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 The Blonde Plague





Nobody knew exactly where the virus originated or how it had mutated into the awful and perverse form it had acquired. Conspiracy theories pointed fingers at the CIA, and said it was the result of an American plan to sterilize and eradicate the Muslims of the world. Some folks would quote scripture and point out how the evil Western scientists had succumbed to their own apocalyptic device that had gone amok. 


But President Ismailov scoffed at the idea. Not that the Americans weren't devious, but nature was plenty more dangerous than they could ever be.

A global pandemic had been bound to strike sooner or later. Overpopulation, open borders and cheap airplane travel, vaccine deniers… All things considered, it was amazing a pandemic hadn't struck earlier. 


That it struck not long after the economy crashed was only logical. That it sickened his wife, his beautiful soul mate, the apple of his eye was tragic. 


Aisha struggled through it and survived just like most other people. It were the side effects that rendered their lives asunder.





*

The more time passed, the more things got darker. The president shook his head in dismay. Instead of the situation improving, everything across the board was getting bleaker by the day.

He watched through the double armor-plated windows of his limousine as the heavy vehicle made its way into the presidential courtyard. Lines upon lines of grim-faced people in awkward ill-fitting clothes stood patiently waiting by the gate. He could see many of them had brought their wives and daughters, all of them made up in what people obviously considered to be the most appealing manner to attract the attention of the most powerful man in the land.

A deep shudder made his entire body constrict in a sudden attack of revulsion. He was becoming a vile dictator, a Sultan of times happily gone by and forgotten. Slowly, with inexorable relentlessness Nursultan Ismailov was being forced to play the part of a medieval satrap in his own beloved country. His mind flitted back to a scene from a movie he had seen a long time ago. 


In it a rich German businessman was asked to take in and shelter scores upon scores of women attempting to hide from the Holocaust. Most of them did not shy away from playing upon the natural male proclivities of the main character for female company.

How was he supposed to resist temptations such as these?

Finally the heavy limousine pulled in by the gate and with uncharacteristic shyness the president opened the door and hastened to enter the relative calm of his own home. He couldn't wait to join his wife for a quiet supper and some much-needed time away from the craziness that had descended like a pall over the world outside.

He smiled broadly as he entered his office and seated himself behind the desk. His wife, Aisha was already there at work and he caught himself wondering what time she had woken up today. Had she been able to catch any rest?

“Come closer girl,” Aisha said.

He watched the brown-haired servant scurry over to kneel on a cushion by his wife's side. Yes, things had deteriorated immensely since the great financial crash that had shaken the western world a couple of years ago. But the calamity that had befallen so many had turned out to have a good size silver lining.

He looked over at his wife and smiled. Seated behind the long table that she had placed in his office and converted to a desk, she was going through the financial report sent over from the Ministry of State Economy. It detailed just how thick that silver lining was. 


"Remind me, honey that I don't have to pretend I’m interested next time the American ambassador and his wife come to bore us with tales of their crumbling economy," she said and pushed back the antique-looking horn-rimmed glasses she was wearing. "From the looks of it, right now, our economy is doing vastly better than theirs. Kazakhstan is one of the very few countries actually growing. Regardless of all the pretense and grandstanding, the West has no teeth left to bite."

He nodded in her direction moving his butt forward in his chair. He placed his hands atop the rapidly bobbing blond head of the woman kneeling between his legs. 


At the interesting age of forty-four, a veritable old age for a German supermodel, Giselle had been more than eager to accept when they had offered her a job with the household of the President of Kazakhstan. Officially her position was that of a maid, but President Nursultan Ismailov didn't think she had any illusions as to the true nature of her future duties. Very few women could afford the luxury of morals these days, not when life had become a daily struggle for survival. 



Oh how the mighty have fallen
 , thought the president as he felt a familiar tingle start at the base of his scrotum. Soon he started cuming in rapid wet spurts. Giselle, the model from an age recently gone by knelt forward sucking greedily. He could hear her swallow the copious amounts of seed he was ejaculating straight into her throat.

From the corner of his eye he could see the mild look of amusement that had befallen his wife. She shook her head like a parent bemused by her favorite pet’s antics.

She flicked her fingers and immediately the other body-servant in the room, a petite brunette sitting on her heels by her chair, knelt up looking at her mistress for instructions. His wife simply waved at her feet. The girl understood. She crawled over and within seconds was busy licking the expensive black leather boots of her Mistress.

"Use the bottom side of your tongue, please. Will you," Mrs. Ismailov said and resumed reading the spreadsheet.  


"Do you really have to be that way?" It was the President's turn to shake his head in dismay. He nodded and smiled at Giselle who was now done worshipping her master’s cock and sat back on her heels smiling radiantly up at him. He loved women of all ages, especially blond ones.

“Like what?" his wife asked.

"Callous," he said.

"I'm not callous," Mrs. Ismailov replied moving in to look more carefully at some fine print on the screen of her laptop. "The underside of her tongue is much softer, and wetter. Much better for polishing an expensive pair of leather boots." Her voice was distant and mechanical. She flicked something on the touchpad and re-crossed her legs almost inadvertently kicking the servant girl in the process.

The President grunted. He knew well why his wife was giving the petite brunette such a hard time.

For a brief moment he considered asking Aisha to be gentle with the house help, but stopped himself. Instead, he sighed deeply and took a long refreshing sip from the glass of ice-cold milk that Giselle had brought in earlier and placed on his desk by him.

A couple of days ago Renee had made the serious mistake of inquiring if she might be granted a leave of absence. When asked why, she had explained it was only that she wanted to go home and spend time with her husband. She said that they were hoping to get their small family going. Now that she had saved up some money, many thanks be to the generosity of the kind President and his beautiful wife, they were going to try and get busy and make some little ones. 


This had made his wife lapse into a fit of anger. 


Had he not intervened, she would have had the poor girl whipped for insolence. President Ismailov had been educated at the best Ivy League schools money could buy. He knew all about the stages of grief and recognized how early in the process his wife apparently was. He tried his best to convince Aisha, to let Renee go, but to no avail.

The servant girl was actually one of the original members of their staff. Somehow, miraculously, she had avoided the sudden and devastating outbreak that had struck soon after the financial crash. 


Aisha hadn't been so lucky.

She had suffered the full impact of the horrible disease. And she was clearly intent on not allowing those more fortunate than her to enjoy their luck. 


Mr. Ismailov buttoned up his pants and walked over to where Aisha was working at her desk. Since her illness they had become even closer than before. They seldom left each other’s company. They worked together, slept together, and made love together, even if not always with one another.

His wife looked up at him and he smiled. 


"My Love," he said placing his hands gently along her shoulders. He started to rub them slowly. He felt knots of stress and tension slowly ease beneath his touch. 


"My Love," she echoed relaxing into his touch.

She had survived the disease but did not manage to avoid its side effects. Very few people did. 


For some bizarre reason the virus struck only women. After a bout of weeklong nausea and high fever almost all recovered. It was soon discovered however, that every woman who happened to be younger than forty years of age was now rendered infertile. 


When the news of women unable to conceive first made the rounds, almost nobody took it seriously. Surely it was a fluke. Surely, this horrible side effect couldn’t have impacted every single woman infected with the virus. 


But it had. When Aisha Ismailova discovered the grim fact for herself, her husband was worried that she might commit suicide. 


They had always wanted a large family. The goal of raising kids had been the force guiding their efforts to become rich and gain power all these years. 


No matter how much they tried, no matter how much money they promised to allocate towards research, there was no avoiding the reality. Almost all women that had succumbed to the disease had lost all their egg cells. Their ovaries had been damaged beyond anything modern medicine could fix.


Almost
 all women. 


It was soon discovered that the infertility aspect of the disease only affected women who were naturally blond and also had blue eyes. 


Somehow through some vagary of fate what had once been a hallmark of beauty had become a true curse.

"I saw you drinking milk earlier," his wife said.

"Yes I was," he replied.

"Is it from her?" She inquired.

"It is indeed," the president answered.

"Do you have much left?" His wife asked him and he could discern a genuine undertone of concern in her voice.

"I am going through my last batch right now. Unfortunately, I do not think I will be able to procure any new shipments once this one is gone," he added. 


As far as he was concerned, there was definitely something to be said about the quality and taste of a young blond mother's milk. Too bad his favorite supplier in England had apparently gone bankrupt and the shipments had stopped. He had gone to serious lengths to discover the whereabouts of Mrs. Jenny Smith. Perhaps he might have been able to convince her to just produce for him. He had even contacted the owner of the company in London. Unfortunately the only information he got was that she had given up on selling her breast milk online and had last been seen somewhere in Africa. 


When the virus struck and the world spiraled out of control, Mr. Ismailov gave up all hope of finding the woman. Even if he did, he suspected she would have stopped nursing by now and having most probably suffered the after effects of the virus, would not be able to conceive again.

The president noticed his wife lean back in her chair looking up at him with a mischievous twinkle in her beautiful doe-like brown eyes. She pensively placed a hand on the thick manila folder resting by her laptop on the desk.

"I might know where she is," she said and smiled. 


Nursultan Ismailov, or Nouri as his wife affectionately called him, was well past being shy about his private life. He simply had no secrets from his wife. He knew she was well aware of his taste for human milk. But still, he was shocked that she had gone so far as to search for the favorite source of his precious beverage.

"Oh, really? Last I heard she vanished somewhere in Africa," he said.

"She did in fact go to Africa," Aisha said. "But I wouldn't say she vanished. This folder contains the entire and up-to-date story of a certain Jennifer Smith née Brown. The twenty-three-year-old mother of a beautiful baby daughter called Melody is doing fine in the company of a certain Mr. Inoukoue. She is in Zimbabwe right now," his wife added and Nouri Ismailov couldn't help but admire the glee in her voice.

"Remarkable, dear Aisha!" He exclaimed and bent forward to kiss her on the lips. "But how did you come upon this information. I assigned the best of my intelligence services to track her down, and they failed."

"You should fire them all, is what I think," she laughed. "It only took one phone call for me to get the information I needed." I called her husband and told him I am a long lost friend of hers from Harvard. He was only too happy to provide me with the satellite number of her business contact in Africa. Her poor husband is apparently quite clueless," Aisha chuckled. "Apparently he thinks she's doing bona fide business there. I sent a person to see for themselves and what I suspected turned out to be in fact true. Here see for yourself," she motioned for Nouri to look at the folder that she opened and emptied across the table.

Black and white photos, obviously taken from a long distance, covered her desk. In them the president could clearly see a young and very naked blond woman in various states of lovemaking with a gargantuan heavily tattooed black man. Even though he had just come in Giselle's mouth, Nursultan Ismailov felt his loins stir at the images.

"Wow!" He said and realized his voice sounded hoarse.

His wife laughed out loud. "Wow is right, dear husband. I thought you might find this interesting. I must actually admit I don't find it boring myself," she chuckled. Nursultan bent over the table studying the pictures carefully. In some of them the black giant appeared to be naked except for a heavy holster hung around his waist. In one photo it was clearly flapping against his butt while he was clearly pummeling into the delectable and petite Mrs. Smith. The president was quite speechless.

"I spoke with him," his wife added softly and for a moment he thought he had misheard.

"Huh?" 


"His name is Mr. Inoukoue. He is a warlord from Nigeria," his wife explained a broad smile spreading across her face. "He's the one that actually provided me with most of the information in this folder. It's not for free, mind you. But something tells me, dear husband, that you wouldn't mind a little extra expense given the news I have for you."





The president felt the need to pinch himself. It was like as if his wife had been reading his mind and discerned his deepest, most cherished wishes and had actually acted to bring them to fruition! He really loved that woman!

"What news?" He asked

"She is healthy," his wife announced winking at him. "She can still have babies. Not like your pretty little Giselle over there, who's cute face and little tits do little to mask the sad reality of her barren womb." A shadow of sadness clouded her features as Aisha looked down. "Just as mine."

"Oh, dear Aisha," the president knelt by his wife and hugged her tightly. "I love you so. Don't worry for an instant about the calamity that befell you. We will find a way around the misfortune, I promise you." He spoke into her ear as he nuzzled her against his broad chest. "I will not spare resources or money to find a cure, Aisha." He promised. He felt her nod against his chest. Then she pushed at him and looked straight into his face.

"I believe in you, and I know you will," she whispered. "But until you do, I have made arrangements. You should not suffer because God has chosen to test me."





"Arrangements? I do not understand…"

"Don't you see, dear husband," Aisha was now holding both his hands in hers and looking up straight into his eyes. "I want us to have the child, the children," she corrected herself, "that we always wanted to. I know how much you lust for this woman. I want us to make her an offer she cannot refuse," tears had formed in his wife's eyes and now they slowly started making their way down the sides of her beautiful oval face. "She is probably the last fertile blond woman in the world. This Mr. Inoukoue, has been keeping her safe and protected from all human contact in a cottage out in the middle of nowhere in the jungles of Zimbabwe. He promised me that she has not come down with the illness. I have made arrangements to send one of our cargo planes and military escort to collect her from there, and bring her to us. The military will make sure that she stays healthy." 


His wife was suddenly breathless with excitement as she spoke. She reminded him of a child waiting in happy anticipation to unwrap a coveted toy.

"But what if she doesn't want to…"

"Oh I know she will want to do it, to be the surrogate mother for our children. In fact if you look at your schedule, you will see you have a meeting in a couple of days with your new financial advisor, a certain Ben Smith. He's her husband. They are dirt poor," Aisha explained, "and living hand to mouth from what money they get from Mr. Inoukoue. Even though Ben does not know it, his wife will be relieved to not have to fuck a stranger away from home just so her daughter and husband can make ends meet."

"Wow! Just wow! I love you, baby," her husband almost felt like crying himself. His wife and him had always been soul mates in the most real of meanings. But it wasn't until this instant that he realized how deep her love for him truly was.

He moved forward and gently started planting kisses all across her beautiful oval face.





Jennifer was happy and yet her belly tightened every time she thought of the precarious nature of her situation. She still could not believe how much things had changed the last couple of years. Dark and brooding skies, the thunder of distant battles echoing from behind the horizon, and the almost constant, soul-grinding solitude had become the norm of the day. Oh how far the world had fallen!


Born and raised in Philadelphia, Jennifer had gone to Harvard where she earned her undergraduate degree in business administration. There she met Ben. 


The sky had been the limit back then. Very young and totally in love, they had decided to opt for a clean new start in London. Ben was able to quickly land a job with one of the big multinational banks in the Citi. 


Then the financial crash struck and virtually overnight nobody was hiring business graduates anymore. Things slowly deteriorated and soon the little family had eaten through their entire savings. 


Late one evening, Jenny accidentally made the acquaintance Mr. Costas, their neighbor next door. Seeing the dire straits of the young couple he suggested that Jenny use his website to sell her breast milk. To her surprise and consternation, she discovered that there existed a sizable group of individuals across the world that paid large sums of money for a young white woman's milk. One thing led to another and soon on a trip to Africa she met Mr. Inoukoue. He took her under his protection and changed her world for her.

For many months Jennifer stuck to making trips between Nigeria and London where Ben stayed to take care of their daughter while doing odd jobs in the hope that the global situation would improve and the economy would soon pick up again. 


That was when the virus hit. They called it the Barbie Plague because it selectively appeared to target young blond women with blue eyes. She was in Africa when she first heard about it. It seemed so unbelievable that a disease could selectively target people based on their appearance! Surely it couldn't be true!

Late one night, Jenny decided to risk it all. She felt she was going to go crazy with homesickness. She had to board a plane for England! So what if she got sick? So what if she never got pregnant again? She already had Melody. How many childless couples would give anything just so they had one beautiful smart kid like Melody. 


Mr. Inoukoue however wouldn’t allow it. He simply wouldn’t permit that young beautiful Jenny would throw away her chance at ever becoming a mother again. He yelled at her and told her she was out of her mind. He threatened to imprison her, if that was what it would take to keep her healthy. 


He arranged for her to stay at a remote cottage in the jungle in Zimbabwe. Now her only contact with her two-year-old daughter Melody and Ben was via the Internet. They frequently talked on Skype and that was as good as it got. 


Soon Jennifer realized how happy she would have been to simply be able to turn back time to when she could at least still visit with her family. 


She knew she was growing more and more lonely and desperate with every passing day. She wasn’t sure how long it would be before she went crazy and simply made a run for it through the jungle.

At least they had money, money that Xavier Inoukoue gave her in exchange for being his consort.

The Crisis had devastated the world leaving many millions of people shell-shocked and in abject poverty. 


Still, it had taken her many sleepless nights to come to terms with the reality of her personal circumstance. She simply could not tell her husband the truth about the real source of her new income. Jenny knew Ben well. The truth would shatter him. It would most probably break any man and split any marriage asunder. 


She, Jennifer Smith, was now, for all intents and purposes the de facto concubine of a powerful African warlord. A slut. A whore. She wiped a lonely tear that rolled down her cheek. In return for a generous and steady source of income she was the modern incarnation of a live-in concubine. 


Instead of the truth, Jennifer knew Ben still clung to the thought that she had a job with an African company in Nigeria. 



How far she had fallen!


“Jenny, you have to come see that!” Xavier’s voice boomed from up ahead. She had joined Inoukoue for a late afternoon stroll through the jungle.

“Coming,” she yelled trying to sound happy and chipper. What would life be without Mr. Inoukoue? Bleak, brutal and short, that’s for sure.


Jennifer and her bodyguards rounded a bend in the road and came up against the most breathtaking view she had ever seen in her life. Victoria Falls! Roiling mists slowly moved across the vista of waterfalls and canyons that ran for mile upon mile of luscious jungle before her eyes. It was exquisite! Like something straight out of her honeymoon, the one she and Ben had never had a chance to take.

“Aaah!” she screamed and then broke down in giggles. A strong arm grabbed her by the waist and lifted her up in the air swirling her in a circle like a little child.

“My beautiful American mistress,” laughed Mr. Inoukoue holding her petite figure as he danced around making her long blond curls sway about as she giggled and surrendered herself to the joy of the moment.

“You are bad!” she laughed and playfully batted at his muscular chest as he slowly brought her down to the ground.

“I am very bad indeed, my love. Some would say I am even evil. But that is why I can have someone like you in my life. This alone makes selling my soul to the Devil worth it. I am delighted that groveling little merchant Costas brought you to me.” 


He saw her features cloud and mercifully moved on to a different topic. 


“I wanted you to see this,” he said. “You deserve it. Come,” he motioned for their bodyguards to stay back as he took her by the hand and led her down a meandering path to an outcrop of rocks where they both sat. 


Straight ahead were the Victoria Falls, one of the most spectacular waterfalls in the entire world. Gone were the tourists, afraid or unable to travel. All that remained was the wild and powerful Jungle.

For a minute Jennifer felt as if she had been transported into another universe.  


A soft moan escaped her lips.

Xavier placed a big hand on her shoulder gently caressing the nape of her neck where he knew was a spot that was favorite to them both.

“You don’t like Victoria Falls?” He asked carefully.

“It is not that,” she replied shaking her head. The big man behind her remained silent for a long while.

“I know,” he said quietly. “I always knew our thing could not last. Africa is fun for a while, but it was too much to ask you to remain with me.”

Jennifer shivered at his words. “Oh no! No, it’s not like that,” she tried to imbue her words with a sincerity she did not feel. “I, I love you.” Mr. Inoukoue placed a big finger on her lips.

“Shush now,” he smiled sadly. “Don’t worry, I will never throw you back out on the street. You and your family will be taken care off one way or another.” He brought both hands up to cradle her face. She felt almost infantile in his massive presence. “I have made arrangements for your safety, pretty Jenny. Soon you leave me and rejoin your family, very soon.”

It was all too much. She started sobbing pitifully as tears poured down her cheeks.

“Come,” he said and brought her in and hugged her tightly.

Jennifer buried her face in his white cotton shirt. Soon it was wet with her tears.

He cradled her head caressing her with his big hands. He could be so incredibly gentle for a man of his size. Jennifer looked up at him. 


“Thank you,” she said. He nodded and hugged her tighter as they watched the sun start to dip over the horizon. Far away, birds commenced their evening lullabies.

She was almost completely relaxed when she felt his big familiar hands slowly fall to caress her chest. She leaned back against him and smiled. He drew gentle circles around her sensitive nipples through the thick army-issue shirt she was wearing. He had insisted that in spite of the heat, she had to ware clothes made out of thick material so that if her breasts leaked, it would not be readily apparent to the ever-present bodyguards around. She had grown accustomed to the big man’s lovemaking and now surrendered herself to the feel of his rough skin as his hands found their way underneath the garment and cupped her naked breasts.

She smiled. 


She thought of her breasts. Inoukoue had been smitten with her bosom from the very start. She felt his hard cock spring to life. 


Suddenly she felt his hand grab both her wrists holding them in one hand like one would hold a small child. 


Instinctively Jennifer knew what that meant. A couple of weeks back he had confided in her how much he loved role-play. Through trial and error they had discovered that the fantasy that seemed to excite them most was the one where he was the caveman brute and she enacted the part of an innocent white girl about to be abducted. 


Instinctively she let a soft whimper escape her clenched throat. Inoukoue pulled her arms straight back making her bend forward at the waist. With a powerful shove from his heavy boot he pushed her forward and she tumbled in the grass. 


“Undress!” he bellowed. 


With shaking hands Jenny played her part, unbuttoning and shedding her clothes. For every garment she took off, Xavier removed one off too.

Soon both master and concubine were naked like the day they had been born. She felt herself grow hot and excited as he towered tall above her naked form. 


Her breath came hot and quick and her eyes blazed with desire. Suddenly he was at her side and she was in his arms. He could feel her heart beat wildly like a little bird against his chest. He looked down at her and delved into her soul as his eyes pierced hers. Her lips quivered beneath his stare as he held her captive in his embrace. Words tried to come out of her panting lips but remained inaudible.

“Take me, Master,” she thought. “Take me for I am yours.”

“I will take you like the little wanton slave in heat you are,” he growled, “but first I want to feed on you.” Immediately Jennifer sat up in the grass knowing exactly her master’s favorite feeding position.

“Come, please,” she whimpered. “Drink my milk and enjoy this small gift I can give you, master.” 


Slowly the big strong colossus laid on the ground placing his enormous head in her lap. She bent forward making it easier for his lips to latch onto her breast. He started drinking immediately. 


She felt every pull of his with the very center of her body. Every gulp he took made her body quiver with love and tenderness. She moaned as her hand absently played with the thick black curls of her master’s hair. 


Every time he swallowed her milk, a small part of her unraveled. She felt naked and vulnerable being made to submit herself in that most intimate way. She felt him groan as he moved onto her second titty. She felt her body melt into his mouth. 


Time slowed down to a trickle and Jennifer felt herself relax into a trancelike state. She almost did not notice when her master gently took hold of her wrist again and brought both her arms behind her back where he clasped them in place. 


Soon he was done and Jennifer brought her lips down to his. They kissed like they had never kissed before. She opened her lips and their tongues met, hot, wet and hungry. He nibbled at her lip, sending sudden little waves of pleasure then pain that wiggled and writhed causing an indescribable tornado of feelings run through her body. With his free hand he found her feet and soon started massaging her ankles and toes. 


His kiss became kisses. He kissed her on the lips on the neck covering her face in little pecks of love and adoration.

“Do you want this?” She looked up into his eyes and saw only dark lust and far.

“I so want you, master,” she said and he pulled her towards him like as if she weighed nothing. 


Suddenly his hands were everywhere all at once. She felt him grip the back of her neck and tilt her head so that he could kiss all along its length. She tried to reach for his manhood but he slapped her hands away. His lips slowly found their way back to her nipples that he then covered with his mouth. She felt herself being pushed back into the dirt as he covered her with his toned and powerful body. She stroked her hands up and down the canyons of muscles and sinews where his back morphed into his tight waist and buttocks. 


Suddenly he groaned and sat up. She had seen his cock many times already. She had felt its glorious thickness caress her insides countless nights but now his erection was right in front of her, bathed in the orange light of the setting sun, it glistened with pre-cum, hard and throbbing. Jennifer knew then that all she wanted in this instant was to feel it in her. 


“Spread your legs for me, slave,” he growled.

Her body was already fully on display for her dark master. With trembling hands she reached down and held onto her knees pulling her legs back and out, opening up herself to be ravished.

“Thank you, master,” Jennifer squeaked when she felt the first touch of his giant head. Then she screamed as he suddenly impaled her in one long smooth stroke. His gargantuan cock stretched her out. She felt the shock to the core and then another as he withdrew and pushed forward again.

“Tell me do you want me?” He said accentuating his words with thrusts that made her breasts bounce. He was working her stronger than he had ever done before.

His passion felt like lava and his cock like a piston of flame sending tears to her eyes. The rush of pleasure roiling through her body was nearly unbearable.

“Answer me, bitch, do you want me.” Again, he accelerated his thrusts as his fingers dug into the skin of her shoulders. Pain and pleasure joined in waves falling over her body eliciting electric jolts that started at her center and only grew in strength as they cascaded in waves roiling throughout her taught body.

“Yes, master, I want you,” she cried out as he brought down his giant pelvis crushing her against the ground. Fresh waves of tears boiled up and sprang down her cheeks.

“Master, please!” she screamed incoherently. “Please! Yes! Yes! Yes!” 


Jennifer felt her orgasm building. She felt it roaring in from all directions at once. He slammed against her again and she screamed in response.

“Yes master, yes master, yes master,” she babbled and soon the words lost their meaning and she was moaning and whining pitifully in the throes of her ecstasy. She was totally helpless before this onslaught of pure power as he beat down on her. 


He plunged one more time all the way in to the hilt and as she felt his thick scrotum rub against the cheeks of her ass, her climax came like a tidal wave. The roaring element burst across her and all of a sudden her legs gave out and flopped down from where she had wrapped them around her master’s pelvis. Her body redirected every last ounce of energy to her pussy that convulsed and squeezed around his thick girth. 


Somewhere far away she heard him groan and then she knew he was coming too. His proud black cock was emptying itself at the very center of her body! She felt muscles that had forever been out of her control take charge and milk it for all that she was worth. She felt droplets of sweat trickle down from his chest and face raining down across her panting face.









Behind them, unknown to either Jennifer or her lover, a man lay. Covered in jungle camouflage, he didn’t smile, or show any hint of satisfaction at having witnessed the primal scene of lust that the two lovers had just enacted before his eyes. He merely adjusted the focus of his camera and made sure that the video feed continued uninterrupted.







 Submitting to Her New Master









They could not keep their hands off each other. The jet-black Mercedes limousine purred like a giant cat as it cornered the turn into the presidential compound. Jenny giggled and looked up for the millionth time to check the rearview mirror and make sure the driver wasn't copping a look. Ben laughed as he playfully moved his hands up her thighs.





"Stop that!" She whispered. "Think of the impression you're making!"





"Why? Who cares what the driver thinks? I haven't been with you in ages," Ben replied renewing his efforts to get his hands under Jenny's dress. "If anything, he is probably wondering why I haven't taken you already. In fact now that you mention it, I am
 worried about the impression I am making. He probably thinks I am weak and indecisive for not making up for lost time right now. You don't want to start a rumor about how weak and indecisive the president's new financial advisor is, do you?"





Jenny was going to laugh but upon second thought, she decided Ben maybe had a point. A couple of tourist brochures on the inbound flight notwithstanding Kazakhstan might as well be the dark side of the moon.





"Just then a little sound came from the car seat by them. Immediately both parents forgot what they were doing and turned to look at their little precious bundle of joy.





"I cannot believe how much she has grown," whispered Jenny as she leaned in to kiss Melody’s tiny button of a nose. The two-year old giggled and waved her hands in the air.





"I know," Ben agreed. "Her hair is going to be just like yours. Future heartbreaker right there!" Jenny nudged him in the ribs and was about to say something when the limo came to a stop and almost instantaneously a finely dressed attendant opened their door.





"Welcome to his Excellence the President of Kazakhstan's home," the man said. Behind him Jenny could see two elderly women dressed in the traditional garb of the country barely able to contain their excitement.





"You must be Jennifer," said one of them grasping Jenny's hand just as she stepped out of the car.





"And this there must be your beautiful daughter!" Exclaimed the second. They completely ignored Ben and this made Jenny smile.





"Hello and thank you," Jenny replied. "Yes, this is Melody." The two-year-old infant was staring cautiously with big saucer-size eyes at the small crowd of people that had suddenly congregated around the vehicle.





"Isn't she precious!” The two women said almost in unison. Before Jenny could reply the two bubbly ladies had left her and moved to unbuckle Melody from her car seat.





"You must go now!" one of them said. "His Excellency is expecting you for dinner. Don't worry about sweet Melody here. Everything has been arranged. We are the nannies."





"But…"





"No buts," one of the nannies said placing a soothing palm on Jenny's arm. "We will take care of your precious little bundle with our lives. If she so much as falls and scratches her knees, we will be beheaded."





Seeing Jenny’s horrified expression the woman broke out laughing. "Just making a joke. Go now. You don't want to make your future boss angry."





Jenny felt so very tired all of a sudden. She wondered how many hours it was since she had boarded that military cargo plane in Kinshasa. She felt weak and tired like as if she hadn't slept for a week. Ben hugged her tight around the waist, "She's right you know. We have to go be nice and sweet and impress his Excellency with how smooth and well-educated we are." Jenny nodded as they started walking up the polished marble steps of the palace.





"I still cannot believe our luck," she said. "If anybody had told me only last week that we will be together again so soon, and you would be gainfully employed no less, I would have laughed them out of the room."





"I know, right! Come let us try and not spoil the first impression. I hear the man is a stickler for detail and very eccentric."





"What? You mean to say you haven't met him yet?" Jenny exclaimed.





"Of course I haven't," Ben replied. "This is the first time I am in Kazakhstan myself. I signed all the documents and was debriefed in London before I left."





"How strange. What if we don't like him?" Asked Jenny. "What if you don't want to work with him?"





Just then, a cold wind blew in sending icy chills right through the thin material of her tight little black dinner dress. Ben never had an opportunity to answer her question as they reached the entrance and two soldiers in pressed parade uniform opened the doors in perfect sync letting the young couple enter the palace.





Mr. Ismailov took a long sip of his red wine luxuriating in the taste and texture of the exquisite vintage. Observing the president, Ben realized that for the first time this evening he felt relaxed enough to actually sit back and look around the sumptuous dining hall. His eyes were immediately drawn to the exquisite wood paneling that lined all sides of the spacious room with images of what appeared to be ancient Hindu goddesses and gods. He noticed with surprise that many of the scenes actually depicted the mythological characters engaged in lovemaking! Ben didn't consider himself to be a prude, but many of the engravings made him blush deeply.





"Do you enjoy the murals, Ben?" Asked their host, his casually sonorous voice making the young couple jump in their seats.





"Yes, they are exquisite, your Excellence," Ben cleared his throat casting a quick glance at Jenny who had lapsed into an uncharacteristic silence. She appeared to be blushing. Had she also been looking at the engravings?





"Are they depicting scenes from Hindu mythology?" Ben asked.





"Indeed they are." Replied Mr. Ismailov. "You must be wondering how come I, the head of state of such a virulently conservative country like ours tolerates such obviously pagan imagery in my own home?" The president said leaning forward to dip a drumstick into a bowl of steaming sauce by his side. Obviously he didn't appear too encumbered with decorum. Ben watched how with obvious delight his new boss brought the delicately glazed piece of chicken meat to his mouth and took a generous bite. Ben saw droplets of oil trickle down Mr. Ismailov's hand and slowly drip onto the immaculate tablecloth.





"In all honesty, I do have to admit that the images did surprise me…"





"Good! Excellent, actually," the president roared interrupting Ben. "I do value honesty, especially in my employees." The president smiled but in his eyes Ben detected a steely glint of ice. "I would like you to always be candid with me, Ben. In fact, I insist on it. Rest assured that as long as I am around, you will never be punished for speaking your mind. And neither will your wife," the president added looking over at Jenny who had reached out and placed her hand atop that of her husband. Ben instinctively took her hand in his and realized how cold it felt.





Punished? What the hell? What a strange man the president of Kazakhstan appeared to be. A momentary shudder coursed through Ben's body. He wondered for a fleeting second whether he had done the right thing by bringing his small family to this odd country and accepting to work for its president who he barely knew anything about. Truth be told, Ben had spent a long time on the Internet trying to glean as much information as he possibly could about his future employer. But try as he might, it turned out that Mr. Ismailov was a genuine recluse indeed. His country had recently leapfrogged itself into the top five economies in the world as a result of its burgeoning oil industry and the crisis that had so drastically crippled the Western economies.





Ben forced himself to snap out of his doltish reverie. What was wrong with him? Mr. Ismailov had already helped his little family so much. He had spared no expense in sending one of his personal jets to pick up Jenny from where she was hiding from the virus in Africa. He had even made sure that trained military personnel were available to provide her with all the safety she might need. Obviously the powerful man had their best interest at heart. Ben was being completely irrational right now. And yet, why was Jenny trembling?





"Thank you," Ben said glancing over at his wife. She appeared so pale and fragile that for a moment he wondered whether she wasn't about to faint. It had to be the trip. It was ages since she had last had an opportunity to get some rest. Ben was just about to thank the president for his generosity and lavish hospitality and bid him good night when he suddenly saw something so strange that he forgot his original intention.





The president had just waved over one of the two maids who had been serving throughout dinner tonight. Ben remembered her name was Giselle. He recalled how stricken he had been by her exquisite beauty when she had offered to take their coats and introduced herself upon their arrival a couple of hours ago. Blonde like his wife, Giselle was almost a full had taller than Jenny with lustrous curls that cascaded halfway down her back. Tall, lithe, and with a hint of German accent, she was the epitome of a top-tier supermodel. The fact that someone like her would be employed as house help here evoked more questions in Ben's mind that he was prepared to consider right now.





It was however what she did upon walking over to the president that totally blew Ben's mind away. Quietly, without so much as a questioning look or even the hint of a frown, the supermodel knelt by the president’s side and took his hand in both of hers bringing it up to her lips. Ben heard his wife's sharp intake of breath as they both watched transfixed the ritual before their eyes. For yes, it was nothing less than a ritual, Ben realized, and it was being played out for his and Jenny’s benefit.





Instead of merely kissing the back of the dictator's hand, Giselle lovingly took every finger in her mouth bathing it with her tongue and sucking it all the way in. Ben could clearly hear Giselle gag a couple of times on her master's long thick fingers as they entered her throat.





Her master? Ben wondered at the word his mind had instinctively provided for him. But how else could one describe the tableau unfolding before his eyes? How else, other than a master being serviced by his… Servant? With consternation Ben felt his cock grow hard at the display of raw power before him. Suddenly he felt mortified and embarrassed by his animalistic reaction to what had to be an act of pure humiliation for the servant girl.





He looked over at Jenny and was shocked to see his beautiful wife blush a deep crimson red as a thin sheen of sweat had blossomed across her upper lip that she was sucking in. He suddenly realized that Jenny was tightly squeezing his hand and from the corner of his eyes he could see imperceptible convulsions rock her slender waist. Ben now recognized her expression for what it was: she was on the verge of coming! He felt pain as his cock strained against the confines of his suit pants. Jenny was acting like a woman he had never known before, someone so sensual and sexualized that she was on the verge of coming by merely watching a woman kneel before a man.





Suddenly, Jenny saw him staring at her and immediately let go of his hand barely stifling a groan of embarrassment.





The president who up until this moment had been checking messages on his smartphone with one hand while Giselle sucked the other one clean, looked up as if just now remembering the presence of the other people in the room. For a fleeting moment Ben saw a knowing twinkle illuminate the president’s preternaturally dark eyes.





"Please pardon my manners," Mr. Ismailov said. As he spoke Giselle was just done licking his fingers clean and was now using her long blond hair to dry his hand. The president followed Ben's stare to the girl kneeling by his side and then back again.





"I see shock in your eyes," he said. 






"Pardon me, sir, I don't… We," Ben was at a loss for words. 






The president smiled, "No need to apologize, my dear man. After all it is only understandable that Giselle's obvious progress in getting used to our customs has taken you by surprise." Ben looked at the girl on her knees and she smiled broadly back at him and nodded in Jenny's direction.





For a long moment that felt to stretch into eternity the president looked at Ben and Jenny scanning their flustered expressions with his deep black eyes. Finally he cleared his throat relaxing into his seat and turning to face his guests.





“We were talking earlier about your interest in the wood paneling in this room." The president started.





“We meant no disrespect, sir," Ben immediately tried to apologize





“Shush now,” the president said his intonation suddenly sharp even though his voice stayed low and measured. “Remember what we talked about earlier? I know you did not mean to disrespect me and you haven't.” He smiled and for the second time tonight Ben felt shivers run up and down his spine. “If I thought you meant me an affront, we wouldn't be having this conversation, believe me. But enough about that,” the president said and placed his large hand atop the blond servant’s head. She was sitting back on her heels demurely kneeling on the floor as he gently caressed her head like somebody would pet a dog. “You were asking about the apparent conflict between these obscene images and the culture of our country, correct?”





Not trusting himself to speak Ben merely nodded. 






“Well, the simple answer is that there is none.” The president said. “No conflict at all. I am no religious scholar, mind you,” he chuckled. “But my understanding is that it took us a long time to get to where we are today. Does that mean we have to turn around and spit on our history?” His voice had grown in strength and his words were coming out forceful like a politician delivering a speech. Ben saw Jenny nod from the corner of his eyes and did the same.





“What is more, I do not consider myself to be overly conservative.” The man said. “If people want to have sex, let them, is what I say. Our country can only benefit from more happy families and a larger population. Especially in times like ours…,” he added and Ben felt a pall of darkness cross the president’s face.





“I don't consider myself to be a conservative, but please do not take that to mean I'm not a fervent supporter of our traditions. Which brings me to Giselle here,” he said tapping the blond girl's head. “Go on, tell them what is your occupation in our household please,” the man encouraged her.





Maybe it was Ben's imagination but he thought he saw the girls eyes moisten as she spoke. "I came from Germany she said her voice beautifully sonorous and heavy with accent. "I joined my master's – my, the president’s household as a servant…"





"And…" The president encouraged her.





"And I was recently promoted to the position of body servant to his Excellency."





The president laughed softly as Ben's eyes grew big as saucers.





"Tell them Giselle what does that entail," the president ordered. "It seems our guests are not quite clear on the meaning of the word."





"Put simply I am in charge of Mr. Ismailov's body," Giselle explained, her voice mechanical as if reading off a script. "I make sure I bring him food and drink, I take care of his laundry and attire, and sometimes, when he requests it, I make him happy in other ways."





"She's a slave!” exclaimed Jenny making Ben almost jump out of his seat with shock. He reached out and took her by the hand holding her tight and preventing her from standing up and leaving as she was about to do.





The president was about to say something but Giselle interrupted him, "No I am not!" She said and her voice sounded forceful and sincere as she clearly enunciated every word. "I am no slave. I am here of my own free volition, and you have to respect my choice!" Giselle's retort obviously struck Jenny deeply. She sat back down, her mouth agape as she stared speechless at the girl kneeling by the president’s side.





“There, there, now," the president said. “There's no reason to get upset. We all come from different cultures and have different ideas about morals and what is appropriate. No reason to start yelling at each other,” he chuckled. Ben looked from his wife to Giselle who appeared to be still furious as she knelt on the floor by her master.





"It is more than simply a job for me," explained the servant girl. "I do enjoy what I do even if I am handsomely compensated for my services," she added.





“This is not to say that pretty Giselle is not sometimes in need of chastising. Right?” the president said gently nudging the girl with his shoe. 






She nodded. “Yes master.”





“I want you to show them what I am talking about,” the president said. “But first let’s adjourn to the couches, shall we? There we can have some refreshments and desert in a more comfortable setting.”





They followed him into a large spacious study. It was decorated in a way that made it feel cozy and intimate. Large ottoman couches lined the sides and at its center there was a big silver and gold hookah.

Giselle demurely followed them carrying a large intricately engraved silver platter with a diverse assortment of sweets and chocolate. She brought it over to the president and curtsied.





“Stand up, please,” Mr. Ismailov said almost absentmindedly as he selected a couple of sweets. "Take off your skirt and panties and show our guests what I mean."





Ben would have protested the president’s order but somehow the rational part of his brain had suddenly taken a leave of absence. He and Jenny watched dumbfounded as the girl stood and demurely unzipped the black skirt of her maid uniform. She let it slip down her long lithe legs and fall to the floor where it was soon joined by her white lace panties.





Ben had to swallow a couple of times at the sight before his eyes.





Now only in a white shirt and the dark navy sweater of her uniform, Giselle stood ramrod straight in her high heels as she gathered up the hem of her shirt bringing it up around her waist revealing her naked crotch for all to see.





Both Ben and his wife felt their hearts skip a couple of beats at the beauty before them. Tall and lanky, her abs were clearly delineated, as were the muscles of her well toned legs. But it was her baby-smooth pussy that drew Ben’s attention immediately. He had to force his eyes up and away lest he appear like a drooling primate.





“You are frowning, sweetheart,” the president observed. “I believe I know why but please tell our honored guests why you aren’t happy.”





“I hate it when you display me like that, master,” the girl said.





“Why?”





“I have committed myself to you, master. You are my air, the sun in my life, I serve you and only you,” Giselle said her voice husky as she spoke. The way she looked, half-naked and reluctant, made Ben want to grab her and take her right then and there. Giselle had pledged herself body and soul to this man. She seemed perfectly at peace now that someone else had such tremendous power over her.





“Why does displaying yourself to these people bother you my dove?” asked Mr. Ismailov.





“I serve you master, not them,” Giselle said in a low whisper. “I only display myself to them because you ordered me, but I do not care for it.” The tall blonde was standing proud at the center of the room holding up her white shirt as she allowed Jenny and Ben to drink in her beauty.





“I apologize for my servant," the president said. “You can see she still has a lot to learn.” 






Ben didn't know quite what to say and so merely remained silent. He felt Jenny’s hand tremble in his grasp. He could tell she was deeply moved by the image of the submissive servant.





“I will take this opportunity to teach you some humility,” the president said. “Now is as good a time as any. I want you to turn around and explain in detail how you got the marks on your bottom and what else the guests can see there.”





Dejected, Giselle lowered her head making her blond curls fall across her forehead as she turned around. She bent slightly at the waist and having placed her hands on the cheeks of her butt she pulled them apart to reveal the sparkling diamond flange of a butt plug. 






Both Jenny and Ben gasped at the sight. They could see scars from multiple welts that crisscrossed her delicate skin there. She had been flogged!





“Actually, hold on for a second!” the president suddenly said and motioned towards Jenny, “Please you do the questioning for me.”





“Me?!” squeaked Jenny. Ben could clearly see rivulets of sweat streak down his wife’s long graceful neck. “But I don't know what to ask!” she complained in a plaintive voice.





“No whining!” the president chastised her sternly and she visibly shrunk back at his rebuke. “Just ask Giselle anything that comes to mind. Surely you must be curious about her choice of lifestyle.”





Jenny was about to protest again but stopped herself. 


It was all too much. She felt like crying. She was tired and overwhelmed from the novelty of everything. However, there was no denying how excited this entire situation made her feel.





She sighed and asked, “What is this up there?”





Before Giselle had a chance to reply, the president interrupted them both. 






“I want you to address each other using your first names. Giselle, I permit you to address Ms. Smith as Jenny, and you Jenny, can call Giselle by her first name too.”

Jenny nodded and repeated the question this time phrasing it the way the president wanted.





Ben sat back in the couch and placed a hand absently stroking his crotch where his cock pulsed with barely contained desire.





“Giselle please tell me what are you showing us?” Asked Jenny.





“This is my butt plug, miss Jenny,” the girl replied.





“Why is it there, Giselle? Did you put it in yourself?” asked Jenny.





“No madam,” Giselle replied. “Master re-inserted it there shortly before your arrival.”





Jenny blushed when the girl called her madam
 . If anything this supermodel looked so much more elegant, taller and more beautiful than her, Jenny thought. Surely she shouldn't be calling me Madame.





In spite of her embarrassment, Jenny pressed on, "Why did Mr. Ismailov put it there?" Her voice quivered with the words and Ben knew she was hesitating when it came to calling the object for what it was.





“He makes me wear it all the time, Madame.”





“Oh?” Jenny felt the girl’s reluctance to elaborate. She saw the president begin to speak but for some unknown irrational reason she lifted her hand to stop him. "Please elaborate for me Giselle," she heard herself say. Was it her imagination or did her voice suddenly sound imbued with authority she knew she did not possess? How odd.
 From the corner of her eye she saw the president smile.





“Please be forthcoming and candid in your explanation, 
 Giselle!” Jenny commanded.





“He inserted it in me the day I agreed to submit and become his body servant, ma'am," Giselle replied and even though her body remained ramrod straight, Ben could detect a quiver in her voice.





"The first moment he pressed it in me, I instinctively felt a sense of belonging to my master, a sense that overwhelmed me and has never lessened. Every step I take reminds me of my vow of submission. Master only takes it out when I have to serve him with my backside, and also once a day when I am allowed to go to the bathroom.” The servant girl's voice was coming in short little gasps now. Gone was her initial hautiness.





“How do you serve him back there?” Jenny surprised everybody by asking. She saw Ben turn around and glare at her but she ignored him. “Describe to me the experience.”





“Every couple of hours or so my master needs to go to the bathroom,” Giselle explained her voice eerily small now. Ben looked at her in amazement struck by how quickly she had allowed herself to be subdued by Jenny. The transformation he was witnessing in both women was staggering. The tall German supermodel had become docile and was now almost stammering with every reply.





A new dynamic had blossomed between the two women. His wife had taken the role of dominant interrogator to the taller girl’s submissive.





“If I am available, he uses me instead. Then the butt plug goes back in me to make sure that nothing leaks,” Giselle replied in a husky voice.





“Doesn't this give you cramps?” Jenny asked and Ben considered telling her to stop but the president motioned for him to stay quiet.





“It does,” admitted Giselle. She was still clutching her butt cheeks wide open before their eyes.





“I don't understand,” said Jenny. “Do you have to go to the bathroom after that? I have read that the human colon is where liquids are taken up by the body. Surely soon after… servicing
 Mr. Ismailov you have to go to?” Genuine puzzlement clouded Jenny's beautiful oval face. Ben saw the president beam a radiant smile in her direction.





“This is correct, Madame,” replied Giselle, “My bladder does fill up soon after. But it has been, what is the word… Modified
 ? It has been fitted with a little metal stopper thingy that I am able to close and then open every time I go. So I can control the time I let go of my waste waters.”





Ben could clearly see the woman's neck blush crimson at having to explain these intimate details.





“Amazing!” Jenny whispered softly almost to herself. “You agreed to that of your own free will?” Ben felt cold sweat break out across his body.





“Absolutely,” Giselle replied with newfound conviction. “If that is what master wants from me, I will do it. The surgery wasn't very long or complicated, and the modification gives me more control than normal when it comes to how often I have to go to the bathroom.”





“Amazing!” Jenny repeated clearly awed at what she had gleaned.





“See how much one can learn if only one is curious and candid,” smiled the president clapping his hands clearly delighted in what had transpired.





Suddenly he stood and without so much as saying a word walked over to the couch where Jenny and Ben were seated. He was an imposing man. The president was someone who even though obviously more than two times their age, made the young couple feel intimidated by his mere presence. 






Ben mumbled something and scooted away to sit at an adjacent couch.





“I always knew you are a beautiful woman, Jenny, the president said, “but today you surprised me.”





“Oh?” Jenny was at a sudden loss for words. She felt so small sitting as she was at the edge of the couch mere inches from the president who towered above her. She felt alone and at the mercy of this strange and very powerful man. 






But then something somewhere in some hidden corner of her mind clicked and ratcheted into place. Jenny felt herself move slowly, almost imperceptibly forward. It was a small distance but she knew with preternatural certainty she would never ever be able to walk it back. Jenny sat forward and closed the short distance to where the president was standing. She closed her eyes and turned her head away from where Ben sat. She did not want to see her husband while she did what she knew was expected of her. She reached out and closed her arms behind the master's knees hugging him tightly.

The president was so very different from her husband and any other man she had ever known. More than simply powerful like a warlord or a military leader, she sensed raw energy like a current of electricity fill him and drive him. She hugged him tighter and felt him grunt his approval as he passed his fingers through her thick hair tugging and pulling at it painfully as she kept her head pressed against his knees.

They held the embrace for a long while oblivious to the dumbfounded husband and the servant-girl still holding the position behind them. 






Ben felt white-hot outrage at seeing his wife, the woman he so loved submissively hug the knees of the dictator with such obvious affection. But soon anger gave way to sullen acceptance and Ben felt his, cock which until now had been straining against his pants in anticipation of his first night together with Jenny since her return from Africa, slowly relax and then withdraw. It shriveled collecting itself back up flaccid against his scrotum. 


Ben felt the air go out of him and he stood to leave.

Nobody stopped him or even acknowledged him as he exited the room and went to check on the baby before putting himself down for the night. 









 Serving Madame














Tears sprung into her eyes drip-dripping to the floor from in between her Master’s fingers.

"Do you love him?" He felt her nod where she had pressed her forehead against his thigh. "Then perhaps you ought to go back and be with him."

"I can't – –," she said in a tiny voice like a girl begging out of something she didn't want to do. "I don't know anything anymore. I want to be with somebody who is strong and who takes care of me, not the other way around,” she whimpered and he felt her whole body convulse racked by sobs.

“I know,” he said quietly caressing her shiny blond hair.

“Come,” he finally said taking her gently by the arm and helping her stand up.

She didn't have any idea where he was taking her or what time it was. She followed demurely behind her master, both of them ignoring the semi-naked girl in the room. 
 As she followed him, Jenny quickly got rid of her high heel stilettos. Even though they added to her hight, they hurt her feet. Now her toes luxuriated in the thick Persian rugs that covered the entire place. They walked out on a beautiful and enormous terrace overlooking what appeared to be rolling hills and a lush pasture bathed in pale moonlight. The summer air smelled of flowers and dew. Instinctively Jenny stepped closer to him seeking the warmth of her Master’s heavy frame.

He didn't move to embrace her but merely stepped just so that she could dock against his side like a boat finding its harbor at night. “Look there,” he motioned in the darkness and at first Jenny could see nothing. But then she gasped.

A naked woman beautiful and tall, and long-legged, was riding a white horse. Her long blond hair spread behind her in the wind like wings of an angel as she used her strong legs to guide the beast this way and that across the rolling meadows.

"Who is she?" Jenny whispered.

"My wife," the president said simply.

Jenny did not know what to say and so remained silent observing the figure beneath put the stallion through its paces.

“She does that almost every night,” her master said as if speaking to himself. “She is mine and I am hers,” he said simply. “You can never be like her, or take her place. Do you understand?”

The girl nodded and then said "I know."

Her voice sounded soulless and devoid of intonation but he knew she meant it.

They stood like that for a long while: him stoic looking down into the valley and her, pressed against the warmth of his body seeking comfort and admission. Darkness settled over the land and even though it was summer silence reigned supreme. Jenny thought she could hear the galloping hooves and the whinny of the horse and knew how much she wanted to trade places with the woman that rode it.

“Tell me, do you know why I brought you and your family here,” his voice came distant but strong and deep in the darkness making her wonder whether she heard his words or felt their vibrations with her body.

“You brought us here so that Ben can work as your advisor,” she said meekly without conviction. The big man chuckled. 


"You can do better than that," he said. "At least I hope you can, if you want to become mine." Jenny whimpered quietly at his words. They made her sound so cheap, and yet what he said was true: she did want to belong to somebody strong and willful like this man. So what if she had only just barely met him.

“You brought us here because of me,” she heard herself say. She had meant it is a question but it came out as a statement of fact and the man nodded in the night.

“Yes but why?” he pressed. This time she kept quiet for a long while at first mulling his question and then fighting against her own discomfort at saying it out loud and in the open. She hoped he would ask her something different but he didn't.

“Your wife, she's blond like me," Jenny said finally. The man nodded but remained quiet waiting. "If what I was told is correct, she cannot have babies. No blonde woman can conceive because of the virus." The man nodded again and turned to face her. She looked up at him the pale moonlight reflecting in her blond curls. "I never got sick with the virus." Jenny said simply.

The powerful man who was her master gently placed two fingers on her chin. "I am very happy you accept. My wife and I will be eternally grateful for your help." Jenny looked up unblinking at him. She felt her hands slowly inch up her sides and as if imbued with a life of their own, move in between their bodies gently coming to rest over his hardness that felt big and hot ensconced within his black suit pants.

"Not now," her master said, his voice suddenly rough and chastising making her almost jump with fright. "And not like that. There is a way," she felt his fingers painfully dig into her chin, anger bubbling beneath the surface of his words, "Are you not listening, I am a man of tradition." Jenny was shaking like a leaf. But mercifully the fires in his eyes simmered down and he let go.

"Go now. Go get some rest. You will need it,” he shoved her back with his hand. She whimpered and withdrew. An inexplicable urge made her curtsy low to the ground. She felt self-conscious of the way her tight black dinner dress had moved up her thighs.





That night she dreamt she was a reluctant human sacrifice. She was a virgin pubescent girl slated to entertain the ancient Minotaur of Greece. She woke up in a cold sweat and realized that the sun was already high up in the sky. She checked her watch – 11:26 AM! Jenny had slept almost 12 straight hours through the night. 


Her breasts hurt and when she placed her palm on her chest, she felt an unwelcome heat and throbbing pain there. Mr. Inoukoue had been nothing if not diligent about feeding on her milk every three or four hours. When he was gone, he had given her strict instructions on how to use an expensive hospital grade breast pump he had somehow procured and brought out to the cottage where he had her hiding.

But now that she was back, 
 Ben didn't know she was still in milk. As far as her husband was concerned, she had stopped producing almost two years ago when she had left him and their infant daughter to work in Africa. She felt lightheaded with panic at the thought of how he would react when he found out. 


Then she saw the bed! She had slept naked because she had been too tired to rummage through their suitcases for a set of PJs, and now she could see the wet bedsheets where she had leaked during the night.

Oh my God! There was a second circle of obviously soaked bedsheets lower than where her chest had been! Her dream! She had had a wet dream! Frantically she looked around to make sure her husband was nowhere near and hastily covered the embarrassing evidence with the duvet. Quickly Jenny made a beeline for the bathroom where she hoped a long soothing shower would do the trick and help coax her aching breasts to release their pent-up milk.





She found the two men in the kitchen having brunch. Giselle was serving impeccably dressed in her maid's uniform as she had been the night before. Jenny was quite surprised to find the president still lingering in their company. She had been given to understand by Ben that the man was extraordinarily busy and a very hands-on type of guy. She frowned trying to imagine what it would feel like to live the life of somebody who had so much power over millions of people. She shook her head silently agreeing with herself that this kind of life simply wasn't meant for her. 


Both men completely ignored her and went on discussing some financial issue. Jenny wasn't quite sure what had happened with Ben last night. She remembered him leaving in a huff but other than that she had no recollection. She had been too afraid to go and seek him out. Now she merely stood and watched as she leaned against the countertop drinking milk and enjoying her coffee and breakfast. It was her favorite meal of the day.

A couple of times she caught Ben's sideways glances at her. He seemed to be uncomfortable for some reason and she felt sad and also embarrassed for him. He was the one who had brought them here after all, a small voice whispered in her mind. But still, he was her husband and she loved him. 


She was tired of living hand to mouth and on the run. If this arrangement with the president was what it took, so be it. But she would still hate to see Melody grow up estranged from her father. A faint smile crossed Jennifer's lips at the thought of her sweet two year old daughter. She had checked on her first thing this morning and found the toddler happily playing with her two doting nannies. The women appeared so enthralled with the child that for a moment Jenny felt jealous. Why oh why, couldn’t everybody be happy like them?

Suddenly Jenny snapped out of her daydreaming and realized that both men had fallen silent. The president was reading something on his smartphone while Ben was staring at an object that had suddenly materialized on the kitchen table. It was a glass butt plug! Suddenly Jenny felt faint. How much did Ben know about what had transpired between her and the president last night? Would he be okay with it? What would the president do if Ben didn't accept their arrangement?

“Okay, the president,” said putting away his smartphone. “Now that this is done we can talk about more mundane matters.” A faint smile crossed the man's lips when he saw Jenny's deep blush. "You can go now, Ben. Thank you for counseling me on this financial matter. I will see you later tonight. Remember what I told you and make sure you follow my instructions. Okay?" 


Jenny could have sworn she saw Ben visibly tremble at the man's words. He still made a clear effort to avoid looking her in the eye as he reached out, took the butt plug from the table and holding it in both hands said, "Yes, sir. Thank you, sir." He left the room without another word leaving his wife staring speechless at the president who was just then finishing off his own glass of what appeared to be ice cold milk. Oh no! He has been told to take the plug and … Oh God!


The president smiled. "For you I have something else, my dear." He reached into the inside pocket of his waistcoat and pulled out what appeared to be an expensive-looking velvet jewelry box. He opened it and Jenny gasped. In it lay what had to be a multimillion-dollar piece of jewelry. White gold and platinum mesh were intricately interwoven with row upon glittering grow of brilliant diamonds!

“It goes on your ankle, sweetheart,” the man said and picking it up walked over to where she stood. "Like I said last night, Jenny, I am very traditional." Before she knew what was happening, he knelt at her feet and with practiced motions attached the exquisite anklet around her right foot securing it in place. His touch felt like a gentle whisper along her skin. Then he took hold of her ankle and lifting her foot just a little, slowly took off first one shoe and then the other. He kissed her knee and then stood.

She found herself looking almost straight up trying to gauge the look in his eyes.

"I gave you something but I would like something in return, dear child," the older man whispered gently caressing her cheek. “From now on do not wear shoes. At least not in my presence. When you see me coming, I want you to instinctively slip out of whatever footwear you happen to be in. Can you do that for me, Jenny?" The man asked, his fingers leaving contrails of electricity as they glided over her blushing face.

"Yes, master," Jenny knew right then she belonged to him body and soul. She would do anything and everything this man wanted.

“Let us go meet my wife," the president said taking Jenny by the hand. He led her out of the kitchen past a line of bodyguards and up a flight of stairs into a study where the beautiful blond woman Jenny recognized from the night before was now fully clothed and working at a desk.

Giselle had followed them all the way here and now Jenny heard her close and lock the doors behind them.

"My love," the president said and Jenny felt jealousy fill her heart at the warmth of his voice.

"My love," the woman replied signing off on something with a flourish and then looking up in their direction. "You brought her."

"She has agreed to everything," the master said. "Some of it she doesn't know yet, but she has agreed all the same."

The woman stood and with consternation Jenny realized how tall and strong the mistress of the house was. She was almost as tall as the president! Jenny felt surrounded, like a child in a room full of adults.

“Did she? Such a delightful little creature," the woman said and Jenny realized she wasn't expected to reply. She stayed silent enduring the inspection as stoically as she could. "I do have to admit she looks even more delightful in real life than in those pictures." 



What pictures?


“Look how sweetly she arches her brow,” the woman giggled. “One can read her like an open book!” she said and they both laughed. Now Jenny was blushing furiously fervently wishing that they would soon be done with this humiliating experience.

Then the woman bent down and kissed her! Full on the lips. Jenny's eyes grew big and she froze unable to breathe or think.

"Kiss her back," the president's low voice instructed her. "Kiss her like you mean it. She will be the adoptive mother of your child, we are almost family now." 


Jenny felt weak in the knees and wanted to sit and if it wasn't for the nearness of the president’s body, she would have tumbled to the ground. She parted her lips and returned the bigger woman's kiss. Their tongues met and with consternation Jenny realized she tasted good and also unusual like a wild berry in spring. They French kissed for a long while and just when Jenny started feeling waves of warmth begin to coarse through her body, the woman broke the kiss and took a step back. "You will have to allow me to take her for a spin, dear husband," the woman said wiping her own lips with the back of her hand.

"Anytime, my love," the president replied.

"I don't know, my love," his wife said. "She does kiss like a little whore but I'm not sure… I detect a certain hesitation. She still needs to convince us she is in it for the long run." The woman leaned on the edge of the desk and looked skeptically at Jenny.

Jenny felt the president's hot breath behind her neck. "The stage is yours, Jenny. Convince us you want to stay and be ours. A friendly note of advice since I am already sold on how much you want to be mine: Do something so out of character that you will remember it for the rest of your life. Do not worry about the impression you make on us. We are jaded, but we will know if your heart is in it.”

Time slowed down for Jenny and then stopped completely. Her heartbeat that sounded loud as drumroll in her ears set the cadence of her breath. Slowly she took first one small barefoot step, and then another, and then another towards the desk on the edge of which Madame was sitting.

"May I…"

"If you are asking for permission, then you really are looking for an excuse not to do it," the president's voice came in from somewhere. Jenny eyes centered on madam’s as she placed the palms of her two trembling hands on the broad knees of the woman. Even though she judged her to be no more than a couple of years older than herself, Jenny could feel the pure power and strength of the muscles beneath her fingers. Jenny leaned in and gently knelt between the legs of the older woman.

The drumbeat in Jenny’s ears accelerated as she gently took the heel of the woman’s left foot and carefully removing her shoe, brought the beautiful manicured toes up to her lips. A clean smell of soap welcomed her as she placed one delicate first kiss on the big toe and then on every other one in succession ending with the small toe that had no nail. Jenny used the tip of her tongue to wiggle in between the digits laving every nook and cranny with copious saliva. She was surprised when a moan escaped her lady's lips and a certain joy filled her heart at having elicited such a joyous feeling from her mistress. She moved on to the other foot and was surprised to find an anklet there not unlike her won. The universe had shrunk to a point centered where her lips met the skin of her mistress as she gingerly made her way up the ankle past the shin covering the woman's thigh with wet smooches along the way. All the while Jenny kept massaging the soles of her mistress' feet until she found it necessary to reach and bunch her skirt up so that now she could reveal her target.

The lady lifted her butt helpfully as Jenny pulled down her black lace panties revealing the butterfly of her inner lips. A soft moan escaped Jennifer's mouth at the wet ripples of pink and glistening flesh that peaked from in between the jet black curls of her mistress' bush.

She dared not use her hand but let instinct guide her as she brought her face forward burying it in the woman's center. She felt the strong woman's muscles convulse and ripple beneath her arms in response to her ministrations as she found the apex of her clit.

An unusual sensation registered from her own nether parts and Jenny realized she was sopping wet down there as well. She used the copious saliva naturally pouring from her lapping lips to rub it in with her tongue against the vulva of her mistress. The woman smelled of musk and open spaces, of mountain and horseback riding. She ate her out using the soft moans and whimpers of her mistress as a trustworthy guide until the older woman's legs wrapped themselves behind her neck pressing her face tight against her nubbin of pleasure

Her breath was suddenly cut off and Jenny soon started convulsing and that was what finally brought her mistress over the edge. Squirt upon wet squirt covered Jenny's face in dripping oil that trickled down her dress until the woman's convulsions finally ended. She looked up at Madame. and smiled placing one gentle last kiss at the apex of the older woman's hairy center.

"You are a precious, precious treasure, little woman," the mistress said breathlessly. "A definite keeper."



 Jenny Gets Her First Rings





Where had all the cars gone? Had these streets ever had bustling traffic jostling for space, she wondered? Or had it always been camels, bicycles and dust here? Her feet hurt but she forced her mind off the incessant discomfort that every jagged little indentation caused. It was as if the road itself was determined to somehow lay claim on her body and imprint her with edges of Old-World dominance.  Jenny gasped and almost tripped to the ground. 


There had to be hundreds of people in the street, all around her, but no one reacted. No one offered even the briefest glance of sympathy. She felt like a shadow, shrouded in the black camel wool of her burqa. 


Before her the waters of humanity parted, revealing a path narrow and lonely leading up the door of the blacksmith. How did the crowd know where she was going? Did they know who she was? Was it the whiteness of her feet, the blinding glimmer of her anklet, or the infernal chime of her chastity belt that marked her so adamantly as property? Or was it her blue eyes, the only blue eyes as far as she could tell in the street? Countless other women, all clad head to toe in black burkas shared the street just like her. But no one offered them the silent deference they reserved for her and her alone. Jenny knew it for what it was: A tribute to her master and owner. In a crowded street, narrow and winding, people would jostle and run out of her way. Not once did Jenny’s cloak brush against that of someone else. Not once did anyone meet her eyes or merely grunt an acknowledgement her way. 


It was as if she was a ghost, an elf: godlike and saintly, but perilous to engage.  


It was her second foray out beyond the walls of the presidential compound. First she had been sent out to see the blacksmith and have him take measurements of her neck. He was a eunuch, or so she had been told. She was told to trust him and follow his instructions, no questions asked. Or else.

Now she was going to collect the collar he had made.

Mistress Aisha had explained to Jenny that the blacksmith would place the collar made out of heavy iron around her neck and then use a powerful blowtorch to solder it in place. It would be heavy, thick and uncomfortable, Aisha had said. But it was supposed to be that way. A girl's discomfort was how nature allowed her to show her love and devotion for her master, the future father of her children, the undisputed leader of the country and her owner, the president, General Nursultan Ismailov.





Having her go alone to the blacksmith was meant to be part of Jenny’s journey of submission. She was well aware of the symbolism and accepted it. Jenny was her master's chosen lamb. She was his to do with as he pleased. His absolute and complete power over her made her knees week and her nether parts throb with tension. Every step she took, every time her sonorous chastity belt chimed, was a step closer to her master. 

She was almost there. 


Jenny turned a corner and saw the door to the blacksmith's workshop open. He was expecting her. She stepped in and when she heard the heavy wooden door close behind, she almost fainted. 


She had arrived. 


The heat of the space engulfed her. The darkness made her dizzy. The roaring brazier at the center at the room overwhelmed her vision. 


“Undress, little girl,” came the blacksmith’s voice from the darkness. She squinted against the blazing heat of the forge as she tried to make out his form.

His skin was black like coal. But his eyes shone like two embers glowing with angry menace. Jenny reached down and picked up the hem of the heavy cloth. She lifted it up and pulled it over her head letting it drop to the dusty floor. Except for the chastity belt that Aisha had placed over her privates, Jenny was naked like the day she had been born. 


The man stepped forward from the shadows. Jenny gasped. He was tall, heavily muscled from his daily work with the forge and very severe-looking.

She almost squealed when she saw the milky whiteness that glared down at her where his left eye should have been. 






He was blind in the left eye! Its white orb contrasted with his keen and alert right eye. He looked down on the quivering body of the frightened young American. Jenny wondered what color was his skin beneath the layers of black soot that covered its oily texture. Out of nowhere he reached out and wrapped a steely grip beneath her chin freezing her in place.





He brought his giant head closer still to Jenny’s face and she recognized that beneath the grime there lay a beautiful man. His high cheekbones and thick curly hair was matted back and held in a tight ponytail. 


“Tremble little girl,” he growled, “for your master sent you to me and you are mine until I let you go.” 


His words made her whole body tremble. Mistress Aisha had told her that the blacksmith was merely another servant, he was a eunuch, somebody who wouldn’t be able to hurt her down there even if he tried. But looking up at this monster of a man, Jenny wondered how much faith she could put in the words of her Mistress. The man looking down on her was the epitome of masculine force and virility. 


Had he been gelded? Oh Lord, she thought, did people still do such horrible things in this backwater of a country?





“I can read your thoughts like an open book, little woman,” the man sneered. Roughly he placed his free hand on her boob and squeezed, twisting as he did it. She whimpered and when she parted her lips to gasp, he bent forward and kissed her! His lips were strong and his tongue – forceful.





The blacksmith put his hand on the blushing woman’s widely spread hips. Her chastity belt was now the only item left on her body shielding her from whatever this monster was about to dish out. With practiced movements he quickly unlocked the tiny padlock hanging just below her navel. Her chastity belt fell to the ground by her feet making a loud metallic sound that reverberated from the barren stone walls. Her naked mound and glistening beauty lips were now displayed before the man.

The blacksmith couldn’t help himself and licked his lips already imagining how beautiful she would look when he placed a thick and heavy gold ring to hang between her legs.

“Kneel!” the monster rasped. She found it all too easy to tumble down in a heap at his feet. Instinctively she gathered herself back up and knelt forcing herself to look straight ahead. That was when she saw it! 


The monstrosity of a male endowment that hung limp like the trunk of an elephant inches from her face!





It was only the fourth time in her life she had seen a naked man but this one looked so different than anyone or anything she had seen before! Big, thick and heavily veined, the man’s cock twitched like a lizard at rest as it hung between his heavily muscled thighs. But it wasn’t so much his size that made her catch her breath, but what had been done to him! 


Now Jenny realized what mistress Aisha meant when she had told her that he wouldn’t be able to perform. Row upon row of heavy shiny metal studs lined the length of the man’s cock starting at the base of its head and ending all the way back at the foundation of his manhood.

His entire cock shimmered with reflections from the fiery brazier. Surely the pain had to be excruciating not to mention the ever-present discomfort the metal piercings had to cause. A heavy chuckle came from the man’s chest and she looked up at him seeing the glint in his eye.





“They are neither painful nor will they prevent me from doing anything I want to you,” the man growled patting her blond head with a giant palm. “Remember, open book,” he laughed and Jenny felt herself grow wet at the sound of this man’s chuckle. 


Something deep in her made her instinctively want to submit and placate, and please, and nurture, and bring pleasure to the creature before her. Then suddenly she saw the heavy cock grow before her eyes and rear its massive head inevitably coming to point like an ancient scimitar straight up into the air. Her lips parted and her body moved imperceptibly forward. She could already see herself lick his rod, more steel than flesh, and instinctively her mouth watered at the image.





But the blacksmith took a step back and walked away. He picked up a paper that looked more like a shopping list than anything official. “Let me see… What does master want me to do to you, his new little slave…” 


His back was now to her, his muscled and tight buttocks twitching as he spoke. Jenny felt her nipples harden at being called her master’s slave.





“Affix wrought-iron slave collar, pierce clit, pierce nipples, pierce nose,” the man read off his list in a voice exuding boredom. 


Jenny gasped out loudly this time. Nobody had told her anything about piercings! What was she to do? She knew she was under no obligation to follow through with what the general obviously wanted to be done to her. She could stand and leave. Just like that! But something deep in her subconscious mind whispered to her telling her she had already granted her permission. 


The hidden creature of passion that she was fast becoming, had already acquiesced. So what if her lips had not yet announced it out loud yet? If he wanted her nipples pierced and even her clit, she would do it. Tears rolled down her cheek dripping down onto her quivering breasts as she started crying. 






She knew she would do anything to please her Master but that did not mean she was not afraid and her soul was not doing little somersaults of tumult.





The man that was soon to become her torturer, turned and came back to kneel by her. Without saying a word he brought up his massive hand. Jenny flinched at first, but he waited until she relaxed and then he wiped away the tears from her face. Every time his big fingers caressed her cheeks, they left trails of black soot. 


“It is okay to cry, little one,” he said his voice deep and soft, “Every tear bears witness of your submission. Nothing goes unnoticed, ever,” the man said and looked up at the ceiling. Jenny followed his eyes to see the blinking red light of a security camera pointed straight down at her kneeling form. 


Her master! He was watching! She would be strong for him! She took a deep breath and forced herself to stand straighter.

“Good girl,” the giant said. “Tell me in your own words, pretty girl. What do you want me to do?” He was still tenderly caressing her cheeks and even though she looked up at him pleadingly, all she saw was that one gleaming eye looking down at her expectantly.

“I came here to have you put a slave collar made out of wrought-iron around my neck…” Jenny stammered.

“And?” The giant quietly asked.

“And, to have you pierce my nipples, and…” Now she was breathing rapidly almost hyperventilating at the thought of what she was asking for.

“Yes?”

“And, my clit, and my nose,” she finally said the last words stumbling out of her mouth as if in earnest to get it all over with.

“Very well,” the man said and placed his free hand on her widely splayed nether lips. Jenny hiccuped in embarrassment at the sensation of having this strange giant touch her there.

“Now tell me why. Why do you want me to do these things to you? Tell me how you want to please your master and make him happy. Speak clearly and loudly,” the giant said motioning again towards the blinking red light of the camera up in the ceiling.

“I, I can’t…” Jenny whimpered. The terrifying thought of what lay ahead was both scary and yet she could smell her own arousal. Her mind felt overwhelmed.

“Yes you can, pretty girl,” the man said and started gently fondling her increasingly wet lips. “I know you will tell me everything. You want
 to tell me everything. You will
 tell me everything.” The man said, his voice deep and mesmerizing, slowly sending the young woman into a trance. 


Jenny felt rings on his fingers as they brushed against her most intimate parts. She felt awkward having to kneel on the floor so close, almost intimate with this man. She didn’t know him. Yet he held such obvious control over her body and mind.

She looked him straight in the eyes and he gently placed his hand on her lovely blond hair, feeling its texture against his thick and coarse skin. She felt the back of his hand once again come down to her cheeks but did not dare look away from his gleaming eye. She felt both embarrassed and excited.

“Rub yourself against my hand pretty girl,” the man whispered. Jenny felt herself blush with shame and looked pleadingly at the red light in the ceiling. It blinked on mercilessly. Obediently she gyrated her pelvis and rubbed her wet lips against the heavy hand of the blacksmith. All the while she never looked away. She kept looking at the camera on the wall. She was going to show her master how much she wanted to be good for him. She rubbed herself for many minutes until her lower body started trembling with the shivers of an oncoming orgasm. Just when the waters of her climax were about to break, the blacksmith suddenly pulled back his hand.

“You want to please your master, the general, don’t you little girl?” The blacksmith’s eyes were ruthlessly gazing down on her, dominating her into soft submission. “Answer me. You do want it, don’t you?”





“Yes sir,” Jenny said looking straight at the camera blinking away tears of shame.

“You want to be what?” The blacksmith placed his hand back on her nether lips and this time started rubbing little delectable circles around her clit.

“I want to please my master, sir,” Jenny whimpered.

“Repeat it, this time loud and clear,” the man ordered.

“I want to be my master’s little slave, sir!” Jenny said and felt relief wash over her. She had admitted the truth at last. It felt as if a large burden had been lifted off her shoulders. Here in this dark dungeon she had finally come to express her most intimate desires. The blacksmith rubbed ever faster and now held her roughly around the neck squeezing her like in a vice as he expertly rubbed between her legs.





Soon her entire body was shaking with the tremors of an oncoming orgasm and yet Jenny was able to keep her hands on her knees and stare back at the gleaming red eye of the camera. 


When the climax hit, she almost jumped as if struck by a bolt of electricity, but the blacksmith’s hands holding her by the neck and rubbing at her clit kept her in place mooring her to the ground like an anchor holding down a ship in a storm.





He waited patiently until she was able to come down from the waves of ecstasy that washed over her body. He stood and gestured for her to stand up too.

Demurely she followed him to the center of the room where she saw a thick rope hanging from a high beam somewhere above. Thankfully there was no noose at the end of it or she would have fainted. Without saying a word the blacksmith stepped around her and using the freely dangling end of the rope, expertly grabbed a bundle of her long and thick blond hair intertwining the two together. She wanted to turn around and see exactly what the man was doing but was afraid to do so. Instead, she concentrated on her breathing as she looked down at the floor and waited for whatever was to happen. She felt thin straps of leather being wrapped all around her wrists that the man had brought together behind her back. He tied them securely and then repeated the process around her elbows and higher up around her shoulders. The tightness of her bindings had the effect of bringing her shoulders sharply together pushing her chest out so that now her breasts were proudly on display.

He came around and kissed her open mouth again, “You are welcome to scream as much as you wish. People will admire your resolve when they hear your lamentations down the street.” Jenny looked up at him incredulously but realized with shock that he truly meant what he was saying.

“Please…” She started but stopped realizing she wasn’t quite sure what she was pleading for. He was about to do only what she had just asked for.

“Shush little one,” the man said in a gruff but calm voice as he gently caressed the side of her face. He stepped back and pressed a button on the wall. A loud electric motor started humming somewhere and to Jenny’s absolute shock, she felt a tug on her scalp. He was going to hoist her up in the air by the rope he had tied around her hair!

“No, no, no!” She started shaking her head sideways but before she could even take a breath and scream, her toes left the ground and soon she felt herself float up in the air. Amazingly, the pain was tolerable. Jenny quickly realized it was her total loss of control that was the most frightening. She quickly understood that squirming in the air only increased the tugs against her scalp and so took a deep breath and forced herself to surrender to whatever was to happen.

Even though she was hoisted almost two feet up in the air, she was only at eye level with the blacksmith now.

“I can see why your master chose you,” the man said gently passing the back of his hand against her hardened nipples. “You are a natural little submissive.” She felt heat bloom across her chest as her breasts became more and more aroused by the man’s touch. She moaned softly as she watched how the man brought forth a long string of white cotton thread. With deft movements he used it to bind her nipples tightly around at the base. She was more than a little surprised when she felt him reach down and part her beauty lips using his free hand to caress and excite her clit. Soon it was aroused and he used another string of thread to bind it thus extending it out between her labia. 


Bound and hoisted by her hair in the middle of the blacksmith’s workshop, Jenny dangled helpless wondering what was to happen next. Suddenly from the darkness she heard a noise like a hospital trolley being wheeled across the room. She looked sideways and saw that it was being brought up to where she was hanging. She noticed a white linen cloth being removed from its top and the glint of surgical instruments. She heard a bottle being uncorked and the sudden smell of antiseptic filled the room. Jenny heard a liquid being poured out and she gasped when she suddenly saw her tormentor reappear in her line of sight. She gasped again as he wiped the cloth soaked in some strange cold liquid over her beauty lips. Suddenly all sensation seemed to go away down there and she hardly felt it when the blacksmith parted her lips again and applied the cloth to her bound and swollen clit. Then there was a noise as if a butane torch was being lit. Jenny could feel the heat of the flame not far from her thigh. Something seemed to be heating in the flame. She felt her swollen clitoris suddenly being pulled out. Then Jenny felt a prick as if something hot and sharp had been carefully pushed through the cotton thread binding her clit. Before she could even quite comprehend what was being done to her, a red-hot needle was expertly thrust straight through her beauty bud. Even though she was anesthetized, Jenny could feel the needle being turned left and right before being withdrawn. She gasped with relief. Then to her consternation, she felt something else, cold and thick being pushed through. Again she felt it being manipulated back and forth. In the next instant Jenny could see the blue flame of a searing blowtorch been brought right up to her beauty lips. She took a deep breath steeling her nerves to prevent her trembling with fear. 


She watched on as the blacksmith expertly used his blowtorch to braze the ring he had just inserted soldering it in place permanently. The blacksmith replaced the torch to the side and using a small surgical scalpel carefully cut away the remnants of cotton string from where it had been holding her clit exposed. Soon she felt some of her swelling down there subside. 


In its place however there was a new strange sensation, as if strong fingers were continually grasping her clit and holding it permanently extended outwards. Her hips convulsed involuntarily. 


The room was almost completely dark except for the reflections of the roaring fire of the forge. Jenny realized with a start that the blacksmith had expertly pierced her clit and inserted the ring while working in the blind! How many other women had he modified in such a way? 


She tried to blink away the tears and sweat that were now pouring down her face as she felt him touch the thick metallic object between her tense and outstretched thighs.

Before she had any time to dwell on the sensations emanating from between her legs, Jenny felt the man reach up and dab a wet cloth with the freezing liquid against her nipples. She whimpered helplessly realizing it was now their turn. 


She watched helplessly as the blacksmith’s hands came in from the darkness holding what looked like a long needle that he pressed and pushed right through her nipple. He turned left and right before withdrawing it. He repeated the process on her other breast before putting away the ghastly tool. Again he reappeared holding two half open gold rings. Seeing them so close to her chest Jenny whimpered miserably realizing how thick they were. They also looked heavy and were probably made out of pure gold! 


She watched mesmerized as he pushed them through the new holes at the base of her nipples. Again she felt the heat of his blowtorch as he carefully brazed the ends together. Then the blacksmith untied the white threads of cotton from around her nipples. As with her tender beauty bud, Jenny felt some of the swelling subside, but there was a new sensation of her nipples being permanently held erect. The rings were indeed heavy and with each little shiver, she felt her breasts quiver under the weight.

But it was not over yet.

Soon the blacksmith attached a short silver chain attaching it to each nipple ring so that its tightness brought her breasts exquisitely together thus accentuating her already prominent cleavage. The sensation was like something out of this world, a tightness, an incessant thrumming arousal were now incessantly coursing through her sensitive chest. 


Breathing heavily and trying to come to grips with what she had just been made to undergo, Jenny was taken by surprise when she noticed the blacksmith reach down and attach a little bell on the heavy ring between her legs. Her quivering body made it tinkle in the darkness and it reminded her of the sound of a flock of sheep. 


Looking satisfied at her quivering body, the blacksmith knew that more than merely keeping her clitoris on show, the little bell’s vibrations would also serve to keep Jenny almost permanently aroused. He next reached out and picked up a large but thin steel ring. It was much like the solid looking nose rings he frequently was asked to insert on the local farmers’ cattle. 


Its only difference was that it was much thinner so as not to disfigure a girl’s nose. Standing close to Jenny’s face, he rubbed a little more of the anesthesia on Jenny’s nostrils and with a quick and practiced motion quickly pierced her. She gave a little cry that echoed from the walls of the tiny cell. Carefully he passed the needlelike ends of her ring through her nostrils and then pressed them through her septum before turning it around so that he could solder the ends together over her lips. 


His cock grew immensely at the sight of the beautiful woman’s sensual and inviting mouth over which now dangled the large ring of a slave girl.

He saw her looking up at him and marveled at how adaptable she was. Her tremors had almost subsided and except for her obvious strain at having to hang by her hair, she almost appeared at peace!

He stepped back and pressed the button on the wall lowering Jenny down to the ground. He was careful to be within her reach lest her knees gave out and he had to catch her from falling. She made no sound but merely stood there naked and waiting.

He stepped closer and her head came to rest against his hot and sweaty chest. Using a scalpel he sliced behind her back doing away with her restrains. Jenny brought her arms up and wrapped them tightly around the blacksmith’s thick neck.

His desire had grown hard and almost painful by now. His master had given him full liberty over this woman knowing that the silver studs in his manhood would prevent the blacksmith from inseminating the beautiful blond. 


He scooped her up like a toy doll and instinctively she wrapped her legs around his waist whimpering at the pain caused by her new piercings as they rubbed against his hard body. He looked down and saw her beautiful blue eyes look up at him. They shimmered with the reflected light of the forge.

“Beauty,” he softly whispered. She closed her eyes, her golden eyebrows brought together in a little frown as the reflections of the room gleamed across her broad white forehead. He cradled her and carried her over to a straw mat at one side of the room where he knelt and gently deposited her. He lifted her chin and kissed her throat as he moved in between her parting legs. He clasped her breast and suddenly thrust in his studded and long and thick manhood straight into her in one fluid motion. He held her tight and brought her mouth to him as she screamed in painful pleasure at his penetration. He sucked in her lips and drew out her breath into himself feeling his seed explode into her center. Jenny cried out and hugged him tighter yet. She was like a tender animal, her eyes wide and full of wonder as he reached down and caressed her cheeks. The sensations that had rocked her body had brought her mind over the edge and with a little short breath of surrender Jenny allowed herself to succumb to the respite of a faint.





*





“You did okay.” Aisha patted her head ruffling her blond curls. “Come. Stand up.” 


Aisha had watched over the pretty blonde woman for a long while. The blacksmith had brought her over covered in a black shroud lying unconscious on the bed of a horse cart. Jenny had needed the better part of an afternoon to rest and recover from the tribulations she had undergone for her master’s sake at the blacksmith’s. Now she was back at her training with her mistress.

“Kneel.” 


Jenny demurely lowered herself on one knee and then another crisscrossing her legs. 


“No! Stand up!” Mistress shouted. “That is not what you are supposed to do when told to kneel. When I tell you to kneel, you immediately place your hands on the back of your head and interlace your fingers under your hair. Make sure that your elbows are parallel with your shoulders. I want those nipples pointing straight forward or I will slap your tits until they turn blue. Tell me you understand.” Jenny felt tears pour down her face. 


“Yes, Mistress! Thank you, Mistress! I understand, Mistress,” Jenny said following the older woman's order and placing her hands behind her head as instructed. 


“Good. Now lower yourself again and stay on your knees. A woman is only allowed to kneel on her knees. You can rest your butt on the heels of your feet. Spread your thighs as wide as possible.” Jenny moaned but did as instructed shimmying on the floor as she spread herself as wide as she could. The position was really denigrating and she felt her shaved pussy open itself widely as she obeyed her mistress. Her fresh piercings hurt as her body stretched to follow the commands.

“Wider!”

Jenny cried out when Aisha used the heel of her shoe to poke at her knees forcing her to spread herself even wider. Her pelvis started hurting from the obscene angle she was made to adopt. “Excellent. I think that will suffice for now. You are lucky you are supple like that,” her Mistress commented. Giselle over there, she said motioning towards the maid in the corner of the room, “had to be trained to do a full split by having her ankles attached to ropes pulled by two donkeys on each side until she screamed for many hours. I think you will maybe avoid that after all. Now slowly stand off your shins and spread yourself just so that your thighs and butt rest directly on the floor. I want your feet facing upwards. That way, if I choose, I can spank the soles. Don't forget to arch your back.” 


While she was being put through her paces, Jenny felt her mind drift to Ben. Her nipples and clit were now permanently on edge with the heavy gold rings and chain embedded through them. What would her husband think of her increasingly sexualized state? Jenny loved her husband, but she was increasingly coming to the conclusion that her love for Ben was more akin to that a sibling felt for her brother rather than the sexual craving of a lover. Would Ben accept her submission to their master? How would he react to her new piercings? Did he know she was still in milk?

Smack! 


Jenny screamed bloody murder. The woman had smacked her viciously making her right breast jiggle and leaving a red imprint across her radiantly white flesh.

“Don't say I didn't warn you. This is the presenting position. Do it again,” the woman ordered. “Stand!” 


Immediately Jenny stood almost falling off her feet in the process but managing to right herself up in the last instant.

“Now kneel in the presenting position. Good. Do it again!” She kept Jenny repeating the process a good six or seven times. The young woman quickly got tired and Madame resorted to frequently slapping her breasts to remind her to keep her back arched and her bosom prominently displayed like an offering pointing forward.

Finally Mistress Aisha took a step back to admire Jenny’s posture. “Good. I think that is enough training for now. Climb up on my desk. Assume the presenting position and remain that way. Gosh! Look at you! You're leaking milk!”

Madame suddenly said and just as Jenny was standing up to climb on the desk she roughly grabbed one breast squeezing out a thin white stream that she aimed directly into her lips. “Yum! Sweet and tasty.” Jenny gasped but caught herself before interfering with her mistress’ actions. She knew it was all a test and had set her mind to do anything this woman wanted just so long as she was later allowed to be with her Master. 


“When was the last time you were milked?”

“A couple of hours ago," Jenny answered. A loud smack reverberated in the room. 


“You address me as Mistress. I thought you would know by now.”

“A couple of hours ago, mistress,” Jenny replied clutching at her injured breast.

“Good. Climb on the desk assume the position and I will have the maid bring out your husband to nurse. What? He doesn’t know that you are still in milk? No? Are you embarrassed little girl? Don't be. This is nothing. You will both get used to so much more with time.

Mistress nodded at the maid who left to get her husband. Jenny was blushing violently worried about Ben's reaction. As far as her husband was concerned, she was no longer in milk, not since she had left two years ago for Africa. What would he think? What would he say? What would he think of his wife spreading herself naked, kneeling on the desk like that? It was too horrible to contemplate and he would be here any moment!

The door opened and in stepped the maid followed by Jenny’s husband. Ben was carrying a laptop under his arm and appeared to be still mulling over something when he walked in. He froze in place, his jaw dropping wide open at the sight of his beautiful Jenny spread and naked on the desk of his boss’ wife.

Jenny was mortified. Her blush covered her chest and she felt her nipples leak white droplets that fell on her thighs. She desperately wanted to wipe them, but she kept her position. 


“Your wife is making a mess,” Aisha said. “Go on, clean her up. Let us not pretend any longer shall we?” Ben didn't say a word but silently placed the laptop on a chair nearby and looked apologetically at Jenny. 


He brought his lips to her breast and closed his eyes as he suckled in the first warm stream of milk. Jenny’s pussy squirmed as she felt his tongue and lips coax more of the precious liquid into his mouth. Soon he was sucking like a baby brought to nurse for the first time in its life. Hungry and voracious soon he had emptied her left breast and moved on to the right.

Jenny felt her lips quiver and droplets of wetness drip from between her legs onto the lacquered surface of the desk. This did not escape Aisha’s notice and the president's wife smiled broadly imagining the different ways she would have Jenny work off the polish into the expensive wood.

Every pull of Ben's thirsty lips made Jenny want to sing with joy that much more. She was free! She no longer had to worry about displeasing her husband. He was on board! Evidently he had accepted it all! Her heart was singing songs of joy!





~





To be continued.
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When Jason, my husband suddenly passed and left me alone to fend for myself and our three month old son, I thought the world had come to an end. Alone, nursing a small baby in the middle of a Third World country where I did not speak the language, I felt as if I had run head-on into a concrete wall.





Then they kidnapped us for ransom. Up in the high mountains, hidden away from the world, I watched people be tortured and murdered and I awaited our fate. Every night I lay awake praying for freedom and safety.





Then we were set free and I discovered that if He truly loved me, God would have never listened to my prayers.





My name is Michelle and this is my story.






 Elizabeth, His Lordship’s Demure Body-Servant: Volumes 1 through 5
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This is the story of Elizabeth's awakening to a life of service.

It all happened in less than one full day:

Lord Benedict 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.






 Laura’s Submission
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This is the story of Laura’s awakening to a life of service.

It all happened like in a dream.

She met a man — strong and ruthless who would claim her from the drudgery of daily life and bring her excitement and intrigue.






This novella contains volumes 1-6 of the “Laura’s Submission” series. If you have read them, then you most probably do not need to buy this book.















 Thank you for reading 
Milked, Volumes Five Through Eight

 . I hope you enjoyed it at least as much as I loved writing it.

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

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

You can also find me on:

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


Email: alexcarlsbad@gmail.com


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





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