as if she had eaten a large meal all of a sudden. It made her want to swallow and she took a deep breath feeling a deep pressure at the pit of her diaphragm. 

Then the blacksmith spoke explaining to everyone. "It is important that the slave know humiliation and shame. Right now she's being injected with large bubbles of air that will find their way deep into her bowels. When we resume whipping her, this time with the bullwhip, she will do everything she possibly can to keep herself clenched and thus avoid the loud farts of shame. But they are necessary. It is through her shame that she will learn the meaning of honor.” 

“Unghhhh!” she groaned as she felt the first cramps start. 

The air they had pushed into her tummy felt like a giant bubble of gas trapped deep within the center of her body. Without a word the blacksmith pulled out the metal tube gently tapping her quivering hole as it clamped up behind it. Jenny shook violently and she felt sweat cover her body as her stomach cramped and her anus puckered. 

Then, for the longest time, nothing seemed to happen. Everybody was waiting. Then her belly started to gyrate with soul shattering cramps making the girl look as if she was dry humping the wooden block. A loud fart amplified by the microphone placed not far from her backside echoed across the square and much to her eternal embarrassment the crowd guffawed and laughed. Jenny's entire body turned deep red. Another, this time high-pitched, fart escaped her butt. 

Then the whipping resumed. First came the sound, not unlike the buzzing of an angry insect! And then the strange slapping noise, and the agony of her chastised flesh, much worse than before, like fire burning her to the bone! 

Had they changed whips? She screamed, and then just kept screaming, as the whip fell, and fell, and fell, many more times. All through the whipping, the air they had injected into her distended bowels kept escaping in loud obnoxious farts, amplified to her eternal shame by the microphone placed nearby. 

Then, much to her amazement, they made her stand on rubbery legs. They turned her by the shoulders to face the crowd and the infernal torturer brought the microphone to her. 

"Tell me now, why are you here?” The question took Jenny by complete surprise. Nobody had told her she was going to have a speaking part in this pantomime. They were insane! “Come on, girl, speak! The whole world is watching,” the man said his words echoing across the vast sea of humanity gawking up at her shivering form. 

"I am here to be punished,” she said her voice soft and on the verge of breaking. Then tears overwhelmed her. They allowed her a couple of minutes to compose herself before the crowd started chanting something in their language. Jenny felt a growing sense of unease and restlessness washed across the multitude. 

"Do you know what they are chanting?" Hissed the blacksmith in Jenny’s ear. 

"No, Sir, I don't," she said trying to gather her wits. The sun was starting to set covering everything in an eerie orange glow making her white breasts

look as if they were covered in sheer muslin gauze. "They’re chanting

‘Sharia’ – they want to invoke the holy law, they want to stone you. You need to confess your sins.” 

“But I don't know my sins…” 

“Search your soul or we will have to do it for you. Your soul knows your crimes. Way will have to keep humiliating you and chastising your until you confess, little slave.” Jenny didn't know what to say and so covered her face with her hands and her body broke down in helpless convulsions. 

The blacksmith took a step back. 

“Tie her back down." 

Powerful hands took her by the wrists and guided her back to lie face-down across the butcher's block. Again they resumed whipping her. She heard a loud smack and felt a sharp, stinging slap on her already well-chastened behind. Jenny cried out, startled, more from the unexpected viciousness of the attack than from any real pain. She had thought that part of her ordeal was done but apparently she had been wrong. 

The henchman paused, rubbed the area soothingly and then spanked her again slapping the exact same spot on her buttocks, this time with his open palm. Then he quickly delivered twenty strong slaps in fast succession, each one harder than the previous, alternating between both cheeks. 

 It hurt!  Jenny was openly sobbing. Tears poured down her face, wetting the wood of the block before dribbling down onto the stage, the cameras drinking them all in. Her backside felt as if it was on fire, throbbing in agony. 

Even worse than the pain was the irrational sense of betrayal. What was she supposed to confess to? As far as she knew she had done everything her master had requested. 

Through tear-hazed eyes she could see the Sultan even now glaring down at her from his throne almost angry with something. With what? She wanted to scream but didn't have the strength or mental fortitude to do it. She heard words being spoken across the speaker system and realized they were meant for her. 

“Now you will be given the first sequence of anal punishment. Since you sinned with your behind that is where your first punishment will be." To her amazement she felt hands at her restraints and soon they had released her bindings. “You will remain the way you are. Do not move your body from the block. You may use your arms and legs for balance. But under no circumstance will you move until I give you permission. Demonstrate your

willingness to reform by taking your punishment willingly and without protest." 

It sounded almost like the man was reading a text but Jenny was too mortified to try and look. She awkwardly obeyed letting her body tummy and chest come down against the hewn out block grunting as her weight sank once again across the unyielding surface. She sensed the henchman doing something behind her and a moment later she felt his fingers at her anus. 

Jenny blushed and bit her lip forcing herself to stay silent as they had ordered her. She felt a finger enter her and start pumping slowly in and out of her soon-to-be-abused opening. After a few strokes it was replaced with something else, something harder and colder which began pressing up into her. She gulped noisily. The tube was back! 

She gasped aloud, her whimper echoing across the crowd her face burning red her body trembling. Her tummy started filling with a warm and viscous liquid that felt heavy and Jenny’s eyes moistened with tears of embarrassment and shame. She blinked rapidly suppressing them as best she could. Jenny did not want to show the world her inner tribulation. She was being given the first punishment enema of her life! 

The liquid flooded into her bowels and kept filling her up, causing her to ache with fullness, the pain increasing with every passing instant, making her groan softly. 

"You will submit to this punishment and feel the shame of your actions and bear the brunt of your misdeed.” The words of the blacksmith sounded across the crowd in their accented English. 

All Jenny could feel now was the unforgiving hardness of the probe as it slithered its way deeper and deeper into her body. What had started as a mild discomfort quickly morphed into thrumming pain, and then – excruciating cramps! The tool they were using felt implacable and relentless as it pushed into her body rearranging her insides every couple of millimeters. It would slow down, stop, and then she would feel something give and it would press on, its slowness almost making it worse. 

Jenny wasn’t sure why she suddenly felt like speaking would make any difference. Before she could realize what she was doing and before she had a chance to bite her tongue silent, she heard her voice come over the sound system. Ernest and pleading, she sounded like a little girl begging for her parents’ forgiveness. 

"I do not deserve clemency, my Lord, my Sultan," she heard herself say, 

her eyes blinking back tears as she searched out his stern face from her awkward position tied face-down. Simultaneous to her own voice she heard another female speak up, her words echoing in tandem to her own. They had been prepared! They had a translator available for just this reason. Just in case she might want to speak, they had somebody available to translate her words so that the crowd could understand! 

Now Jenny knew it wasn’t so much the Sultan in whose judgment her destiny lay, but the people themselves! 

"I am yours. I have always been yours. I was destined to be yours from the moment my mother delivered me into this world. I betrayed you by losing myself. I betrayed you and did you dishonor by offering someone else a glimpse of what you hold dearest – my passion. I unveiled my soul as it truly is – intimate, fragile, womanly, and weak. And they took it, used it, and enjoyed me. Someone who is not my true master possessed me and polluted me. I deserve to be punished, Master.” 

Just then the probe that had kept on meandering into her body stopped, having embedded a good ten inches deep within her rectum. She felt movement behind her. A sound not unlike a pressure release valve. And then… Pain! Searing. All-encompassing. 

“Aiiiieeee!" her scream was so high pitched that it reverberated across the crowd causing the sound system to resonate in a feedback loop. The pump had begun injecting the punishing solution of soap, lime and glycerin deep into her abdomen with terrible unforgiving pressure. Cramps exploded in her body making her squirm and pray to faint. 

A voice, godlike in its omnipresence and power seemed to emanate from everywhere and she heard it as if the Sultan had come to stand by her, "See oh people what happens when you bring dishonor to those that love you. Do not do as this woman did. Do not dishonor your Sultan! Do not besmirch your country!" 

Jenny squeezed her eyes shut and concentrated on taking little belabored breaths like she had been taught when she had delivered Melody. She was on the brink of fainting when the most unimaginable thing happened: Jenny felt hands at her buttocks and the pressure in her body suddenly started subsiding. 

Before she knew it the tube was pulled out from her and her body found much-needed release. 

What was happening? She looked up and could not believe it when she saw the Sultan actually smiling down on her. The last thing she felt before the

darkness of her faint overcame her were the ropes holding her to the butcher’s block being released. 

The loud booming voice of the blacksmith echoed throughout the square, 

"His Blessed Majesty the Sultan, the Most Powerful, Nurlsultan the First, wants everybody to see that a severe ruler is not an unjust one. True acceptance of one's own faults and a willingness to work against them will always lead to mercy. This woman has been pardoned." 

At first a deafening silence filled the square. Then the gentle sound of one hand clapping became two, and then a dozen, until the entire crowd burst into wild applause. The square seemed to dissolve into one all-encompassing chant: "Long live the Sultan! Long live the Sultan!" 

~Continued in Volume 15~



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 A Concubine’s Love and Pain. 

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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