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Preface

Beautiful  young  Jenny  is  helpless  in  the  face  of  the  anarchy  overwhelming the  world.  Faced  with  war,  famine  and  violence,  she  finds  herself  unable  to survive  on  her  own.  Failure  in  this  world  is  ultimate  and  unforgiving,  often equal to painful death. Her weak-willed husband is of no help and so it is up to her to do what it takes to save their young family. 

Pretty Jenny instinctively gravitates to strong, dominant men such as the Sultan,  who  can  provide  her  safety.  These  men  have  taught  her  to  associate their  power  with  titillating  excitement.  Now  she  gets  thrilled  merely  when ordered  about  by  a  dominant  master.  Jenny  is  desperately  out  of  options. 

Without the protection of powerful men her family will surely perish. 

To  prevent  that,  the  young  blonde  concubine  sees  nothing  wrong  with doing her best to entice the most powerful men around to crave her. 

Jenny  has  discovered  an  inner  longing  to  please.  A  longing  which  she harnesses to become the perfect submissive for these powerful tyrants. She is keen  to  learn  new  and  better  ways  to  elicit  her  masters’  interest  and excitement. So what if others consider her to be a woman of ill repute? Her fate  is  either  that  or  complete  destruction.  Better  humiliated  and  alive  than proud and dead. 

Jenny  has  come  to  associate  the  aggressive,  demanding  love  of  big, dominant men with something akin to spiritual fulfillment. 

Three men:

Her Husband – young, weak, and indecisive. 

Her Master – the Sultan, a tyrant of millions. 

Her Master’s guest – a desert chief with no heart. 

They all desire Jenny. 

Her  sensual  nature  holds  the  key  to  the  survival  of  their  line.  Her submissive mind holds the keys to the sanity of their souls. 

All  Jenny  wants  is  safety  for  her  growing  family.  To  protect  it  she  is willing to be the submissive lisping plaything men want her to be. 

PART I

The Visitor

Chapter 1

She  was a good mother. 

Wasn't she? 

She thought she was. 

Was pretty sure about it. But did anyone else think so? It troubled Jenny thinking about how good a mother she was. Especially this morning for some reason.  Even  as  she  lathered  the  moisturizer  across  her  skin  and  along  her knees.    Master  loved  her  knees...    Always  said  how  sculpted  and  pretty  they were. Still, Jenny couldn’t stop thinking of whether she was a good mother to Melody. 

Was  she  growing  old?  She  stopped  and  looked  in  the  mirror.  From  the looks of it, it didn't appear so. But maybe inside? Somewhere deep in her soul perhaps she was getting tired and anxious. Maybe it was all getting to be too much? 

Maybe  she  needed  to  exert  some  control  over  her  life  after  all?  But control and the capability to exert it were pretty much the last things within her purview. A slave, she knew only too well, didn’t get to have any control. 

Especially when it came to her own life. 

Jenny  smiled  at  her  reflection.  She  was  taller  than  average:  back  in  the day, she used to say she was five foot nine, though she was really only five foot eight and a half. But her master liked her tall. Taller than him, in fact. So he made her walk around on the balls of her feet. Barefoot of course. Like all slaves. It had been hard at first, but then she had gotten used to it. 

It  did  help  with  her  height  which  in  turn  made  her  that  much  more



attractive, she knew. But she had always known she was good-looking. Jenny had  been  lucky  –  she  had  gotten  the  pert  nose  and  strong  jawline  of  her Scottish  heritage,  on  her  mom’s  side,  without  the  really  narrow  mouth.  In fact,  her  mouth  was  so  full,  ‘luscious’  her  master  called  it,  that  it  made  her very self-conscious. It had been that way all her life, and in school, the girls had made fun of her – calling her ‘fish-mouth’ and ‘trout’ but the boys didn't seem to mind. 

Not at all in fact. Jenny shook out her hair, its gleaming, almost platinum complexion that much more vivid when it played around the soft olive tone of her skin. She was also Italian. On her dad’s side. 

Or so her mom had told her. Jenny slathered on more lotion on her legs and knees especially. She knew her master was going to be busy with work that morning. Which meant she would be spending time with him.  Under him to be precise.  In his office.  Under the chair. 

Thank Goodness that somehow the scrapes on her knees always healed up pretty darn quick. 

Next, Jenny put more of the moisturizing cream along her waist trying not to think troubled thoughts as she lathered up the little baby bump there. 

 Was it going to be a boy or a girl? 

 There  –  she  had  thought  it,  and  it  had  made  her  heart  beat  that  much faster. 

Her  waist  had  expanded  to  accommodate  her  advancing  pregnancy.  Her breasts  –  well  they  had  never  shrunk  since  she  had  had  Melody  almost  six years ago. At least when she wasn't pregnant, they made her waist look that much smaller. 

Still, her master didn't seem to mind her expanding midriff and thickening thighs that nature was building for her to be able to carry the added weight of his  progeny.  She  wondered  what  her  husband  thought  of  her  advancing pregnancy  and  then  quickly  banished  the  thought .  No  time  to  dawdle.   Only depression and sadness lay that way. Her master liked her the way she was, and  Jenny  wanted  him  to  keep  liking  her  for  as  long  as  possible.  Her husband's and her daughter’s life depended on it. 

HE WAS NOBODY'S FOOL. The young man with the eyes that made even the  fiercest  of  his  bodyguards  look  away  in  discomfort  had  agreed  on  the journey north for three precise reasons. 

It was always interesting to watch an undeserving human being attempt to upstart  his  life  and  try  for  a  station  well  above  his  capabilities  such  as  God Almighty  had  deigned  give  him.  Sergeant  Nursultan  Ismailov  was  one  such man.  And  now  that  he  styled  himself  Sultan  and  Caliph,  it  was  almost  a question of religious duty to check up on the erstwhile aide-de-camp if for no other reason than to make sure that he wasn't besmirching the name of God by  taking  on  such  grandiose  titles.  It  was  fully  the  young  man's  intent  to swiftly  put  his  old  Sergeant  out  of  his  misery  if  he  found  him  weak  of character and resolve. Whether he was Sultan or not, didn't count for much in the young man’s eyes. 

Another  reason  was  that  even  if  completely  undeserving,  the  man  had personally  invited  him.  And  after  all,  it  was  because  of  the  newly  minted Sultan that the young Sheikh could count himself among the living. He owed his  friend  his  life.  Traveling  north  to  meet  him  in  person  even  though  he knew what the fat little slob would ask of him was a matter of honor. So what if  the  little  upstart  prick  attempted  to  bargain  for  money  and  weapons?  The young  Sheikh  had  plenty  of  those.  That  would  not  have  been  true  if  he  had lost  his  life  at  the  hands  of  his  uncle’s  executioner.  As  it  turned  out,  the Sultan  had  ensured  that  the  old  Sheikh  had  been  the  one  to  meet  his  maker instead. 

Thirdly, there was the question of the Sultan's new concubine…

Rumor had it she was a real beauty. But the young man knew better than to trust rumors when it came to things such as female looks. Men inevitably tended to exaggerate things like that. Especially nowadays, with the terrible effects of the pandemic. 

Allegedly she was blonde. 

Also, she was supposed to be young. American. And most importantly –

still able to bear children. 

Now, this was interesting. Very interesting indeed. The young Sheikh had once gone to school in America. He had learned about genetics and was quite sure that if the girl was still fertile, even if she was ugly like a camel, she was more than worth a thousand times her weight in gold. 

Definitely worth a trip to visit and see for oneself. 



THE SULTAN WATCHED  the  rolling  hills  and  the  jagged  mountain  peaks beyond  them.  Down  on  the  meadow  directly  under  his  office  window,  the rows upon rows of dead bodies on the gallows swayed in the hot evening air. 

He made himself a mental note to remind the vizier, his adviser, to have the grotesque display removed before the entire place started to stink to high hell. 

Beneath  his  seat,  he  felt  the  concubine's  delicate  fingers  enclose  and  cradle him in her soft little hands. 

"That's  good,  sweet  Jenny.  You  have  learned  so  much  since  you  joined my household. You know how to make an old man very happy." 

He loved this chair. A gift from the Premier of China. Made of the softest leather and highest quality walnut, it served its purpose admirably. 

A  soft  mewling  sound  came  from  somewhere  underneath  his  seat indicating  Jenny  understood.  The  Sultan  closed  his  eyes  and  permitted himself  a  moment  of  bliss  as  he  dwelled  on  the  blessing  of  owning  a concubine  such  as  the  pretty  American  ministering  to  him  so  lovingly  right now. 

The  chair  was  not  very  high  off  the  ground,  and  yet,  despite  her advancing  pregnancy,  she  had  been  able  to  scoot  all  the  way  underneath  its seat so that she now lay propped up against cushions on the floor beneath and could still reach him if she craned her neck. The Sultan had taken to wearing the  heavy  expansive  robe  of  his  Saudi  Arabian  brothers.  As  a  result,  it  now covered her entirely. It would be difficult for anybody to tell that there was a pregnant slave gently massaging him as he sat in his office pensively looking out the window. 

He  pictured  her  lithe  young  body.  He  could  hear  her  strive  to  adjust herself along the rug beneath. Even though growing increasingly encumbered by her advancing pregnancy Jenny still retained an amazing degree of natural suppleness. He thought to ask her about her daily exercise regimen but then thought,  better  of  it.  She  was  in  good,  no,  great  shape.  What  would  be  the point of inquiring about the details of how she achieved it? 

His  smile  diminished  and  then  evaporated.  Times  were  hard  and  the responsibilities  ever  more  demanding,  especially  of  a  man  so  serious  about

protecting his family, his country, and everything he considered his property, which  of  course  included  his  precious  concubine.  The  Sultan  no  longer possessed the free time that would permit him the luxury of attending to his beloved little American slave the way he truly wished. 

As if to justify his troubled concerns a soft chime announced someone at the door to his office. Most probably the Chief Vizier with yet more bad news of the apocalyptic situation in the world outside. 

"Come in," the Sultan commanded in his austere mountain dialect and felt the concubine's lips hesitate a moment. Jenny had been in the midst of getting into  it,  her  mouth  salivating  as  she  licked  and  sucked  his  tangerine-sized balls,  kissing  his  thighs  from  below.  The  Sultan  had  been  admiring  the feelings  coming  from  her  luscious  watery  mouth.  But  the  knock  at  the  door had  broken  the  spell.  The  Sultan's  attention  shifted  to  the  pale-faced  man entering  his  office.  He  could  see  in  his  face  the  emotional  stress  of  the problems no doubt harbored in his mind. The young woman’s hot wet mouth resumed  its  diligent  adoration  of  him,  and  he  was  grateful  for  the  welcome distraction. 

Chapter 2

Jenny willed herself to stay as silent as possible while still diligently bathing him. 

Right now she praised herself on having thought to make an initial effort and gather herself all the way in and stay tucked under his vestments beneath the  chair  just  in  case.  Just  in  case  someone  happened  to  barge  in.  For someone always did. It was part of the job. Being the Sultan and all. 

Somehow  in  spite  of  all  she  had  endured  so  far,  Jenny  still  retained  a sense  of  inner  pride.  She  blushed  at  the  thought  of  what  it  had  to  look  like from the side: a pregnant young white woman using her mouth to bathe and worship the hot and very dark intimacies of her Sultan and master. 

It was sort of dark in the small space beneath the tent of his clothes. What little daylight could seep in reflected off of his flesh glistening with her saliva

– evidence of her diligent and capable efforts. Suddenly she felt the desire to take all of him in her mouth. Jenny had to open very wide to get the head past her lips. Mercifully, he wasn't fully erect yet, and so his length was less than what  she  sometimes  had  to  endure.  Jenny  suddenly  found  herself  enthralled by the control and power she had. She felt her crotch tingle as she forced her neck up and back onto him. 

She felt his shaft touch the back of her throat. By now her gag reflex had been completely forced out of her. Still, Jenny was well familiar with the joy a tremorous throat could give her master and so she deliberately made herself gag a little and was rewarded when she heard his voice up above catch a little while giving direction to his underling. She smiled. She kept on pushing until

her throat opened up to accept the hot hard column of flesh in. She felt him enter  and  then  her  mouth  was  up  against  his  base.  She  had  taken  him completely! 

As always, the achievement filled the young concubine with an immense and  unfailing  sense  of  pride.  Jenny  forced  herself  to  gulp,  and  her  master rewarded  her  with  an  approving  humming  sound,  a  signal  that  the  two  had established  over  the  course  of  innumerable  couplings  together  when  the Sultan  wanted  his  cherished  slave  to  know  he  approved  of  some  particular effort of hers. 

Suddenly  Jenny  wished  she  was  kneeling  out  in  the  open  before  her master so that he could control her and she could relinquish herself to his will entirely. Now, she closed her eyes and did what she felt he wished by slowly and  repetitively  relinquishing  and  then  impaling  herself  back  onto  his  long thick shaft which slowly but surely began gaining in girth and rigidity. 

Jenny sat back on her heels and concentrated on bouncing up and down in the limited space allotted her beneath her master's specially modified leather chair. 

Jenny was studiously trying to gulp down the excess saliva and suppress the white squishy sounds her throat otherwise tended to make. 

In  the  silence,  she  heard  the  men  exchange  words  in  the  mountainous Turkic  dialect  that  was  typically  used  in  the  palace.  She  understood  only  a meager  fraction  of  what  was  said,  but  now  she  guessed  they  were  talking about the ongoing nuclear war between Russia and the United States. Jenny suppressed  a  shiver.  Inevitably,  Jenny’s  thoughts  flitted  back  to  her  family and  friends  that  she  hadn’t  seen  in  almost  six  years  now.  Were  they  even alive still? Even if they were, what would they think of her if they knew what she had become? Would her religious mother disown her? 

Jenny forced her thoughts away from thinking of her friends and family. 

Only madness lay on that path. She instead chose to pour her efforts back into the  here  and  now  and  redoubled  her  efforts  amorously  sucking  on  her master's  cock.  It  was  not  yet  fully  hard  but  already  felt  measurably  heavier and  warmer  than  just  a  fraction  of  a  minute  ago.  Soon  Jenny  felt  the  first droplets  of  His  Majesty’s  precum  coat  the  inside  of  her  mouth.  A  familiar glow blossomed behind her navel. 

Jenny's slow, soothing bouncing that caused her beauteous bottom cheeks to jiggle against the soles of her feet gently accelerated. She smiled inwardly

feeling the master's pleasure from the extreme dominance he had over her. A well-educated  young  American  woman,  pregnant  with  his  child,  was ministering  to  him  in  the  most  intimate  way  a  woman  could  honor  a  man, while  he  conducted  state  business.  All  in  the  presence  of  another  man  who even now was cluelessly going on and on about some pressing state problem. 

Yes, Jenny was comfortable with the fact that she now knew how to ride the pride she felt in being that woman for her Sultan. 

A  small  cramp  in  her  neck  reminded  her  of  the  stress  her  efforts  were causing  her  body,  and  she  backed  off  a  smidgen  slowing  down  her  self-impaling rhythm. Jenny slowed her motions and slowly relaxed back into the pillows  below  still  keeping  her  lips  tightly  sealed  around  his  crown,  her cheeks hollowed. 

Then,  for  only  the  briefest  moment,  she  let  go  and  having  taken  her mouth away from his proud manhood, she gently kissed him underneath just at that place where his foreskin would otherwise have been, the place where she knew he was most sensitive. 

Jenny  suddenly  realized  her  heart  was  pounding.  She  was  certain  if  she had  a  mirror  right  now,  she  would  have  seen  a  familiar  warm  glow  settle across  her  body.  Her  breasts  had  grown  even  more  firm;  her  nipples  were erect. 

She was aroused! 

And  with  preternatural  certainty,  just  like  that,  with  the  instinct  of  a natural  whore,  she  knew  –  her  Master  was  about  to  spew  forth  his  seed!  In the months she had spent learning to service him, she had somehow become completely attuned to his body. 

Jenny immediately opened her mouth and engulfed his warm head again. 

He wasn't fully erect, not yet, not by a long stretch. But he was thick and long and very much alive as she started obediently sucking on him. 

Chapter 3

When  his  predictable  discharge  came,  with  practiced  diligence,  she swallowed  quickly  sending  every  drop  of  his  never-ending  flow  down  her relaxed throat, relishing the rich taste of his essence which she knew would linger in her mouth for hours. Her master had given her a sound fucking mere hours  ago,  and  so  his  seed  was  not  quite  as  thick  as  usual.  But  she  still enjoyed its familiar taste and allowed herself a sense of pride and fulfillment as she felt it rush into her belly. 

Jenny knew once he got started, the Sultan usually came for a long while, and  when  he  did,  he  came  a  lot.  So,  she  craned  her  head  up  and  settled  in, eagerly  accepting  the  never-ending  essence  of  her  master  as  it  flowed  from his body straight into hers. 

Astoundingly  the  Sultan  kept  conversing  with  the  other  man  who  had entered the room. Experience had taught Jenny to breathe through her nose so she would not suffocate. Squatting underneath her Master’s leather seat, she thought back to the countless previous times she had had to swallow his seed. 

By  now  she  had  learned  to  love  his  taste  and  texture  savoring  him  as  a soulmate, a loving wife would do. It had not always been that way. That first time he had indicated he wished her to use her mouth on him she had hated the taste. Now, in hindsight, Jenny was convinced it had been just simply bad timing.  Something  he  had  eaten  had  caused  his  ejaculate  to  taste  bitter  and watery. Also, she still hadn’t been acclimated to the musky smell of his body. 

Especially after a long horse ride as had been the case that day. 

Jenny  heard  herself  whimper  softly  and  immediately  castigated  her

mindless impulse. No sense embarrassing His Majesty. If he wanted to make it  apparent  to  the  other  man  that  he  was  multitasking  in  such  a  horrendous way, indeed, it was his prerogative to unveil her. Not hers. 

She  used  one  hand  to  keep  the  pulsating  monster  under  control  as  her mouth worked to swallow his gift while with her free hand she massaged the large pulsating testicles the fruit of which was even now growing in her belly. 

This  time  she  caught  herself  before  the  little  whimper  made  it  out  from her chest audibly. 

Relaxed, now that his Majesty had come to completion, Jenny found her heart quieten, and her own peace of mind slowly return. She hadn't managed to  find  release  yet,  but  it  was  perhaps  for  the  best.  These  days  she  found  it embarrassingly difficult to climax in silence without betraying her animalistic passions by vocalizing them. 

In  the  silence  of  her  private  little  space,  she  heard  the  two  men  talking. 

There  was  tension  in  their  voices.  Something  about  that  deeply  bothered Jenny. She genuinely hoped for the men in her life to be happy. Maybe it had to  do  with  her  current  occupation  of  being  a  physical  outlet  for  their  stress, but  whatever  the  reason  she  had  truly  taken  to  her  circumstances  and considered it her duty to please and bring joy to her husband and also to her owner.  On  a  subconscious  level,  Jenny  had  become  the  perfect  concubine. 

All she wanted was the two men in her life, the Sultan and her husband, to be happy, always happy, no matter how unrealistic it might be. 

Her hands had fallen back into her lap, but now without thinking, Jenny reached  back  up  and  gently  began  caressing  her  master's  scrotum.  Her master’s problems were too much for anyone’s plate. Instinctively she felt for his  desire  to  keep  his  family  and  her  safe  and  reciprocated  in  the  only  way she  knew  how  –  by  using  her  body  to  bring  him  joy.  With  feminine compassion, Jenny felt empathy for the Sultan. 

His  balls,  even  though  just  emptied  from  his  prodigious  seed,  still  felt heavy. They reminded her of river pebbles covered in butter as they bounced about while she massaged them. A mischievous grin illuminated her face as she toyed with his Majesty's relaxed cock. She felt it twitch as she fondled it. 

Then, sliding her fingers down and then back up again she guided it into her open mouth and felt herself very much emulating the posture of a calf craning its neck to suckle from below her mother's teat. 

The Sultan's member reacted even as he went on speaking authoritatively

to  his  underling,  and  his  member  began  to  harden.  She  felt  gratified  by  his reaction  to  her  efforts  and  moved  her  lips  to  the  sensitive  skin  between  his balls  and  his  asshole.  She  had  learned  her  lessons  well  and  ministered  with extreme enthusiasm. 

Jenny  wiped  droplets  of  sweat  that  had  started  trickling  down  her  face. 

His  ball  sack  hung  low,  and  his  testicles  could  be  seen  either  side  of  his brown babymaker. Jenny felt a stirring in her abdomen, her stomach, and she felt  almost  breathless.  Just  last  night  this  proud  cock  had  explored  places inside  her  tummy  where  no  other  had  ever  been,  and  her  husband's  could never hope to reach. The pleasure she had experienced as she had submitted her petite white body to that dark shaft was now part of her forever. Now, as she reached up, her eyes felt hypnotized as she stared at the slowly engorging royal manhood. 

A  moment  of  silence  in  the  conversation  between  both  men  was interrupted when the Sultan spoke again, and Jenny was gratified to hear that his voice had regained its calm. Even though she didn't understand the words, it now sounded to her like he was giving instructions to his aid. She heard the assistant  issue  a  couple  of  curt  yeses  in  their  language,  and  then  the  door opened and closed, and yet again she was alone with her owner. 

"Come,  baby,  come  out  from  under  there  and  sit  in  my  lap,"  the  Sultan spoke. 

He  watched  her  slowly  crawl  out  from  underneath  his  seat.  "Are  you thirsty?" 

She hadn't realized it overwhelmed as she was from her exertions but she was desperately thirsty. 

The Sultan motioned toward a low table at the other side of the room. 

"Go to the table over there, and have some of the milk with honey in it. It will replenish you. Remember to take good care of yourself. Your body is no longer  your  own,  little  bitch.  Most  importantly,  my  son,  the  future  Sultan, perhaps even the Caliph himself, is growing in you. You need to realize that and respect your obligations as his mother. He needs all the nourishment and sustenance you can provide." 

"Yes,  master,"  Jenny  squeaked  timidly.  She  was  blushing.  She  knew  it was wrong, but she also knew she found joy in his domineering paternalistic insults. This joy she felt was probably much worse than her master’s insults and  denigration.  So  in  a  way  she  decided  she  deserved  whatever  it  was  the

Sultan chose to dish out on her. 

If the Sultan wanted her to be the empty-minded vessel to the fruit of his loins, that was going to be her part to play. It excited her that she found joy and even fulfillment in the acceptance of her own subjugation. 

She  had  become  his  twisted  little  slave.  And  the  more  she  realized  that, the more her toes curled into the plush Persian rug. 

Crimson  color  altered  her  radiant  complexion  from  her  face  down  her graceful neck all the way to her chest. She stood and forced herself to square her shoulders and stand tall. She knew the Sultan liked to see her like that –

the mother of his unborn child had always to show pride. 

Her  breasts  quivered.  They  were  heavy  now.  Fuller  than  they  had  ever been. Goosebumps blossomed along her skin. Cold sweat covered her head to toe. 

A drop of milk coalesced at the very tip of her right nipple. A stray ray of sunshine  caught  it  and  made  it  shimmer.  Of  course,  Jenny  was  completely oblivious  to  that  event.  But  her  master  wasn’t.  His  eyes  twinkled  with appreciation and gratitude to his God that He had deigned to bless him to be the custodian of such beauty. 

Jenny bowed her head keeping her eyes downcast and then turned and ran to  follow  her  master's  direction.  For  a  split  second  Jenny  had  hesitated  and toyed with the notion of actually asking her master, what would happen if the baby turned out to be a girl? 

It  was  a  thought  that  increasingly  kept  her  awake  at  night.  Except  for Mistress  Aisha,  the  Sultan's  beloved  wife  from  before  he  had  proclaimed himself  religious  patriarch  and  Sultan  of  his  country,  there  were  no  other women who could say they had absolute and unfettered freedom in their day-to-day lives. Jenny fervently hoped that if she were to have a half-sister to her firstborn Melody, given that the child would be the only blood descendent of her  owner,  he  would  be  merciful  and  allow  the  infant  the  same  liberties  he permitted his wife. But until he promised something to that effect, all Jenny had to go on were simply her fervent wishes and motherly hopes. 

Even  more  terrible  thoughts  sometimes  assaulted  the  young  pregnant woman.  One  time  she  had  overheard  her  elderly  maids  let  it  slip  that  the Sultan was working to procure himself another blonde woman, 'Just in case.' 

The two maids had been busy shampooing her hair and had not fully realized just how much Jenny could grasp of their language when they spoke slowly. 

They  had  gone  on  and  on  about  the  potential  complications  and  additional work  the  staff  would  face  if  a  second  fertile  concubine  were  to  join  his Majesty's stable. They had said something about the woman still being in her teens  and  therefore  more  of  a  'challenge.'  It  sounded  more  like  a  done  deal than something in the works to Jenny, and that caused her to toss and turn all through the night after that. 

Would the Sultan continue caring for Jenny, and her family if there was a second  concubine  vying  for  his  bed?  He  did  keep  calling  her  'Habibi,'  the Arabic word for 'my love,' and truth be told, he did indeed seem to have more than a carnal desire for her. But men were nothing if not fickle. 

At twenty-eight, Jenny didn't consider herself old and knew for a fact that men found her beautiful, gorgeous even. But could she hope to compete with some teenage Russian nymphet for the attentions of the Sultan? 

He appeared to be so very certain that she was pregnant with a boy, and yet as far as Jenny knew, they hadn't done an ultrasound on her. Not unless they had done it while she had been heavily sedated for some other reason at some point. And she doubted that had ever happened. The Sultan was nothing if not a stickler for Islamic traditions and would surely not permit the mother of his child to be plied with anesthesia or chemicals of any sort. 

Who  could  say  how  disappointed  he  would  be  if  things  didn't  work  out the  way  he  expected?  If  there  happened  to  be  another  woman  whose  fertile body  would  be  available  to  him,  then,  who  was  to  say  if  the  doting  master wouldn't suddenly turn against his previously beloved slave and mother of his child?  The  terrible  example  of  medieval  England's  Henry  VIII  and  what  he did  to  his  wives  kept  popping  into  Jenny's  mind,  and  she  had  to  suppress rising nausea this caused. 

Jenny decided against broaching any of these topics with her master now though. He seemed quite preoccupied with whatever his bureaucrat had just told him already and would probably not be disposed to be bothered with his slave's worries as well. Perhaps later, after the inevitable coupling in his bed, when the elderly Sultan was more agreeable, perhaps then would be a better time  to  broach  the  topic  of  her  daughter's  safety  and  that  of  herself  and  her husband as well. 

Jenny  drank  the  cold  glass  of  milk  sweetened  with  honey  and  permitted herself a glance over her shoulder up at her master's eyes. She had known his eyes  were  on  her  back,  almost  feeling  them  like  hands  across  her  most

intimate  places  where  she  stood  with  her  back  to  him.  They  were  dark  and hooded  in  the  typical  glare  of  the  mountain  men  of  the  Caucasus.  Jenny instinctively  lowered  her  eyes  showing  her  submission  to  the  man  who  had recently bred her. Her knees felt weak. She was self-conscious of his piercing stare  as  he  lingered  along  her  graceful  back.  She  was  naked,  and  the  room was cold. She shivered. 

"The milk is delicious, Master. Thank you, your Majesty. Your slave was thirsty indeed," She said softly. 

The dissolved honey made the milk taste heavenly. Jenny was impressed by her master's knowledge of her body's needs and wants. She had been too engrossed in her own little world to realize just how thirsty she had become from being cooped up under his seat for so long. 

As she drank, Jenny found her mind wandering to what her husband was doing right now? Jenny had spent the last couple of nights in the Sultan's bed. 

Did  Ben  miss  her?  Or  worse  yet,  were  his  thoughts  preoccupied  with  the Mistress? 

Jenny  emptied  her  glass  of  cold  milk  and  refilled  it  her  eyes  suddenly moistening  with  tears.  Is  that  how  life  was  going  to  be  now?  Her  little  tiny family broken up, her daughter being taken care of by foreign nannies while she and her husband kept growing increasingly distant even as she slept in the bed  of  their  collective  employer  and  protector?  An  unbidden  shiver  shook Jenny's  body  making  her  body  jewelry  shimmer  and  tingle  in  the  silence  of the big cold room. 

Chapter 4

She wondered how the scars from her public whipping looked now that they were healing. 

Her  ceremonial  public  chastisement  had  happened  almost  five  months ago, and her skin along her back and her bottom still bore the markings of the executioner's bullwhip. 

The Sultan would sometimes tell her to stand straight and turn her back to him  so  he  could  spend  time  gazing  at  her  scars.  She  would  hear  his  hand massaging along his long shaft which would inevitably rise at the view of her punished fragility. 

Finally,  Jenny  turned  and  walked  back  to  her  owner.  Her  rose-gold jewelry  tinkled  as  she  came  to  stand  by  her  master's  chair.  An  intricate brooch connected the two gold chains hanging from her pierced nipples. The brooch  itself  was  linked  to  an  equally  beautiful  filigree  necklace  made  of interwoven heavy gold that was fixed tightly around her neck like a collar. 

She was seldom allowed to remove her intricate and diverse jewelry these days. Even though she had been lactating for almost five years now, since the day Melody was born, Jenny was still not allowed to remove her gold nipple piercings.  She  had  by  now  grown  so  accustomed  to  the  metal  piercing  her areolas that she seldom gave it a second thought except sometimes to wonder how it was that she hadn't considered having her nipples pierced earlier, as a teen. 

Her  master,  the  Sultan,  had  recently  added  a  heavy  belly  button  brooch which linked to a heavy waist chain which in turn connected with her clitoral

hood  piercing  thus  creating  a  tapestry  of  glinting  jewelry  which  Jenny supposed most men and especially her master found interesting, and probably even exciting. 

She was not even allowed to remove her jewelry when she was made to do  her  daily  exercise  routine:  endless  jogging  through  the  forest,  always accompanied by her master's bodyguards, and always absolutely naked. 

Sometimes, and much to her embarrassment, her mind would float while kneeling demurely by her master's side. Something, probably a subconscious whiff of his powerful musculiniity, or a change in the depth of his voice, or simply  a  subconscious  recollection  of  something  he  had  done  to  her intimately,  would  cause  her  fingers  to  inch  up  to  her  center  and  she  would absently  start  playing  with  the  many  studs  and  rings  through  her  major  and minor  labia  there.  Inevitably,  she  would  have  to  stop  herself,  a  couple  of minutes  later,  shamefully  wondering  if  anyone  had  noticed  the  scent  of  her own  passions  rising  or  the  rising  blush  in  her  cheeks.  With  trepidation,  she would look around the room stealing glances at the powerful men assembled in audience with her master keeping him counsel in state affairs checking to see  for  wayward  glances.  In  situations  like  that,  she  always  felt  grateful  for the niqab he sometimes made her wear in the presence of other men. 

Her  master's  eyes  fell  to  the  pronounced  gap  between  her  thighs.  She blushed like a chaste virgin at the thought of him catching sight of the sunset as it shimmered along her pudenda where her feminine dew – the inevitable side effect of recently having swallowed his creme was surely to be seen. 

"Come,  sit  in  my  lap,  sweet  girl,"  the  husky  voice  of  the  Sultan commanded  snapping  Jenny  out  of  her  reverie.  "Seeing  you  barefoot  and naked like that has given me a thirst too." 

"Yes,  Master,"  Jenny  knew  full  well  that  now  it  was  her  own  milk  that would be the focus of her master's attention. Her breasts felt heavy and tight. 

She hadn't been milked since last night, and she could feel the throbbing and tightness of her overfilled bosom. 

Jenny  had  no  delusions  that  her  lactating  breasts  were  perhaps  the  only reason her family could benefit from the Sultan's protection in these uncertain times. 

Jenny sat awkwardly on his lap facing sideways along his massive thighs. 

She  opened  her  legs  submissively  expecting  the  familiar  hand  that  would inevitably  come  up  to  cup  her  pussy.  She  brought  her  arm  around  his  neck

and leaned back into his chest. 

"Good  girl,"  the  man  said  in  his  heavily  accented  voice  and  took possession of her pussy with one hand and began to softly circle and stroke the  breast  closest  to  him  with  the  other.  He  massaged  her  knowingly.  He pressed his fingers deep into her breast tissue until her milk dropped and she closed her eyes and felt oxytocin do its magic to her receptive body. 

Within  a  few  instants,  any  lingering  aversion  to  being  used  by  the powerful  male  was  completely  gone,  and  the  feeling  of  delicious  closeness and  contentment  suffused  the  young  woman.  His  noisy  suckling  elicited emotions in her that made her want to curl into his corpulent safety. Jenny let her hand delicately rest on the back of her master's neck as he kept his mouth to her breast consuming her warm milk. 

He hungrily suckled until her right breast was empty and then shifted to her left teat pulling her body closer to his even as her pregnant belly pushed into  his  corpulent  girth.  His  other  hand  worked  at  her  warming  center,  and she sighed loudly as he began gently massaging her infibulated folds. 

Her  milk  was  the  reason  the  Sultan  had  in  effect  bought  her  from  the African  warlord.  He  even  employed  her  husband  as  a  financial  advisor  and had  him  and  their  toddler  daughter  brought  over  to  Kazakhstan  to  live  with him. 

Soon  after  Jenny  and  her  family's  arrival  in  Central  Asia,  the  United States and Russia initiated a limited nuclear exchange that had pulverized St. 

Petersburg  and  New  York  City.  Jenny  started  counting  every  minute  as  a blessing  that  they  were  still  alive.  It  was  all  because  of  her  biological  luck and their host's extravagant taste for what her flesh had to offer. 

Right  from  the  start,  their  host  had  made  it  obvious  why  he  needed  her there. To be his 'concubine' and more than that – to be his family's wet nurse, but  most  importantly,  mother  to  his  children.  Even  though  the  corpulent general  who  fancied  himself  Sultan  of  the  remote  mountain  state,  loved  his wife  dearly,  the  Mistress  of  the  Palace  had  been  rendered  infertile  by  the. 

Pandemic. 

"My  pretty  little  blonde  American  girl,"  he  told  Jenny  one  night  while having her bounce up and down on his proud shaft. "I want to knock you up. 

I  will  breed  you  over  and  over  until  my  house  is  full  of  my  children."  His male assertiveness and the ease with which he simply assumed she would be accepting of the notion to become an in-house breeding slave shook Jenny's

impressionable mind to its core. She would have protested, but just then, as it happened, a mind-blowing orgasm had struck her seemingly out of the blue causing her body to vibrate and shudder as if she was in the throes of a true seizure.  The  fat  mountain  warlord  had  chuckled  and  laughed  and  soon spewed his seed deep in her womb all the while gently caressing the young blonde  so  submissively  doing  his  bidding  as  he  sat  upon  his  heavy  oak throne. 

This  new  master  used  Jenny  in  the  most  humiliating  and  objectifying ways possible and made no excuses for his desires. Jenny knew that her old self would have felt outraged at being used like that. But she was no longer the woman who had first left the United States what now seemed like many lifetimes  ago.  No  longer  could  she  empathize  or  even  understand  what  had driven her back then when she had been an empowered Twenty-First-century woman with career ambitions and education to match. Now all that mattered to her was survival, pure and simple. 

In  time,  living  with  the  Sultan,  slowly  but  steadily  things  started  to change. In the months she spent with the austere mountain Lord the strangest thing  happened.  Jenny  found  herself  developing  feelings  for  the  older  man. 

She had never asked him his age but judged him to be old enough to be her grandfather.  And  yet,  she  felt  she  was  getting  attached  to  his  presence somehow.  She  knew  full  well  it  was  a  dangerous  path  of  thought.  It  really didn't matter anyway, she was his, and how she felt was irrelevant. Still, she wondered whether the multiple times he had slept with her had something to do with it. Or perhaps the fact that she was by then carrying his child? 

For his part, the Sultan knew something Jenny had no clue about. In fact, it  was  something  she  had  probably  actively  suppressed  at  some  point  while growing into a young woman. 

 Pain excited her. 

Chapter 5

Sultan Nursultan the First, was nothing if not a realist and had considered talk about naturally born pain sluts or women who would orgasm under the whip as pure unadulterated nonsense and more indicative of men's wishful thinking and insecurities than anything else. But then he had come across this woman: a  young  American  mother  that  he  had  purchased  from  an  African  warlord simply because she was blonde, possibly fertile and most importantly -- still lactating. 

Human  milk  had  always  been  a  fetish  for  him,  and  now  that  he  had influence  and  power  he  fully  intended  to  indulge  it.  The  girl  was  willing enough and charming, but there had always been something missing. All that had changed one night when she had seemed overtly cold to him in bed, and he  had  first  permitted  himself  to  reach  out  and  pinch  her  clit  in  anger.  She had  orgasmed  almost  instantaneously,  and  it  had  been  like  nothing  he  had ever experienced with any woman before. 

After that, she had cried in his arms and poured her soul out to him in bed confessing her hangups about allowing herself to develop emotions for him. 

He had accepted this as a confession of her true nature and had proceeded to systematically  start  working  to  unveil  her  profound  submissiveness  that  he had  discovered  that  night.  It  was  a  journey  still  ongoing  and  one  he  truly enjoyed. 

He  suckled  at  her  breast  settling  into  a  determined  rhythm.  His  hand between her thighs never stopped playing with her now erect bud of pleasure. 

For Jenny, it was as if her body was suddenly floating in a warm bath of total

contentment  and  comfort.  The  pleasure  from  her  pussy  wafted  through  her entire body relaxing her anguished mind, banishing any thoughts of the world centering her in the moment. 

Then, even as he kept feeding on her bountiful milk, he brought his left hand  up  her  back  and  then  took  her  by  the  neck.  Jenny  was  perfectly comfortable with her master's habits and leaned in, anchoring herself against his  meaty  fist  even  as  he  tightened  his  grip  reducing  the  blood  supply pumping feverishly into her anxious mind. 

Although the man was beyond callous and cruel, he was her master – an anchor in a world gone adrift and the only way to prevent her from perdition. 

His right hand had never left that most private place between her thighs and as  he  pleasured  her  Jenny  felt  herself  absorb  and  then  get  lost  in  the wondrous feeling that he conjured there. He was like a musician, and she was his instrument. 

When her orgasm came, it was followed by soul rendering tears, and yet his mouth never left her teat, sucking, devouring, feeding on her essence like a ghoul living off her soul. 

Guilt  assaulted  her  from  all  sides.  It  always  happened  that  way.  Her feelings of ecstasy would melt away and always, they would be replaced by sadness, guilt and shame that she permitted herself to receive pleasure in such obscene ways, and especially from a man who wasn't even her husband. 

The room where they sat felt suddenly oppressive. Jenny thought back to a  dream  she  had  been  having  these  last  couple  of  nights.  A  dream  in  which she  was  transported  into  a  burning  version  of  her  neighborhood  in  Boston which has just been struck by a nuclear bomb. 

As Jenny’s sobs grew louder the Sultan, in his own uncomplicated manly way,  couldn't  help  but  think  she  was  crying  because  of  her  climax,  crying perhaps  because  she  simply  wanted  another.  He  gently  pressed  her  into  his chest  trailing  his  rough  hands  down  her  narrow  waist.  "Give  it  a  moment, habibi. In time I will gift you another orgasm, sweet slut." 

"It's not that, Master." 

"Look at me, honey. What is it?" 

"It's  a  dream,  a  dream  I  had  last  night...  And  the  night  before  –"  Jenny sniffled and wiped her nose with the back of her hand. The emotions were too much,  and  she  simply  couldn't  bear  to  contain  them  all.  The  tears  sprung stronger now, and before she knew it her whole body was convulsing. 

"Shh,  baby,"  the  Sultan's  hand  felt  heavy  and  soothing  along  her  back. 

"Tell me your dream, baby slut. Was it a dream of back home? London?" 

"No, Master. America, my home in Boston... it was in flames..." 

"Oh,  I  see.  But  you  don't  know  that  to  be  a  fact.  Perhaps  your  family  is safe.  One  day  I'm  sure  you  will  find  them.  Have  faith,  habibi."  He  caressed her  cheek  and  Jenny  kissed  his  hand  gratefully  nuzzling  into  the  big  man's meaty palm where it gently cupped her tears-filled face. "Thank you, Master. 

I don't deserve your mercy." 

"Oh, sweetheart. Don't be hard on yourself like that. Times are difficult, and there is no shame in admitting it." His words were heavily accented and yet somehow managed to strike a chord with Jenny. 

"I saw my mother. In my dream she was dying, and when I got to her... 

She looked up at me and spat in my face. She called me a whore!" The door of  the  Sultan's  study  opened,  and  one  of  his  guards  looked  in  to  make  sure that  their  master  was  safe.  The  sounds  of  the  wailing  woman  in  his  arms could  probably  be  heard  all  across  the  building.  The  Sultan  waved  the bodyguard away. 

He started rocking back and forth as he sat holding the young American concubine  in  his  arms.  "Shush,  shush  now,  sweet  girl.  You  will  make  the baby  have  sad  thoughts  hearing  his  mother  cry  like  that,"  the  big  man  said gently. His hand had never left her neck, and now he possessively and firmly squeezed  her  there  until,  probably  because  of  decreased  blood  supply  and oxygen, the girl’s hyperventilating sobs quieted down a bit. 

 I am his instrument, and he’s my master-violinist. 

"Shhh,  sweetie,  there,  there."  Slowly  he  released  her  neck,  and  she  took small gulping breaths, interrupted by coughs. 

The Sultan cursed this unfortunate turn of events. This dream of Jenny's and  her  budding  remorse  might  be  a  problem.  He  needed  her  happy  and cooperative  when  the  visitor  came  tonight.  The  man  had  powerful connections, and most importantly – seemingly endless financial resources. It was important to make sure he was fully satisfied, even if that meant offering him to spend the night with Jenny. He cleared his throat, "I think I know what you  need,  habibi.  You  need  distraction  and  merriment."  Her  sobs  slowly abated, but she kept her face buried in his powerful neck. He wasn't even sure she could hear him. 

"A  guest  has  arrived  from  one  of  the  holy  cities  in  Arabia.  I  know  him

well. I will have you attend to us tonight. Perhaps seeing some new faces will brighten  my  beautiful  concubine's  heart."  He  was  talking  the  same  way  a teacher  would  address  a  child  that  had  slipped  and  injured  herself  on  the playground. 

"Master," Jenny sat up and looked him squarely in the eyes. "May I ask you for a huge favor?" 

"Anything, darling." He brushed away her matted curls that had stuck to her sweat- and tear -soaked face. 

"I  desperately  need  to  find  a  way  to  speak  with  my  mother.  Or  at  least, find out what happened to her, and my sister, back home in Boston. I know how  difficult  it  is.  Impossible,  really.  But  you,  Master,  you  have  so  many resources available. If anyone can find out what happened with my mom and baby sister, it would be you. You have money, an army, a whole country full of  loyal  subjects  willing  to  do  your  bidding.  Please,  Master.  I  feel  lost  not knowing…  Even  if,  if  the  worst  has  happened  I  just  want  some  sort  of closure…  It  will  anchor  me,  make  me  feel  so  much  better,"  she  cleared  her throat.  She  was  trembling  with  excitement.  "I,  I  will,”  she  hiccuped,  “I  will do  anything  anyway  for  you.  I’m  yours,  you  know  that.  I  pledged  not  only my body but also my soul to serve you, sire. But your loyal slave feels lost if she doesn’t at least know what happened to her mother and sister…..." 

The  Sultan's  face  had  grown  ominously  dark  as  she  spoke  and  Jenny's voice  trailed  off.  For  a  terrible  instant,  she  wondered  if  she  hadn't  made  a mistake  to  ask  him  for  something  like  this.  But  then  his  features  softened. 

And he nodded. "I'll see what I can do, habibi. Times are hard, and after all, I fear the world is on the brink of a true nuclear holocaust, but I'll see what can be done." 

"Thank  you!  Thank  you,  thank  you,"  she  started  kissing  his  face  and forehead, peppering his bearded cheeks with kisses. 

Slowly his face broke into a smile. "Only if you promise me to make an effort and be happy and radiant as I know you can for my guest tonight." The Sultan shook his index finger at her. 

“As it happens, he has huge resources available himself. I am stating the obvious  by  sharing  with  you,  my  little  slave  pet,  that  I  want  to  form  an alliance with him and use his support to annihilate whatever enemies I have left  in  the  region  here.  All,  so  that  I  can  better  protect  you,  him,”  his  hand possessively  swiped  across  her  baby  bump.  Jenny  looked  down.  He  was

referring to the baby boy he was convinced she was carrying for him. 

She gulped. 

"Absolutely, your Majesty," she said and kissed him squarely on the lips. 

"I'll  be  the  best  little  whore  you  want  me  to  be  tonight."  They  both  started laughing. 

She looked like a Goddess – her breasts bouncing as she giggled, her eyes still  tearful,  her  hair  disheveled  from  her  recent  climax.  Seeing  her  like  that made the Sultan genuinely hopeful for the future. 

Chapter 6

He burped softly as was his tradition after gorging himself on what her body had to offer. The Sultan loved the way her milk sat warmly in his belly. His left hand gently traced along her spine while his eyes roamed the room until they  happened  upon  a  single  sheet  of  official-looking  paper  in  Arabic  lying face  up  on  his  desk.  How  lucky  that  the  smart  American  bimbo  hadn't  yet learned to read Arabic. 

The document had her name emblazoned in block script along the top and below it proclaimed itself to be a license of ownership with His Eminence the Sultan listed as her owner. It was certified by the local religious figures of his faith and carried more weight than any kind of chains and collars. Yes, Jenny was lucky indeed to have a serious man like the Sultan for a Master. 

Even as he consoled her and joined in her merriment, the Sultan felt sure he had made the right decision in claiming her as his slave. He had gone to school  in  America  and  was  familiar  with  Western  women  and  the  way  they thought. A small part of him felt sorry for the spirited, bright young girl in his lap. 

But surely it wasn't his fault the way things were turning out worldwide. 

If  anything,  he  was  doing  his  duty  by  taking  her  under  his  wing  like  that. 

Even though he would probably never be able to explain exactly why it was that  she  ought  to  feel  grateful  for  his  patronage,  deep  down  the  Sultan  was confident  he  was  doing  the  right  thing  in  enslaving  the  young  American woman and breeding her as his religion dictated. 

It was best to allow things to take their own course he decided even as he



felt her relax back into his embrace. 

She was smart. That was for sure. Perhaps one day soon she would realize her interests were best served by being with him and stop feeling remorse. 

Until then he would even go so far as to find her the closure she seemed so intent on. He would have to inquire with his vizier. Perhaps there was still some way of tapping into the boundless resources the Internet had once been. 

Who knows, perhaps even maybe some old contact of his espionage services might still be available out in the West. He would give it a valiant try, but he was  also  already  picturing  in  his  mind  the  words  of  consolation  he  would have to tell pretty Jenny once he knew for sure her family was truly gone. 

Either  way,  the  Sultan  was  sure  in  his  heart  he  would  protect  her.  And even protect that weakling of a husband of hers, and their child as well. His honor as their host demanded that he do so. Even if Jenny still couldn’t quite accept her situation and still blamed herself for her womanly nature. 

JENNY  WAS  on  the  milking  machine  when  the  door  to  her  tiny  sparsely furnished room opened. 

 Ben! 

Her husband was carrying a bundle of clothes that he carefully placed on the bed by her. He was dressed like he might have been any other workday morning before the madness had started – in a suit and tie like a typical senior manager  at  a  bank.  Jenny  was  still  angry  with  the  way  he  had  behaved recently. 

He was immaculate, his thick blonde hair brushed to the side. It reminded her of their daughter’s, it looked almost platinum. Very rare natural color for a man. 

Jenny’s  mind  flitted  to  things  she  had  learned  in  college,  six  years  ago, but might have as well been a different century.  Blonde parents always begat blonde kids. 

She  watched  his  blue  eyes  now,  how  they  seemed  to  dance  around  her face never meeting her own. Jenny sighed. 

Things between them had taken a turn for the worst when her pregnancy had advanced to where she was now showing. 

But he and Melody were the reason she was humiliating herself like that! 

Why  couldn't  he  at  least  make  an  effort  to  be  kind  and  act  sweetly  at  least once in a while, like before? 

Surely five years of marriage weren't long enough for one to grow bored of a spouse, were they? 

Or  was  it  shame?  She  noticed  how  he  blushed  when  his  eyes  happened upon  the  big  canister  –  almost  full  to  the  top  with  milk  freshly  expressed from her teats. Milk not meant for their child as nature would have perhaps intended, but for their master. They were slaves, and he seemed so conflicted about it it made Jenny feel sorry for him. 

He  turned  to  face  her.  He  seemed  so  wooden  and  artificial  in  his movements.  Even  his  words  came  out  robotic.  Like  something,  he  had memorized  beforehand.  He  looked  down  at  his  shoes  studiously  trying  to avoid her face. He cleared his throat. His voice was husky, and she could tell he was under strain for whatever reason. 

Jenny found it ironic that he had been the one to crack. After all, of the two  of  them,  it  was  her  who  had  suffered  the  most  and  made  the  biggest sacrifices.  But  apparently,  appearances  notwithstanding,  she  wasn't  the weakest  link  in  their  marriage,  after  all.  She  thought  back  to  how  he  had submitted the other night to the violence of the mistress' strap-on. 

The  wife  of  the  Sultan  certainly  knew  how  to  fuck  a  man.  Too  bad  that man  had  to  be  Jenny's  own  husband  and  not  the  all-powerful  Sultan.  Jenny shuddered  to  remember  how  that  same  day  she  had  seen  Ben  shave  himself down there between his legs and remove all the hair from his body below his neck. He hadn't attempted a word in explanation when she had looked at him horrified and puzzled. 

Later one of the nannies had mentioned offhandedly that Mistress Aisha liked her servant boys as hairless as possible. 

 A servant boy by night and financial advisor by day! 

That's what Ben was now. 

 Never a husband anymore.  Jenny wiped a tear. 

"His Majesty wants you to wear clothes tonight," he said simply. "We are to  help  him  entertain  an  important  guest.  He  apparently  is  a  visitor  from somewhere in Saudi Arabia." 

Ben  spoke  glumly.  Jenny  realized  her  sweet,  naive  husband  obviously wasn't clueless enough to not understand what kind of 'entertainment' his wife

would be providing the guest tonight. 

Suddenly she felt an urge to jump and hug him. 

She  didn't  act  on  it,  of  course.  She  felt  the  sucking  cups  at  her  tits  like fetters chaining her back, away from displaying her affection for her husband. 

"You  are  to  act  all  happy  and  natural  tonight  –  just  a  young  American mother, her husband and daughter dining in the presence of a rich sheik from Saudi  Arabia,  and  the  Sultan  Himself."  As  Ben  spoke,  his  voice  gained  in strength and resolve. It sounded almost robotic. 

"Okay,"  Jenny  took  a  deep  breath  and  tried  to  steel  her  nerves.  She wondered  how  it  would  feel  to  wear  clothes  again.  These  days  she  wasn't allowed  much  covering  if  one  didn't  count  the  endless  jewels,  chains  and bobbles attached to her body. Thankfully at least the rooms where she tended to spend most of her waking hours were always kept at a comfortable, warm temperature. 

The  only  exception  was  the  Sultan's  bedroom.  For  some  inexplicable reason, the man liked it almost icy cold. To the point where sometimes one could see steam escaping one's breath. 

 But even then, I have his corpulent body to keep me warm. 

Jenny blushed thinking how rare it was that she was allowed to feel cold while  in  the  presence  of  his  Majesty.  He  always  seemed  to  have  her  body close to his, and she wondered whether tonight would be any different. Then it occurred to her that the Sultan wanted her to entertain the guest. She would probably  be  'loaned'  out  to  the  man.  Suddenly  she  felt  nauseous  and  took  a deep breath. 

"I will bring Melody over at five." Ben finished saying. 

"Wait!"  Suddenly  the  full  import  of  Ben's  words  finally  registered. 

"Melody will be with us?!" 

Ben's  eyes  glinted  and  flashed  down  at  her.  "Yes,"  he  hissed  angrily. 

"Will that be a problem somehow?"  God, why does he hate me so much? 

 His forehead is covered in perspiration. 

 Like that night three months ago, our last night together! The night soon after  they  had  used  the  Sheikh's  vile  insects  on  my  breasts!  I  was  so  horny then, he couldn't stop me… We made love –

 I can still taste his sweat. My husband's sweat. 

 His cum in my body…

Jenny looked away

Sometimes the milking machine’s motor got out of whack and suddenly would pulsate a few revolutions faster than required causing a painful jolt of suction at her breasts. That’s what happened now, and it tore her out of her reverie. It reset itself almost immediately, as it usually did. 

"I... Um is that a good idea?" Jenny stammered. 

Ben's face was the picture of warring emotions. 

"It's  not  like  we  have  a  choice,"  he  finally  said  through  clenched  teeth. 

Then  he  looked  away  and  glumly  added,  "Anyway,  I  think  the  nannies  will come to get her soon enough." 

Jenny followed his gaze and saw he was looking at the face of Madame Aisha  staring  back  at  them  from  the  massive  photo  of  the  Royal  couple hanging  on  the  wall  of  Jenny's  tiny  bedroom.  Suddenly,  Jenny  realized  he was  actually  deriving  a  sort  of  comfort  from  it!  Tears  fell  from  her  eyes wetting her breasts. Jenny cleared her throat. 

"It will be as Master commands," Jenny's voice was solemn and calm. For the first time in a long while she actually took strength from her own words: She did, in fact, have a Master who cherished her and perhaps even loved her in his own strange way. With him lay her salvation and maybe even that of week silly little Ben, but most importantly of Melody too, and their family. 

Chapter 7

After  Ben  left  and  her  milking  cycle  completed  with  a  loud  beep,  Jenny gingerly  detached  the  milking  cups  from  her  well-exercised  breasts  and  put them back where they were supposed to go on the machine by the bed. 

Jenny was careful with the machine. She suspected things like that were not  easily  replaceable  these  days.  She  noticed  a  drop  of  milk  still  lingering inside  where  the  hose  was  attached.  A  quick  glance  over  her  shoulder  to make  sure  no  one  was  in  the  room  watching  and  she  surprised  herself  by bringing the vessel to her mouth, tipping it, and licking up the substance. 

 Sweet.   Jenny  thought  she  could  understand  men's  infatuation  with  what her  breasts  produced.  The  ability  to  make  milk  was  perhaps  the  very definition  of  being  a  woman.  It  came  second  only  to  childbirth.  Men, especially  big,  strong,  powerful  –  dominant  men  surely  felt  an  instinctive desire  to  take  control  of  that  aspect  of  her  nature.  How  could  she  blame them? 

Next, Jenny used a clean towel that had been left for that purpose by the nannies to wipe her breasts from the gel which had been applied to her skin to facilitate  the  formation  of  a  good  seal.  Normally,  she  would  have  been expected  to  clean  the  cups  and  carry  the  milk  to  the  kitchens  downstairs. 

Sometimes  she  tried  to  inquire  what  it  was  they  needed  the  milk  for.  She suspected  her  master  would  drink  it  throughout  the  day  when  traveling,  but they always refused to tell her, shooing her out of the kitchens, slapping her butt  almost  painfully,  admonishing  her  it  was  none  of  her  business  to  know about such things. 



Tonight, however, the maids had told her they would take care of all the minutia.  Instead,  she  was  to  do  as  Ben  said  –  shower,  make  herself  pretty, and ‘ready,’ after which she was to dress for the guest. 

The  shower  was  a  quick  affair.  Jenny  found  herself  slipping  into  'slave mode' as she had grown to think of the mental state that overcame her when she was getting herself ready. Before she even knew it, she had given herself the  requisite  number  of  enemas  and  vaginal  douches  to  make  sure  she  was squeaky  clean  everywhere.  Without  much  thought,  she  reached  for  the diamond-studded  butt  plug  with  an  ornamental  flange  that  she  knew  would sparkle quite remarkably between her cheeks from behind. 

She brushed her teeth and did her hair. When she came out, it was almost dusk, and stray beams of sunlight reflected off her multiple body piercings. 

She looked down wondering how it would feel to wear clothes again after such a long period of being virtually naked. 

To her amazement, she discovered that her clothes had been altered to fit her  pregnant  form.  Probably  the  nannies  had  done  it.  Still,  there  was something about dressing oneself in the old Western clothes, her clothes, the clothes she had last worn when she had been a woman free to make her own choices that made the experience fraught with shame. 

Jenny wondered what to do about her breasts. She knew that they would soon be heavy with milk again and would start leaking constantly. There was no sense calling her husband back for advice, or even the nannies. No bra had been provided, and so clearly none was intended to be worn. Most probably the  clothes  would  be  coming  off  soon  enough  anyway  knowing  how  much the Sultan loved having her petite white nakedness around. 

She  only  prayed  that  the  inevitable  wouldn't  happen  until  Melody  had been whisked away. 

THEY MADE her wear a leash that night. 

Most strangely, however, the Sultan had her sit by him on the long lushly cushioned bench by the low-strung table, like an equal. It had taken Jenny a few minutes to get used to the unusual situation of being seated at the same level as her master. Usually, she would be kneeling by his feet, offered food

from his plate, licking his fingers as a proper slave girl should. Now she was struggling to remember how it was that she was supposed to act. Memories of proper  Western  dinner  etiquette  were  clashing  violently  with  the  sensations coming from her pierced leaking nipples, her belled clitoris, the baby of her master pressing against her tiny bladder. 

Chapter 8

The  Sultan  was  busy  sucking  on  a  caramelized  fig  when  her  husband  and their  daughter  entered  from  one  side  of  the  dining  room  and  the  visiting Sheikh from another. And so his mouth was full even though his eyes saw it all.  He  noticed  how  the  weakling  husband  immediately  did  all  he  possibly could to avoid beautiful Jenny's eyes and looked down at the floor. 

The Sultan saw how Jenny's face colored, most probably in anger and she looked away, as it happened in the direction of the guest. The visitor smiled at  her,  and  as  a  result,  at  least  for  the  next  couple  of  minutes,  she  seemed riveted to the dark-skinned eagle-eyed Middle Eastern man in traditional garb who seemed so friendly, but his eyes seemed so deep, like sparkling obsidian at the bottom of an endless well. 

The Sultan suddenly felt a little more relaxed. Yeah, perhaps it wouldn't be that difficult to convince the girl to offer her charms for the delight of his visitor. The Sultan placed a possessive hand around Jenny's neck and used his thumb to caress at her nape. 

For  his  part,  looking  at  the  young  white  beauty  who  pretended  to  feign disinterest,  the  Sheikh  wanted  suddenly  nothing  more  than  to  throw  her  in bed and violently fuck her until she started bawling in his arms like the child he  could  see  hiding  behind  the  pretend-shell  of  ice  she  was  trying  to  erect about  herself.  He  chuckled  to  himself  as  he  could  easily  see  through  her attitude of cold indifference. It was a defense mechanism the young woman had  probably  recently  started  working  on  as  a  means  to  protect  herself emotionally  from  being  the  inevitable  receptacle  of  so  much  conflicting

attention from men she hardly knew. This glimpse of her vulnerability made the young Sheik suddenly want to protect her and shelter her, but he knew he had to play his hand carefully. 

The  girl  blushed  delightfully,  heat  covering  her  cheeks,  neck  and  lower still. 

"I see my dear brother from Arabia has already managed to conquer your soul  with  his  beguiling  eyes."  Even  though  he  was  talking  to  Jenny,  the Sultan was smiling at the visitor. 

"Sultan  effendi,"  the  visitor  chuckled.  "That's  how  you  want  me  to address you now, don't you?" 

"Please,  we  might  as  well  be  brothers,"  the  corpulent  Sultan  chuckled. 

"Didn't  we  both  fight  these  godless  Westerners  in  Afghanistan  all  these decades  ago  and  then  Chechnya?  To  you,  I  am  always  a  brother."  Then  he squinted as if deliberating with himself. "If you anger me I might require that you call me 'General,' but that is as far as I would go." 

"Well then, I'll try and not displease you. I would have to admit there are few  things  in  life  I  find  more  disagreeable  than  having  to  call  my  own sergeant-at-arms  'General'  now.  Speaking  of  which,  Sergeant,  I  mean  –

general,  pardon  me  –  Sultan,  your  highness..."  Both  men  broke  into  heavy laughter  at  that.  It  took  them  a  few  minutes  of  unbridled  levity  before  they finally calmed down. They both had tears in their eyes. 

No  one  else  dared  participate  in  their  merriment,  however.  Jenny demurely  kept  her  silence  while  Ben  occupied  himself  with  Melody  quietly telling her about the different exotic small plates of food arranged around the room. 

Finally,  the  Sultan  and  his  visitor  calmed  down  sufficiently  and  hugged each other before they moved to sit side-by-side at the traditional low table. 

They leaned back into the plush cushions arrayed for their comfort there. 

"So  tell  me,  brother,  what  happened  with  you?"  The  visitor  leaned forward  and  took  a  sample  of  pickled  delicacies  from  a  tray  before continuing. He made a face of pleasant surprise at the taste of the morsel. "I mean  no  disrespect,  but  how  is  it  that  last  time  we  met,  you  were  killing Westerners, and now – you," he waved his hand at Jenny's direction, "you are fucking them?" 

Jenny visibly flinched at that last word. The two men were conversing in a  rapid-fire  Turkish  dialect  she  could  hardly  understand  except  for  a  few

words  here  and  there.  The  obscene  word  for  the  sexual  act,  however,  had been  one  of  the  first  she  had  learned.  Jenny  had  no  choice  in  the  matter.  It had  pretty  much  been  drilled  into  her  the  same  way  as  the  Sultan's  spawn which was growing in her belly in this very moment. 

The  Sultan  tore  out  a  piece  of  flatbread  and  used  it  to  gather  up  a generous dollop of a shimmering brown paste covered with powdered sugar that he then put in his mouth and noisily chewed on with obvious satisfaction. 

"My American slave over there is simply something I need just so that I can continue in respectful observance to my ancestors and ensure a proper line of descendants, not to mention successors to the throne." 

"Really? So then, if I understand you correctly, you are saying she is now pregnant with your child?" The Sultan nodded finding it difficult to keep his face  from  showing  the  glowing  pride  he  felt  at  having  sired  a  child  with  a woman so beautiful and exquisite as his American slave. 

"Impressive!  She  is  truly  a  thing  to  behold,  your  slave.  But,  please illuminate  my  ignorance  and  tell  me  how  exactly  did  you  manage  to  land yourself something like that? Is it a one-off deal with the girl? Is it true what they say – that Western women's morals are so lax that they would sell even the fruit of their loins for the right price? Did she do it just for the money?" 

The  Sultan  was  impatiently  shaking  his  head.  "No,  my  brother.  Jenny here came to me in search of safety. It is her husband sitting across from us over there with the little five-year-old. Melody is their daughter. Doesn't she look just like her mother? Anyway, I made them an offer of more than simply money. I offered them safety and protection for as long as they served me. He is on my Council of ministers now. A week-willed son of a whore, for sure, but he knows finances, and I find him somewhat useful. My wife finds him even more so, however. In much the same way as I do Jenny." 

"How so?" The visitor's eyes were truly big like saucers now. The Sultan couldn't hide his chuckle. 

"I  think  Mistress  Aisha  is  somewhat  despondent  at  the  interest  I  have been  taking  in  little  Jenny.  So,  she  has  reciprocated  at  her  husband.  Please take note of the somewhat odd angle he is sitting. I'm sure his butt hole is at least three times the size it used to be until recently. Let's just say he is more than familiar with most of my wife's toys." 

Both men dissolved into raucous laughter and Jenny and Ben both turned beet red as it was obvious they were the subject of their masters' merriment. 

"There is more to pretty Jenny than meets the eye, though. Surely you are aware of the sad fate that befell your uncle?" 

A sudden shadow darkened the visitor's features. He nodded silently and cleared his throat. "That son of a goat couldn't possibly have been related to me. If you hadn't executed him, I would have surely perished in a forgotten cell in one of his countless prisons back home." 

The Sultan nodded sagely. 

"I  consider  this  act  of  yours  to  have  saved  my  life,  your  Majesty."  The visitor bowed deferentially, and the Sultan acknowledged him with a smile. 

"Then I would love to inform you that it is not me you should be grateful to  but  Jenny  over  there."  Both  men  turned  to  gaze  upon  the  pretty  pregnant girl  who  was  trying  to  keep  her  eyes  demurely  down  even  as  she  blushed violently  clearly  aware  that  they  were  talking  about  her  even  though  she couldn't make out the exact meaning of their words. "Your uncle succumbed to her charms, and it was because of that lapse that I had him convicted and executed." 

A long silence followed the Sultan's words. Finally, the visitor spoke, "I see.  Would  it  be  presumptuous  of  me  to  kindly  request  that  I  perhaps exchange some words with the girl? Later perhaps?" 

The Sultan smiled. "You are welcome to exchange more than words with her, my brother. She is my gift to you for the duration of your visit. Yours to do with as you please in every which way." And he lifted his arms laughing merrily, "I promise I will not take offense at you as I did with your uncle. It was different then. She had yet to conceive for me. But now that she has been bred successfully by her Master, her body is all yours to enjoy." Suddenly the Sultan's  face  grew  darkly  serious.  "If  you  pardon  my  intrusion,  brother,  I heard about your sadness. I know how deeply you cared for beautiful Samira. 

If  I  remember  correctly,  from  what  you  told  me  about  her  while  we  served together,  she  was  more  than  simply  an  object  of  your  affection.  I’m  even tempted  to  say  she  was  perhaps  your  soulmate.  You  have  my  deepest sympathies."  The  older  Sultan  gently  but  pointedly  bowed  his  head  in  a respectful acknowledgment of his guest's mourning. 

A  long  moment  of  silence  followed  before  the  younger  man  responded, his voice fraught with emotion. "Thank you, your Majesty. She," he coughed, cleared  his  throat  and  took  a  sip  of  water  before  he  continued,  "Samira  had been pregnant when the infernal microbe struck her." 

“Goodness, I'm so sorry," the Sultan's voice conveyed his sincerity. 

"It  is  almost  two  years  now,  but  I  will  not  lie  when  I  say  that  hardly  an hour goes by without me thinking of what could have been." 

After another long silence, the Sultan spoke softly, gently leaning in the direction  of  his  guest.  "I  can  only  imagine  your  tragedy  and  mean  no disrespect  in  the  least  when  I  make  my  offer,  but  please,  accept  your  time with  my  young  Jenny  as  a  test  run  of  sorts.  As  you  can  see  she  is  young, amorous,  and  while  not  anything  close  to  the  unearthly  beauty  that undoubtedly  was  Samira,  I  am  sure  that  a  young  virile,  powerful  desert master like yourself might enjoy the potential her body has to offer. It would be  my  honor  to  give  her  to  you  as  a  token  of  my  brotherly  love  so  that  she may do for you what she's doing now for me." 

The guest's eyes flashed sharply up, and in them, the Sultan could see a thunderstorm of emotions swirling. 

It took a moment before the younger man could compose himself before he  answered,  "My  brother,  I  have  no  words,"  he  said  simply  and  bowed deeply obviously overcome with emotions. 



Chapter 9

Jenny’s  master  and  the  nameless  guest  had  been  engaged  in  small  talk  for some time now, and even though she felt she was the subject of much of their interest, her mind drifted back to her unfortunate forgetfulness. 

EARLIER, when she had entered the room, and her eyes fell upon the Sultan, she realized she had forgotten something important. All those nights and days spent being with the father of her baby had conditioned her deeply, and now when  she  was  in  the  Sultan’s  presence,  her  body  immediately  reacted.  Her pussy got warm, and she would get wet, so wet in fact that if she didn't wear a pad  or  a  tampon,  trickles  of  embarrassment  would  start  running  down  her thighs. Jenny silently cursed herself. 

 An embarrassing case of pregnancy-brain. 

Her academically trained mind had long ago noticed the effect her master was  having  on  her,  but  tonight,  in  her  haste  to  get  ready  for  dinner  and  her excitement that she would be seeing her daughter if only for a short moment that night, she had forgotten to put an extra absorbent tampon and pad. 

Of course, as luck would have it, she wasn't wearing any stockings either. 

Hose  was  becoming  increasingly  an  item  of  extreme  luxury  these  days  of post-apocalyptic  turmoil.  Jenny  felt  very  embarrassed  at  the  thought  that anyone  might  notice  the  droplets  of  her  feminine  excitement  that  would inevitably be sliding down her thighs soon enough. 

She had been about to turn around and ask one of her assistant maids if she  could  make  a  run  back  to  the  bedroom  and  pick  up  something  she  had forgotten  when  she  saw  his  Majesty  the  Sultan  was  waving  her  over. 

Immediately Jenny whimpered little mewling sounds as she had been taught and ran with small hopping steps making sure to jiggle her jewelry and make her  breasts  shake  as  she  hurried  to  the  master  and  flung  herself  down submissively. She pressed her head to the floor. Her long blond hair fanned out like a halo around her prostrate obeisant form. 

For now, Jenny knew she had no choice but to steel her nerves and bear the  humiliation  and  discomfort  as  she  pressed  her  pregnant  belly  down  into the hard floor as she did obeisance to her master. 

"Come to me Habibi,” the Sultan motioned her forward. “Put your face in my lap, sweetheart." 

“You are such a good girl," the Sultan said as he took her face in his big hands and turned her to gaze into her deep blue eyes. "I love the way I can see  your  struggle.  Your  Western  ideas  still  run  so  deep  in  your  conscience that  even  now,  bred  with  my  child,  and  about  to  serve  my  guest  you  still harbor notions of female empowerment and conflict." 

"Master,  Master,  Master,"  Jenny  whimpered  subserviently  as  she  knew was expected of her. 

Then still looking at her, the Sultan turned and spoke in heavily accented English to one of his ever-present assistants, "Make sure no one enters for a moment, please." 

"Yes, your Majesty," came the obsequious reply. Jenny's eyes grew moist with trepidation as she saw the staff scurry to lock the doors. 

"Shush, little one. Don't worry. I thought it best that we take care of any unpleasantness right at the start. That way we can all relax and enjoy dinner together. Come stand and then put your belly across the table over there. I am going to cane you. Do you know why?" 

"No, your Majesty," she hiccupped, her voice faltering. 

"I'm  going  to  punish  you  in  advance  because  I  know  that  by  the  end  of tonight  you  will  have  committed  punishable  sins  of  the  flesh.  Most  of  them on my orders. Go on, do as I told you." 

"Very well, sweetheart. Step out of your shoes for now lift your dress up and bend over the table." Then without so much as waiting for her to comply the Sultan turned to his assistant and asked for crop number three. 



"Yes, your Majesty." 

As  had  become  second  nature  to  the  naturally  docile  young  woman, Jenny hurried to comply. 

While beating her had become almost routine, her master almost always did  it  in  private  and  always  before  sex.  It  was  the  first  time  she  was  to  be caned in full view of the household staff, and this mortified her. 

She didn't even realize it when tears started pouring down her cheeks. 

Six years ago, Jenny had graduated in the top ten percent of her class at an  Ivy  League  school,  with  an  MBA  that  should  have  been  her  ticket  to success.  Now,  she  was  an  indentured  slave  letting  herself  be  bent  over  a table. She was nude from the waist down, about to have the man who owned her and who had recently sired her baby use a crop on her bottom. 

Without preamble or warning of any sort, Jenny felt the first strike erupt like  fire  across  her  tender  flesh.  She  knew  her  master  was  an  expert  with  a cane  and  somehow  managed  to  cause  severe  pain  without  so  much  as bruising her skin. 

"Thank  you,  sire.  Please,  may  I  have  another."  It  took  her  a  moment  to realize she had just spoken the words that were by now deeply ingrained into her submissive psyche. 

The vicious blows continued until, her mind having entered a fugue-like state, she heard the Sultan hand back the cane and thanked the servant for it. 

 Ten strikes with a cane, Jenny thought miserably. 

"Thank  you,  Sire,"  she  heard  herself  say  as  she  righted  herself  up  on wobbly  knees.  "Thank  you  for  taking  the  time  to  chastise  your  slave  and adoring  concubine.  Even  though  she  may  sin  tonight,  she  will  do  so  with deep remorse and only in a desire to better serve you." 

"Good girl. Now go put on your shoes. Straighten your dress out and have a glass of cold water. Feel free to use the bathroom if you need to. Fix your mascara.  Never  mind.  Remove  it.  All  of  it.  You're  much  prettier  without useless makeup. It's wasted on a natural beauty like you. Your blush is all we need  to  see.  When  you  are  ready,  you  may  go  ahead  and  invite  the  others back in to join us for dinner," her master said his mind already on something else. 

"JENNY!"  She  jumped.  She  had  been  daydreaming  again.  She  had  been reminiscing  about  what  had  happened  moments  before  dinner  had  truly started. 

Jenny  winced.  Her  bottom  hurt  where  her  master's  cane  had  struck  her moments  ago.  She  squirmed  uncomfortably  careful  to  maintain  her subservient pose on the edge of the seat by her master at the Oriental dinner table. 

"My pretty little concubine is daydreaming of sex again." Jenny squirmed ashamedly quickly looking over to see if Ben, or most importantly – Melody, had heard her master's shameful words. Mercifully though her daughter and husband both seemed lost in a conversation with one of the nannies sitting by them. 

"No, no, no, don't deny. I can see you squeeze your thighs together. I saw you  close  your  eyes  and  breathe  in  deeply,  moving  imperceptibly  closer  to me. Don't deny." She was not permitted to meet his gaze and so merely lifted her eyes to just below his chin and nodded meekly. 

"Yes, Master I was, I – I'm sorry." 

"Nothing  to  be  sorry  about."  His  big  meaty  hands  played  with  her  leash that  he  had  wrapped  around  his  right  fist.  Its  other  end  was  clipped  to  the collar around her neck. 

Chapter 10

With  a  shudder  Jenny  couldn’t  help  but  wonder  what  her  five-year-old daughter  would  think  of  her  mother  leashed  and  sitting  demurely  by  a powerful man, subserviently conversing with him and his guests, a man who wasn't her dad. 

Jenny  couldn't  help  her  embarrassment  seeing  the  obvious  smirks  of  the staff and her daughter's nannies as they waited on them through dinner. She was  only  too  aware  of  the  thoughts  the  maids  and  servants  where undoubtedly harboring. A common whore to them no doubt, it was with the stoicism of professionals that they went about their work politely serving her as  if  she  was  simply  another  cherished  visitor  of  their  master,  but  everyone knew better. 

She would be doing the serving soon enough on her back with her body in the most humiliating way possible. 

"Mommy," Melody piped from across the table. "Did you see?" 

"See  what,  sweetheart?"  Jenny  was  desperate  to  rein  in  the  huskiness  of her voice. Melody was growing prettier every day. Looking at her now, Jenny realized she loved her baby girl so much, it hurt. 

There was something different about Melody though. And then it struck her  –  her  hair  hadn't  been  cut,  probably  not  since  they  joined  the  Sultan's household.  Her  blinding,  almost  white,  lustrous  blond  curls  were  now cascading  all  the  way  down  past  her  waist!  It  looked  healthy  and  well maintained as was the girl herself. 

Seeing  her  daughter  Melody  playfully  scamper  around  dressed  almost



like a miniature version of herself, had Jenny been allowed to wear clothes, Jenny  felt  her  heart  grow  heavy  with  thoughts  of  all  the  things  that  could have been but never happened. 

"I  wrote  my  first  sentence  in  Arabic  yesterday!"  the  little  girl  beamed with  her  characteristic  buoyancy.  Her  joy  was  contagious,  and  soon  Jenny couldn't help but smile radiantly back at her. 

"Wow,  baby,  your  mama  is  so  proud,  sweetheart,"  Jenny  gushed.  "Only five years old, and you can already write. And in a foreign language too." 

Then, "Who taught you?" 

“Doctor  Hyde,"  Melody  beamed  proudly.  Jenny's  blood  ran  cold.  "He said that it was all part of the test yesterday." 

"What kind of test, baby?" Jenny flashed her eyes at Ben who studiously did his best to ignore her fiery look. 

"My  first  f-physics  exam,"  Melody's  attention  suddenly  wavered  as  she noticed more delicious foods being brought out. It wasn't every day that the Sultan regaled his concubine's family with the sumptuous delicacies available now. "Wow, mommy, may I have some baklava?" 

"Only  after  you're  done  with  your  main  course,  sweetie,"  Jenny's  voice was cracking with emotion. "You mean, your first physical?" 

"Uh-huh,"  Melody  was  too  distracted  to  pay  her  mother's  increasing alarm any heed. 

Jenny  was  mortified.  Oh  no!  No,  please  God  no!  Don't  let  that  monster the palace Doctor lay his hands on my precious baby! A thin sheen of sweat covered her forehead, and for a moment Jenny wondered if perhaps she ought to turn around and prostrate herself and beg the Sultan for mercy? She almost did  it,  but  then  she  heard  the  men  conversing  softly  and  realized  that  if anything an outburst like that would only have the opposite effect. 

No,  she  would  have  to  approach  the  issue  a  different  way.  Later,  alone with the Sultan, when he was more amenable to his pretty concubine's pleas. 

THE TWO MEN watched the exchange between the young mother and her baby daughter. 

"Have you taught the mother to be your bathroom slave yet?" The guest

asked in Arabic. 

"No,  but  she  knows  to  lovingly  massage  my  balls,"  the  Sultan  chuckled and the man joined him in laughter. 

"No, seriously though. Have you?" 

"Not really. Why?" 

"It is my opinion that women broken into toilet duty for their masters and then  built  up  back  again  into  adoring  and  sophisticated  courtesans  are something  to  behold.  Fragile,  and  strong,  all  at  the  same  time.  It's  hard  to explain." 

"Mmmm...  I  might  consider.  Perhaps  I'll  wait  until  she  delivers  and then..." 

Jenny  was  sure  they  were  discussing  her  and  most  probably  what  they were planning to do to her later in the evening. It shocked her that both men talked  about  such  odious  things  in  the  same  manner  that  others  might  be discussing  business  deals,  politics,  sports  or  other  quotidian  issues  at  the table. 

"She  is  a  picture-perfect  doll,  I  can't  wait  for  your  permission  to  unveil her." 

They  kept  on  openly  gazing  at  her  even  as  she  stood  there  blushing between them. 

"She's  very  amorous.  You  will  see  when  she  cums,  she  often  cries  with real tears. You can see for a fact it's all genuine. Her whole face is a mess and the more beautiful for it." The Sultan’s pride was obvious as he spoke. 

"Fascinating  little  bitch,"  the  other  man  said.  "Would  it  be  acceptable  if you made her get up on the table and masturbate for us?" 

The guest's last words had been said in English, and Jenny felt her heart skip a beat. 

 Oh no!  The Sultan was watching her when she looked up. His eyes were two  dark,  unfathomable  pools  of  obsidian  and  it  was  a  long  while  before Jenny  remembered  to  look  down  again.  Her  master  chuckled  and  she wondered  if  tonight  wasn't  perhaps  going  to  be  the  end  of  them  all  after  all that had happened so far. 

The Sultan sighed deeply and smiled. "Maybe later. For now, the young mother is still too preoccupied with her former family." 

Her  mind  was  swirling  like  a  rabbit  locked  in  a  cage  with  the  wolf himself  and  she  was  too  disoriented  to  pay  any  attention  to  her  master's

words.  All  she  could  think  of  was  'Thank  you,  Sire!  Thank  you,  Sire,  for sparing  my  daughter  the  indignity  of  seeing  her  mother  do  something  like that!" 

She was shivering. 

"Do you plan on branding her after she delivers?" The man had reverted to  speaking  in  Arabic  again.  "You  know  it  is  proper  tradition  that  the concubine is marked with each delivery." 

The Sultan sighed. A part of him was starting to wonder whether he had made the right decision in offering his precious Jenny to this man? The line of  questions  hinted  at  a  sadistic  interest  in  the  girl  that  he  wasn't  sure  he appreciated. He closed his eyes and pictured the military supplies he so badly needed, the reasons he was going through with entertaining this evil man. All means  to  an  end,  his  ultimate  goal  was  peace  throughout  his  realm.  It  so happened that Jenny's body was part of the price he had to pay. He had to be strong. Once power was firmly in his grasp, well, life would be much simpler then. 

The Sultan forced a smile, "I hadn't been aware until my wife pointed it out as a way of keeping the girl's mind in check and shackled to her owner. 

But I don't see a reason to do it. She's very docile and tame as it is. I really don't want to break her, if you know what I'm saying." 

"Absolutely,  I  understand.  But  even  though  that  risk  is  always  there, branding can be a way of opening up a new bond with one's precious slave. 

Especially if you dedicate a couple of days after the event to spend entirely, and  only,  in  her  company  soothing  her  and  providing  her  with  comfort  and attention. She will never forget it no matter what happens later. Even if you trade her away, she will always remember you fondly as the man who caused her pain but also immense love." 

"I'll think about it." 

The  two  men  were  lost  in  conversation.  They  spoke  in  fast  colloquial Arabic of which she understood precious little. Unfortunately, however, she was  quite  sure  she  heard  the  words  for  'to  break'  and  'branding'.  A  chill  ran down  her  back.  Jenny  chanced  a  glance  up  at  her  master  and  found  him smiling at her. 

Chapter 11

She had been conversing with the guest for almost fifteen minutes now. They had covered a broad spectrum of topics having started from the incongruous discovery  that  they  had  both  attended  the  same  school  as  undergrads  in  the states and moved on to discussing campus myths and lore before settling on a vigorous  debate  of  the  future  of  microeconomics  given  the  sordid  state  of world affairs today. Still, polite, civilized discourse notwithstanding, Jenny's spidey senses tingled with anticipation of what she was certain was to follow. 

Then,  and  after  a  seemingly  interminable  dialogue  on  the  future  of  the market  economy,  the  Sheikh  suddenly  leaned  over  and  stroked  Jenny's  hair and ran away a lock from her face. Jenny's words died midsentence, and she simply  gaped  as  he  got  even  closer.  Her  features  scrunched.  The  spell  of  a civilized  dinner  party  was  broken.  Jenny  felt  like  the  floor  had  suddenly opened up beneath her, and she was teetering on the edge of a precipice. 

He  spoke  softly,  his  breath  was  surprisingly  fresh  and  smelled  of  mint, 

"Open." 

Jenny obediently did as told and parted her lips. 

She closed her eyes expecting him to kiss her. Instead, she felt him loom above  her  face  and  tilt  her  chin  upwards.  "Open  your  eyes.  Look  at  me."  It took her a moment to focus and then she centered her stare on the two dark pools  of  glimmering  obsidian  that  were  his  irises.  She  felt  his  thumb  as  it rubbed  its  way  into  her  mouth  and  pressed  down  on  her  bottom  lip.  Her submissive body obediently responded, and her mouth started producing long strands of saliva which poured down unto his hand and from there fell to the

floor between their seats. Her eyes misted and on reflex, she felt like crying. 

Then she saw it – a long string of the man's spit as he pursed his lips and let his saliva fall straight into her open mouth. 

"Swallow," he ordered, and she obeyed once again. Oh my God! Oh my God! Oh my God! What would Melody think if she saw?! 

The man spat one more time. 

And then another. 

And  she  kept  swallowing  not  daring  to  look  away.  Her  cheeks  were  on fire. Jenny could feel the Sultan's eyes boring into her from across the table. 

"Oh  Lord  please  don't  let  Melody  see  that!"  She  prayed  silently  waiting  for the man's next instructions. 

Then, things got immeasurably worse. Jenny wished she could die. Even though she was seated in her chair and her lower body was not moving one bit,  she  heard  the  mortifying  sound  of  the  bell  attached  to  the  ring  in  her clitoris  chime.  She  started  praying  that  it  wasn't  loud  enough  for  Melody  to hear  at  the  other  end  of  the  table.  Her  clit  had  engorged,  her  body undoubtedly  responding  to  the  palpable  dominance  of  the  man  by  her  side. 

Her  flesh  had  swelled  with  blood  causing  that  tightly  cinched  ring  to  stand making the little bell tinkle. 

The Sultan chuckled having obviously heard it. A few months ago he had been the one who had observed her clit's propensity to get hard and peek out from  under  its  hood  --  not  unlike  a  boner.  The  Sultan  had  slapped  her  butt and proclaimed her almost a man for she had a clitoris that would harden and grow just like a penis would. 

The  visitor's  hand  that  had  been  cupping  and  gently  rubbing  her  breast through  the  material  of  her  evening  dress  let  go  and  moved  down.  "Open your legs for me, slut," the man softly said. Jenny was shocked at his rough words, but there was a playful twinkle in his cold dark eyes that gave her a measure of comfort. 

If it was a game to him, perhaps she could convince herself it was a game to her as well. 

Despite her foreboding, Jenny parted her legs. She wondered if everyone heard the tinkling sound that her bell attached to the ring through her clitoris made.  His  hands  found  their  way  under  the  hem  of  her  dress  and  soon touched her immaculately manicured pudenda. 

He didn't seem surprised she wasn't wearing any panties. 

"Unngh  –"  an  unbeckoned  gasp  escaped  her  tight  lips  despite  her  best efforts. 

His fingers massaged the top of her pussy without entering her. Soon she could  hear  wet  sounds  as  he  started  rubbing  her  lips  vigorously,  stopping several times to wipe his fingers on her inner thigh. 

"You  are  a  very  passionate  creature,  child."  There  was  no  rebuke  in  the man's  intonation,  just  an  expert  making  an  assessment.  He  spoke  softly. 

Jenny was pretty sure Melody hadn’t heard. 

Jenny  found  his  words  oddly  comforting.  Immoral  whore,  narcissistic nympho, shallow slut, were all words she herself would have used to describe her own despicable reactions to this man's horrible attentions in this instant. 

Being  called  a  'passionate  woman'  seemed  like  the  understatement  of  the century. 

Then he pushed his middle finger deep into her love passage. 

"Gnnahh-" 

God, she absolutely had to do something about her vocalizations! 

Instantly  her  entire  body  tensed  up.  Jenny's  eyes  closed.  "Ohhhh  –“  her small hands thoughtlessly fluttered down to hold the man's broad wrist as if she could somehow control his actions. 

Suddenly her throat felt very dry. Jenny dry-swallowed a couple of times trying as best she could to suppress the little cries of passion that were boiling up from somewhere deep in her chest. The staggering sensations brought on by  his  finger  knowledgeably  massaging  her  private  passage  as  well  as  the feeling of the movement of his wrist where she held him on the outside were almost too much to bear. 

A deep body-spasm caused a gush of wetness to bathe his finger and hand as Jenny struggled to maintain a modicum of presentability for the benefit of her husband and child across the length of the table. She took a deep breath and met the stranger's eyes again. 

He smiled, clearly enjoying her struggles. 

Jenny's  thigh  muscles  relaxed  of  their  own  accord  and  her  breathing settled  into  a  labored  rhythm  synced  to  the  motion  of  his  hand.  The  young woman didn't notice when her hips began gently rising and falling from the seat, meeting the man's thrusts ever so slightly. 

What  she  did  know  was  that  if  he  continued  to  work  her  love  entrance like  that  soon,  she  would  inevitably  be  brought  to  orgasm.  She  wondered  if

she had the power to ask him to stop. 

Did she even want him to interrupt his attentions? 

Jenny wasn't sure, and this fact made her doubt herself deeply. 

Then, much to her chagrin, the man stopped his ministrations and slowly pulled out his finger. 

He  wiped  it  out  on  her  thigh  again  before  he  reached  down  and straightened the hem of her dress. He nodded at her without saying anything other  than,  "Good."  Then  he  turned  around,  and  much  to  Jenny's  mounting shame and annoyance resumed conversing with her master in Turkish. 

She  couldn't  help  the  feeling  that  she  had  just  been  put  to  the  test,  not unlike  the  future  purchaser  of  a  prize  horse  would  inspect  it  before  paying good money for her services. Jenny used the table napkin to dab at her tears and sweat from her face. 

She  cleared  her  throat,  took  a  deep  breath  and  resumed  her  dinner.  Yes, she decided, that's exactly what this callous man had done with her. He had treated her like a piece of meat. He had started off conversing with her about inane topics, testing her academic knowledge and intellectual prowess before having  satisfied  himself  on  that  account,  he  had  checked  her  body's responsiveness. 

Now  he  was  undoubtedly  discussing  his  appraisal  with  her  master.  Was he negotiating her price? Oh, the shame! 

Jenny  knew  she  ought  to  feel  dejected  and  deeply  offended,  but somehow,  she  didn't.  She  looked  up  to  see  Ben  and  Melody  discussing something with one of the nannies seated by them. It looked like they hadn't even  noticed  what  had  happened  at  her  end  of  the  table.  Either  that  or  her husband  had  managed  to  steer  their  daughter's  attention  away  from  the terrible  acts  and  shame  her  mother  had  been  put  through  only  a  few  feet away. 

"Well, she's young and athletic." The Sultan was responding to an inquiry by the guest who had asked about Jenny's overall health. He knew well how health-obsessed his young visitor was. Unlike the Sultan who had grown up in the cesspit of post-Soviet decay, the young sheik had spent his teenage and collegiate  years  in  yuppie  America.  Even  though  devoutly  traditional,  the guest  was  still  a  firm  believer  in  the  virtues  of  modern  medicine  and  the benefits that diligent and consistent exercise provided. 

The  Sultan  was  amused  at  the  speed  and  alacrity  with  which  his  good

friend  had  accepted  the  offer  to  take  young  Jenny  and  use  her  to  breed himself  a  line  of  descendants  and  was  now  preoccupied  with  her  attributes and qualities, as well as her potential weaknesses and genetic deficiencies. 

"I wouldn't mind an opportunity to inspect her further if you don't mind, your  Majesty.  I'm  sure  you  appreciate  my  concern.  Given  the  levels  of radiation  swirling  in  the  atmosphere  these  days  and  the  fact  that  the  young woman  has  been  under  some  stress  these  last  years,  as  indeed  we  have  all been,  one  cannot  be  too  careful.  After  all,  I  do  intend  to  seize  your  very generous  offer,  and  if  she  indeed  is  as  promising  as  she  looks,  I  would  be eternally grateful for the opportunity to sire a line of descendants with her." 

"My  brother,"  the  Sultan  smiled.  "It  would  be  my  pleasure  to  offer  you the services of my house physician. He can not only provide you with her up to date medical records but also take a blood sample and seal it before your eyes and give it to you for analysis back home." 

The  guest  bowed  in  the  traditional  manner  indicating  his  increasingly high esteem of his host. "Sire, thank you. I am humbled by your generosity." 

"It's  the  least  I  can  do  for  the  man  who  saved  my  life  so  many  times. 

Thank  you,  my  brother,  for  allowing  me  to  show  you  my  gratitude."  The Sultan turned to the head butler and in English indicated that the official part of  dinner  was  over.  He  smiled  at  Jenny  and  then  at  her  husband  and  young daughter. 

"Perhaps  young  Melody  would  like  to  take  her  father  and  show  him  the main  palace  kitchens.  I've  been  told  there  is  a  new  batch  of  ice  cream  just prepared and waiting in the freezers there. It has been made from the freshest, tastiest, highest-quality milk available." 

As  he  spoke,  the  Sultan's  eyes  came  to  rest  on  Jenny,  and  suddenly  she felt mortified with the realization of what she thought he was implying. 

Melody didn't seem to need to be told twice. She bounded out of her seat and was halfway to the door before she turned to look back. 

"Would his Majesty and mommy want me to bring you some?" the young girl asked genuinely hoping to share her forthcoming treats with everyone. 

"Don't  worry,  darling.  I  think  our  visitor  and  I  will  be  happy  to  stick  to the desserts available here." Jenny's heart skipped a beat. Thankfully she saw Melody was completely oblivious to the devious Sultan's double meaning as she skipped and hopped out of the room swiftly followed by her dad and the nanny on the way to the kitchens downstairs. 

Jenny  longed  to  jump  out  of  her  seat  and  follow  them  but  steeled  her nerves  and  demurely  looked  down  at  her  plate  instead.  No  sooner  had  the dining hall door clicked shut than the visitor turned to her. 

"Stand up, slut, and undress." 

Chapter 12

 Goodness help me, thought Jenny.  It's about to start. 

The young pregnant blonde stood up. She wanted to run, but there was no place to go. She took a moment to see the house help go about picking up the silverware and plates from dinner. Everybody studiously avoided looking in her direction. For them, it was like she didn't exist. The situation was exactly the  opposite  with  the  Sultan  and  his  guest  both  of  whom  now  turned  their chairs to face her. 

Her  master  impatiently  slapped  his  thigh  and  Jenny  jumped.  She  knew she didn't want to make him angry. There was no point begging. In fact, she had  already  been  asked  and  given  her  agreement  to  do  whatever  it  was  her master wanted her to do so that his esteemed guest would be pleased. The last thing Jenny wanted was to embarrass the Sultan. 

Resolved to be strong, she took a deep breath and pushed the straps of her little  black  dress  off  her  shoulders.  It  fell,  pausing  for  a  second  as  it  got caught  along  her  hardened  nipples,  then  sliding  on  to  unveil  her  big  veiny breasts for all to see. 

Her  areolas  were  moist  with  pent-up  milk.  Her  thick  wavy  strawberry blonde  hair  now  cascaded  around  her  face  as  she  wiggled  her  hips  just slightly so that the dress slid past her curved tummy. It fell soundlessly to the plush  Persian  rug.  The  maids  had  done  her  nails  on  her  fingers  and  toes  in bright red which  now seemed way  too sophisticated for  the degradation she knew she was about to be subjected to. 

Having lost her only garment, she took off her shoes. Her legs and feet --

now completely bare, she now felt that much more vulnerable with only her jewelry adding to the nudity with which she had been born. 

"Come to me, child," the guest said. For an idle moment Jenny wondered why  it  was  he  called  her  that  way.  He  actually  appeared  to  be  somewhat younger than her, and at twenty-eight, it was increasingly rare that anybody would  call  her  'child.'  But  then  she  realized  that  it  was  merely  a  way  of asserting his dominance. As a result of the rapid collapse of modern society and  the  anarchical  nature  of  the  world,  the  man  was  simply  establishing  his superiority in this increasingly patriarchal society. 

Slowly  she  stepped  over  the  dress  that  had  pooled  at  her  ankles  and walked over to where he was seated. Now she was almost completely naked except for the abundant and intricate jewelry placed throughout her body. 

Her eyes were downcast as she stepped between his knees. She flinched as  his  hand  gently  stroked  her  pregnant  belly.  It  felt  soothing  where  he touched her blushing skin. 

"No  stretch  marks,"  the  man  remarked  in  English  to  which  her  master responded,  "She  has  naturally  healthy  skin.  Very  supple.  Turn,  pretty  girl. 

Show the man your marked backside." Obediently Jenny did as told. 

"Thinking ahead, I wanted to show you how quickly her skin heals. You can  see  the  horizontal  stripes  from  the  ten  strikes  from  my  cane  which  I placed  mere  minutes  before  your  arrival.  I  always  make  it  a  point  that  she knows  to  expect  at  least  one  chastisement  every  day.  I  took  the  liberty  of inflicting  mine  before  your  arrival.  That  way  you  would  see  how  her markings slowly go from red to pink and then turn blue before vanishing in less  than  twenty-four  hours.  Not  to  mention,  now  that  we  are  done,  and  the sting  of  her  master's  cane  is  fresh  in  the  concubine's  mind,  she  will instinctively  work  that  much  harder  to  gain  her  men's  approval."  The  last sentence had been said in Arabic and hence had remained obscure to the girl. 

Her buttocks quivered nonetheless as the guest carefully perused her bruises with his long dark fingers. 

"Of course. It is all subconscious,” the Sultan went on in Arabic, “and I suspect  Jenny  doesn't  even  understand  the  effect  the  sound  thrashings  are having on her desire to please us sexually later. But still," the Sultan took a generous dollop of sugared figs that he then washed down with tea "It is very effective, nonetheless. I recommend you use a cane on her at some point later to see for yourself exactly what I mean." 

"I  will  do  that,  your  Majesty,"  the  man  replied  in  English  leaving  no doubt in Jenny’s mind as to the nature of his intent. He used his hands to hold her lower abdomen guiding her this way and that like she was an expensive object of art being appraised. 

Slowly his hands washed up her torso and came to rest around her chest, underneath  her  breasts.  For  a  moment  it  was  like  he  was  blind  and  she  was that  special  kind  of  book  made  to  be  read  with  one's  fingertips.  It  felt  that way as he touched every single inch of her skin and then hefted her breasts from underneath. 

"Hhhuhh--" Jenny exhaled. She had absolutely expected him to have his way with her tonight, but not in such a clinical manner. His detached, almost scientific  interest  had  the  strange  effect  of  heightening  her  rapidly  growing arousal. 

It  was  mind-boggling  that  he  never  even  spoke  to  her  as  he  touched, probed, and pinched. All his comments and questions were addressed to the Sultan making her feel like a lamb at a village fair auction. 

"So, you say she has been lactating continuously since she gave birth to the girl? What is that, a little more than five years?" His hands lifted both her breasts  holding  them  from  below,  creating  a  sense  of  weightlessness  in  her tits that only heightened the feeling of fullness from the milk inside waiting to be expressed. 

“I  can  see  her  nipples  are  clearly  well-exercised.  Nice  and  thick,"  his fingers found their way to the tips of her breasts, his nails eliciting millions of sensations in their wake. He made her turn around to face him. 

The  Sheikh's  severe  eyes  flashed  up  at  Jenny.  "Open  your  mouth,  slut. 

And don't you dare close it. Keep your tongue out. I don't mind if you start drooling. And no talking." 



Chapter 13

Jenny did as told. 

She  wondered  why  it  was  they  kept  discussing  her  in  English.  To humiliate  her  further,  of  course.  But,  on  second  thought,  it  didn't  seem  like these two men could care less how she felt. No, there were many, easier ways to humiliate her than making themselves speak a foreign language. Perhaps it was  simply  a  matter  of  expediency.  They  didn't  want  to  have  to  repeat themselves  when  they  told  her  what  to  do  as  the  evening  progressed.  With remarkable  efficiency,  the  two  dominant  males  had  effortlessly  slipped  into their well-justified role of her masters and superiors who simply expected her to be the good slave she was and go with the flow they set. 

"Such a little slut. Her clit is standing at attention like a little cock." The man chuckled. Jenny felt trickles of sweat make their way down her back and daydreamed about fainting into oblivion. But God didn't bless her with such respite.  Jenny  felt  the  welts  along  her  bottom  from  her  earlier  caning  throb and pulsate as they often did hours after routine chastisement. 

"WHY DON'T  you  dance  for  us,  sweetheart?"  This  wasn't  a  question  or  a polite  request  even.  She  had  no  choice  in  the  matter.  It  was  an  order.  But somehow she found herself happy that the Sultan had made it. 

"Yes, Sire." 

Jenny motioned to  retrieve her small  black dress. "No,"  said her master. 

"You can dance bare for us." 

“Yes, Master, yes, Sire. Thank you, Sire," Jenny curtsied demurely as she hurried  to  obey  padding  over  to  the  middle  of  the  room  where  she  stood completely naked waiting for the music to start. 

Jenny  danced  an  ethnic  slave  dance  she  had  recently  learned.  It  was  an energetic dance and very uncomfortable for the young pregnant woman, but she tried her best to smile sweetly at the two powerful men. And all the while as the Sultan watched he saw her catch his guest’s eye and wave at him and wink suggestively. He chuckled. It was a pretty gesture that he was quite sure was not part of the dance. She was trying to honor his request to please the guest.  The  Sultan’s  heart  filled  with  respect  and  maybe  even  love  for  the young slave. 

PART II

A Welcoming Gift

Chapter 14

"Your Majesty is probably aware that I had the good intentions of becoming a doctor when I started in college, back in the states. It feels like a lifetime ago but if you don't mind too much I would still marvel at the opportunity to take a blood sample from her myself." 

Jenny’s eyes grew wide as she watched the Sultan take a long moment to deliberate his visitor's proposal. Surely he wouldn't agree to such a ludicrous suggestion!  The  man  had  taken  a  couple  of  undergrad  premed  courses  in college  years  ago.  Surely  that  didn't  qualify  him  to  use  a  needle  on  her! 

Suddenly  she  wanted  to  scream!  But  through  some  superhuman,  hidden reservoir of strength, or perhaps her ever-increasing surrender into the part of an agreeable, meek, docile and submissive slave she just stayed silent. 

On  the  other  hand,  her  master  was  here  to  protect  her  if  this  man  made some obvious mistake. Perhaps it was all for the best. 

The alternative was to rely on the so-called palace doctor who in Jenny's eyes was no more than a quack intent on torturing and humiliating her every chance he got. Every time she thought how it would be this hideous excuse of a medical professional who would be the one assisting her when the day for her  childbirth  arrived  she  almost  felt  like  throwing  up.  Somewhere  a dictionary  had  to  have  his  picture  in  the  part  describing  the  meaning  of  the word 'creep.' 

She caught a side view of her master's nod. "Go ahead, my brother. You have  my  absolute  confidence  not  to  damage  my  property.  The  slut  should make herself available for you and kneel so you can easily access her. If she

doesn't, you have my encouragement to punish her." 

The visitor bowed deeply. "Thank you, Your Highness." He then turned to look at Jenny. His eyes acquired a sinister shimmer that suddenly made her feel as if the temperature in the room had dropped dramatically. 

“I  want  you  to  step  out  of  this  room  and  ask  for  my  personal  valet Ibrahim. Tell him to bring what you think will be necessary for me to take a sterile  blood  sample  from  your  body.  You'll  find  Ibrahim  is  extremely resourceful  and  can  procure  pretty  much  anything,"  the  visitor  winked meaningfully at the Sultan who chuckled. "Go on now. Don’t dawdle." Jenny wasn't dawdling. She was scared of what she was being asked to do. 

Fear  coiled  its  tendrils  around  her  heart  causing  her  chest  to  feel  like  it was about to explode. Jenny felt a coppery metallic taste in her mouth – she had made her tongue piercing bleed.  Ugh... 

She  took  a  deep  breath  and  permitted  herself  the  luxury  of  closing  her eyes if only for a couple of seconds just so that she could steel her nerves. 

These two powerful men just wanted to play with her. Like lions playing with a baby gazelle. 

 Before they devour me. 

She was certain they weren't going to do her any permanent harm. Well, almost  certain.  This   almost  part  made  her  knees  go  weak  with  trepidation. 

They  would  only  mess  with  that  darn  pride  of  hers  and  humiliate  her  and cause  her  some  discomfort.  But  nothing  too  strenuous  or  permanently damaging. 

Then again, she could still feel the way her nipples tingled where one of the  Sultan's  previous  guests  had  used  some  kind  of  wild  insect  to  sting  her. 

And  also,  the  welts  on  her  back  and  thighs.  These  were  permanent  scars brought on by the merciless whip of the state executioner on the orders of the Sultan himself. 

Yet,  perhaps  in  spite  of  the  danger  or  maybe  because  of  it,  she  wasn't sure, an increasingly assertive part of Jenny's subconscious couldn't help but feel proud that right now, she was the center of these masters' attention. The powerful  men  would  do  with  her  as  they  pleased  anyway.  It  was  her  job  to make  them  feel  appreciated  and  savor  their  attentions  however  strange  and harshly  offensive  they  might  seem  to  her  obstinately  persisting  Western sensitivities. 

So, Jenny stood on wobbly knees and padded over on the balls of her bare

feet to face the inevitable. She walked up to the door and opened it. 

Chapter 15

A  man,  fresh-faced  and  googly-eyed,  someone  she  hadn't  seen  before, gingerly stepped forth. His eyes grew wider still as he walked in on the wild spectacle of the naked pregnant white woman who stood right in front of him. 

He said something, but Jenny didn't understand. 

Being  in  the  presence  of  this  timid  young  man  brought  Jenny  suddenly back  to  her  previous  self.  Back  to  a  simpler  time,  or  had  it  been  more complicated? She wasn't sure. 

A  time  when  it  was  just  her  and  her  husband  and  they  hadn't  even  been married yet. Jenny would bask in the anticipation that made them both giddy and nervous of the fun ahead. Jenny would don the sexy clothes that they had selected together at Victoria’s Secret on Park Avenue and they would shyly explore the unknown, tantalizing world of sex together. 

The  young  man  was  blushing.  “I...  Uhm...  Miss...”  he  cleared  his  throat and  spoke  in  English  this  time.  “My  name  is  Ibrahim,  ma’am,”  he  said haltingly, clearly at a loss as to how to proceed. Jenny realized how ludicrous it was what she was doing and allowed her arms to fall away from where she had been shielding her bosom and pudenda. 

“Your master, sir,” she said and this time remembered to curtsy politely the  jewelry  in  her  piercings  jingling  way  too  loudly.  “Mister  Ibrahim,  your master, told me to ask you for a couple of items, sir.” 

“Yes?” The man breathlessly replied his eyes were big as saucers. He was eager  to  serve.  His  whole  demeanor  made  Jenny  think  of  a  dog,  a  Viszla perhaps,  well-trained  and  obedient.  “Do  you  think  it  would  be  too  much  to



inquire  if  you  would  be  able  to  come  by  two  sterile  test  tube  containers  for blood  samples  that  have  been  hermetically  sealed  so  as  not  to  be contaminated, two syringes and needles?” 

“Would  twenty-two  gauge  ones  be  sufficient?”  The  young  man  asked surprising her with his astute question. 

“I-I  think  so…  yes.  It's  for  taking  a  blood  sample,”  she  added  and  then suddenly felt very stupid. She was blushing violently. 

“I will be back in less than ten minutes,” he said. 

“I will be here,” she replied. 

She  heard  the  men  converse  in  Turkish  behind  her  as  she  stood  and watched the maids or some other member of the staff put away the silverware and plates from dinner. 

IBRAHIM, the servant, awkwardly gave Jenny two velvet satchels. 

Jenny reached for them, but the man held them in his hand for a moment longer. She met his eyes. 

There  she  saw  compassion  for  the  first  time  in  a  very  long  while,  and suddenly her heart felt like it was trying to skedaddle out of her chest. 

"Courage,"  Ibrahim  said  softly  in  his  heavily  accented  voice.  Jenny nodded. She knew she didn't have it in her to speak. She felt tears cloud her vision  and  prayed  the  men  behind  her  hadn't  noticed  their  private  little exchange. 



Chapter 16

 Oh,  dear,  God!  The  show  must  go  on!  She  kept  repeating  to  herself  in  her mind.  Be strong! 

She took the two satchels and bowed her head. A slave girl had to know her place and always, always show respect to any and every man. 

For  no  matter  how  lowly  his  status,  even  the  most  destitute  beggar  was orders of magnitude more exalted than even the most cherished concubine. It was  simply  the  way  of  the  world  around  here,  and  Jenny  was  learning  her place in it. When Jenny turned to take the items to her new master she heard the man gasp behind her. He had no doubt seen the glimmer of her anal plug shimmering  enticingly  from  between  her  globes  as  she  gracefully  padded back  to  the  Sultan.  It  almost  made  her  smile  hearing  the  young  boy's fumbling  steps  as  he  found  his  way  out  the  door  that  he  then  firmly  closed behind her back. 

As  she  stepped  forward  to  kneel  by  the  young  sheik,  Jenny  wondered what  the  fresh-faced,  obviously  inexperienced  servant  had  thought  of  the spectacle he had just witnessed. 

“REMEMBER, give her water. Lots of water. You don't want her mouth to go dry  from  all  this  salivating,  juicing  up  and  lactation  not  to  mention  she's sweating with anxiety," the Sultan advised. “Most importantly if the girl gets dehydrated,  a  possibility  with  the  constant  heat  wave  these  days,  she  might

suffer, and also lose the baby. Then, I’m afraid, my brother, I might have to revise my earlier statement about sparing you your uncle’s fate.” 

“Thank you, your Majesty. I will truly take to heart your advice." 

The man took the satchels from her trembling hands, and his fist came up to touch the bottom of her chin tilting her face up until their eyes met. "Go to the  bathroom  and  drink  lots  of  water,  darling.  As  much  as  you  can."  There was concern in his eyes, Jenny realized with a shock, even though he sounded dispassionate, almost clinical in his instructions. 

"Feel free to freshen up and use the facilities. Then hurry back here. I will use a syringe with a needle to take a blood sample, and also a sample of your milk straight from each breast. These are to be tested for disease as well as do a  screen  of  your  DNA  that  my  personal  doctors  will  perform  back  home.  I need to know the genetic lineage of the woman in whose womb I plan to sire my son. Go now, little slut, and don't tardy." Gently he tapped her cheek in a gesture that would have been playful in any other context but now felt more like a master encouraging his dog to fetch. 

Jenny realized she was very thirsty indeed and still remembering to keep her silence stood and scampered quickly into the small washroom attached to the hall where they had dined. 

Once she was in the bathroom, Jenny appreciated how bad she needed to go. She sat on the toilet, her knees suddenly feeling very weak. The seat felt good,  it  was  padded  and  warm.  When  she  let  go,  it  suddenly  felt  like  her bladder had become a huge balloon. She kept going and going the sound not unlike that of a small waterfall until the stream slowed down. 

Finally,  a  small  little  shiver  announced  her  bladder  was  empty.  She sighed deeply, flushed, wiped herself, and using a crystal glass cup from the cabinet drank gulp after refreshing gulp of ice cold water from the tap. Water in the palace was centrally filtered, and free of pollutants, the Sultan had told her. 

Jenny permitted herself a moment of reflection at last. She dwelled on the visitor's words. This man was speaking with the clear understanding that her master  had  given  him  the  right  to  sire  her  next  baby!  The  young  slave harbored  no  illusions  as  to  her  lack  of  freedom  when  it  came  to  selecting when  and  perhaps  even   if  she  would  ever  be  allowed  to  have  another  baby with  her  husband  Ben.  Jenny  had  come  to  the  tacit  if  unspoken  out  loud understanding  that  it  would  be  the  Sultan  exercising  his  seigneurial

prerogative.  It  had  never  occurred  to  her  that  he  might  choose  to  farm  her out!  Like  a  farm  animal,  the  Sultan  had  picked  her  a  male  and  obviously simply  assumed  she  would  go  along.  He  hadn't  even  thought  to  inform  her, let alone asked her opinion! 

Ludicrous, yes, but then again it made her feel so objectified, her rational mind  simply  had  no  way  to  digest  the  new  situation.  And  falling  back  to something her brain was getting increasingly in the habit of doing these days, she  simply  chose  not  to  think  about  it.  Instead,  Jenny  centered  her  entire awareness down south on her body, on that part of her which seemed only too happy  to  be  the  center  of  attention  right  now.  Her  lady  bits  had  never  been wetter. She reached out and tore a piece of toilet paper that she then used to dry herself with. 

As  she  readied  herself  in  front  of  the  mirror  Jenny’s  analytical  mind appreciated  the  two  masters’  concern  for  her  health  and  body.  Between  her milky boobs, the advancing pregnancy and her constant exertions causing her to  sweat  and  the  undoubtedly  numerous  orgasms  that  lay  in  her  immediate future tonight, Jenny knew she absolutely had to stay well hydrated. 

She washed her hands and took one last look at herself in the mirror. At twenty-eight she thought she was still very pretty. As the visitor had observed earlier, her skin was radiant and shone with health. Even her feet didn't seem to show the rough skin and chafing she would have expected from having to walk  everywhere  barefoot.  She  wondered  how  much  of  her  looks  had  to  do with  the  strange  oils  the  two  maids  insisted  on  massaging  into  her  every morning. At one point she had tried inquiring about their ingredients but had never gotten an answer and had finally given up. Jenny was always left with a warm  tingly  sensation  emanating  from  every  inch  of  her  skin  after  her morning massage. 

She gazed at the creature that stared back at her from the reflection in the mirror and marveled. 

She looked like the epitome of a fertility goddess: a few months pregnant, breasts  clearly  in  milk  but  not  sagging,  lustrous  blond  hair  that  came  down past  her  shoulders,  painted  areolas,  pierced  and  ringed  nipples,  clit, bellybutton, tongue, and ears, painted hand- and toe-nails, sparkling teeth... 

Seemingly no part of Jenny's body had been neglected. 

Even  her  most  private  passage  was  stretched  around  a  thick  diamond-studded butt plug. Sometimes she would have a long chain dangling from a

ring  at  the  outside  base  of  the  plug,  but  tonight  this  particular  addition  had been ignored in favor of a more standard kind that simply stayed in her body serving as a constant reminder of who owned her most private entrance. 

Jenny had long since realized that her master was intelligent in the ways of  controlling  other  people  and  knew  that  a  girl  who  felt  she  had  no  rights over  her  own  bowels  and  sphincter  would  have  no  doubt  as  to  who  held absolute control over every other aspect of her life as well. 

Chapter 17

When  Jenny  reentered  the  main  dining  hall,  she  found  both  men  had undressed.  They  each  had  their  thick  bejeweled  fists  wrapped  around  their cocks  which  they  were  languidly  masturbating.  Jenny  blushed  crimson, embarrassed by the thought that both men were preparing themselves for her. 

She felt her skin grow hot from her cheeks down to the space between her breasts  which  suddenly  felt  full  and  tight.  For  a  terrible  second,  she  forgot herself and openly gazed at the display of male nakedness in front of her. 

Jenny  was  well  familiar  with  her  master's  barrel-chested  powerful physique. A tight little whimper escaped her throat when her eyes fell to the Sultan's  familiar  cock  the  sight  of  which  instinctively  caused  her  mouth  to water  and  her  pussy  to  tighten.  However,  when  her  eyes  flitted  over  to  the visitor, her knees almost gave out. 

Now  that  he  was  bare-chested,  Jenny  could  see  how  muscular  the younger  man  was.  His  arms  were  ripped,  and  his  chest  was  wide  and  thick. 

His torso looked like an inverted V as his waist was narrow and his abs were taut  and  lean.  Jenny  had  only  seen  six-packs  like  this  in  commercials.  His dark olive skin was smooth and unlike her master's was clear of any hair. The young  visitor's  buttocks  appeared  to  belong  on  the  statue  of  some  ancient Greek  God.  Definitely  not  on  the  body  of  a  mere  human.  Unbidden  Jenny's mind provided a womb-shattering thought of what it would feel like to have those  powerful  quads  and  glutes  pour  their  strength  behind  his  blistering shaft. 

Seeing her mindlessly stare at him the man turned to face her and spread

his thickly muscled thighs wide apart. Her eyes washed across his chest and stomach  before  landing  on  his  incredibly  thick  and  semi-hard  penis.  Even though he wasn't fully erect yet Jenny shuddered to see how much like a tree trunk his penis looked with an inhumanly big ball sack hanging pendulously beneath it. 

Jenny had paused on re-entering the room and seemed unable to decide as to what she was supposed to do next. Her obvious fluster pleased her masters who smiled benignly at the girl. Her gold bracelets which sometimes doubled as manacles had not been attached to the chain around her belly thus leaving her hands free, adding to her anguish. 

All kinds of thoughts assaulted Jenny at that moment. Thoughts of shame, humiliation, but also excitement and wonderment at her own emotions. Jenny had always been very sensitive to her own thoughts, self-analytical and aware of her emotions to a fault. Now she realized how attached she had become to her master’s indoctrination. 

All  those  months  spent  learning  to  be  the  perfect  submissive  slave  to  a man  whose  will  brokered  no  argument  had  taught  her  a  form  of  emotional laziness that now embarrassed her that much more when she had been given all the proverbial rope and had the freedom to seemingly choose on her own what to do next. 

Should she stand? Or should she be deliberate and walk over to the man who appealed to her most? Even if that happened to be the guest? What then of the Sultan? She felt an attachment to the older, more corpulent master and part of her wanted to go to him rather than his more visually appealing friend. 

Should she walk head held high, or should she kneel and crawl? Should she cover her breasts and pudenda with her unchained hands? 

So many questions, so many options, and no direction. 

She  chanced  a  glance  at  the  Sultan  and  saw  him  smiling,  his  smile growing wider by the minute. She realized that the two men were drinking up her  helplessness,  feeding  on  her  anxieties  and  absorbing  every  hitching breath, trembling of her chin, and quiver of her body as she stood there her emotions  laid  bare  before  them.  Her  mind  suddenly  felt  as  if  full  of  cotton balls.  Just  seeing  the  two  round  penises  made  Jenny  feel  like  she  had suddenly lost half her IQ points. 

 Dear Lord, I am becoming a real bimbo! 

Chapter 18

The younger man motioned with his head, and Jenny followed the unspoken command to walk over and kneel in front of him. 

Instinctively Jenny lowered her eyes centering her brilliant blue irises on the  husky  male  shaft  before  her.  Gazing  upon  it  Jenny  recognized  it  to  be more  than  simply  an  instrument  of  love.  The  dark  throbbing  column  of muscle  that  visibly  started  getting  harder  before  her  eyes  was  a  menacing, pulsating, fleshy object of subjugation. 

A  big  electric  fan  in  the  ceiling  languidly  swept  the  air  in  the  room causing it to wash across her warm skin. It made her tingle all over, and her flesh bloomed in little goosebumps. She straightened her back as she relaxed back  on  her  heels  and  squared  her  shoulders  to  display  her  breasts  for  the man. Jenny was proud of her body. She was certain the visitor would like it. 

She  was  ready  to  do  whatever  he  wished  if  it  meant  preserving  the  Sultan's honor  and  thereby  her  place  in  his  household.  Jenny  felt  profoundly overpowered  as  she  reconciled  herself  to  her  fate.  Her  mouth  watered instinctively and she gulped her mind painting involuntary feelings of what it would be like to have so much of this strong male within her body. 

"You may offer me your tits now, little slut," the man said with a voice which betrayed little emotion. 

Obediently Jenny arched her back and pushed her chest even further out bringing  her  quivering  breasts  within  touching  distance  of  the  man's  naked knees.  Like  in  slow  motion  she  watched  him  reach  down  and  take  her  left breast in the palm of his hand. 

His touch surprised her with its gentleness. 

It seemed so violently in opposition to how in a moment he was going to use  the  two  syringes  that  he  had  outfitted  with  long  needles  to  take  a  blood sample from each breast. 

It certainly wouldn't be the first time a needle would pierce her flesh. The rings through her areolas bore witness to as much. Still, Jenny was sure she would never be able to get used to that sort of treatment. In one panic-filled moment, her mind flew back to the agony she had experienced at the hands of the Royal blacksmith. She resisted the temptation to play with her heavy iron collar which he had soldered in place around her neck. 

 'A  girl's  discomfort  is  how  nature  allows  her  to  show  her  love  and devotion for her master.'  So she had been told more than seven months ago when she had first commenced on her journey of submission demonstrating her dedication to the Sultan. 

She willed her mind away from the memories of her tribulations when the Sultan's  blacksmith  had  proceeded  to  pierce  and  ring  her  nipples,  clitoral hood, and nose. 

She was looking up at the young visitor from her vantage point between his  knees  on  the  floor.  She  didn't  dare  meet  his  gaze  but  kept  her  eyes centered on his chest as she felt his power wash over her. 

"Your  breasts  are  perfect,"  the  man  said  in  a  deep  voice.  She  felt  him draw closer as he bent in bringing his face near hers. Unlike the Sultan, this man’s English was impeccable. 

"Your tits define you. They are what saved you and your family earlier, but  more  importantly,  they  are  meant  to  bring  your  master  and  me  endless pleasure."  Jenny  quivered  as  she  felt  him  squeeze  the  nipple  and  take  her areola just behind her piercing, twisting it progressively harder until pain and pleasure became one. 

Jenny bit her bottom lip to keep from crying out even as she arched her back  to  press  her  breasts  more  firmly  into  the  man's  ravenous  fist. 

"Responsive, little pregnant slave, I like that." 

Okay,  now  he  was  scaring  her.  Jenny  felt  her  thrashing  heartbeat  in  her ears. She had been trained to keep her eyes on a naked man’s unveiled cock at all times. Now, obediently following her training, the pain from her breasts caused  her  to  feel  dizzy  and  little  black  spots  to  balloon  across  her  vision clouding her view of the rapidly engorging member before her. 

The visitor kept toying with just one breast, pinching, squeezing, smiling when she whimpered vocally. Finally, he let go and wrapped a hand around the back of her neck and drew her face in for a deep kiss. 

The  contrast  shredded  Jenny’s  anchor  in  the  here  and  now.  At  this moment she felt she was the center of his universe, a tasty morsel that his lips devoured with boundless appetite, leaving her gasping when he finally pulled back leaving her licking her bruised lips. 

He lifted her breast in his palm as if tasting its weight before slapping her milk-engorged  breast  once,  twice,  and  then  a  third  time  more  strongly  from below.  He  repeated  the  chastisement  on  her  right  tit  before  reaching  to  take the  syringe  that  he  had  fitted  out  with  the  ominous  long  needle  from  the satchel by his side. 

"Take a deep breath for me now, child." 

Before  she  had  any  time  to  dwell  further,  Jenny  felt  the  man  squeeze  at the  place  where  her  areola  ended  just  behind  her  nipple.  She  watched  in helpless  fascination  as  the  visitor  plunged  the  long  needle  of  the  syringe straight  through  her  nipple  and  into  the  center  of  her  breast.  Her  mouth opened in a silent scream but through some miracle of self-control, she kept quiet. 

Chapter 19

Then  it  occurred  to  her  that  it  wasn't  all  that  painful.  Just  shocking  beyond compare. 

She blinked away the tears that had suddenly flooded her eyes and gazed at the quivering twenty-milliliter syringe that seemed anchored at her nipple vibrating with every breath she took. Most of the steel of the long needle was now hidden deep within her flesh. 

"You  may  look  at  me,  child,"  the  man  instructed.  Briefly,  her  eyes  saw him  reach  for  the  second  syringe,  but  she  forced  herself  to  ignore  the impending  torment  and  chose  instead  to  lose  herself  in  the  dark  pools  of obsidian  that  gazed  down  at  her.  The  severe  face  that  loomed  inches  from hers  seemed  almost  serene,  and  for  some  inexplicable  reason,  Jenny  felt herself  find  a  measure  of  solace  there.  She  didn't  look  away  even  when  she felt  the  man's  expert  hands  grab  and  pierce  her  right  breast  just  as  he  had done her left side. 

"Breathe,"  the  man  said,  and  so  she  did  filling  her  lungs  with  welcome sustenance.  An  imperceptible  nod  reassured  her  that  she  was  doing  right  by him. She felt more than she saw the man take each syringe as they were still embedded in her breasts and using his thumbs, pull the plungers slowly out. 

"Are  you  able  to  feel  your  master's  baby  kick  yet?"  Without  thinking Jenny's hands went to gently rest on her baby bump. 

"No,  not  yet,  sir."  The  man  nodded  readjusting  his  grip  on  the  syringes still drawing out blood and milk for the sample. 

"Any  moment  now,  you  will  start  feeling  it,"  the  visitor  said,  and  for  a

moment Jenny wasn't sure what he was referring to until he elaborated, "My wife,  she  was  pregnant.  That's  how  I  know.  It's  usually  around  the  third month  of  pregnancy  when  you  should  start  feeling  the  kicks.  If  you  could have seen her then. She was in the highest heavens with joy." 

Jenny felt touched that he was telling her that. "Is it a boy or a girl, sir?" 

She asked politely. 

"She  never  lived  to  find  out.  The  old  Sheikh,  my  uncle,  threw  us  all  in prison.  Samira  died  there."  His  voice  suddenly  sounded  hollow,  devoid  of emotions.  Suddenly  Jenny  felt  a  pinch  at  her  breasts  as  the  young  Sheikh gently  but  firmly  withdrew  both  needles  simultaneously.  She  glanced  down and almost fainted when she saw the amount of blood he had taken from her. 

Rivulets  of  white  permeated  and  swirled  in  the  syringe  that  made  her think  of  the  strings  of  milk  one  saw  in  a  cup  of  coffee  when  cream  was added. 

 Red coffee. Coffee for cannibals. 

Sheesh, cannibals? Where had those crazy thoughts come from? 

Her hands went up to her breasts and then immediately down to her knees again. For a moment she looked up, but the momentary wisps of compassion she had seen in the man's dark eyes were now gone replaced with granite-like coldness. 

"I'm sorry to hear that, sir," she said feeling it important to show him that in spite of her own enslaved state and dire tribulations, she still felt empathy for his loss. 

He  didn't  respond  for  a  while  as  he  sealed  the  syringes  in  an  airtight sample-compartment  and  put  them  back  in  the  satchels.  He  then  used  a sharpie to write something in Arabic script on the side of the packets before handing them back to her. 

"Go  and  give  them  to  my  valet  outside.  He  will  know  what  to  do  with them.  Then  return  here  immediately,  so  I  can  spank  you."  Suddenly  Jenny wanted to cry, but somehow she found the strength to stand and do the man's bidding. 

Chapter 20

Before  he  entered,  she  felt  his  earthy  scent  fill  her  nostrils  and  set  her  on edge. She could detect he had been horseriding. 

Jenny  wanted  to  try  riding  a  horse  one  day.  She  loved  the  animals  and thought it would feel exhilarating. Plus, everyone else seemed to do it around here. 

JENNY HAD BEEN WAITING for more than an hour, tied and propped up on  the  big  dresser  table  in  the  guest  suite  of  the  presidential  palace.  Her ponytail had been tied off with a rope which had then been attached to a hook in the wall behind her causing her neck to be pulled up, almost at attention. 

Her plug had been removed and replaced with a steel shaft bolted into the table which had the effect of altering her pose such that her belly and chest arched out to reduce the discomfort of her nether passage. Jenny's legs were tied with a rope pressing her heels into her bottom cheeks, thighs against her shins, knees spread out, vulva on display. 

Her hands had been left free. She had been ordered to obscenely hold her breasts up in her palms as if offering them to whoever happened to barge in through the door. She hadn't been milked for some time now, and the familiar pressure  was  building  uncomfortably  in  her  chest  causing  her  the  added discomfort  of  being  tempted  to  squeeze  out  a  little  of  the  life-giving sustenance  from  her  breasts  if  only  so  that  she  could  alleviate  the  building pressure in them. 

Still,  Jenny  had  made  herself  a  promise.  She  would  try  and  be  the  best

slave she could be for her master. This milk did not belong to her. It was the Sultan’s. And tonight, her master had given her and all she could produce to his guest. 

Through  force  of  will,  Jenny  forced  her  mind  away  from  her  current predicament. Instead, she chose to dwell on what they had done to her after she had handed her blood samples to the Sheikh's young acolyte. 

After she had danced for them, they had spanked her. On top of the welts from the Sultan's judicious cane that he had applied across the cheeks of her bottom  at  the  start  of  the  evening,  the  new  master  now  added  the  deep openhanded smacks of his own hard hand. 

Spanked  by  both  men  Jenny  squirmed  atop  her  perch  on  the  table,  her body still vibrating with the memory of the recent assault upon its integrity. 

She blushed when she thought on how indoctrinated in being a slave she was becoming. Jenny squirmed feeling a tingle of wetness and excitement tighten her little girl parts. 

Objectified, and yet in heat.  Like a bitch! Like a sharmouta! 

"WHAT A BEAUTIFUL AND RIDICULOUS DISPLAY!" 

She  would  have  loved  to  be  able  to  say  something  in  response  to  his exuberant exclamation, but the uncomfortable ball gag in her mouth allowed her  to  utter  only  unintelligible  sounds  in  reply.  Long  stringy  globs  of  saliva dripped obscenely down her chin to her pointy bejeweled nipples from where they fell onto her distended abdomen before trickling into her pubes. 

"I'm always amazed at how alike your master and I are," the man said his eyes  twinkling  playfully  along  her  stressed  flesh.  Jenny  found  herself wondering  what  his  name  was.  They  had  never  been  formally  introduced. 

Then  she  reminded  herself  that  she  was  simply  a  slave.  No  one  found  it necessary to introduce themselves to the host's dog after all. 

 But this man will father my next child! And I don’t even know his name! 

The  man  walked  over  to  the  minibar  at  the  far  end  of  the  suite  to  make himself  a  cocktail  while  his  eyes  never  left  the  obscene  display  that  was Jenny.  Watching  him  retreat  from  her  with  the  undivided  attention  of  the rabbit  gazing  at  the  fox  walk  away,  Jenny  wiggled  her  toes.  They  at  least were unrestrained. 

"Your  master,  his  Excellency,  the  Sultan,  must  have  learned  that  I



minored in zoology and more specifically entomology in college back in the states.  I  got  the  highest  grades  possible  for  making  displays  just  like  you, only with butterflies." 

He  took  his  glass  which  quickly  misted  in  the  humid  air  and  came  to stand  by  the  miserable  young  pregnant  slave.  His  robes  brushed  against  her toes at the edge of the heavy mahogany table, and Jenny whimpered. 

"But you're so much more beautiful than a butterfly." A cold finger which had been wrapped around his glass came down to rest on her foot. He gently squeezed her toes massaging her there. "Exquisite." 

Jenny squeaked softly. 

THEN, with growing consternation, Jenny watched him gather up a couple of ice cubes from his glass and hold them in his mouth. He knelt and looked up at her and winked. 

The  immobilized  slave  felt  completely  lost.  What  was  he  thinking  of doing? 

He brought his face down to inches from her feet where they were tied to the desk she was mounted on. She was holding her breath when he smilingly knelt in and sucked her big toe into his mouth! 

Jenny squealed loudly. 

The contrast of the ice-cold temperature of his mouth and the sweltering heat  of  her  sweat-covered  body  clashed  somewhere  deep  in  her  spine.  She jolted as if struck by a bolt of electricity! Jenny screamed through her gag. 

Who the hell was this man?! How did he know to do such things?!! 

He kept sucking, his entire attention seemingly centered on what he was doing, sending bolts of inexplicable sensations running like ants coursing at a million miles per hour from her feet, through her lady bits, straight into her brain stem! 

The baby kicked. 

 The baby kicked!!! 

 Oh my God!! 

Jenny's heart skipped a beat in amazement – and she fainted…

Jenny  came  back  to  her  senses  almost  immediately.  She  watched  him

mesmerized as he slowly stood. 

A long string of saliva connected his smiling lips to her wet, thoroughly exercised, glistening toe! "Yum, Yum, Yum," he said. "I can't wait to find out what the rest of you tastes like." 

She almost fainted again, but through a superhuman effort forced herself to stay with it! She saw him smirk at her efforts. 

He  took  a  long  sip  of  his  glacially  cold  whiskey.  Closed  his  eyes,  and with a deliberate movement, put his glass on the table by her quivering butt. 

And smiled. 

JENNY'S WHIMPER was loud when the man dropped his head down again, his  lips  trailing  ever  so  playfully  along  her  immaculately-shorn  pussy.  She gasped  in  surprise  when  he  touched  her  there  spreading  her  open  on  both sides  like  luscious  tropical  fruit.  Jenny  could  feel  every  little  texture  of  his tongue on her lips and she moaned loudly. 

Jenny's head jerked back as the man seemed to feast on her. 

The  way  she  was  impaled  on  the  thick  anal  probe  bolted  into  the  desk, there  was  little  she  could  do  as  he  started  licking  with  enthusiasm.  Jenny's thighs trembled, and she fisted her hands where they were tied as she felt her orgasm  building.  "Oh  –  Ahhh!"  Her  back  arched  and  her  body  trembled  as torrents  of  pleasure  washed  across  her  nervous  system  sending  her  falling into an abyss of semi-catatonic stupor. 

When  she  floated  back  down  to  earth,  she  realized  he  was  pressing  his fingers deep into her passage and avidly swallowing the wet elixir discharged from her depths. Her pelvis vibrated, and she opened her eyes, and she would have given him a lazy smile if it weren't for the stupid ball gag in her mouth. 

The  anonymous  man  who  had  just  gifted  her  this  thunderstorm  of  pleasure seemed amused. His hands were seemingly everywhere. 

"I should release you, I know. After all, I'm doing all the work here. Not fair,"  incongruously  Jenny  giggled.  His  voice  was  muffled  and  sounded funny. It was like he was talking into her body from where he was. 

 Oh my God, was that sloshy sound –? Oh! Ahhh! 

"You are just too darn tasty –" and his tongue was back inside her. 

 Gosh! How long was that thing?! 

Her eyes felt like they were going to pop out of her skull and she started

panting  as  he  started  working  on  her  most  precious  parts  yet  again.  He reached  a  hand  and  grasped  her  breast  sneaking  a  finger  through  the  heavy gold ring piercing her areola there. 

Pain! 

Pleasure! 

“Anghhhh!” 

He started swallowing her juices while playing with her nipple with one hand  and  finger-fucking  the  pretty  little  slave  with  the  three  fingers  of  his right hand. Wet, shameful sounds echoed in the room. Then he began to run his finger up and down the groove of her passage between strokes flicking at the hard little button of her infibulated clitoris. 

The  ding-ding-ding  of  a  tiny  bell  hanging  there  was  added  to  the cacophony of grunts, squishes, moans, and slurps filling the bedroom. Jenny felt sweat poured down her brow as her pre-orgasmic flush spread from her cheeks, over her shoulders and down her chest. Her breathing deepened. And then it seized. 

And  then  she  came  with  a  shudder  that  seemed  to  split  her  soul  apart. 

Then he slowly stood and with a smirk wiped his chin.  Bastard! 

 What an amazing, fucking bastard! 

Chapter 21

"I  suppose  I  should  release  you  somehow.  Is  there  a  pair  of  scissors somewhere?" He looked her straight in the eyes, and she motioned with her eyes to the drawer by the sink. 

"I  see,  thanks."  He  took  the  scissors  from  there  and  proceeded  to  snip open  the  tight  bands  holding  her  hands  and  ankles  to  the  table.  He  then returned  the  scissors  to  the  drawer  without  so  much  as  helping  her  off  the table. 

He  took  a  couple  of  steps  back.  His  eyes  twinkled  at  her  obvious predicament. He was enjoying her discomfort! Suddenly a loud quiff escaped her  distended  sphincter  where  the  steel  probe  held  her  impaled  to  the  table. 

Mortified,  Jenny  shot  a  quick  glance  up  in  his  direction.  His  face  was bemused but still deathly serious. 

Incongruously,  Jenny  felt  like  laughing  hysterically  but  then  almost fainted  when  a  deep  cramp  somewhere  along  her  inner  thigh  shot  bolts  of pain straight into her pelvis. 

She was cramping all over now. And this man obviously wasn't going to be of any help. He would merely stand and watch. 

 The jerk! 

She absolutely had to hurry up and get off this terrible table of torture. 

It  wasn't  easy  but  staying  in  shape  and  being  innately  lithe  paid  off. 

Somehow Jenny managed to stand up and carefully slid off the obscene shaft hearing  it  plop  loudly  as  it  exited  her  most  intimate  place.  She  would  have blushed if she had had time to look up and see the man's riveted expression as

he watched her slowly and carefully amble down from the table. 

She was too careful not to slip and fall onto the hardwood floor to permit herself the luxury of worrying about the way she looked. 

Finally,  she  stood  and  remembering  to  keep  her  eyes  at  the  level  of  his chest,  curtsied.  A  long  string  of  saliva  fell  to  the  floor  between  her  feet.  It made a soft squishy sound. 

Yes, today was going to be one of those days, the kind that would leave her with less than nothing in the self-respect department. She knew it, and she also  knew  how  much  it  excited  her  visitor  to  see  her  shamed  like  that.  But most  awful  of  everything  –  she  could  feel  her  entire  body  thrum  alive  with submissive  energy  in  anticipation  of  her  forthcoming  humiliations  at  the hands of this man. Suddenly she caught herself wondering what it would feel like to kiss his smooth hard chest, to suck on his nipples? Another long, loud splash of saliva on the floor.  God!  She chanced a look up and whimpered. 

He smiled at last. "You may remove the gag, little slut. I will need your mouth  soon  enough.  But  for  now,  at  least  I  don't  want  you  speaking  more than  necessary.  No  other  words  should  leave  your  lips,  other  than  the  word

'master.' Understand?" His eyes twinkled, and Jenny realized he was playing games with her. 

Nonetheless, she acknowledged his command with a soft whimper. 

The  ball-gag  was  not  easy  to  remove.  Her  perspiration  had  soaked  into the leather strap holding it around the back of her head making it that much more difficult to pull the buckle apart. 

"Very good." He commented as he watched her struggles. He craned his neck  and  looked  over  at  the  big  brass  pan  that  had  been  placed  under  the table. "I see I might have been a bit tardy in joining your wonderful company tonight. You wet yourself into the pan." 

She felt like her skin was on fire. He was referring to the fact that she had pissed  herself  while  waiting  for  him  splayed  out  on  display.  Jenny  almost screamed her frustration at him but managed to rein it all back in. What the hell  did  the  man  expect?  She  was  a  three-month  pregnant  woman  who  had drunk all this water earlier at dinner! 

Finally,  the  buckle  came  apart,  and  Jenny  could  pull  the  gag  off.  The muscles on the backside of her jaw hurt terribly though, and for a while, she remained  mouth  agape  drooling  and  horribly  embarrassed.  She  anxiously rubbed at where it hurt most until she was finally able to close her mouth. 

She  didn't  know  what  to  say.  She  saw  him  there  waiting  for  a  response, and so she nodded meekly, "M-master –" She softly squeaked. 

"No worries. I suspect your shame was all part of the display. Now, why don't you go use the bidet in the washroom, clean yourself up and then come to join me while I have a drink before we go to bed?" 

"Master," she said softly. As she turned to do his bidding, she felt his eyes on her back and realized he was admiring her scars from the public whipping she had endured a couple of months ago. 

 “When  would  I  ever  learn  to  ignore  men's  terrible  curiosities?”   She wondered.  Probably  never.  Her  obvious  sensitivity  and  excitement engendered  by  her  shame  were  what  drew  these  evil  dominants  to  her  after all. 

The  bathroom  had  a  bidet,  a  simple  shower,  a  tub,  a  toilet,  and  a  sink. 

Nothing special or extra – simply what was necessary for a slave to maintain proper hygiene. 

Jenny  felt  a  surge  of  independence,  and  even  though  the  man  had  not specifically told her to shower, she decided she could use one about now. She was  quick  about  it,  however,  and  also  made  sure  to  use  the  bidet  as  he  had instructed her. 

Jenny  surprised  herself  when,  without  thinking,  she  reached  for  the diamond-studded butt-plug that had been left on the bathroom sink. Using her saliva  to  make  it  slippery-wet,  she  grasped  one  butt  cheek  in  her  left  hand, and while concentrating on relaxing her backside, she gingerly introduced it into her butt with her right. It fit easily into her well-stretched crevasse. 

When she dried herself and came out, less than ten minutes later, she saw him  lounging  back  in  a  big  leather  chair  across  from  the  bed.  She  did  what was second instinct to her by now and padded over to kneel at his feet. 

Silently she looked up at him, eyes centered on his chest and waited for his instructions. 

“M-master?” Jenny lisped. She had always tended to stammer when she felt  anxious,  but  lisping  she  had  intuited  not  long  ago.  It  had  come instinctively  to  her  and  being  the  ever-sensitive  and  observant  woman  she was,  Jenny  had  recognized  the  effect  lisping  as  an  uneducated  child  had  on His Majesty’s penis. Now, she watched the young visitor’s eyes brighten up too. This made her happy. Jenny genuinely wanted to please the man. 

There was a long moment of silence. A silence that was only made louder

by the sound of the ice cubes rustling about in his glass. Wasn't he supposed to  be  a  devout  Muslim,  she  wondered?  Then  how  was  it  he  was  drinking alcohol? Then she mentally shrugged it off. There was nothing to be gained in trying to make sense of the men who held such power over her. 

"Look up at me, sharmouta." His voice was like steel wrapped in velvet. 

Suddenly  Jenny  felt  very  alone.  Scared,  on  the  brink  of  panic.  Obediently, she looked up and met his fierce eyes. 

Looking  at  the  girl,  he  wondered  how  much  of  a  psychologist  she  was? 

Had she devined that her emotional desire and attachment for her Sultan was only to be expected in a woman feeling a part of the man who had bred her growing  inside  her?  Whether  she  had  thought  about  the  biochemical implications  of  having  a  good  part  of  the  Sultan's  genetic  code  firmly established in her very core, or not, didn't really matter, after all. 

The Sheikh knew that soon he would breed her himself. Then she would become attached to him and forget the man she currently called Master. The amorous  little  American  concubine  was  panting  gently.  She  was  obviously afraid of him, and this excited him tremendously. 

"Shhh...  Don't  be  afraid.  You  are  my  host's  prized  possession.  He's  just showing  you  off  to  me.  I  will  use  you  tonight,  for  sure.  But  that  is  only because in doing so I will honor my host and you as well. Take pride in that fact."  Jenny  nodded  dumbly  unsure  of  anything  anymore.  He  smiled,  and suddenly  there  was  warmth  where  there  had  been  icy  cold  darkness  in  his irises before. 

"Come,  little  slut.  Sit  in  my  lap  and  wrap  your  hands  around  my  neck." 

She  did  as  told,  and  he  arranged  her  so  that  now  she  was  leaning  back  into him,  one  hand  around  his  neck,  her  legs  open  wide,  so  that  his  big  meaty hand came to rest beneath her tummy, and play along with her bejeweled lips. 

That  close  to  him,  Jenny  realized  how  powerfully  he  was  built,  even though  not  as  bulky  as  her  master  the  Sultan,  or  too  tall;  there  was  a  toxic power that emanated from his proximity. He smelled of musk with a hint of expensive  cologne.  He  had  a  thick,  dense  beard.  His  hands  were  large  and muscular. Jenny bounced a little as the man flexed his thigh beneath her soft bottom cheeks. 

"Sweetheart, I think you're too smart not to be able to think this through. 

Men  own  objects.  You  enjoy  being  with  a  man,  I  know  you  do,"  his  eyes meaningfully  dipped  down  to  where  his  huge  hand  covered  her  throbbing

womanhood, Jenny's eyes followed his stare. His dark skin made his fist look like the head of an animal about to devour her pink center. "Embrace the fact that men see you as an object. Tell yourself:  'I'm an object of male affection. I exist  to  please  the  men  in  my  life. ’  Repeat  these  thoughts  to  yourself  every time you put on makeup, every time you get dressed for your master, every single time you clean yourself, shower, do anything and everything, however small.  God  has  given  you  a  very  important  place  in  the  universe.  Do  not disrespect Him and his choice in that matter." 

The man's hand squeezed at her pudenda and Jenny gasped. She felt her moisture  coat  his  palm  and  soon  wet  sloshy  sounds  filled  the  room  even  as she wordlessly wished the earth would open up beneath her feet and swallow her whole. But the man simply stared back at her as he massaged her denuded quim. Their faces were so close, if she put her tongue out, its tip would touch his lips. "Embrace your place. Embrace the truth and bless the moment your master picked you to add to his collection of prized objects." 

"After all, it will forever be your destiny in life." 

"Master," she quietly agreed. 

Chapter 22

She was so wet! 

"Move up, my dear," the man instructed her. Jenny whimpered and didn't move.  "I  thought  we  had  an  agreement?  I  thought  you  were  going  to  be  a good little slave for me? I thought there were no more questions in your mind on that. But maybe I was wrong. Maybe I need to raise my voice and call in one of the Sultan's guards. Maybe I will have him flog your back and thighs twenty  times  while  I  take  a  moment  to  quietly  enjoy  some  verses  of  my favorite pious poetry." 

"Master!"  Jenny  felt  trickles  of  perspiration  run  down  her  sides  and armpits. Suddenly she was afraid the Sultan would learn of her hesitation and would feel she had betrayed his trust in her. He had told her how important it was  to  impress  the  visitor  with  their  hospitality.  Then  why  was  it  she  was acting like a spoiled Western brat? "Master," she said this time imbuing her voice with desperate pleading. 

"Are  you  going  to  be  a  good  little  slut?"  She  nodded  energetically. 

"Good," he said, and she felt him reach his hand further down and touch her tiny pink anus. "Now," the man said, "start thinking about my big long cock. 

Get  yourself  wet  for  me,  Jenny.  I'm  going  to  play  with  your  pussy  while  I drink some milk." 

Jenny offered no resistance this time. She was growing comfortable with being  asked  to  do  dreadful  things  for  this  strange  man.  She  pictured  his  big strong  body  skewering  her  viciously,  her  mind  drawing  images  of  lust  with surprising abandon. She opened her legs wider and scooted forward along the

man's thigh offering her most private parts for his ravishment. 

Recently  she  had  learned  how  to  make  her  milk  drop  voluntarily.  Often she enjoyed being able to offer this most intimate elixir of her body to quench her  master's  thirst.  Now  it  was  with  a  sense  of  duty  that  she  took  a  deep breath and felt the relaxing effects of oxytocin flood her veins and imbue her with  a  sense  of  warmth  and  security  as  she  snuggled  back  into  the  strong foreign visitor. She felt her breasts grow warm and relax. She counted in her mind  silently  back  from  ten  and  on  cue  felt  the  almost  invisible  droplets  of warm,  sweet  mother's  milk  spray  out  like  a  tiny  geyser  from  her  breasts. 

Almost  immediately  her  mind  rejoiced  as  she  felt  the  man's  warm  suckling lips greedily kiss her there and begin drawing nourishment from her. 

She  felt  herself  relax  into  a  trance-like  state  enjoying  her  strange  and intimate  union  with  this  anonymous  man  whose  hands  never  stopped massaging her most private places even as he devoured her body's essence. 

When the closest breast was empty, without so much as opening her eyes, Jenny  moved  a  fraction  closer  into  the  man,  and  he  latched  on  to  her  other teat. His hands never stopped stroking her chest, eliciting her bounty. 

By the time he was done, she was almost on the cusp of a climax, but he suddenly stopped, gave her one quick peck of a kiss atop her well-exercised nipple and much to her dismay drew his hand away from between her legs. 

She had been so close. She was gasping for breath. 

The  nameless  man  picked  her  up  as  if  she  weighed  nothing  and  carried her over to a broad couch where he sat. He guided her down to the floor and arranged  her  so  that  her  head  rested  all  the  way  down,  looking  up  at  him upturned  awkwardly  from  below,  her  neck  supporting  most  of  her  weight. 

Her  thighs  were  wide  open  and  had  she  been  on  her  feet,  the  right  way  up; her body would have been in the perfect position for a squat. But now, upside down,  all  her  weight  was  on  her  neck  even  as  her  quim  was  level  with  the man's  bearded  mouth.  He  was  seated  on  the  low  couch,  bent  over  her upturned quim. 

He started noisily eating her out, busily sucking at her center. He seemed expert in his attentions and soon, even in spite of Jenny's awkward position, she felt herself building up to welcome release. 

"Master...," She whimpered tentatively. "Master?" 

Jenny  knew  he  hadn't  explicitly  allowed  her  to  climax  yet.  She  didn't want to come across as insensitive to the man's sense of pride. She absolutely

needed to convince him to allow her to cum. 

 And fast! 

But she wasn't permitted to say more than the stupid silly word 'master'! 

How could one form a coherent plea with only a one-word vocabulary? Jenny suspected her conundrum was a ploy to humiliate her using her own wanton lust. But boy, was it working! 

Her  entire  body  was  covered  in  sweat  caused  by  the  tension  of  her predicament.  She  was  certain  that  very  soon  her  dam  would  break  and  she would  orgasm  under  that  infernal  man's  succulent  attentions.  She  felt  him greedily suckling at her folds, licking and prodding, mingling his own watery saliva with her ebullient secretions. 

 Everything is a test! 

His  hands  which  until  this  moment  had  been  largely  unoccupied  except for  the  occasional  gentle  caress  of  her  buttocks  and  inner  thighs,  now suddenly came up between her legs. She gasped feeling his long bony fingers as they mercilessly took one lip each and unveiled her sex like a peach into which he pressed his bearded mouth. 

She hissed, her entire body quivering like a piano string about to snap. 

She was on the cusp of losing control. 

"Master!" She squealed in a last attempt she to gain his permission. 

She  was  microseconds  away  from  total  perdition  when  she  heard  him:

"You may come now, little whore," his words were like the gentlest whisper against  her  drenched  center  which  exploded  into  a  hurricane  of  nervous electricity as her entire body collapsed in on itself. 

For a moment Jenny lost consciousness with the intensity of her climax. 

When  she  regained  her  senses  a  couple  of  seconds  later,  she  found  it necessary to breathe in sharp, gulping gasps of oxygen to quench the pain of her  screaming  air-deprived  lungs.  It  took  Jenny  a  moment  to  recover sufficiently to get her bearings. She was drenched like she had taken a deep dive to the bottom of the ocean – quivering with deep shivers, not an inch of her quivering body was dry. 

What  had  happened?  Jenny  felt  a  whole-body  numbness,  sore  all  over like she had just recovered from the mother of all fevers. Even her joints hurt! 

Was all this because she had come? 

 Oh my God! 

Jenny had never had a climax like this before. 

The  first  thing  she  realized  was  that  her  pelvis  was  still  vibrating  as  if someone  had  touched  her  lower  body  with  live  electrodes  and  residuals  of electricity still coursed through them. 

The second realization was that she was still squirting little tiny bubbles of  embarrassing  secretions  which  kept  erupting  from  her  upturned  quim  in time with every frenzied heartbeat. 

Jenny  kept  forcing  herself  to  breathe  through  it  all  even  as  she  started wondering whether she would actually be able to make it alive. 

All  through  her  ordeal  the  man's  lips  never  relinquished  the  seal  he  had formed  along  her  quivering  sex.  Jenny  was  mortified  to  realize  he  was voraciously  swallowing  most  of  what  her  body  kept  squirting.  She  felt humiliation  like  nothing  before  even  as  her  mind  still  worked  to  bring  her down from the incredible high of her climax. 

Next  thing  she  knew  the  young  sheik  had  scooped  up  her  naked  little body from the wet floor and was now cuddling her gently in his lap. He was still  wearing  his  tribal  garb  which  he  had  put  back  on  after  her  ordeal  at dinner.  Jenny  suddenly  felt  very  self-aware  and  anxious  she  would  get  him dirty and wet with her body's secretions. She tried to move away but he held her tightly against his chest. She could feel his muscles ripple beneath the silk cloth. 

With every little strained breath she took, Jenny's racing heartbeat slowly started  to  even  out.  She  snuggled  closer  into  the  man's  chest  and  turned  her face  into  the  crux  of  his  neck.  His  soothing  touches  and  the  warmth  of  his body next to hers felt good, and she soon started to relax. Gradually her eyes closed and she felt her body grow heavy against his side. 

Chapter 23

She awoke from her gentle reverie feeling his fingertips lightly tracing along her back. 

“Your master appears to like hurting that which is most precious to him,” 

the Arab’s voice sounded pensive like he was talking to himself. 

"Come, Habibi, please have a seat beside me and let’s talk." ‘ Habibi’ was that  same  Middle  Eastern  diminutive  for  'cherished  one'  or  'sweetie'  that Jenny had learned men of power here liked to use when talking to her. 

He  motioned  for  her  to  go  over  and  kneel  at  a  large  pillow  on  the  floor placed  adjacent  to  a  big  leather  chair  at  the  center  of  the  bedroom.  Jenny didn't think she would ever get used to the entitlement with which her masters here simply assumed that she wouldn't mind sitting at their feet. 

As she walked her consternation only grew greater as she heard the chime of the little bells attached to her nipples, bellybutton, and clit. 

She  blushed  and  wondered  what  he  thought  of  the  lewd  sound,  but  the visitor showed no sign of having heard anything at all. 

Oddly enough, his failure to point out the obvious only made Jenny feel even more embarrassed. By ignoring the sound of her very gaudy display, he was establishing a sort of apparent moral ascendancy over her. This made her ever  more  flustered.  Instead  of  being  righteously  indignant  and  outraged  as would  have  been  expected  of  her  back  home  in  the  states,  she  was  now reduced to being a rattled young woman, embarrassed and shy, very much on the defensive in the presence of an overwhelmingly self-confident, powerful man. 

Jenny knelt submissively on the cushion as was expected of her – tucking her  feet  beneath  her  buttocks,  resting  her  bottom  cheeks  on  her  heels.  Her positioning placed her so that now she was looking up at the man, her back straight and her freshly milked breasts thrust forward for his perusal. 

The young mother realized how helpless and also charming she probably appeared to him with her face raised up to meet his eyes, her hands nervously resting  atop  her  knees,  and  her  entire  upper  chest  flushed  in  embarrassment beneath his probing stare. 

Jenny  knew  how  her  beautiful  blue  eyes  and  golden  hair  were  both  a rarity  in  the  Middle  East  and  therefore  undoubtedly  added  to  the  picture  of delectable innocence she presented. She could see him gazing at her, and for a moment of silence, they both appeared to be lost in thought. 

Now that the young sheik knew what the Sultan had told him about Jenny and the part she had played in luring his uncle and getting him convicted and then  executed,  he  found  himself  incapable  of  not  thinking  and  obsessing about her. Some part of him wondered what it would feel like to be with the woman  that  had  been  the  powerful  Sheikh  Suleiman's  downfall.  Would  she simply  be  just  another  piece  of  Western  tail  or  would  she  live  up  to  his increasingly lurid expectations? 

"Do you remember Sheikh Suleiman?" 

The young sheik wasn't sure if it was the question or his raspy voice that scared  the  girl,  but  she  visibly  shook  when  she  heard  it.  “You  have permission to speak in full sentences, and also candidly.” 

Outside  a  cloud  obscured  the  sun  that  had  been  shining  in  through  the floor-to-ceiling  Venetian  windows  which  lined  an  entire  wall  of  the sumptuous bedroom. 

Unbeckoned, her milk pores instinctively expanded and the young visitor watched amazed as tiny white droplets of her milk trickled down her chest. 

He was mesmerized. Almost instantly, Jenny's entire body got covered in a  sheen  of  sweat,  and  despite  all  her  training,  he  watched  the  girl's  obvious embarrassment at her body's response to the mention of his uncle's name. 

The young desert master smiled. Apparently, there was indeed much to be said  in  favor  of  using  those  infernal  methods  of  Sheikh  Suleiman  after  all. 

The  young  Sheik  could  clearly  see  the  effect  merely  hearing  her  torturer's name had on the impressionable concubine. 

On the floor, at his feet, Jenny leaned forward. She was trying to hide her



embarrassment behind her long lustrous hair that fell like a curtain across her face. 

"Stand  straight  and  answer  me,  slut!"  The  man  barked.  The  girl  gasped but did as told, her body suddenly going rigid and immediately assuming the pose he had requested. 

"Yes, I do master. He visited his Majesty the Sultan a few months ago." 

 He is the reason I will never be the same again, Jenny thought miserably. 

SHE  THOUGHT  BACK  to  that  momentous  time  she  had  met  the  infernal man from Saudi Arabia. He had done unspeakable things to her body and was perhaps the reason she had finally been able to conceive. 

"Did you know he was my uncle?" the visitor smiled thinly. Despite her best efforts, Jenny gasped audibly. 

The young man laughed. "You are pale like you've seen a ghost. I'm not angry with you. I heard my uncle succumbed to your charms and your master had  him  justly  beheaded.  You  probably  don't  know  it,  but  my  uncle’s  fall from grace with your master is the reason I'm alive today. So, in a roundabout way, you saved my life, sweet Jenny," he laughed. 

Jenny just stared up at him, her eyes big as saucers. "I heard he used his infernal  centipedes  on  you?  Tell  me  does  this  silly  Bedouin  trick  actually work?" 

"I-I," she was stammering now, too afraid to avoid his questions. "I think it did, Master," she squeaked. 

"Good.  According  to  me,  women  are  God's  ultimate  achievement.  It  is especially young women with their innocence, uncorrupted by knowledge of how the world really works, not too smart, submissive by nature, who are the pinnacle of His work. You, unfortunately, have grown to be a little too smart and  educated  for  your  own  good.  But  I  believe  that  with  proper  coaching  I can  guide  you  back  into  an  infantile  state  of  wonderment  and  moldability. 

With your master's permission, I would be happy to wipe your mind clean of any  misguided  feminist  notions  you  might  still  be  harboring  from  when  the world was different." 

His hands gently caressed her cheeks as he spoke brushing away the tears

that were now falling down her face. "It will make your life so much easier, once you accept the reality and the purpose The Almighty has clearly set out for you in this world. Will you permit me to do that for you? Won't you, little slut?" 

Jenny simply stared. She was too afraid to say no. Part of her wanted to say yes. She was unsure what he meant by guiding her and even less sure if she wanted him to do anything to her mind. 

Chapter 24

It all sounded to her very much like some type of brainwashing. That a man, especially  one  younger  than  her,  someone  she  had  only  just  met  tonight, would  presume  to  have  so  much  power  over  her  life  as  to  direct  her  future intellect  and  abilities  shocked  Jenny  but  also,  inexplicably,  excited  her  on  a very  primal  level.  It  made  her  feel  terribly  embarrassed  and  ashamed.  He hadn't really asked for her opinion on the matter but was merely toying with her, and so she knew better than to volunteer her thoughts. She simply knelt there and blushed feeling her skin grow pink with the shame of her emotions. 

"I  have  the  feeling,"  the  man  continued,  "that  you,  my  dear,  are  an especially  promising  specimen  of  slave.  You  are  naturally  submissive  and docile. Very trainable. Simply looking at you blushing like that is a testament to the truth of what I'm saying. The vast majority of other women would at least attempt to debate the point of what I'm saying, or take offense with it, but you simply stick to what you know is expected of you and wait for me to allow  you  to  speak  before  you  voice  your  opinions.  Even  though  your thoughts probably run against what I'm suggesting, I have a feeling that you are a good candidate for the treatment I'm proposing.” 

He bent forward and gently patted her head as a man would do to a good dog. “I see you're shivering. But please, don't be afraid. You see, unlike my uncle who used insects and whips, I believe in simply working on your mind to achieve more permanent and rewarding goals. I can see you're burning to ask me a question. You may do so now. Go ahead." 

He  reached  to  take  a  sugary  fig  from  a  crystalline  dish  by  his  side  and

brought it to his lips sucking on it noisily. 

"I mean no disrespect, sir, but as they say, I'm more than a pretty face and body. I think, if I may humbly say so myself, my mind is, in fact, my greatest personal treasure. I'm well educated and have diverse interests. If you were to choose  to  do  something  to  my  intellect,  what  then  would  be  the  difference between  me  and  any  street  whore,  however  pretty  she  might  be?"  Jenny's voice quivered as she lowered her eyes to the ground. 

Had  she  said  too  much?  Still,  she  felt  she  might  never  forgive  herself  if she didn't jump at the opportunity he had given her to defend herself. 

For  a  long  moment  all  that  could  be  heard  was  her  tremulous  breathing and his movements as he slowly, almost deliberately, picked from the tray of sugary appetizers laid out by his side. She felt he was lost in thought and was afraid to interrupt him. 

At one point he held out a small piece of pickled roast lamb in his fingers. 

The gesture was natural, smooth, and thoughtless, just like once a man might have offered a choice bit from his plate to a favorite hunting dog. 

The  spell  of  subjugation  only  grew  stronger  when  Jenny  opened  her mouth and allowed him to pop the morsel in. 
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It was delicious. 

He  smiled  pensively  down  on  her  and  Jenny  timidly  smiled  back  as  she chewed and swallowed feeling shameful gratitude warm her from within. 

When he spoke, his voice was not unkind, but she felt he had made up his mind. "Your point is well taken, sweet dove. It is true that if I were to choose to  reduce  your  IQ  to  the  level  of  a  dumb  street  whore,  for  the  undiscerning observer  would  be  difficult  to  make  the  difference.  But  what  you  forget  is that I, as your master will always know that your wings were clipped, so to speak, on my orders. It is precisely because I do agree that your mind is your greatest quality that taking it from you and reducing you to the intellect of a subservient  little  bimbo  would  mean  so  much  to  both  of  us.  Don't  kid yourself, I can see in your eyes that you want it deep down as much as I do. 

You want to give up your independence more than anything. It is what drives your submissive nature. It is natural, and you can't fight it. No more than you can change the color of your eyes. Still, I will not do anything so personal to you without making sure you agree to the modifications I'm contemplating." 

Suddenly, as he spoke, there was a rustle of clothes, and she couldn't help noticing  he  had  pulled  up  his  heavy  Arabic  dress  and  unveiled  his  massive

cock. "Come, kneel under me, little sugar. Put your face underneath my cock. 

Hurry, hurry, hurry, or I will take the whip." 

 Oh my God! 

Jenny  had  no  time  to  think  but  immediately  scurried  to  curl  in  between his  widely  splayed  muscular  thighs  and  put  her  face  where  he  had  ordered. 

Her chin came to rest just beneath his ball sack that felt hot and heavy with his sperm. 

It  was  the  first  time  she  was  so  close  to  him,  his  tumescent  column  of proud manhood now overwhelming her world up close. Jenny felt a surge of shameful lust for her new master as her nostrils took in his scent. She felt her pussy  grow  exceptionally  wet,  almost  squishy,  as  she  drew  a  deep  breath filling  her  lungs  with  his  masculine  scent.  Jenny  felt  her  mouth  water  and hoped  the  man  wouldn't  notice  her  gulping  down  her  saliva  caused  by  the close proximity of his proud penis. 

"Good  girl.  I  love  how  obedient  you  are."  The  man  said  as  she  took  his heavy manhood and started idly slapping her face with it. 

"I'm  going  to  use  my  cock  to  spank  your  cheeks  as  punishment  though. 

What you said indicated you assume I would ever contemplate being with a common whore. I know it was unintentional, but this level of disrespect has to be chastised out of you immediately. A good concubine would never deign to  think  her  master  would  lie  with  a  woman  of  ill  repute,  regardless  of  the circumstances." 

This  time  his  cock  struck  her  face  with  a  wet  slurping  sound,  its  weight made her head jerk backward. 

It wasn't painful. 

But his actions still pained her. 

But  it  was  one  of  the  most  humiliating  things  Jenny  had  ever  had  to endure. She lost count of the number of times his penis struck heavily across her face on each side, her lips, and even sometimes her forehead. She simply took it until her mind fell into a sort of trance listening to the loud smacking sound his shaft made against her rapidly reddening cheeks. 

After what felt like an eternity he told her to go back to her pillow on the floor  and  kneel.  He  hadn't  given  her  permission  to  stand,  and  so  Jenny obediently  crawled  back  on  all  fours.  Her  cheeks  were  fiery  red  where  his cock  had  spanked  them,  but  also  indicating  her  deep  shame  at  her chastisement and undoubtedly the thoughts it had caused her. He gave her a

few  moments  to  compose  herself  and  sipped  water  watching  her  rein  in  her obvious distress. 

"I have decided to postpone brainwashing you for the time being. I have to  consider  your  master's  opinion  on  the  matter  first.  But  to  be  honest,  I'm fairly confident he will be amenable to either course of action. Right now you and I will have to agree to revisit the question at a later time. Perhaps once you have delivered the baby, and have been given to me for a longer period of time. Does that sound acceptable to you, little slut?" 

"Yes, Master. T-thank you," Jenny stammered realizing that by agreeing to  postpone  her  own  reduction  in  IQ,  she  was,  in  fact,  acquiescing  that  it would be okay to do it nonetheless. 

Now  the  young  master  could  rest  assured  that  she  had  given  her  tacit acceptance to the procedure, whatever it was if he chose to do it at some later point in time. She saw him smile broadly. 

"There is a condition, however. Do think you can promise to fulfill it?" 

"I would definitely try, sir.” 

Suddenly his hand shot up and smacked her in the face. Then once more on the other side. “You forget yourself, little slut. This is not college, and I'm not your boyfriend. The question was an opportunity for you to submit to me. 

Maybe I'm wrong. Maybe you do in fact need quite a bit more training. I will give  you  one  more  opportunity.  I'm  waiting  for  your  response.  The  correct one this time.” 

“M-master's slave promises to do whatever it is you want from her,” she said  her  voice  sounded  borderline  hysterical,  but  he  knew  how  important  it was to impress upon a new slave the reality of a new situation. 

“Okay.  I  will  accept  your  oath  for  now.”  He  waved  a  finger  and  she flinched, and he chuckled. “I don't pretend to be more than a simple human male, and as such it pleases me deeply to hear you and watch you act silly, lightheaded, and infantile around me.” 

Her big blue eyes gaped up at him, and so felt the need to explain further. 

“I want you to imagine yourself a hundred IQ points less intelligent than you are. When in doubt, for example, giggle. Giggle all the time mindlessly and smile.  Your  purpose  in  life  is  to  be  a  vessel  a  vessel  for  your  master's passions. No more, no less. A full vessel is of no use to anyone. A vessel has to be empty to be of use to her master. Understood?” 

“Yes,  this  slave  does,  she  said  and  then  wiping  her  face  from  the  tears

that had momentarily dried up she actually attempted a vacuous giggle. 

Chapter 25

"You are such a perfect little slave, sweet dove, your natural submissiveness makes  me  wish  I  could  run  away  with  you  even  tonight.  Not  that  I  would ever  do  such  a  thing  to  my  good  friend,  your  master.  But  that  makes  me wonder, tell me what do you like best about being a slave, sweetheart?" 

"A slave...?" 

"Uh-huh. You heard me. Tell me, does your master tolerate it well when you  delay  answering  his  questions?"  Jenny  felt  the  gathering  menace  in  the man's voice and cleared her throat. 

"No, Sir," Jenny said glumly. 

"Well  then,  don't  tempt  me,  darling.  I  may  be  more  patient  than  your master,  who  knows...  Then  again,  I  might  welcome  the  next  opportunity  to fly  into  a  justified  rage  and  whip  you  severely.  Sometimes  even  I  can’t predict myself." 

He  took  a  sip  of  water.  Suddenly  Jenny  felt  very  thirsty,  but  she  didn't dare ask him for a drink. Somehow, she realized she was learning how to be an even better slave for this man. It was his decision to make when he would offer her a sip, and whether she asked or not had no bearing on the outcome. 

So, she stayed quiet. 

"Now tell me again, do you enjoy being a slave, and why?" 

"There  is  a  freedom  in  being  a  slave,  sir.  I  think  I  like  that  kind  of freedom." 

"Oh really? Explain further, please." 

“Being a slave frees me from the responsibilities of having to worry about

my day-to-day decisions. Even small things such as drinking water are not for me to decide." She flashed her eyes meaningfully at the glass in the Sheikh's hand. It had misted over from the humidity in the room. She licked her lips. 

The  man  chuckled  clearly  getting  her  hint,  and  yet  still  choosing  to  do nothing about it. 

"Master  understands  the  reason  I  initially  agreed  to  join  his  Majesty's household  was  to  gain  protection  for  my  family  and  myself.  That  was  a decision I made. But now that I have surrendered my freedom to His Majesty the  Sultan,  I  no  longer  need  to  make  choices  of  any  kind.  Sometimes,  I  am permitted the luxury of expressing my feelings and emotions, but I know well that they do not entitle me to get my way even if I feel that Master's choice is something I strongly resent." She was blushing now. 

The man chuckled again. "How interesting. Do you resent being here with me now, slave?" 

Jenny  could  hear  her  heart  accelerate  like  a  team  of  horses  gathering speed. 

 Oh, what was she supposed to say? Was she supposed to give the man an honest answer? And, oh God, did she even know what was the honest answer to  that  question  right  now?  Jenny  wasn't  even  sure!  She  felt  the  cold  sweat run down her neck and trickle in around her breasts. 

"If Master permits, this slave has not made up her mind yet, sir." She said softly. She felt every muscle in her body had gone rigid with fright. She was breathing  in  small  staccato  little  gulps  trying  to  control  herself  as  best  she could. 

"Say what?" His voice was pure ice. 

Sudden  and  overwhelming  despair  gnawed  at  her  guts.  Jenny's  breath stalled.  Should  she  lie  and  tell  him  what  she  thought  he  wanted  to  hear? 

Speak sweet nonsense of how infatuated she is by his strength? Or would he see  straight  through  her  and  punish  her  ever  more  severely  for  being untruthful? Jenny felt cornered. Every choice available to her seemed to lead to  pain  and  suffering.  The  small  silver  bells  attached  to  her  nipples  chimed betraying her distress. 

"M-master, P-please, this slave – I – she belongs to the Sultan, sir. It, I, she,  oh  I  don't  know  –"  Jenny  started  crying  then  drew  a  pained  breath  and grew quiet for a moment and then dissolved into sobbing tears, her emotions getting the best of her again. 

She  didn't  dare  look  up  at  the  young  man  who  had  only  moments  ago spanked her with his heavy penis. Now she felt so much out of his league, she had no way of gauging his temper. Or even divining what was right. 

She only wanted to please, dammit. 

Why was the man insisting on asking her such personal questions? How could  she  possibly  answer  them  without  betraying  her  master's  trust  in  her one  way  or  another?  If  she  permitted  herself  to  feel  intimate  emotions  of desire for this stranger wouldn't she be betraying her commitment to her one true Master – the Sultan? 

A commitment not formalized by anything so rigid as vows or contracts, but  still  deeply  cherished  and  made  strong  by  the  fruit  of  her  master's  loins even now growing deep in her womb. If on the other hand, Jenny walled off her  heart  against  forming  any  attachments  to  this  man,  wouldn't  she  be bringing  shame  and  disappointment  upon  the  Sultan  yet  again?  Hadn’t  he ordered  her  to  please  the  man  any  way  she  could?  How  was  she  to  resolve this terrible conundrum? 

So much for the simplicity of being enslaved, she thought ruefully. 

Then  Jenny  felt  a  spark  of  anger  at  her  master.  It  was  becoming increasingly obvious that she was a closet submissive. Surely the Sultan was well  aware  of  that.  Then  why  the  hell  had  he  put  her  in  such  an  impossible situation? 

Suddenly she had a moment of clarity. 

She was overthinking her place and the situation right now. 

She  was  doing  the  exact  opposite  of  what  was  expected  of  her.  A  good little  slave  was  surely  not  expected  to  sit  and  deliberate  what  her  masters might or might not want for her to do. 

All that was expected of her was to close her eyes and take a leap of faith, trust  that  the  Sultan  knew  best  when  he  had  given  her  over  to  his  esteemed guest. 

This realization caused a sense of peace to come over her and envelop her like a soft, warm blanket. Jenny relaxed accepting her fate, surrendering to it. 

She cleared her throat. 

"Master  this  slave  has  sinned.  She  has  permitted  her  mind  to  take  over with worthless concerns even though deep down she knows her pussy thrums with  excitement  to  be  in  your  presence,  sir.  With  your  permission,  may  the slave attempt to atone for her previous lack of clarity and direction?" Jenny

didn't look up but felt the man straighten in his chair. 

"You  may  do  so,  slave."  He  found  it  interesting  that  she  used  the  word

'sinned.'  Even  though  English  wasn't  the  Sheikh's  first  language,  it  might  as well  have  been.  There  were  many  words  one  could  use  to  express  remorse, but  she  had  used  the  past  tense  of  the  verb  'to  sin.'  It  spoke  encyclopedias-worth  of  information  to  the  knowledgeable  master  hearing  the  young pregnant  slave  describe  her  hesitation  in  biblical  terms  like  that.  It  hadn't escaped his notice that she then also used the crass 'pussy' to describe her sex, something  no  respectable  woman  would  ever  do  voluntarily,  regardless  of circumstances.  He  knew  Jenny  came  from  a  very  respectable  background indeed. Once here, and now that the Sultan had told him Jenny's full name, he had done his homework. 

The young Sheik had used the time since dinner to do some research on the Sultan's leggy new concubine. He had learned that the twenty-eight-year-old American blonde had been born in Boston. She was two years older than him.  She  had  gone  to  various  local  Ivy  League  schools  for  undergrad  and then  had  moved  on  to  a  famous  business  school.  All  this  she  had  done  on full-ride scholarships based on her academic merit and athletic prowess. She had been something of a track star in college. It was clearly obvious she still retained much of her lithe muscle from a few years back. 

His cock came alive and twitched at the vision of beauty displayed before him. 

She  stood  on  wobbly  legs.  She  spread  her  feet  out  for  stability  and reached around to grasp the flange of her plug. 

The  Sheikh  saw  her  pretty  little  red-toenail  toes  dig  into  the  floor.  He loved her feet. Beautifully proportioned, immaculate arch. Unblemished skin. 

He  was  not  a  foot-person,  there  were  so  many  more  interesting  parts  to distract  him  on  a  pretty  female  body,  but  this  American  slave’s  feet  were lovely enough to make a convert out of him. 

She gripped the butt plug tight and gave it a few strong pulls. It seemed to be firmly ensconced deep in her body. She took a deep breath feeling her skin bloom in sweat as she pushed down and squatted low all the while tugging on the flange. Finally, when it came out, she gently placed it on the floor by her feet.  She  went  back  down  on  all  fours  and  crawled  over  to  her  new  master. 

She  turned  around  and  with  soft  whimpers  reached  back  to  peel  open  and reveal her well-stretched entrance. 

"Please, Master, do this slave the great honor of claiming her." Her voice was breaking with tension and emotions, quivering with pent-up weakness as she spoke. 

There was a long moment of silence, but then the big man knelt from his chair,  and  she  whimpered  when  she  felt  him  embed  himself  deep  in  her  in one smooth motion. 

Jenny had deliberately, indeed quite willfully, offered up her butt to this man as a sign of her complete surrender. 

But he had ignored it. 

Chapter 26

He  had  plunged  deep  into  her  velvety  sex,  and  now  he  held  himself  there, feeling the exquisite tremors of her body from within, enjoying the peerless sensation of being in the most feminine place a beautiful woman’s body held. 

Jenny lowered her head submissively and waited, giving her new master the time she knew he needed to get used to the internal heat of her body and savor  the  sensations  as  she  surrounded  his  staff  with  her  snugness.  She squeezed her muscles gently massaging his manhood. She knowingly flexed her  abs  and  circled  her  hips  milking  his  presence  as  she  had  been  taught  to do. 

Jenny  knew  the  man  understood  how  complete,  how  primal,  was  her surrender to him. She was accepting his stranger’s cock in that most private place, inches from the baby she carried in her womb. 

She  was,  of  her  own  free  volition,  admitting  him  into  her  body  through that  most  primal  act  which  when  endeavored  by  a  sensuous  woman  was without comparison in its sincerity. She was indicating if not her pleasure or lust, then at least her obedience and desire to please. 

Hearing  him  gasp,  she  then  started  slowly  moving  back  and  forth  doing all the work for him, shaming herself for her new master. 

With  agonizing  slowness,  the  slight  pain  she  felt  at  first  ultimately  gave way to pleasure as her body adjusted to the new presence within. 

She felt the man reach around and pinch her breasts claiming her nipples between thumb and forefinger. He used his grip to guide her back and forth at just the right speed he wanted. 

It was slow going at first, and they both felt every part of her anatomy as he claimed her. 

She  silently  wondered  if  she  ought  to  ask  for  permission  to  release,  but the young master seemed to have read her mind when he spoke, "As a sign of your  repentance,  you  are  permitted  to  edge  up  to  the  cliff  but  under  no circumstances  are  you  to  cum  right  now.  If  you  do,  I  will  send  you  back  to your master and tell him you have disobeyed me and disgraced him in doing so." 

"Yes, Master. This slave understands," she said quietly with a whimper as she  felt  the  man's  guiding  hands  speed  up  the  tugging  motions  on  her  tits forcing her to fuck herself ever faster onto his prodigiously thick column of flesh. 

Jenny understood. 

This  was  a  fuck  meant  to  drive  home  a  message.  It  was  definitely  not intended  for  her  to  enjoy  herself  to  completion.  Still,  she  never  stopped  the dance  of  her  internal  muscles  intent  on  giving  her  new  master  the  most pleasurable experience she could gift him. 

She  felt  him  get  bigger  and  when  he  exploded,  she  whimpered submissively  feeling  his  heat  balloon  deep  behind  her  navel.  Each  time  he pulled  her  back  onto  him,  another  spurt  of  his  seed  would  erupt  from  deep within his balls anointing her cervix until he was finally done. 

Jenny took his weight then feeling him relax completely along her back. 

She had expected that and had locked her elbows and hands straight taking as best she could the entire weight of the full-grown man who had just claimed her so profoundly. 

Finally,  he  pulled  out  and  leaned  in  on  her  back,  and  stood  up.  Feeling drained  from  her  service  Jenny  succumbed  to  a  moment  of  weakness  and tumbled to the side. When she finally regained her senses a minute later she opened her eyes and crawled over to where her young master had sat back in his chair. 

Wordlessly  she  took  his  softened  manhood  and  using  only  her  mouth, diligently suckled it clean. She didn't think twice about it: she was a slave and she  felt  honored  he  had  given  her  this  intimate  moment  she  would  now forever have in her memories. 

At least until he chose to do something to her mind. 



AFTER  THE  MASTER  and  the  girl  had  sufficiently  recovered  and  she  was able to stand, he informed her of his plans for her. 

First,  given  his  thirst  and  her  obviously  primed  breasts,  he  was  going  to feed on her milk. 

After that, he was going to take a small nap while she would wait for him curled up on the floor at the foot of his bed. 

"I expect you to let me rest for an hour or so, but no more than an hour and  a  half.  I  have  noticed  the  invigorating  effects  of  a  good  siesta  can  be ruined  if  one  indulges  in  it  too  long.  While  I'm  resting  you  can  take  fifteen minutes  to  go  grab  a  bite  to  eat  and  clean  up  as  you  wish.  But  I  want  you back before I'm awake. I want you to wake me up yourself, with your lips." 

He  looked  down  at  her  meaningfully  and  she  bowed  her  head  in  demure acknowledgment. 

"Yes, Master. The slave understands your desire and will do as you wish, sir." 

"I love how you blush sweetheart." 

He  waited  for  a  beat,  and  so  Jenny  bowed  again,  "Thank  you,  Master. 

Your Highness is too gracious." 

"That  I  am,"  the  man  chuckled  mirthlessly.  Then,  he  continued,  "We'll bathe,  and  we'll  go  for  an  evening  promenade  through  the  grounds.  Don't worry,  the  palace  guard  has  been  informed  of  my  intentions  and  will  have secured a good size parameter for us. Of course, given that you are a woman my culture would not permit you to ride a horse as I intend to. You will be running alongside my Arabian steed. Your master told me about a beautiful forest clearing not far from the palace. I plan to have our picnic dinner there. 

Depending on how late it is we may or may not camp out for the night at this point. Any questions?" 

“I was hoping the Master would allow me to ride a horse at some point, Sir,”  she  said  timidly.  I’m  sorry,  pretty  girl,  it  is  not  an  option,”  he  said pushing  back  at  a  curl  of  hair  that  had  fallen  across  her  face.  “You’re  a woman,  and  most  importantly  –  a  slave.  It  would  be  like  one  horse  riding another in the culture here. A circus. Surely you don’t want people to think of me as a clown?” 

“No, Sir, I wouldn’t, “ Jenny said shyly. She could see his point but still felt crestfallen. 

"Would the Master want me to get blankets and supplies, sir?" 

"No need. Everything will be taken care of by the palace staff. Anything else?" 

"This  slave  has  been  barefoot  since  she  joined  his  Majesty's  household. 

But  when  she  runs  on  the  trails,  she  usually  is  permitted  to  wear  running shoes  to  protect  her  feet  from  sharp  rocks  and  thorns.  Would  that  be permissible tonight, Master?" 

The visitor nodded. "I noticed you appear to be in good shape. I have to admit  my  intentions  tonight  include  putting  you  through  your  paces  to  see how  well  you  do  with  exercise.  I  don't  know  if  you  have  noticed,  but  I'm nothing if not a stickler for details. I'm seriously intent that the woman with whom I sire my descendants is healthy and fit to be able to be the mother of my children, and also that she has valuable traits which they can inherit. This is  especially  true  if  a  nonbeliever  like  yourself  is  to  be  graced  with  such  an honor." 

Jenny bowed, "Master, this slave will do her best to measure up to your expectations, sir." 

"Good,"  the  man's  face  mollified  if  only  briefly.  "Help  me  take  off  my habit and come to sit in my lap now and give me your bosom. I'm thirsty." 

"Yes, sir." 

Chapter 27

Even  now,  lying  curled  up  on  the  Persian  rug  at  the  foot  of  the  bed  upon which her new master was sleeping, Jenny pondered what it would be like to be with him permanently instead of with the Sultan. 

She  was  a  curious  girl.  With  a  blush  she  thought  about  how  size  was important, but technique mattered too. 

It occurred to Jenny that he would be her seventh lover. It had taken the terrible pandemic and financial crisis to open her up to the realities and true potential that could be found in the joys of lovemaking. 

Hearing him gently snore atop the mattress above, it occurred to her how every single man had been so very different from the next. From the gentle, hesitant  lovemaking  of  her  husband  Ben,  through  the  aggressive  soul-shattering  experience  that  was  being  possessed  by  Mr.  Smith  to  all  the  rest, no  two  men  made  love  the  same  way.  In  her  relaxed  state  somewhere between wakefulness and sleep Jenny wondered if she were to sleep with all men in the whole wide world, would they all be different? How was that even possible? Then she heard him stir and she knew it was time to wake up her master as he had requested. 

HER  NIPPLES  HARDENED  of  their  own  accord  just  as  she  felt  her  love passage  tingle  alive  in  anticipation.  Still,  having  learned  from  practice  with the  Sultan  Jenny  knew  it  was  best  to  arouse  herself  at  least  a  little  more before crawling into bed with a master. 

She  reached  down  and  slowly  began  massaging  her  clit.  It  didn't  take

much, its piercing and the bell through it soon chimed to announce she was ready.  She  stepped  up  to  the  bed.  Her  young  master  was  lying  on  his stomach,  all  but  a  single  leg  and  half  a  butt  cheek  exposed  to  the  gentle afternoon  breeze  coming  in  through  the  open  window.  Much  younger  than her owner this man whose name she still hadn't been told visibly took much better care of himself. 

Even  from  this  vantage  point,  his  muscles  along  his  back  and  legs  were well  defined  and  visible.  Jenny  felt  a  sudden  shiver  of  weakness  wondering what it would be like to have this man's babies? Would they grow up to be big  and  strong  like  their  father,  but  sporting  her  own  much  lighter  skin  and blue eyes? She shook her head trying to get a hold of her wandering mind. 

Jenny crawled onto the bed and placed her hand on the back of his thigh gently sliding it up. A soft groan told her he'd begun to wake up. She leaned down and directed her ringed and chained nipples along the back of his legs and up. She reached and cupped his strong buttocks with her hands. 

She  felt  him  start  to  grind  his  hips  in  small  flexing  motions  into  the mattress. 

"MASTER,  MASTER,"  she  whimpered  softly,  and  he  turned,  his  eyes  still closed. Jenny cupped his balls and leaned down to begin gently lapping at his swollen glans. She alternated between gentle pecking kisses and licks before finally taking him into her mouth. By now his cock was fully awake – hard, long, and very thick. This aroused her, and she felt a droplet of her juices fall from her engorged labia onto his muscled thigh. She slid down on him taking him into her throat as far as she could and gently squeezed his balls. 

With  a  deep  growl,  he  began  to  cum  in  her  mouth,  and  she  obediently whimpered  and  swallowed  vigorously.  Not  a  droplet  went  to  waste  as  he slowly came down from his high while Jenny gently suckled on his softening shaft. 

Jenny  serviced  him  with  her  mouth  once  again  in  the  shower.  The  first time  she  had  swallowed  for  him,  Jenny  hadn't  been  particularly  fond  of  his taste. Now, a couple of hours later, she found it enjoyable. She wondered if something about his nap had changed it. She was learning so much about sex these  days,  she  quietly  giggled  to  herself.  It  was  turning  out  that  men  were different not only from each other but also depending on their mood – from

themselves. Who knew?! 

He hadn't spoken much except to tell her she was free to spend some time in the bathroom once he was done, and that he would send her maids over to help her get ready for the hike. 

PART III

Into the Woods

Chapter 28

When  she  moved  to  sit  at  her  makeup  stand  as  she  usually  did  while  her nannies  busied  themselves  fixing  her  lipstick  and  hair,  Jenny  felt  the mortifying sensation of the young master's cum as a fraction of it slid out of her body and leaked onto the chair. Without thinking Jenny's instinct which had been formed during the last couple of months took over, and she reached down and scooped a large dollop of the milky substance. Without being told and before actually realizing what she was doing Jenny drew her hand closer to her face and put her fingers in her mouth sucking them clean. 

"Good  girl,"  the  elderly  woman  said  in  heavily  accented  English.  Jenny felt  her  cheeks  grow  hot  realizing  both  her  minders  were  genuinely  proud with  an  action  that  would  have  made  her  previous  unindentured  personality want to throw up. 

"Sit and relax now. We do your face and hair, pretty girl. Yes?" said the other  crone  and  Jenny  obediently  found  it  easier  to  slip  back  into  her  fugue state of submissiveness. 

The  two  women  started  chatting  with  each  other  in  their incomprehensible  mountain  dialect  while  Jenny  daydreamed  mindlessly wondering about the enormous amount of the young master's seed that he had obviously been able to place deep in her body the night before. 

The old crones put her hair in a neat French braid and then they oiled up her skin heavily using a lotion with an SPF of one hundred twenty. They paid special  attention  to  her  baby  bump  oiling  her  belly  multiple  times  and  then waiting for her skin to absorb the lotion before repeating. Next, they redid her

routine enemas the last of which was pure water which they left in her body sealing  it  off  with  a  smaller  than  usual  butt  plug  which  she  assumed  was supposed  to  make  it  easier  on  her  as  she  would  have  to  jog  naked  after  her master's horse. 

Jenny was leashed on a long leather strap which was clipped to the chain between  her  nipples.  The  chain  itself  was  also  replaced  with  a  shiny  metal coil which was like a spring connecting her milk-laden breasts. She wondered what the purpose of that was? 

Lastly,  they  covered  her  head  in  a  long  scarf  made  from  a  diaphanous blue  material  that  felt  light  and  ethereal  around  her  face.  Jenny  felt  her nipples tighten imagining the erotic image she undoubtedly struck: A naked pregnant  young  white  woman  pierced  and  bejeweled  with  a  veil  signifying she  belonged  to  a  master,  submissively  running  after  the  stallion  to  whose saddle she would be leashed. 

The  dour  old  ladies  gave  her  to  wear  a  brand-new  set  of  running  shoes that  felt  oddly  strange  given  how  she  had  spent  the  last  month  mostly barefoot.  Once  ready,  the  two  austere  older  women  gave  a  tug  on  her  leash and led her on down the numerous hallways of her owner's mountain fortress. 

Jenny hurried to keep up with the pace of the women as they guided her into the  courtyard  where  her  young  new  master  was  already  waiting  on  a  huge black stallion. 

The Sheikh smiled. Jenny saw the horse was restless and wondered what would happen if she failed to keep up, stumbled, and tripped. Jenny decided not to dwell on it. 

Jenny took a deep breath! 

The  women  bowed  and  gave  the  young  master  their  end  of  her  leash which he took in his fist and without further ado, turned and guided his horse out the cobblestone courtyard. Jenny immediately broke into a gentle run as she  did  her  best  to  keep  up  following  her  master  down  the  road  and  then along an unpaved path into the forest. 

Soon  Jenny  was  panting  and  sheathed  in  sweat.  Her  breasts  bounced  as she  ran  after  the  horse.  More  dollops  of  her  master's  cum  spilled  out  of  her tummy  to  leak  down  her  quivering  thighs.  Soon  the  shimmering  trails  of wetness  that  coated  her  muscles  got  caked  in  the  dust  kicked  up  by  the stallion in front of her. 

She  understood  the  purpose  of  the  spring  holding  her  breasts  united.  It

made them bounce together and gave her just a modicum of support. But did that without providing even a hint of modesty, quite the opposite. As she ran, her  sweat-covered  breasts  shimmered  and  jiggled  this  way  and  that  causing her mind to find it increasingly difficult to not dwell on the electric bolts of discomfort  and  also  tingles  of  excitement  emanating  from  her  blood-engorged swaying nipples. 

The  dust  kicked  up  from  the  horse's  hooves  caked  her  sweat-covered body  from  head  to  toe  giving  her  the  appearance  of  a  wild  human  creature from some prehistoric time. Her obviously pregnant state added to her bestial appearance and Jenny found herself imagining the eroticism of the image she undoubtedly could provide any man that happened to see her. 

The  agony  of  having  to  run  after  her  master's  horse  was  somewhat alleviated  by  the  rapidly  diminishing  stretch  in  her  butt.  Jenny  realized  that her butt was absorbing the water her minders had injected there. At least she wouldn't die of dehydration she decided. 

Soon the trek through the jungle veered off the well-established path into the deepest recesses of the forest, into places she hadn't dared explore before, not even with her ever-present bodyguards assigned to run with her. 

With  her  increasingly  subjugated  mind,  Jenny  found  herself  feeling grateful that her  new master appeared  to be controlling  his stallion's earnest thus keeping her run at a comfortable jog. Of course, after the uneven hike up and  down  long  curving  trails  only  her  master  and  his  horse  seemed  to recognize  as  such,  running  soon  began  to  feel  like  an  endless  sweltering march. 

The swaying of her tits and the softness of the mommy fat she had put on recently  jiggled  as  she  tried  to  keep  up.  They  only  added  shame  to  the growing discomfort Jenny felt as the noonday heat gathered. 

 Then the flies came out. 

They were the biting kind. At first, she didn't notice them until one bit her almost exactly at the center of her areola. 

"Aie!"  Jenny  screamed  and  then  trying  to  swat  it  away,  almost  lost  her step.  Her  master  glanced  quickly  back  at  her  from  his  saddle,  cursed,  and then actually spurred his horse a little faster. "We need to hurry before it's too warm, or they will eat you alive, slave." 

The  man's  explanation  sounded  reasonable  enough,  and  so  Jenny redoubled her efforts to keep up. He hadn't asked her opinion or offered her a

place up on the horse with him. 

Still, at least he had taken the time to explain his reasoning. That would have  to  do  Jenny  realized  as  she  took  a  deep  couple  of  breaths  preparing herself for a quickly approaching steep hill ahead. Had the Sheikh given her an  opportunity  to  speak,  Jenny  would  have  asked  if  he  was  quite  sure  he knew where he was leading them, but given the circumstances, all she could do was simply trust in the man's better judgment. 

Chapter 29

It  felt  like  she  had  been  running  for  at  least  ten  miles,  but  it  couldn't  have been  that  many.  She  was  terrible  with  directions,  but  she  suspected  that  the man who held her leash had guided them into a wide turn around the fortress thus  keeping  them  not  too  far  from  the  Sultan's  authority  and  protection. 

Jenny had her suspicions about how lawless these mountain people were. The young  horseman  who  was  now  leading  her  naked  through  the  forest  would hate to be caught out in the open even if it were by his Sultan's law-abiding subjects. 

At  the  top  of  the  hill,  the  Sheikh  finally  stopped.  He  turned  his  horse around and kept Jenny in front of him. She was panting and seeing him look down at her she fell to her knees. 

"Careful with your knees, slave. I don't want you scratching and chafing your master's property." It took Jenny a moment to register what the man had said, but a sharp twirl of his forearm sent his horse whip flying in the air an ominous and loud crack doing its job. She jerked her head up and then bowed again. 

"Yes,  Master,  sorry.  I  understand.  I  will  take  good  care  of  my  Master's property and be careful not to damage it, sir." Jenny lifted one knee slightly and touched it. Even though the skin was chafed where it hit up against the hard  rocky  clay  of  the  dry  path,  there  was  no  blood.  "I'm  deeply  sorry, Master. It is scratched. But no blood, sir." 

"Good. Tell me how is the water your nannies put in you doing?" Jenny felt her cheeks grow pink. This man, she realized, was obviously more than

well-aware of her most private secrets. Jenny cleared her throat and banished any thoughts of pride. 

"Almost all absorbed into my body, sir." She said softly trying to control the shame of having to discuss such intimate things with a man younger than herself.  A  man  she  had  just  recently  met  and  whose  name  she  didn’t  even know. 

"Very  well."  Even  though  she  was  afraid  to  look  him  in  the  face,  in  his voice, she felt he was genuinely concerned for her well-being. She knew well this didn't have to make her any more appreciative of him. He was someone intent  on  using  her  as  nothing  more  than  a  slave,  but  still,  she  felt  her emotions grow for this strict dark man. "Let me know the first instance you feel thirst." 

He  let  the  silence  fill  the  gap  in  between  his  words  before  he  seemed  it necessary to clarify, "It is very important that you stay well-hydrated or you might go into heat shock. Nobody wants you to lose the baby. If that happens, your master might have me beheaded. We can't permit that now, can we?" 

"No, sir." 

"Good. Are you feeling a little rested?" 

"Yes, Master." 

"We  have  another  couple  of  miles  to  go.  I'd  much  rather  we  get  there sooner rather than later before the horse flies are all upon us." 

Jenny stood up, taking a moment to steady herself. "Yes, Master." 

She could do another couple of miles. 

For her Master. 

For her Sultan. 


***

Jenny immediately fell to her knees this time remembering to go slowly but  still  relishing  the  respite  of  being  able  to  kneel.  Her  muscles  having  to carry the extra weight of the baby growing in her belly ached with stress and exhaustion. 

She felt rather than saw the young Master’s eyes. He had dismounted and had come over to check on her. She imagined him taking in the condition of her skin -- reddened from the sun, her hair -- a mess except where it had been kept in the neat French braid halfway down her back. She felt him approach and  immediately  her  body  responded  like  a  primal  female  feeling  the presence of a virile, strong man. 

"Look  up  at  me,  sharmouta,"  the  man  said  using  the  Arabic  word  she knew meant 'bitch.' There was no malice in his tone however and when she obediently did as told she saw only concern in his dark pools of obsidian that glimmered down at her. He ran a finger over her lips feeling their dryness and if they were cracked. He took his canteen out from its place on his belt and poured a small amount of water in her mouth. "Small sips, Jenny-girl. Let the water be absorbed by your mouth," he instructed imparting knowledge honed by generations of desert nomad life. 

"I'll  set  up  the  campfire,"  he  told  her.  "In  the  meantime,  take  off  your shoes and go in the river. Freshen up. Wash off the grime." 

She saw him studying her face. "Tell me if you understood, ya sharmouta. 

Or are you disoriented by the heat?" 

"I understand, Master," Jenny said looking down demurely. She chastised herself for allowing her eyes to linger on the young master's face. A face she was increasingly finding strong and good to look at. 

He smiled. 

"Very well, slave. Wash between your legs and remove your plug. I want you  fresh  and  ready  on  the  blanket  by  the  time  I'm  done  tying  my  horse. 

Understood?" 

"Yes,  sir.  The  slave  understands.  She  will  be  ready  for  her  Master's  use and pleasure." His smile was like a ray of sunshine that quickly vanished as he turned to unsaddle his stallion. 

In the river, Jenny did as told and removed her butt plug. 

She carefully washed it and then washed herself, front and back, as told. 

The  water  was  many  degrees  colder  than  the  ambient  air.  In  fact,  the  water was so cold it verged on ice melt, and she suspected the river was being fed by the melting glaciers high up in the forbidding mountains of central Asia. 

Jenny  tried  to  put  out  of  her  mind  thoughts  of  out-of-control  climate change  which  had  no  doubt  been  accelerated  by  the  obvious  intent  of  most humans to lob nuclear weapons at each other now that society appeared to be collapsing all around. 

Jenny  noticed  her  master  was  done  tending  to  his  horse  and  so  she hurriedly relieved the meager contents of her bladder for who knew how long it would be before she had a few precious moments to herself again. 

Jenny  walked  back  to  the  blanket  apprehensively  knowing  the  man intended to throw her a rough fuck now. She was quite certain that this entire

hike through the woods was meant as a test for her, a sort of hazing her new master  was  fully  intent  on  putting  her  through.  There  was  no  other  way  to explain the almost clinical detachment with which he was putting her through her paces today. 

Jenny  had  already  made  her  decision:  she  would  do  whatever  it  took  to please  this  austere  tribal  chieftain  if  it  was  what  her  one  true  master,  the Sultan, wished. The only danger Jenny could detect was that she felt she was on  the  verge  of  developing  unwanted  feelings  for  the  young  man.  She couldn't  explain  it  and  wasn't  sure  she  wanted  even  to  try  demystifying  the reasons behind the apparent ease with which her mind was obviously ready to mold itself to whatever man was most assertive in claiming her. 

WHAT  NEITHER  OF  THEM  SUSPECTED,  however,  was  that  the  Sultan Himself whose corpulent presence, seated upon the elevated platform of one of  his  military  trucks,  binoculars  in  hand,  was  observing  the  proceedings from a neighboring hilltop. 

The Sultan's head minister, the vizier, had expressed curiosity as to why it was  that  the  Almighty  ruler  felt  it  necessary  to  venture  out  in  the  forest himself? 

The  man  helpfully  pointed  out  the  availability  of  filming  equipment which coupled with high-power camera lenses could surely provide excellent footage of whatever it was his master wished to see. 

Not only would the use of this equipment prevent the Sultan's exposure to the  unpredictability  of  the  mountainous  surroundings  and  the  unknown hordes  of  his  anarchic  subjects,  but  it  would  also  provide  footage  in  case blackmail might be necessary down the line. Neither of these points was lost on the astute Sultan. 

In fact, he made a mental note to remind himself to later offer something in recompense to his ever-thoughtful prime minister for he was sure the man had nothing but his best interests at heart. 

Still,  the  Sultan  wanted  to  see  with  his  own  eyes  the  proceedings  and most especially the way his prized American slave behaved when she thought nobody  was  watching.  The  Sultan  wasn't  prepared  to  explain  himself  to  an underling or even to himself for that matter, and so he had merely grunted his acknowledgment of his vizier's concerns and still proceeded to order that he

be  brought  within  line  of  sight  of  where  the  Sheikh  would  be  screwing  the brains out of poor petite Jenny. 

Chapter 30

The Sultan's men knew of the location where the Sheikh would be spending the night with the concubine. They had been told to provide food, a blanket, and meats to grill ahead of time so that when the visitor and his slave arrived, they  would  have  refreshments  ready  and  an  open  fire  where  to  cook. 

Therefore,  it  was  with  ease  that  the  Sultan's  aide-de-camp  located  a  perfect hidden place from which his master could observe his visitor's doings. 

Almost  everything  proceeded  perfectly,  with  military  precision,  and  if  it weren't  for  an  unfortunate  slowdown  that  had  to  do  with  a  military deployment  that  required  the  attention  of  the  ruler  back  at  the  palace,  the Sultan  would  have  made  it  in  time  to  see  his  beautiful  pregnant  concubine bathed in the frigid waters of the crystal-clear river. 

As it was, however, the Sultan arrived an hour late, just in time to see the grotesque  spectacle  of  his  beloved  concubine  being  brought  to  yet  another mind-shattering climax by the young sheik. 

THE  SULTAN  HAD  BEEN  EXPECTING  his  friend  the  Sheikh  to  throw Jenny an especially violent fuck tonight. If for no other reason, then only for the  fact  that  he  suspected  his  friend  the  visitor  knew  him  well  enough  to assume  he  would  be  watched.  After  all,  Jenny  was  pregnant  with  the  future princeling, the fruit of her loins would be first in line to the throne. No sane man  would  allow  the  future  mother  of  his  firstborn  to  go  unprotected  under any circumstances and especially now, given the violent anarchy subsuming the world these days. Knowing the Sheikh, the Sultan was fully expecting to

see  him  make  a  point  by  virtually  literally  fucking  her  unconscious  just  to impress her owner if for nothing else. 

Still, what he saw gave him serious pause. 

Jenny's  entire  body  was  covered  in  a  thick  sheen  of  sweat  which  made every  glorious  curve  of  her  pregnant  form  glow  with  the  reflections  of  the setting  sun.  Dripping  the  excess  perspiration  to  the  clay  ground,  it  made  a dark wet outline where she lay. Even her thick hair was soaked and matted to her face and head. It was very warm and humid for that time of the year, but still, the Sultan found the amount of wetness on the ground almost too much to explain for one person. 

Then he moved his binoculars just a fraction and caught sight of the blur of  motion  that  was  the  Sheikh  pummeling  her  like  a  machine  almost  too blurry  to  see  with  the  speed  of  his  violence.  The  dark  sweat  that  permeated the  ground  was  the  result  of  both  their  perspiration,  the  Sheikh's  dripping down like rain as he mercilessly pounded the girl beneath him. 

"This is unreal," the Sultan thought. "He might harm the baby!" Suddenly his knuckles went white, and he heard an ominous cracking sound where he squeezed the optical instrument in his hands. But then he took one other last look before he ordered his men to intercede. He saw her face in that instant, and  it  made  him  realize  that  no  harm  was  being  done.  At  least  not  to  the baby. 

Her  face  was  filled  with  color.  "Well  at  least  she  has  the  good  sense  to blush,"  the  Sultan  ground  his  teeth  in  gathering  anger.  "Maybe  I  have  been too lax with the little bitch after all." 

The Sultan tried but failed to get a better look at her features. It did seem to him that her eyes were glazed and most strikingly – she seemed to have an ethereal smile of contentment even as her entire body jerked this way and that under the onslaught caused by his friend. 

"Are you okay, Master?" The ever-present vizier. So doting he might be confused with a parent. The Sultan waved him off. 

For  a  long,  while  the  Sultan  kept  his  eyes  closed  picturing  one  terrible punishment  after  another,  he  might  wish  to  inflict  on  the  Sheikh  and  most importantly on Jenny as well. 

Then  he  breathed  a  deep  sigh  of  relief  and  laughed.  He  had  gotten  his answer. Hadn't he? He was a fool for the girl. And she was simply the most passionate thing this side of Heaven. He shook his head. 

Jenny couldn't stop herself from acting the way she did any more than a wolf could become vegetarian. She was a natural-born slut. He was lucky to have her as his. He would definitely have to pay attention to that friend of his though. 

The Sultan's eyes narrowed. 

"I've seen all I have to see. We can go now," he said handing the vizier his binoculars. 

Chapter 31

The  young  master  had  undressed  completely  by  the  time  she  made  it  to  the blanket,  and  so  Jenny  quickly  scampered  over  to  kneel  at  his  feet  where  he was  seated  atop  a  small  foldable  chair,  placed  there  by  some  acolyte,  no doubt.  The  man  had  shed  all  his  clothing  but  had  kept  his  riding  boots,  and she thought she knew why. 

“MASTER?” She whispered softly not daring to look away from between his spread  thighs  wherein  lay  his  languid  member,  resting.  It  was  dormant  still but is girth and length hinted at the coiled strength hidden in that one muscle that so defined this man's mastery over her. 

“Jenny, he said, "take off my boots. My feet are tired from riding all this time.  Be  a  good  girl  and  massage  them.  Use  your  face  and  mouth  to  clean them with your kisses. Bathe me.” 

“Yes, Master,” Jenny said feeling herself blush at the shameful nature of his request. 

Jenny looked at the boots. Black leather covered in dust and caked in mud that even covered the golden spurs. For a moment she thought she could see flakes  of  crested  blood  on  their  sharp  glinting  spikes.  She  suppressed  an involuntary shudder. His poor horse, she thought. What had the stallion done to  deserve  being  chastised  like  that?  Her  eyes  caught  a  twitch  of  the  man's cock and she whimpered. 

This involuntary movement of the part of the man that truly ruled her told her  all  she  needed  to  know.  His  word  was  like  the  law  to  her,  and  her  only

goal  in  life  right  now  was  to  listen  to  him  and  do  as  told.  Even  if  it  meant squatting obscenely as she worked to remove his boots. 

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

She didn't move and neither did he. For the longest moment Jenny could imagine  that  in  the  next  instant  she  would  edge  forward  and  place  the  boot between her legs so she could polish it clean with her soft blond triangle. If the Sheikh indicated he willed it, she was certain she would have done it. 

Jenny wondered if he could read her mind. She shivered visibly and with a resigned little groan flung her French braid back, sprinkling water this way and that, and sat up. She started pulling on her master's boots resigned to get them off before she could do something she would have to rationalize later. 

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

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

The  sounds  of  her  labored  breath,  squeals  of  modesty,  and  his  chuckle,  the tingling of the gold and silver in her breasts and nether lips – all added up to each other to become a symphony of sensuous hedonistic joy that seemed to provide endless pleasure not only for the naked man, but most amazingly for Jenny too. Finally, sweating lightly with her efforts, she managed to take off the Sheikh’s leather riding boots. 

"Good  girl,"  he  said  patting  her  on  the  head  like  a  master  what  do  to  a dog. "Now for the fun part," he added and lifted his foot helpfully placing it to lean in at the top of her pregnant belly between her breasts. 

His  feet  were  clean  except  for  flakes  of  mud  that  had  fallen  on  his  skin when she was removing his boots. She flaked them off with her fingers, her breasts  shimmering  when  she  did  it.  Jenny  grew  hot  feeling  his  eyes  on  her

and  sensing  his  arousal  grow.  She  kissed  his  big  toe  holding  his  foot  that seemed so big in her hands and unbidden suckled on it. She never closed her eyes keeping them firmly centered on his ever-hardening manhood as she had been trained. Perhaps it was the act itself or the fact that she was so close to the  center  of  his  maleness,  but  something  about  that  proximity  caused  her mouth to water and her pussy to throb. She started whimpering softly as she kissed  every  inch  on  his  foot  and  then  carefully  laved  in  between  his  toes with her tongue before suckling on them like they were tiny cocks each. Then she kissed his insole and holding his foot a bit higher began to cover its base with kisses until not a single part of it remained untouched by her worshiping lips. She licked and kissed until there was not a part of his foot that was still dry. Then she gently put his foot back down on the carpet upon which they sat.  He  helpfully  offered  her  his  other  foot  that  she  then  proceeded  to  wash with her mouth as well. 

FROM  THE  FIRST  moment  she  felt  him  move  in  and  position  her  on  her side,  drawing  her  one  leg  up  to  her  chest,  Jenny  knew  she  was  in  for something  vastly  different  than  a  simple  fuck.  This  position  was  quite familiar to her from all the times Dr. Hyde would give her an enema in bed. 

She knew how much of unimpeded access it provided, and there was precious little she could do but whimper submissively signaling her apprehension. 

She had little time to get used to the idea of what was to follow. She knew that  whether  she  made  it  easy  or  difficult  for  him,  she  would  be  fucked  no matter  what.  That  much  was  clear.  His  proud  column  would  spew  his  seed deep into her pussy, and by the end of the day, she might even long for his big prick and what it could do for her. 

So,  she  took  a  deep  breath  and  tried  to  relax  for  him.  He  moved  in towards  her,  crawling  in  closer  to  the  young  woman's  thighs.  She  blinked back  tears  of  apprehension  feeling  the  evening  breeze  pick  up  as  it  washed across her sweat-covered body. The Sheikh jerked his pelvis meaningfully up at her. The young wife knew what he wanted, and so she reached behind her back and took his large prick in her hand and gently massaged it. She felt its weight as it slowly engorged readying itself for her. 

Chapter 32

The young master's cock felt and looked so different, she thought to herself. 

It  seemed  to  be  the  darkest  part  of  his  body  making  her  think  of  a  thick branch  grafted  onto  an  otherwise  different  variety  of  tree.  Behind  the  now proudly  erect  member,  she  glimpsed  the  heavy  balls  which  hung  ominously waiting to discharge their contents into her body. Jenny braced herself as she felt the desert chieftain's large hands strongly grip her hips as he positioned himself at her gates. She felt the vast hot tip of his cock touch at her engorged labia and felt herself shiver. 

Her body readied itself sensing her impending sexual act and caused her secret passage to lubricate and her labia to engorge. 

WHEN IT HAPPENED,  Jenny's  fucking  was  an  out  of  body  experience.  It was  like  the  nameless  man  now  making  himself  at  home  in  her  body  was someone entirely new, someone she had just met on the trail, a master intent on claiming a beautiful young woman as he felt was his right. 

"Ungh-ungh-ungh-"  she  tried  but  failed  to  control  her  mindless  little gasps  emanating  from  somewhere  deep  in  her  body  with  every  thrust  that shook her to the very core. 

Jenny was lying on her back her eyes carelessly scanning the sky. It was dark blue and unusually warm with the last light of the setting sun, she felt it radiating its acceptance down upon her prostrate form. 

It  was  as  if  the  universe  was  looking  down  on  her  and  nodding  in approval. 'Yes, Jenny,' the universe was saying, 'good girl, you are doing the

right thing. So what if it also happens to feel good? Don't you deserve some pleasure as well? Clearly your husband and every other man you see feels no qualms in enjoying themselves. Why shouldn’t you have fun as well?' 

Like a witness to that affirmation, Jenny's toes curled as her climax swept over her covering her in a lush, warm blanket of primal bliss. 

This  was  the  second  one  she  had  experienced  since  the  man  had  joined her on the blanket and without the barest hint of foreplay had placed himself deep  in  her  love-center.  Jenny's  training  subsumed  all  other  thoughts  and feelings, and once she could rein her feelings in and could breathe again, she whimpered, "This slave thanks you, Master." 

She  didn't  expect  an  acknowledgment  and  the  man  gave  her  none  as  he continued claiming her in long fluid strokes bottoming out each time causing the  tip  of  his  crown  to  press  up  against  her  pregnant  cervix  and  his  heavy balls to slap across her anus. 

"Unh-ungh  –"  soon  Jenny  whimpered  mortified  with  the  realization  that her  body  was  responding  to  her  being  mastered  by  this  callous  man  and started  once  again  building  up  towards  the  crescendo  of  a  mind-blowing climax. Jenny took a deep breath and prayed she would not blackout with the whirlwind  roiling  her  jangled  nerves.  It  was  like  her  every  hair  follicle,  and inch of her skin was electrified by a low-grade mind-reeling electric current of sexual stimulation. 

Jenny who had initially resigned herself to her fate of being taken almost bent in two, curled up on her side now, and craned her neck sideways toward the man whose entire presence seemed to overwhelm her inside and out. He was immense, his body almost completely covering her from all sides as he knelt by her butt while his thick muscled arms supported his V-shaped chest high above her head. 

From  her  vantage  point,  all  Jenny  could  see  was  his  chest  –  dark  and moist  with  his  sweat.  It  was  hard  and  thickly  muscled.  She  kissed  his quivering pecs. Despite everything that was happening to her, or maybe even because of its forcefulness, Jenny couldn't help herself from being turned on. 

Jenny hiccuped as her body had the tendency to do when a thought made her  nervous.  Up  above  her,  she  felt  the  master  look  down.  "Baby  slave,  are you okay?" He didn't even seem out of breath. 

"Yes, Master." 

"I  want  to  ask  you  some  questions  as  I  see  you  are  now  at  your  most

vulnerable."  Again,  that  thin  infernal  smile  of  his.  Jenny  felt  her  neck  grow hot with shame. 

"Yes, Master." 

Chapter 33

The  Sheikh  seemed  completely  unimpressed  by  the  sweltering  humidity which  to  Jenny  seemed  to  grow  even  more  oppressive  with  the  onset  of darkness creating the claustrophobic feeling of being stuck in an overheated sauna with the lights turned off. 

THE  SULTAN  WATCHED  through  his  viewfinder  as  his  friend  had positioned  the  concubine  halfway  on  her  side,  one  leg  up  against  her  chest, the other one – straight out along the blanket beneath both their bodies. 

Her face and shoulders were turned sideways in a twist held by the man's strong  hands  which  had  her  by  the  shoulders  forcing  her  face  to  gaze  up  at him as he worked up a rhythm. The Sultan could well imagine the sounds her skin would be making as their sweaty bodies slapped against each other. His imagination more than made up for the distance and he could almost hear her skin  slapping  under  the  Sheikh’s  pummeling  as  he  watched  his  beautiful pregnant concubine's breasts bounce with every jack-hammering stroke. 

Even at that distance the Sultan could clearly see the moon reflect in the girl's big blue eyes as she stared up in amazement at the tall man claiming her so forcefully. He could see his friend was telling her something and she was answering. 

They were having a conversation! What a stamina the young Sheik had to have to keep going at such a speed, and also, converse in spite of the heat that was obviously causing them both to sweat profusely. 

If the Sultan could hear he would have been shocked by the questions, his

young protege was asking the girl. 

The  Sheikh  was  intent  on  questioning  her  about  her  intimate  past  using the opportunity that now her mind was clouded, her self-control too far gone from the heat and the merciless sex, to offer but the most sincere responses to his probing questions. 

Gazing down on the girl, her eyes looking up at him obediently, almost as if she was pleading to be released from her fate but demurely accepting the man's superior judgment, made the Sheikh feel unspeakably close to her. He could feel her snug heat convulse and caress him almost like she had her fist wrapped around his cock squeezing him with knowing love. 

The  Sheikh  made  himself  a  mental  note  to  commend  the  Sultan  for  the training he had undoubtedly put her through. 

Her  Kegel  muscles  were  superb,  her  tone  exquisite,  and  her  self-control could only be matched by lifelong concubines back home. For a girl as smart and well-educated as herself, a girl who had come from a culture so different than  his  own,  to  be  so  very  demonstrably  submitting  herself  in  the  most intimate possible way was beyond worthy of the highest praise. 

The Sheikh saw in her arching eyebrows, and the troubled expressions on her face how much his energetic claiming was causing her discomfort. He felt his  heart  melt  and  slowed  down  his  merciless  rhythm  granting  her  a  small respite. 

Jenny  rewarded  his  merciful  temperance  with  a  lovely  soft  moan.  She sighed, and he felt her body relax as she laid her head down still gazing wide-eyed up at him. All he could see in her face was acceptance and perhaps even admiration. 

He was discovering how much he loved her responsiveness that betrayed an inner sensitivity and depth which enraptured him. The young Sheik found himself  wondering  how  he  would  possibly  be  able  to  wait  until  she  finally delivered her master's baby so he could claim her for himself. 

"You  are  so  wonderful.  Tell  me,  sharmouta,  how  old  were  you  the  first time  a  man  sheathed  himself  in  your  body?"  He  watched  as  Jenny's  eyes seemed to lose even more of their focus as she drifted back to her first time. 

“I was fifteen, Sir, Unghhh," Jenny gasped. He had just plunged himself all the way, his tip snuggling up against her cervical gate. 

"Yeah?" The Sheikh kissed her eyes, and then her high cheekbones, and her  cheeks,  where  tears  had  sprung.  He  held  himself  stationary,  pressing, 

flexing his thick column of muscle deep within her body causing her to grunt and gasp. She forced herself to keep her eyes on his as he had commanded. 

 It is all a test, Jenny kept repeating in her mind.  A test I will pass. 

"Good  girl,”  he  nodded  and  smiled  commending  her  on  her  efforts  to please him. "And who did you do it with?" 

“Mhhhngh!” Jenny hissed in anguished frustration. 

She wanted to push him off but instead, her hands went to his hips, and she held him there. This man didn't have love handles like her Sultan. 

His  buttocks,  they  were  like  chiseled  granite.  She  felt  his  muscles quivering as he pressed in up against her very uterus. 

Jenny  knew  what  was  expected  of  her  when  a  man  had  himself  all  the way in and dutifully she reciprocated by exhaling and bearing down with her abdominal muscles squeezing his shaft tightly. The man whose name she still wasn't certain of closed his eyes blissfully enjoying Jenny's efforts. 

“It was with my future husband. You met him," she said through clenched teeth. "Ben." 

“Oh, yeah, I did meet him.” The man resumed his energetic motions, and Jenny found herself breathing fast building up to yet another climax. 

Her sweat had mingled with droplets of his perspiration which had been dripping down on her. It had all coalesced into little rivers running all along the  curves  of  her  body.  It  had  pooled  underneath  and  was  now  sloshing loudly beneath her buttocks where the clay underneath the blanket had gotten wet and now formed a puddle. 

Chapter 34

“Did you cum then?” 

“I  don't  remember,  Sir.  I  don't  think  so.  It  was  in  the  backseat  of  my parents’  Chevy  minivan.  I  was  tipsy  and  so  was  he  and  I  don't  remember  a whole lot about it.” 

“Such  a  shame,  sharmouta.  If  you  had  come  to  me  as  a  virgin,  I  would have claimed you in a ceremony appropriately befitting your sacrifice.” 

Jenny's  toes  curled,  her  body  vibrating  with  sexual  excitement.  She  had never really considered giving up her big V to be any sort of sacrifice, just a thing she had done on a whim with a boy she used to think was charming and cute in high school. 

But right now, being taken in such a profoundly animalistic fashion as she was  now,  she  somehow  knew  that  being  claimed  by  this  man  would  have definitely  been  a  life-shattering  experience  for  a  young  innocent  schoolgirl like she had been back then. 

Perhaps it was a shame indeed that she hadn't saved herself longer… until she  met  someone  stronger  and  more  forceful  than  the  pathetic  man  Ben turned out to be. 

"Unghhh – ungh – unghh –" the climax hit her and almost made her heart stop. 

WHEN SHE OPENED her eyes what felt like hours but couldn’t have been more than seconds later, she saw the Sheikh smiling down at her. He was still going strong, his pace unaffected by her tremors that had caused her body to

vibrate as if she was being struck by electricity. 

 God, she thought,  does he ever get tired? 

“Are you thirsty, sharmouta?" The question was so different from Jenny's immediate thoughts that it took her a moment to understand. 

"What?  Pardon  –  Master  –,”  she  corrected  herself  between  gasps,  “I  am not sure – I“

“Are you thirsty, little slut?” He repeated. 

 God! How could his voice be so steady, not even breathless! 

The man's energetic back and forth was causing loud squelching sounds, sounds of shame and wanton lust that echoed throughout the clearing. “Yes-yes-yes,  Sir  –  I  am  –“  Jenny  said  simply  hoping  even  for  the  briefest  of respites. Her prolonged and energetic claiming was starting to have a toll on her. She was feeling tired and stretched, and deliciously heated up in places deep within her body that seemed to be part of her very soul. 

“See  over  there,  to  your  left,”  the  man  indicated  a  backpack  on  the blanket  by  her  head.  “Reach  over.  In  one  of  the  pockets  is  a  water  bottle. 

Drink as much as you can and then give it to me.” 

Jenny  groaned  and  saw  in  his  smile  he  knew  she  was  had  hoped  for  a break but she reached over and obediently did as told. 

The  bottle  was  three  quarters  gone  when  she  handed  it  off  to  him.  He finished the remainder without losing any of his rhythm. By now the sun had set, and the moon was up, and he seemed like a ghost of the night – looming above her, dark and ominous, powerful and merciless in his resolve as she lay pale pregnant and submissive beneath him and the endless sky mountain sky above. 

Chapter 35

“Tell me about your most recent wet dream?” 

 Seriously?   She  looked  at  him  suddenly  toying  with  the  idea  of  resisting his line of questions and then seeing his serious expression she knew she had no choice. 

“This morning, Sir.” 

“Really? What was it about?” 

“I – nothing really – just the ordinary.…” 

“I don't believe you, sharmouta,” he pressed especially viciously causing her to whimper. 

“Ouch! I! It was about my daughter! Unghh! Okay?” 

“How  interesting!”  He  exclaimed.  “Dreaming  about  your  daughter  is  a wet dream, sharmouta?” Jenny heard the accusation in his voice. 

“No!” Jenny wanted to scream in protest and repugnance. “Not like that! I dreamt I was her… I think the dream had more to do with me being worried about Melody than anything else.” 

“Describe it to me, and I'll be the judge of it. If I deem that you are having unchaste  thoughts  about  your  own  daughter,  I  might  reconsider  having  you join  my  harem.  And  I  would  definitely  recommend  you  for  very  stern punishment to your owner.” 

“It was about the future somehow. I knew that .... don't ask me how, but I knew.  I  was  Melody  and  not  myself.  I  had  slept  at  the  foot  of  master's  bed and  could  hear  the  sound  of  roosters  crowing  outside.  I  knew  to  stand  and pull  back  the  drapes.  Then  I  –“  Jenny  paused  “forgive  me,  Master,  I  curled

into the Sultan's bed and there – and he then said something to the effect of how much I look like, like my mother.” 

“Fascinating,”  the  Sheikh  said  softly  mulling  her  words.  “It  might  have been a vision of your child's future.” 

“No!” She looked up at him suddenly forgetting her place. “Don't! Please, Sir,  don't  let  that  happen!  I  cannot  have  my  daughter  become  what  I  am now." 

“Why? What are you now? Why is it you think that is such a bad thing? 

Do you not comprehend how lucky you are? Have you not seen, or heard at least, what's happening to the world? Being beautiful and taken care of by a powerful  man  should  be  high  on  your  list  of  priorities,  slut.  Having  your daughter  taken  care  of  by  a  powerful  man  should  also  be  even  higher, sharmouta. After all isn't that what you are doing right now, for yourself?” 

“But I'm not doing it for me, I’m doing it for her, so she doesn't have to things  like  that!”  Jenny  whimpered  helplessly  and  then  bit  her  tongue realizing she had perhaps said too much. 

The man chuckled. 

“Yes,  whatever.  You  keep  on  telling  yourself  that,  but  do  you  seriously think  that  even  twenty  years  from  now  things  will  improve  so  much  that somehow girls will be able to go back to life as it was before the pandemic? 

Think about it.” Jenny felt a sudden sinking feeling. 

The  Sheikh  nodded  silently  as  if  confirming  a  silent  point  he  had  made. 

“Still, I think I will not punish you for the dream. It hardly qualifies as a wet dream  and  I'm  frankly  puzzled  you  said  it  was.  It  is  the  dream  of  a  mother worried about her daughter. A mother clearly not quite at ease with her own place in this world. Not yet at least.” 

Jenny  found  herself  wiping  back  tears  of  gratitude.  She  wanted  to  look away but didn't dare to do so. 

The nameless Sheikh was right of course. She, and probably her daughter, and  all  women,  in  fact,  were  to  be  concubines  and  slaves  to  powerful  men long  into  the  foreseeable  future.  Jenny  started  openly  crying  now.  Her  sobs adding to the slapping noises of the two wet bodies as her claiming went on uninterrupted for many more minutes. 

Chapter 36

Jenny  had  fallen  into  a  sort  of  a  catatonic  fugue  state  –  neither  awake  nor completely  asleep,  yet  her  body  too  flooded  with  the  chemicals  of  her  lust caused  by  the  claiming  she  had  continuously  been  given  for  many  minutes now to be able to relax fully. 

Jenny saw the man’s lips were moving. What was he saying? She took a deep breath and tried to focus. 

“Tell me how is it Melody is your only child so far? Surely the man who kept you with him in Africa screwed you many times before the Sultan bred you. How come you don't have at least a couple of black kids running around to your name?” 

It  was  an  excellent  question  to  be  sure,  and  Jenny  remembered  with consternation  that  at  one  point  she  had  been  convinced  she  was  unable  to have children. After all, Mr. Inoukoue hadn't been able to make her pregnant, and he had certainly given it his level best. 

“Jenny cleared her throat. I'm not sure, Master,” she replied softly. “You are  correct  of  course  in  what  you  say.  My  previous  owner,  Mr.  Inoukoue spent lots of time trying to get me like that, but to no avail. My thoughts now, if  you  permit  this  slave  to  have  an  independent  suggestion,  are  that  he  was unable  to  sire  children  himself.  Perhaps  that's  the  reason  he  sold  me  to  the Sultan.” 

The  man  didn't  reply  immediately  but  made  sounds  indicating  he  was giving her hypothesis some serious thought. 

“I  hope  you  are  correct,  baby  whore.  Because  after  you  give  the  Sultan

his  due,  you  will  be  with  me  and  I  certainly  hope,  for  your  sake,  our  union does not turn out to be like the one you had with your previous owner.” 

A cold shiver ran down Jenny's spine. 

The Sultan meant to breed her with this man? Would that mean she was to travel with him to Arabia? And what about her family? Shit! 

“Don't  worry  just  yet,  pretty  bird.  A  lot  can  happen  between  now  and three months into the future. Who's to say the world will still be here.” 

“Yes,  Master,”  Jamie  said  wondering  which  would  be  worse  total Armageddon or slavery in Arabia? 

He kept at it for a long while, longer than anyone had ever made sex to Jenny  before.  For  her  part,  the  demure  young  pregnant  concubine  grew resigned to her fate and found it increasingly easy to lose herself in the dark pools  that  were  her  master's  eyes.  He  gifted  her  many  orgasms  that  night before,  at  last,  telling  her  to  get  on  all  fours  and  put  her  face  and  shoulders down into the blanket. 

Her sex felt so empty after more than an hour of merciless taking that she almost begged him to hurry up and bury himself back in. Her thoughts were cut  off  when  and  her  face  grew  hot  in  the  darkness  when  she  heard  his question.  "Your  Master,  the  Sultan,  he  does  use  somebody  else  as  a  body slave, no?" 

“Yes,  Master.  A  German  woman  who  is  just  a  little  bit  older  than  me," 

Jenny  replied  her  voice  sounding  surprisingly  calm,  almost  mechanical. 

“She's been with him for a long time now. Her body's modified for maximum accommodation." 

The  words  she  used  shocked  even  Jenny.  They  were  so  callous,  she sounded like one of the men talking! 

“Well,  I  have  my  own  body  slaves,  back  home  too.  But  if  you  were  to join my harem, I would expect you not to shirk from that duty as well. Is that understood?” 

“Yes,  Master.  I  understand.”  For  a  moment  Jenny  thought  it  curious,  it was almost as if he was asking her permission to use her that way. Of course, she would acquiesce. It wasn’t her decision to make, was it? 

The  silence  grew,  interrupted  only  by  the  wet  sound  their  flesh  made  as he  claimed  her.  “I  will  break  you,  little  sharmouta.  Then  I  will  rebuild  you. 

There  is  a  proverb  in  my  land,  which  goes  something  like  that:  ‘A  broken slave, makes a loyal slave.’” 

“Yes, m-Master," Jenny stammered. 

She  somehow  knew  what  the  young  master  wished  to  do  next  and  so without being told, she pressed her face into the blanket resting her weight on her  shoulders  and  bosom  as  she  reached  back  and  opened  herself  for  his pleasure. 

“Good girl. That shouldn't take long now. I'm almost done. But as one last test  after  I  finish  I  don't  want  you  to  move  until  I  order  you  to  do  so. 

Understood?” 

“Yes, Master,” Jenny whimpered and even though she dared not picture it she was sure she knew what was to follow. 

“Don't act surprised, sharmouta. Why else do you think I had you remove your tail earlier in the river? You're a smart girl. You know I would be remiss if I didn't inspect all of you. Especially given that I know what I will require of you were you to join my stable of concubines later.” 

Chapter 37

Jenny whimpered when she felt his broad head touch her most private place. 

Mercifully  he  was  slick  with  his  own  precum  and  her  natural  juices  and  so didn't abrade her too much when he slowly started pushing in. Jenny gasped slightly and instinctively felt her body trigger the flight or fight response, but the  young  Sheik  quelled  her  urge  to  escape  by  placing  one  strong  hand around her neck and another at the small of her back. 

His  iron  grip  spoke  volumes  and  her  body  understood  the  signal  and instinctively surrendered. There was no point fighting. He was merely doing his duty, teaching the willful young slave her place, testing her. 

"Shush, little sharmouta, try to breathe. Yes,” the man said, his voice low and  full  of  steely  undertones.  “I  can  tell  your  mind  does  not  accept  me  yet, but it will. I promise." 

Jenny  gasped  swallowing  her  disgust  as  she  threw  her  face  to  the  side shaking her head mutely no again. 

"You   will  like  it,  Jenny-girl,  I  I  know  your  slutty  soul  better  than  you know  it  yourself,"  the  big  man  said,  and  this  time  his  hands  washed  across her narrow back and she found it soothing somehow. 

Jenny  didn't  reply,  her  mind  was  consumed  with  the  muted  sensations coming  from  her  sensitive  bottom.  She  was  grateful  for  the  darkness  of  the growing night and the small privacy it gave her in this humiliating, shameful moment. 

Parts of Jenny’s mind still clung to her Western prudishness, considering anal sex deeply immoral and disgusting. Her distress at participating in it was

confounded  by  the  inescapable  reality  that  her  body  always  succumbed  and surrendered in the most humiliating way. She had by now given up on trying to  fight  her  own  nature  and  simply  resigned  herself  to  becoming  the  whore she was obviously destined to be. 

Jenny  realized  that  anal  sex  played  an  important  part  in  her  domination. 

At least from the viewpoint of the male participant. She had learned that the key to making it if not a pleasant, then at least a tolerable experience, was to relax her back muscles as much as possible and give the man complete and total control of her. 

So that was what she did. 

Slowly,  excruciatingly  slowly,  her  young  master  pushed  inch  after  inch into  her  snug  tightness,  until  after  what  felt  like  an  eternity  but  couldn't  be more than ten minutes, he had only managed to ensconce a good four inches of  himself  inside  her  murky  hot  depths.  Even  though  she  had  given  up already and wasn't trying to escape, she was in distress, and the Sheikh saw that. 

He  pulled  out  his  broad  member  from  her  butt  and  saw  that  it  had  lost much  of  the  shine  it  had  previously  acquired  in  her  puss.  He  gently  tapped Jenny on the hip and with a whimper she rolled onto her back. He positioned her sideways so that her pregnant belly was not in the way and she looked at him as he slowly sheathed himself into her welcoming sex. Jenny’s educated mind  still  deluded  itself  with  illusions  of  control.  She  worried  that  the master’s  penis  might  gather  up  stuff  from  her  bowel  and  inadvertently  give her  an  infection  in  her  puss.  Jenny  whimpered  softly  and  looked  away.  She was too afraid to contest his choices and so merely accepted them as the force of nature they were. 

Her love passage was as wet as ever and much to Jenny's shame she heard familiar squishy sounds from where their bodies were joint. Slowly he pulled out  and  holding  her  thigh  in  one  hand  and  cradling  a  breast  in  another  his cockhead touched her sphincter and began spearing it again. 

"Nghhh,"  Jenny  moaned  softly  wondering  if  she  would  be  able  to maintain  her  composure  now  or  she  would  again  succumb  to  her  own overpowering lust and scream as shameful climaxes inevitably came. 

Something about this different new angle made it easier and she couldn't believe  it  when  the  man’s  entire  almost  completely  black  member  soon speared  her  all  the  way.  Jenny's  hands  let  go  of  the  blanket  where  she  had

been holding on for dear life and reached up to her unmolested breast on one side,  and  the  man's  fist  where  it  lay  atop  her  milky  chest  on  the  other  side trying to prepare herself for the buffeting she knew was coming. 

"Ngghaah!" Jenny moaned again and bit her lip. 

She  knew  she  had  a  very  sensitive  back  passage.  In  fact,  Jenny  had known that pretty much all her life, realizing it almost every time she had to go to the toilet. 

But  it  wasn't  until  this  very  instant  that  a  man,  knowledgeable  of  the appropriate technique, found himself at her most forbidden gates. Something about  the  shape  and  size  of  his  penis  and  the  way  he  made  it  quiver  within her caused her to almost immediately start losing control. 

Maybe it had to do with the length of time he had worked her little pussy long and hard before but now Jenny suddenly felt her clit come alive lifting the  silver  bell  attached  to  the  ring  there.  Soft  chimes  echoed  in  the  night announcing  her  arousal  yet  again,  and  the  man  chuckled  adding  to  her enormous shame. 

“Oh  God,"  she  whimpered  blinking  away  sweat  that  was  pouring  down her  forehead.  Jenny  unconsciously  released  her  breasts  and  spread  her  arms on the blanket. Her hands clutched the material on either side of her body as she allowed her beautiful naked breasts to jiggle and bounce with the man's thrusts. 

"It's okay, sharmouta," the Sheikh soothed her in his deep even voice. "I told you you'd like it. I told you you would feel uncomfortable and hate it at first. But then you would like it. Didn't I?" 

Jenny  didn't  answer,  her  chest  and  cheeks  growing  hot  in  the  darkness. 

The Sheikh withdrew and pushed himself back, covering his almost ten proud inches of man flesh with her body. 

Jenny gasped. 

“You are loosening up, Jenny. Little by little you will start to experience my  power  and  understand  that  the  best  thing  you  can  do  for  you  and  your family is to surrender.” 

"Oh – Oh – Oh –" 

He started a rhythm all the while instructing the girl. "Surrender to your destiny. The word Islam means surrender in a spiritual sense as well. It is a shame  that  you  will  understand  its  true  meaning  in  such  shameful circumstances  for  you,  but  such  as  your  path  in  this  world.  Accept  it. 

Embrace it. Do not fight it." 

Now his hands let go of his grasp on her chest and took her by both wrists opening her chest up to him. He twisted her body so that her chest faced him while her pelvis was still twisted sideways placing her pregnant belly away. 

He  was  face  to  face  over  her,  kneeling  behind  her  half-twisted  body  as  he speared her stretched intimate alleyway. 

Jenny moaned. "Relax, sharmouta. It will be okay." 

"It's too big," Jenny whispered. 

"Shhhh. Good girl. I can feel you stretching for me. Take a deep breath," 

the  Sheikh  said  gazing  into  her  eyes.  Jenny  met  his  gaze  in  the  darkness seeing reflections of moonlight there. 

She  listened  to  his  deep  voice  and  followed  his  advice  receiving instruction  from  the  man  molesting  her,  the  man  who  wasn't  even  her husband, on how to better plunder her most shameful parts. 

Everything  about  him  and  what  he  was  doing  was  brutal  and  ugly,  but somehow  Jenny  felt  an  emotional  connection  begin  to  form  with  this  man, and she breathed with him centering herself on his lead. 

As she inhaled, he slid himself in. 

When she exhaled, he let himself be pushed out of her. They set the pace together and soon her discomfort melted away into nothingness. 

Jenny's toes clenched and unclenched while her universe became centered on the juncture where his magnificent column of manhood plunged deep into her tummy. Her cheeks blushed in the darkness, and her nostrils flared as she breathed in the perspiration evaporating from the man’s chiseled body. 

"Oh, oh," Jenny gasped, and whimpered, her voice sounding high-pitched and girlish, her face covered in sweat. 

The  tendons  in  her  neck  stood  out  in  the  moonlight,  her  breasts shimmering,  as  her  muscular  legs  strained  with  erotic  tension.  Ever  louder sounds soon began to announce their coupling. Jenny's bowel had completely relaxed  and  opened,  now  secreting  mollifying  juices  coating  her  man's extreme girth, accommodating him. 

She felt her feet and toes being tickled where they brushed up against the man's  powerful  thighs  and  shins.  Smooth  skin  meeting  animal  hide,  rolling against  one  another.  He  would  sink  in  deep,  linger,  then  withdraw  and  drag her membranes on the way out. 

Jenny heard a long, drawn-out whimper start somewhere in her chest and

gather in intensity. Perhaps it was the angle of his entry or the way her thighs rubbed against each other the way she was twisted around, but soon she felt the onset of her first ever anal climax. 

A  soft  quiffing  sound  escaped  her  body  as  Jenny  pushed  down  on  her sphincter to open herself. "Good girl, you know what to do, don't you?" 

The  big  muscular  Middle  Eastern  man  gazed  down  on  the  pale  young woman  bathed  in  moonlight.  He  wondered  if  her  nipples  had  always  been dusky like that or it was perhaps the dark-skinned baby now growing in her belly that was the reason. 

She  was  incredibly  responsive  and  very  amorous,  perhaps  the  sweetest lover  he  had  ever  claimed.  And  he  certainly  had  a  wide  experience  dating back  to  his  college  days  in  the  West  when  women  would  almost  literally throw themselves at his feet once they figured him for a rich Middle Eastern prince. 

The good old days. 

Chapter 38

The girl moaned beneath him and he chuckled. 

Not that things had turned out that bad, for him, at least. If anything, the world's misfortune had somehow propelled him into a new position of power. 

A  situation  which  the  ambitious  young  man  fully  intended  to  exploit. 

Looking down on the young American slave he suddenly wondered whether her  intellect  might  not  come  in  useful  after  all.  An  idea  started  in  his  mind just as he felt his thick seed start to boil deep in his testicles. 

But  he  wanted  her  to  be  the  first  to  succumb  and  fall  off  the  cliff  of passion.  He  knew  well  the  psychological  power  of  causing  a  woman  to climax  from  being  anally  taken.  The  shame  would  mingle  in  with  the intimacy of the act. Hopefully, he was the first to introduce her to the novel sensation. It would have a binding effect on the sensitive and impressionable young beauty. 

Jenny's  mind  flitted  back  to  the  time  when  everything  had  been  normal. 

Almost six years ago her main preoccupation had been getting enough sleep. 

Baby  Melody  insisted  on  waking  her  up  to  nurse  at  all  times  of  the  night. 

During the day Jenny’s free time would be spent on her pet project of being an  activist  in  a  movement  to  educate  young  urban  girls  to  want  more  from life than simply a husband. She would often visit the impoverished inner-city projects lecturing and giving pep talks. 

Oh  God,  how  much  had  changed!  A  shiver  that  ran  through  her  body caused the bell attached to the ring piercing her clit to chime louder. 

“Tell me, sharmouta, in the last few months have you learned anything? 

Surely you must have come to some conclusion, a smart girl like you being faced  with  such  an  impossible  situation.  You  have  my  permission  to  speak freely. I shall not whip you, even if you share offensive thoughts about your owner, or me. Just do not blaspheme.” 

Jenny felt something deep in her move to make way for the thick column of flesh taking her. 

“Yes, Master. This slave has learned that life is more important than what she thought were high morals.” 

“How so?” 

Jenny  felt  an  embarrassing  wave  of  affection  for  the  nameless  man causing  her  so  much  shameful  pleasure  in  places  she  didn't  want  to  dwell upon  consciously.  She  felt  increasingly  close  to  him,  joined  as  one  by  his thick penis fitting snugly in her murky depths. 

“When I was fresh out of school I felt I owed it to society to help young women  who  happened  to  live  in  more  oppressed  cultures  than  mine  find liberty and freedom to express themselves as they wished....” 

“But?” 

“But, now that I have become just like them, and perhaps even worse, a slave,  a  concubine,  breed  stock  to  her  Master,  I  find  there  is  liberty  in  my subjugation.” 

“How so?” The Sheikh slowed his rocking movements and leaned over to gently  caress  her  cheek  appreciating  the  way  her  brow  furrowed  when  she concentrated on thinking. 

Her  big  blue  eyes  flashed  up  at  him  and  then  immediately  demurely looked down at his chest. 

“Well, for one, I do not have to worry for much else other than satisfying my Master. To me, he is the sun, the moon, the air, my ground beneath my feet. I’m sorry if that doesn’t make sense, sir.” 

The  man  had  paused  his  vicious  plundering  and  now  seemed  to  be intently listening, absorbing her words. She could feel his proud staff where it twitched deep in her making her blush. 

"It makes sense. Continue, my precious smart little pet." 

Jenny  winced  suddenly  feeling  an  especially  strong  cramping  sensation from  deep  where  his  manhood  was  exploring  previously  untouched  parts  of her  body.  She  bit  her  lips  but  remained  silent.  Mercifully,  the  man  didn’t move, and so she pressed on. 

“I have all the freedom to enjoy the simple beauties of life such as my....” 

she suddenly blushed, “...and...” Jenny felt her cheeks burning up. 

He chuckled seeing her embarrassment, and she smiled for the first time. 

The irony of feeling ashamed to speak about her most intimate feelings while at  the  same  time  she  was  already  being  taken  in  the  most  intimate  possible way was not lost on the smart young slave. It felt like an invasion of her very mind.  Much  more  personal  than  even  what  his  penis  was  doing  down between  her  legs.  She  cleared  her  throat,  her  eyes  wavering  for  a  couple  of seconds away from his in embarrassment. Then she looked up again. 

“Enjoying  my  body,  Sir.  I  have  learned  to  love  sex,”  she  finally  blurted out. 

“Good girl,” he said and kissed her on the mouth. 

Jenny  took  the  kiss  in  stride  and  now  really  looked  up  at  him,  “I  have been lucky, I suppose.” 

“Yes, you have, my precious child,” he said. “And I'm happy to say your luck  has  not  run  out.  I  will  also  take  good  care  of  you  when  you  join  my household next.” He kissed her deeply, and she lost herself in it. 

Jenny closed her eyes and felt him in her body, every slight movement of his  proud  prick,  every  heartbeat  of  his  blood-engorged  muscle,  causing  her sensations  that  melted  her  soul.  They  continued  kissing  passionately,  his hands  holding,  fondling,  expertly  touching  her  sensitive  breasts.  When  he pressed  his  fingers  down  on  her  pierced  nipples,  pressing  the  metal  of  her studs into her  flesh – deep  and painfully, she  climaxed almost  immediately. 

Her mind seized, her body convulsed as if being shocked by powerful electric currents while her pussy pulsated like a second heart seeking and not finding fulfillment for its master was busy plundering himself another valley into the precious concubine’s body. 

She  held  onto  his  muscular  shoulders  and  buried  her  head  in  his  chest, clinging tightly to her new master as she slowly floated back down to earth. 

“Thank  you,  Master,”  she  mewled  like  a  kitten.  He  kissed  her  on  the forehead and then the nose, and they spent the next few minutes of a relaxing silence with him simply caressing her face, and Jenny leaned her head against his shoulder. 

His hands caressed her leaving not a square inch untouched, "I love your curves. Perhaps I will keep you constantly pregnant. That way you're not only of benefit to humanity but also prettiest." 

He pulled out and turned her to face him pushing one thick muscled leg between her thighs as he reached up and again caressed her flushed face. She watched him gaze at her. He couldn’t get enough of her beauty it seemed, and she  giggled.  He  watched  the  girl,  eyes  wide,  frightened  like  a  wild  animal from the experience she had just been put through. Her hands were clenched in tiny white fists at her sides. 

Breathless. Defenseless. His. 

He  didn’t  say  a  thing,  but  she  knew  what  was  expected.  After  a  while, having regained a measure of composure, without being told, Jenny politely moved back and then scooted down covering his body with kisses as she let her lips find their way to between his legs. 

She  did  her  duty  using  her  tongue  and  lips  to  diligently  lap  and  lick  the skin of the proud column of flesh clean. She didn’t hesitate to lift his cock to the side and press her face in deep reaching for spots obscured by hairs and muscle. Helpfully, the man lifted his knees up and brought them back as far as he could to his chest. Jenny’s mind was pure submission as she kissed at his brown star there lapping and laving it until all she could taste was her own saliva. 

Once  done,  he  motioned  her  to  the  lake,  and  she  dutifully  went  to  rinse out her mouth in the cold ice-water that she gathered up in the palms of her hands  and  used  to  wash  her  face  then.  All  the  while  Jenny  felt  long  wet strings of her master’s gift slide down her thighs. Goosebumps from the cold ice-melt  covered  her  flesh  by  the  time  she  was  done.  She  came  back,  knelt and then cuddled up against the man whose presence she still felt in her sore behind. 

They lay like that for a long while, him gazing up at the stars, while she thought about what he had said. 

Chapter 39

She was lying curled alongside him. He had told her to put one arm lovingly around  his  thick  neck  and  to  periodically  reach  over  and  gently  lick  at  his sweaty  neck  and  beard  and  face  like  an  adoring  little  puppy  all  the  while flashing her eyes submissively up at him in the twilight of the starry night. 

To  her  own  amazement,  Jenny  found  these  gestures  were  easy  and seemed  natural  to  her.  She  was  paying  homage  to  the  man  who  right  now could do with her as he pleased. With her other hand, she was gently fondling his relaxed manhood, her fingers tentatively exploring all along his length but also  wondering  down  lower  to  fondle  and  caress  his  balls  that  even  now  –

empty of his gift, still felt heavy in her small hands. Now and then she would bring  that  hand  up  to  her  face  and  lick  her  fingers  making  soft  whimpering sounds before resuming her caresses with her wet palm. 

“Uhm, Master, may I ask you a question?” Jenny stammered unsure if she was  permitted  to  speak.  Her  voice  was  soft,  her  breath  like  a  cool  breeze against his chest. 

“Yes, Jenny.” It was the first time he called her by her name and not any one of the myriad denigrating terms he usually used and she instinctively felt the need to kiss his chiseled chest in gratitude. 

“Master, what will happen with me when I grow old, Sir? What when I'm too old to bear kids? Am I going to be ki-" 

He  interrupted  her  brusquely  “No!  Not  if  I  have  anything  to  do  with  it. 

Even after your menopause your experience as one of the few fertile mothers, a mother to Kings, will be beyond compare. You know the world as it used to

be  before  and  as  it  is  now.  You  will  have  so  much  to  teach  your  daughters and maybe even your sons.” 

“Thank you, Master,” Jenny said simply, and the Sheikh decided that for now, at least, it would be an insult to God if he were to reduce her intellect. 

Her smarts and passion seemed to be one and the same. 

He ruffled her hair and held her tighter. He made her face him. 

He  looked  her  straight  in  the  eyes  holding  her  chin  in  his  big  hand  thus immobilizing  her  face.  It  was  like  she  was  staring  up  at  the  giant  head  of  a statue mercilessly gaping down on her. 

“You  do  realize  that  as  a  result  of  the  epidemic  and  that  you  are  one  of the  very  few  who  can  still  have  kids,  you  will  be  kept  pregnant  constantly. 

They will probably use new medications to delay your menopause. You will be birthing babies for your masters until your very last breath." 

His deep voice was booming, and she felt like it came from all sides. 

She nodded meekly in response. “Yes, Master. I know.” 

JENNY FOUND herself slowly relax into this man's embrace. Here she was thousands  of  miles  away  from  home  with  yet  another  man  intent  on mastering her, claiming her, training her, possibly even altering her body and her  mind,  and  she  was  aroused!  What  was  a  girl  to  do  if  her  body  simply couldn't  resist  a  true  man’s  animalistic  scent  and  carnivorous  tendencies?  A real man if there ever was one. 

“Master?” 

“Yes, sweetie.” 

“This slave thinks she wants you to break her, sir.” 

“What  do  you  mean,  sharmouta?”  Jenny  snuggled  tighter  into  the  warm skin of his broad thickly muscled chest. 

“This  slave,”  she  said  again  her  voice  weak  with  emotions  she  knew nothing about, "wants you to break her so she can become a loyal pet for you, sir." 

PART IV

Surprise Delivery. 

Chapter 40

It was finally time. Her due date had passed, or so Jenny was told. She didn't know  for  certain  because  with  every  passing  day  the  conservatism  of  the palace and Sultan's household staff seemed to get more and more entrenched. 

For  the  last  couple  of  weeks,  she  had  even  been  forbidden  from  seeing  her husband  or  any  other  male  staff.  Even  the  bodyguards  had  been  withdrawn from her immediate entourage. 

This only made her miss her master that much more. And given how busy his  Majesty  the  Sultan  was  running  the  country,  Jenny  was  starting  to  feel like  in  a  veritable  prison.  The  two  doting  handmaidens  spoke  precious  little English  and  mainly  occupied  themselves  with  Jenny's  toilet  and  day-to-day health. Mercifully the ban on male staff had the silver lining of also removing the  gnomish  doctor  who  had  been  a  source  of  endless  torments  during  the initial stages of her pregnancy from her presence. 

Jenny was more than a little surprised to discover how much she missed male companionship in her life now that it was suddenly being denied her. 

Perhaps it had to do with the endless oppressing heat of the late summer which  seemed  to  ensconce  every  single  object  like  a  duvet  from  hell.  It reminded her of that wonderful night she had spent with the young Sheik by the  cold  river  running  through  the  forest.  Thinking  of  that  purely  physical animalistic  connection,  they  had  shared  that  night  inevitably  caused  her  to blush in the desire for the anonymous visitor. 

Jenny discovered she almost couldn't wait to deliver the baby just so that she  could  be  with  him  again.  Did  that  make  her  a  terrible  person,  she

wondered? 

But who was to judge her? Hadn't she tried her best to save them all – her baby, her husband even? It was fate that had brought her here into that state of wanton lust because of her best intentions. 

Sometimes,  especially  when  the  heat  and  the  kicking  baby  and  the screams  she  could  sometimes  hear  from  the  depth  of  the  palace  dungeons made it impossible to sleep, Jenny discovered she could cast her mind back to the  safe  feeling  she  had  experienced  in  the  powerful  arms  of  the  nameless Arab  Sheikh.  In  her  memory,  she  could  summon  back  his  taste,  and  she would reminisce of his masculine scent, the feel of his testicles, the hardness of his body against her soft flesh. It imbued her with a sense of security and hope. 

AS  FAR  AS  she  could  understand  from  the  pidgin  English  of  the  aging handmaidens the problem was that they had no way to medically induce her delivery.  Something  that  would  have  been  a  routine  procedure  mere  years ago before the pandemic was now tantamount to rocket science. If the baby didn’t  want  to  arrive,  it  simply  wouldn’t,  and  that  was  it.  Everyone  had  to wait. 

The entire situation was ironic for many reasons not least because Jenny was  perhaps  one  of  only  a  handful  of  women  who  could  actually  use  the medication anyway. Most of the female population had been rendered unable to have children by the virus that had struck a few years ago. Also, she was pregnant  with  the  baby  of  the  most  powerful  man  for  hundreds  of  miles around. And yet… There seemingly was nothing to be done. 

But apparently there was a traditional procedure for women whose babies were late. Apparently, there was a tradition for everything concerning her life now thought Jenny with chagrin. First, she was taken into the bowels of the building,  the  dungeons  from  where  she  used  to  hear  the  screams  of  the political prisoners these past months during which her master had been busy putting down civil unrest in his territories. 

Now  the  palace  dungeons  were  empty  but  not  less  scary  for  that.  Once downstairs, they gave the pregnant young woman a bucket and a rag telling her  that  ancient  Scripture  proscribed  a  woman  had  to  wash  and  clean  the room where she was to rest. 

Only then they would tell her the next step. 

As  she  went  about  her  chore  Jenny  couldn't  help  noticing  a  strange-looking chair in the middle of the room. It had no seat -- really just a place where  she  assumed  somebody  could  squat  and  grab  hold  of  the  iron  bar hanging  directly  above  it  from  the  ceiling.  She  shuddered  to  think  of  the chair’s function. 

When  the  stone-floor  cell  was  clean,  the  big  heavy  metal  door  opened with  a  painful  screeching  sound,  and  a  very  old  man  with  a  long  grizzled white  beard  walked  in.  Wordlessly  he  took  the  bucket  and  rag  and  left  to hand them over to somebody at the door. 

Jenny instinctively tried to cover her nakedness with her hands, she was in the presence of a man who was not her master or her husband or even her future master, but somehow his demeanor indicated he was not interested in her sexually. When he spoke, it shocked her how perfect his English was. 

“Tonight you sleep alone here. Perhaps feeling the discomfort of the hard floor of the cell and sensing its history will suffice. Perhaps the Scriptures are correct,”  he  said,  “perhaps  spending  the  night  in  the  cell  like  a  common prisoner, dreaming dreams caused by the discomfort of the floor, will awaken the young Master sleeping in your belly and cause him to come out without further question. If not –“ the man clicked his tongue and shook his head. 

Before  Jenny's  mind  exploded  with  a  million  questions  and  before  she had any time to ask even one the man left and the door shut behind him with an ominous clang. 

Her breasts had not been milked for some time now and were heavy and tense.  So  was  her  bladder  and  she  was  thirsty!  The  floor  was  cold, uncomfortable  and  humid.  From  the  single  flickering  light  bulb  hanging precariously  high  up  in  the  ceiling  she  saw  it  was  hard  stone,  the  bedrock foundations upon which the mountain fortress was built. Jenny ran up to the door  and  slammed  her  fists  at  its  implacable  cold  metal  surface.  The  door didn’t even shake. 

Her shouts echoed long after she gave up on any further protest. 

Then, in the solitude of her cell, Jenny started to cry. She had never felt so alone in her life. Not even when she was living with Mister Inoukoue, the warlord who had captured her and kept her up in the mountains of the Congo, had  she  felt  so  helpless.  Now  she  was  assaulted  by  feelings  of  guilt  and responsibility.  How  was  she  expected  to  bring  into  this  world  a  child  sired

not  through  love,  as  Melody  had  been,  but  through  expedience  of circumstance and maybe, only maybe, lust? What if the Sultan had suddenly decided he didn’t want the baby? Or her? 

Jenny cried for all the things she wanted and knew could never have. A loving  husband,  a  comfortable  bed,  a  sanitary  environment  with  a  doting midwife and a team of expert physicians. Here she was at the mercy of half-crazed religious zealots whose knowledge of female anatomy extended only so  far  as  the  despicable  sexual  acts  they  had  inflicted  on  her,  and  hardly more. 

Jenny cried for her husband who had abandoned her, if not in body, then in spirit, she cried for a world that had vanished seemingly overnight. 

When she was done crying, Jenny fell asleep. 

Chapter 41

She woke up with powerful pain lancing through her abdomen. 

At first, Jenny thought it was her back. The cold flagstones of the damp dungeon hurt so much she thought she could account for pretty much every minute  she  had  tried  to  sleep.  Instead,  she  had  tossed  and  turned,  searching for  a  better  place.  She  tried  to  curl  up  by  where  two  walls  met  in  a  damp corner, but it turned out to be too cold and moist, and soon she crawled all the way  to  the  center  of  the  cell  where  shivering  in  a  ball  she  attempted  to  fall back asleep. 

"Auughhh!" The pain lanced straight through her center and she realized with a start what it was. 

Contractions! The baby was coming! 

She tried to stand and almost made it, but the pain came again, and this time she almost fell. "Help!" 

Her  voice  was  too  weak,  she  barely  heard  it  herself.  "Help!"  She  forced herself  to  scream  this  time  and  again:  "Help!"  She  looked  up  at  the  ceiling, but all she could see were roaches moving this way and that. 

 What,  no  CCTV  cameras?   Had  she  found  the  last  place  in  the  infernal fortress  not  covered  by  her  master's  security  eye  in  the  sky  network?  Of course, the irony! 

"Help!  The  baby!"  Somewhere  far,  on  the  other  side  of  the  door,  she thought  she  heard  steps.  "It's  coming!  It  worked!  Your  damn  cell  worked! 

Come!!!” she screamed. 

They burst into the room – the nannies followed by mistress Aisha of all

people!  For  a  pain-free  moment,  Jenny  was  amused  by  the  presence  of  her master's  wife.  She  was  the  last  person  Jenny  would  have  envisaged midwifeing, but desperate times and all…

“Come, child,” the nannies grabbed her by the arms and with strength that didn't  seem  to  correspond  to  their  outwardly  frail  physique  forced  her  up from the cold stone floor until she was on her feet. Her knees were wobbly, her feet weak, she found it hard to focus. 

“I want my Master,” she stammered. “Where is the Sultan?” 

“Shush now, child,” the steely voice of his wife. 

And then she saw it – the infernal woman was actually carrying a whip in her right hand! Mistress Aisha unfolded it now and positioned herself behind Jenny. 

“You have to do what your attendants tell you, child.” Jenny could hear the whip dragging along the stone floor. 

“But, but I need a doctor. Someone, anyone, who knows what to do if the baby needs help.” 

“Come on, child,” one of the elderly nannies said, both of them dragging her  towards  the  door.  The  mistress  whooshed  the  whip  menacingly  through the air:  Flick flick flick. 

Mistress Aisha chuckled, “If the baby needs help, that's why I'm here.” 

“Stupid bitch!” Jenny hissed and then she bit her tongue as a quick series of  contractions  ripped  her  universe  apart  and  she  forgot  all  about  the dominatrix and her bullwhip. 

The three women pulled, and pushed, and talked her out of the room, and then  down  the  cobblestones  of  the  subterranean  corridor,  up  the  staircase, every  step  of  which  caused  her  muscles  to  spasm  hinting  at  the  pains  of childbirth she would soon be experiencing. They finally made it to the ground floor. 

The  palace  was  empty  or  appeared  to  be.  All  soldiers,  servants,  and bodyguards had been ushered away. 

Except  for  the  three  women  and  herself,  no  one  was  to  be  found  inside. 

Not even her master's body-servants. 

They kept on dragging her away from the main rooms of the ground floor and  at  first  Jenny  was  too  overwhelmed  by  her  pains  to  notice  until  they stepped out in the open courtyard. It was here that everyone had assembled! 

A crowd! A hush fell over it as they stepped outside. 

The  sun  was  just  rising  somewhere  out  in  the  east,  but  the  sky  was  that dirty gray it got before starting to rain. It wasn’t cold. Jenny’s mind was too overwhelmed  to  dwell  upon  the  people  around  her  and  so  she  meekly accepted  Mistress  Aisha’s  commands  and  padded  along  barefoot  across  the wet cobblestones. The first drops of rain started falling. 

MAYBE  IF  IT  IS  A  GIRL,    we  should  name  her  Rain. She decided she liked that idea and wondered why nobody had asked her about baby names yet. 

Chapter 42

The  courtyard  of  the  palace  was  enclosed  from  all  sides  with  walls  which seemed to stand mute guard like statues of Goliath encircling them. Suddenly Jenny  felt  the  need  to  see  the  sky.  She  looked  up.  It  was  raining  a  gentle drizzle and she allowed herself to be marched forward as she closed her eyes and smiled at the heavens. 

Everything was moving along nicely, she decided. Soon the baby would come, and she would proudly present it to its father, her master the Sultan. 

The raindrops were warm as they fell across her face brushing away the grime and sweat of the dungeons, pouring back into her hair, trickling along her skin, shimmering where they ran around her body piercings. 

Jenny looked at the sky and found herself wondering:  Why the whip?  Yes, mistress  Aisha  was  a  consummate  bitch  and  all,  but  still...  And  why  hadn’t she used it yet? 

Was it just to mess with her? Jenny found herself getting slightly furious and then remembered to check her emotions. 

 Slaves  have  no  emotions,  other  than  love  and  adoration  for  the  masters they are told to serve. 

 But why are they marching me into the courtyard? 

Surely, they could have set up one of the myriad rooms within the palatial fortress  and  made  it  into  a  delivery  suite  for  the  baby.  It  would  have  been closer, and they wouldn't have had to traipse through the yard…

Speaking of which… Jenny looked away from the sky and what she saw made  her  lose  her  footing.  She  would  have  fallen  if  it  weren’t  for  the  rapid

and  astute  Mistress  who  had  apparently  expected  her  reaction  and  swiftly grabbed hold of her armpit steadying her. 

 The scaffold! 

And on it – the same way she remembered him in those most lurid of her recollections,  the  ones  she  was  desperately  trying  to  convince  herself  were only nightmares, Jenny saw the naked glistening oiled body of the one-eyed and castrated towering giant that was the blacksmith. 

Jenny's world started  spinning exactly when  her feet gave  away, but the nannies  were  ready,  however,  and  half  lifted  her  by  the  arms  and  kept  on moving her forward. 

“Little  slut  will  not  try  and  chicken  out  at  the  very  end,"  hissed  the merciless dominatrix. Somewhere far away in the mists of her subconscious Jenny thought she heard the whistling sound of the whip and then the sharp report as it struck flesh. 

 Pain! 

Electric  pain  unlike  anything  other  than  hell  itself  blossomed  across  the young pregnant slave’s back. 

Urine trickled down Jenny’s thigh, but no one paid it any heed. 

WITH  PRACTICED  MOTIONS,  the  expert  mistress  targeted  the  narrow waist  and  buttocks  of  the  slave  carefully  avoiding  the  two  women  holding Jenny on either side. They carried her up towards the scaffold placed atop the wooden stage where the blacksmith waited. 

He  was  smiling.  His  one  eye  stared  unblinking  and  thirsty  at  the  young girl  being  brought  to  him,  and  Jenny  saw  him  swallow  like  a  wolf  about  to devour the tastiest lamb. 

Once up on the stage, Jenny was walked over to him. Her eyes acquired that  dear-in-the-headlights  look  as  she  quivered  before  his  towering  naked muscle-covered body. Jenny started crying openly now. What had only been mixed  anticipation  of  the  bittersweet  pains  of  new  motherhood  had completely vanished to be replaced by sheer and utter terror. 

Jenny  knew  that  every  time  she  was  brought  into  the  presence  of  this creature  of  Hades,  all  she  could  remember  afterward  were  the  agony,  pain, and humiliation he left her with. 

Jenny  was  dimly  aware  of  the  wet  feeling  of  blood  trickling  down  her

back where her mistress's whip had slashed the skin clean through. She even forgot  about  the  contractions  which  had  inexplicably  abated  and  almost stopped  completely  as  if  scared  to  compete  for  her  attention  with  the  man before  her.  It  was  like  he  embodied  all  the  agony  she  could  ever  feel,  and every other source of pain timidly shied away. 

Even mistress Aisha had stayed back and not dared climb the stage. Now, the nannies quickly scurried away having let go of her arms, and soon it was just  Jenny  kneeling,  gaping  up  at  the  feet  of  the  giant,  and  the  frame  where she knew she was to be mounted. 

Without so much as a word, the man simply nodded his head over in the direction of the wooden structure, and Jenny understood. She almost slipped but having marshaled her strength, she finally stood again and on wobbly feet willed herself over to the wooden frame, turned and faced him. 

Then  she  reached  up  and  grabbed  hold  of  the  horizontal  bar  running above her head. It was similar in many ways to the structure to which she had been  tied  almost  nine  months  ago  when  she  had  been  whipped  publicly before the entire nation for perceived transgressions against her master. 

Jenny wasn't sure of her sins. 

Or her sentence. 

But  she  knew  she  had  no  choice  but  to  face  the  punishment  her  master had deemed she deserved. First, however, she had to be securely attached to the frame. That, as it happened, was the first of the blacksmith’s jobs today. 

“I forgive you,” she whispered when he was close enough to hear. In his eyes,  she  saw  he  understood  and  he  nodded  even  as  his  hand  shot  out  and sharply slapped her across the face. 

She never wavered her eyes from his. “Thank you, Sir.” He nodded again. 

Respect was established between executioner and victim. 

Now  all  that  was  needed  was  an  audience.  In  her  long  months  with  the Sultan, Jenny had learned how much her master loved theater and had a sense for the dramatic. In another lifetime the Sultan might have become a talented movie director but in this, he was a dictator and her owner, and she was going to be his subject. 

“Please,  Sir,  be  gentle  with  the  baby,  it  belongs  to  the  Sultan,  sir,”  she said  trying  to  imbue  her  voice  with  all  the  steel  she  could  muster.  The  man nodded and ran a callused hand along her abdomen leaving goosebumps in its wake. 

Chapter 43

Jenny  attempted  to  reawaken  the  rational  part  of  her  brain  as  she  tried  to divine what was happening. Was all this an elaborate ritual of some sort? Yet another of her master’s antiquated ceremonies? But why the whip? And why the  frame?  And  then  she  saw,  out  in  the  courtyard  straight  in  front  of  the stage, chairs had been placed under a large awning. Men were filing in, all of them  dressed  in  traditional  garb,  they  seemed  to  be  religious  figures  and dignitaries. 

 Witnesses. 

 So much for privacy. 

She was going to give birth to the next ruler of the Sultanate. These were the  men  who  were  going  to  vouch  that  the  baby  born  today  was  indeed  her master’s offspring. Jenny couldn’t help but smile. 

For  a  terrible  moment,  she  had  entertained  the  awful  possibility  that something  had  gone  terribly  wrong,  a  palace  coup  perhaps.  And  she  was about to be tortured to death. 

The  gathering  men  some  of  whom  she  recognized  –  ministers  and generals she had seen in her owner’s company many times before, dispelled any such notions. It was all an elaborate stage play. 

Jenny chastised her smile away. It was important to stay the part and keep up pretenses. 

Some men were bearded, others not. Jenny permitted herself the freedom to peruse her audience. As a slave, she knew it was frowned upon to look her master  in  the  eyes.  But  now  that  she  was  mounted  and  set  atop  a  stage,  the

centerpiece  of  a  performance,  she  felt  they  owed  her  at  least  that  much,  the pleasure to satisfy her curiosity to see who it was that had come to watch her give birth to her second child. 

The first born in captivity. It occurred to Jenny that she had never thought to  ask:  Would  it  be  a  slave,  or  would  it  grow  to  be  free?  Would  it  make  a difference if it was a girl? 

She still didn't know if it was to be a boy or a girl. His father, the Sultan, was convinced it was going to be a boy, while she hated to imagine his wrath and disappointment if it turned out otherwise. 

Men were politely talking with each other, a soft murmur permeating the audience, not unlike the opening day at a Broadway play. 

Only  that  it  was  raining,  and  they  were  outside,  and  she  was  wet  and naked, and they were covered and clothed; she was pregnant and young, and they were old and men. 

Apparently,  the  injunction  against  men  seeing  her,  or  being  with  her seemed  to  no  longer  hold  sway.  Perhaps,  she  thought,  because  it  was  mere minutes before she ceased to be a mere concubine and became The Mother to the Crown Prince. Had she had the energy she would have chuckled. 

"Unghh!  Ahhh!"  The  contractions  resumed,  and  suddenly  she  felt  the need to push. She took a deep breath and breathed out through clenched teeth. 

Her  body  seemed  to  know  that  her  nemesis,  the  blacksmith  had  taken  a couple  of  steps  back  and  was  keeping  to  himself  at  the  corner  of  the  stage, showing deference to the gathered multitude of senior officials. Some of the men had noticed her tribulation and had interrupted their conversations. They were pointing their long bony fingers at her, laughing politely. She blushed to wonder what it was they were talking about. 

Off  to  the  side,  Jenny  noticed  a  couple  of  younger  men  taking  money from a few others and writing down something in little notepads. They were taking bets, she realized! 

 Are  they  wagering  whether  it  will  be  a  boy  or  a  girl?  Or  perhaps  how long it will take me to deliver? Or, if I will need medical assistance? 

Perhaps all of the above, Jenny decided seeing the men scratch their chins pensively. 

Then Jenny saw Ben! 

 My husband is here! 

Right in the center of the first row of seats, on either side of him were two

enormous, heavily – muscled men that dwarfed him and made him look like a schoolboy. She wasn't sure when he had arrived, but now that he was here, he appeared so out of place, it made her feel sorry for him. 

They had brought her husband to witness his wife giving birth to another man's child! 

 Oh God, the Sultan, and his twisted little perversions. 

But  then  she  thought  back  to  how  Ben  enjoyed  spending  nights  in  the chambers of mistress Aisha and she wondered if, perhaps, he might be having fun after all? By now Jenny was quite certain that her husband had somehow integrated  the  helplessness  of  their  situation  and  was  truly  getting  off  on being humiliated. Her eyes drifted down to check, but she could see no tent in his  pants.  Jenny  closed  her  eyes  and  reprimanded  herself  silently.  She reminded herself he was probably wearing his cock cage. It was something he had  been  made  to  wear  night  and  day  except  when  in  the  presence  of  the mistress. 

 Poor man. 

The rain was gathering in strength, and now she found it difficult to see. 

A small part of her was proud that all these important men had come so early in  the  day  to  witness  her  giving  birth.  "Agghh!  Oh!"  The  contractions  were coming  with  fewer  and  fewer  breaks  in  between  now.  The  baby  was  on  its way. 

Chapter 44

Ben’s was the only blond head in the crowd of men. He stuck out like a sore thumb.  She  admired  his  attempt  to  maintain  some  sort  of  composure  as  he chatted politely with the people on either side ignoring her as best he could. It couldn’t be easy she suspected to make small talk while the mother of your child was about to birth a little bastard up on stage. 

His  demeanor  made  Jenny  wonder  if  there  was  perhaps  something bothering  Ben  deeply?  Of  course,  how  couldn’t  there  be?  Still  though,  his furtive  glances  this  way  and  that,  and  his  furrowed  forehead  every  time  he looked  over  at  her,  made  her  wonder  whether  there  wasn't  something  else other than the shame and humiliation of her act on stage. 

Jenny  found  herself  wanting  to  hug  him  and  kiss  him  and  tell  him everything would be okay. The Sultan loved her, she knew it in the depth of her  heart!  In  his  own  strange  way,  her  master  would  do  anything  to  protect her,  and  that  also  meant  that  Melody  and  Ben  had  nothing  to  worry  about either. Oh, silly Ben! Too bad he hadn't found it possible to spend some time with her these last couple of months. 

Not since that last time they had made love. Was it almost one year ago now? Jenny found herself trying to remember the exact date. 

Then  she  remembered  it  was  exactly  the  night  after  the  strange  Sheikh had done his thing on her body to excite her, and according to him increase her  fertility.  She  had  been  so  horny,  it  made  her  blush  even  now  as  she recalled the memories. Ben had just showered and was about to put the cage back on when she had basically jumped him. 

Jenny couldn’t even remember if he had been able to penetrate her at least a couple of times before he had pulled out and sprayed most of his puny jizz over  her  belly.  His  little  prick  had  barely  registered  and  he  had  cum  almost immediately,  leaving  her  so  desperate  for  more.  Now  she  found  herself wondering if some of it hadn't actually entered her body before he had pulled himself out. 

Ben  had  been  furious.  He  had  chastised  her,  scolded  her,  warning  her about  the  terrible  consequences  if  the  Sultan  learned  they  were  having  fun without his permission. 

Jenny  had  scoffed.  She  knew  her  master  wouldn’t  feel  threatened.  How could  he?  The  Sultan  was  so  much  more  powerful  than  her  puny  little husband who was so afraid of his shadow that he even felt guilt for making love to his own wife without permission from his overlord. 

Now  looking  down  from  the  stage,  pregnant  with  the  Sultan’s  child, Jenny realized it had been nine long months since they had last been together, and  she  actually  missed  Ben’s  tender,  caring  love.  It  was  so  very  different from the powerful claiming everyone else subjected her to. 

Then,  silence  befell  the  stage,  and  at  first,  it  took  Jenny  a  few  minutes until she realized the blacksmith had come back to stand by her side again. 

 Oh  no,  no,  no,  no!  She  shook  her  head  vehemently,  unsure  if  she  was allowed to speak. She felt his enormous hands on her head cupping her face, her neck from behind. She felt his smell envelop her from all sides. 

The  rain  had  stopped,  but  now  her  eyes  were  wet  with  tears  as  she helplessly looked at the audience. The men were passing trays of peanuts and Turkish appetizers, sharing them with each other, drinking tea. But otherwise their  attention  was  riveted  on  her,  and  whatever  this  monster  behind  her splayed body was about to do. 

Jenny's contractions were coming about thirty minutes apart now and she started  praying  silently  to  God  to  accelerate  things  before  this  monster  did something terrible. She could never understand why it was that her master so blithely gave this glorified eunuch access to her body. 

He  certainly  never  permitted  anyone  else  access  to  her.  Other  than  the Sheikh to whom the Sultan owed a life debt and who she had to placate with her body in return for money and military help, no one else had been allowed to  touch  her.  Not  even  Ben.  In  contrast,  this  man  seemed  to  offer  precious little  other  than  mere  ugliness  and  monstrous  strength  which  stood  in  such

terrible distinction to her own attributes. 

Jenny  shivered  when  she  thought  back  to  how  the  blacksmith  had plundered  her  all  those  months  ago  when  he  had  first  acted  on  the  Sultan's instructions  and  had  pierced  her  nipples  with  flaming  hot  needles  and  then plunged  his  crooked  penis  deep  in  her  body.  Even  though  castrated,  he seemed to have no problem achieving an erection, and she reasoned that his prostate  had  probably  been  well-formed  as  had  the  rest  of  his  body  by  the time his testicles had been removed, whenever that had happened in the past. 

Ashamed,  Jenny  could  not  meet  the  eyes  of  the  gathered  men. 

Overwhelmed  by  the  occasion  and  the  sense  of  deep  shame  at  having  to display herself for all important men to gaze upon as she delivered her baby, Jenny closed her eyes. 

She  opened  them  again,  and  she  felt  the  blacksmith  stepped  up  behind her. 

He reached down and put his hand between her legs. She felt his fingers move over her pussy from behind, stopping at her troubled entrance to insert a finger. She was wet, and she could hear it when he pushed two thick fingers deep inside. His movements were gentle enough but what they presaged was ominous. 

With his other hand, the blacksmith held her by the neck gently pressing at its nape so that she bowed her shoulders forward as if in deference to the gathered audience of men. 

Jenny tried to escape the fingers by straightening her legs and standing all the way up on the armrests of the birthing chair. But the fingers never left her precious  place,  and  with  an  exasperated  sigh,  she  surrendered  to  her  fate. 

Jenny squatted back down again, her face flaming red with embarrassment as she  could  clearly  picture  the  obscene  image  of  a  white  pregnant  slave humping the fingers of an anonymous stranger. She had inadvertently created the terrible display herself on the stage for all to see. Her ears were ringing as she felt the two fingers withdraw and then return as three. 

Jenny's thighs shimmered as the blacksmith started fingering her with no mercy. Soon the loud squelching sounds became so overpowering that Jenny was  sure  she  could  hear  them  echoing  back  at  her  from  the  walls  of  the courtyard. The blacksmith curled his fingers in her quim pressing up against her G spot from behind. He was immediately rewarded with a girlish scream presaging the oncoming climax of the slave. Immediately, he pulled his hand

away, and Jenny moaned piteously. 

Then she heard a loud scraping sound. When she turned her head to look, she  saw  the  blacksmith  was  dragging  over  the  chair  she  had  seen  in  the dungeons. He placed it under her and then helped hoist her up until she was suspended by her arms holding onto the horizontal bar while her feet sat upon the padded sides of the bizarre-looking chair. 

Next, he came and placed a basket underneath her widely splayed thighs, and Jenny shuddered to realize what it was meant to contain. 

The  blacksmith  next  took  a  couple  of  steps  back  allowing  the  crowd  to appreciate the display she had become. Jenny thought of art exhibits she had seen ten years before when, as a teenager, her dad had taken her on a tour of museums  in  New  York  City.  There  one  of  the  exhibits  that  had  most impressed  her  had  been  a  scantily  clad  lady  who  she  later  learned  was  the artist. She was standing seminude in a room surrounded by spectators while a man, at the time she had thought it was her husband, was making her assume poses that she was then to hold for many minutes at a time. 

It had been called Living Art. 

Now  she  was  it,  and  those  heartless  men  who  gazed  upon  her  face devouring, feeding on her emotions, were the spectators. 

Chapter 45

Up  above  her  head  where  her  fists  held  the  horizontal  bar,  her  knuckles turned white. Jenny's feet hurt badly where her ankles were fastened to straps on either side of the wide armrests of the birthing chair. She whimpered and squirmed  uncomfortably.  Her  long  slim  legs  were  spread  invitingly  as  she crouched up and down exercising the lovely muscles of her thighs. Her head was lifted proudly by the heavy iron collar. Her perfect mons glistened with the sweat of her exertions, and her labia shone brightly for the delight of the crowd. Jenny's toes were clinging precariously to the chair. 

If  she  hadn't  been  tied  down  by  the  leash  holding  her  neck,  she  would have lost her balance and fallen forward. His fingers flicked her a couple of times and then pulled out and moved up to her anus. She felt him rub around the rim of her butt coaxing her muscle to relax. Her flange had been removed before they had sent her down into the cell the night before and by now her sphincter had started learning to close again. But its attempts were thwarted when he pushed himself into the knuckle and then turning his finger around caused  her  muscle  to  relax  according  to  his  will.  Then  he  could  move  his digit even deeper. 

Everybody  heard  the  little  yelp  from  her,  and  they  all  saw  her  start  to whimper softly. Jenny hated the presence of this man's finger in her rectum. It felt so large and undesired. Something foreign, beastly, as he moved around as if he owned her and then he twisted as if searching for something. When he  found  the  nerve  ending  Jenny  realized  the  man  knew  more  about  her anatomy than even she did herself. 

“AIIIIE!” – bam a contraction from hell, more powerful than anything she had experienced before. 

Jenny screamed one continuous, ear-piercing wail that made her shudder and she almost fainted. When she opened her bleary eyes again she saw many of the men were frowning in disgust and suddenly she felt very embarrassed at her own weakness. 

The blacksmith grunted something and she sensed him move away. When he  returned,  he  stood  in  front  of  her  holding  a  foot-long  thick  leather  taws. 

She  squealed,  but  he  lifted  a  finger  to  his  lips  indicating  he  wanted  her silence. 

He lifted his hand and without further ado brought it down straight atop her left breast. 

The scream echoed in her mind, but miraculously Jenny held her agony to herself.  This  time  when  she  looked  she  saw  many  of  the  men  nodding  in approval.  She  felt  a  smidgen  of  pride  warm  her  beleaguered  soul.  They wanted her to be silent through her misery. 

She would try. 

Ungh!  Ahhh!  A  cascade  of  two,  no,  three  sharp  contractions.  Suddenly she realized her water still hadn't broken.  Oh God how much longer was that going to last? 

JENNY LOOKED  around  the  now  crowded  courtyard  and  realized  that  the Sultan had still not made an appearance. Then she saw it – the blinking red light of a solitary video camera perched on a tripod off to the side. 

 He was observing the proceedings remotely. 

The  heartless  man  didn't  dare  to  be  here  physically,  she  thought,  for  the first time feeling anger bubbling in her heart. 

Then another thought occurred to Jenny. Last time she had been made to perform at a public chastisement the Sultan had intervened midway through interrupting it. 

There would be no such mercy now she realized. 

He  had  obviously  taken  precautions  to  remove  himself  from  the proceedings. It remained to be seen whether it was a sign of his mercy or of his pending retribution. Idly Jenny wondered who was in charge now that the Sultan had obviously waived the responsibility? 

Time  moved  on.  The  sun  came  up  and  the  clouds  dissipated  but  the contractions increased in frequency, and the men continued gaping at her as she sweated, her entire body convulsing now and then with the unearthly pain of the first stages of natural birth. 

Now and then the blacksmith would dab rags pressed in cold water across her  face  and  chest  and  offer  her  some  to  drink  but  not  too  much.  After  two hours  of  this  ordeal,  he  even  bent  at  the  waist  and  started  suckling  at  her breast!  He  moved  from  one  to  the  other  until  no  milk  was  left.  Then  he burped loudly to the evident appreciation of the crowd. 

Jenny  felt  the  need  to  pee  and  so  she  did.  It  fell  straight  into  the  basket beneath but it was not removed, and she wondered if she really had guessed correctly about its use. 

The strangest part of all was that she really hadn't been restrained all that much.  Just  the  loose  knots  of  the  ropes  holding  her  wrists  to  the  bar  above. 

But  they  felt  more  like  a  support  than  real  restraints.  Obviously,  the  men knew she wouldn’t try to escape. Where would she go? 

She  was  here  of  her  own  free  will,  after  all,  and  these  men  were luxuriating in the display she provided. 

LIVING ART,   indeed. 

Chapter 46

Every now and then she noticed men would come to sit by her husband and chat  with  him.  It  seemed  like  they  were  asking  him  questions  and  she wondered what about. 

Looking  at  them  like  that  –  eagerly  watching  her  go  through  the tribulations  of  becoming  a  young  mother  –  Jenny  wondered  how  many  of these men were fathers themselves and how many more had suffered the loss of having their wives or loved ones come down with what was now called the Blonde Plague? Suddenly Jenny felt privileged somehow. 

Maybe  she  had  no  choice,  but  still  –  By  the  'live  art  exhibit"'  she  was offering  them  today,  Jenny  was  providing  these  hardened  men  a  precious glimpse into the realities of motherhood. Jenny suspected that most of them were perhaps too obtuse or distracted to realize that through this almost vile assertion of their power over her – forcing her to display herself in one of the most  private  moments  in  a  woman's  life  –  the  birth  of  her  child,  when normally only those closest to her who had the capability to medically assist her would be allowed to be present, they were also giving the young mother a chance to assert her femininity. Yes, Jenny thought, if she had the energy, she would have giggled. Fate had a sense of irony indeed. 

She was offering them to partake in an experience which up until a couple of years ago had been virtually universal. Becoming fathers, grandfathers or uncles  was  something  that  now  only  the  luckiest  and  the  richest  of  them would be able to afford. 

Blondes in the true sense of the word had always accounted for less than

five percent of the general population, Jenny knew. They were even rarer in this  part  of  the  world.  Most  men  here,  Jenny  realized  would  probably  be spending  countless  nights  into  the  future  deprived  of  the  most  basic  of  the satisfactions in life – that of hearing their own baby crying or worrying about the safety of their growing children. 

Such  were  the  ravages  of  the  pandemic  that  had  somehow  miraculously spared  her  while  untold  millions  of  other  women  had  been  made  unable  to have babies of their own. 

Time  trickled  slowly  by  until  the  sun  came  to  stand  right  above  the courtyard.  The  men  of  course  were  in  the  shade,  but  Jenny  was  in  the  full glaring  sunlight,  her  skin  almost  blindingly  pale  as  she  absorbed  it  and sweated and shivered with contraction after painful contractions. 

JENNY  STIFLED  A  SOB.  Her  knuckles  were  white  where  she  gripped  the cold  steel  of  the  harsh  horizontal  metal  bar  above  her  head.  Her  body trembled,  her  thighs  shook  on  the  verge  of  giving  out  with  exhaustion  from having to squat for so long above the infernal birthing chair. 

Every now and then she would try to hoist herself up and stand straight, but  the  leash  attached  to  her  heavy  iron  collar  kept  pulling  her  back  down into an uncomfortable crouching stance. The sadistic blacksmith had set the ring holding her back at a height which did not allow her to assume the full upright position. The net effect was that she was forced to alternate between squats  going  low  down,  her  butt  cheeks  almost  touching  the  wood  of  the chair beneath her, and then with a groan straighten herself almost all the way up  until  her  neck  was  pulled  back  causing  her  back  to  arch  out  as  she whimpered  and  moaned  with  the  effort.  Before  going  back  down  again.  It occurred  to  Jenny  that  from  the  vantage  point  of  the  audience  gaping  up  at her from below, it probably looked very much like she was dry-humping an invisible giant. 

The contractions usually came when she was squatting all the way down. 

They  kept  getting  more  and  more  intense.  And  yet  she  knew  her  water  had yet to break. 

 Oh God! How much longer!? When will it all end at last!? Why wouldn’t they give her something for the pain? 

As time passed the discomfort became terrifying in its intensity. 

Still, despite everything – the pain and humiliation, her complete and total enslavement, it was His absence that truly hurt her. 

The Sultan was her Master, her Owner, her Lover, the father of her child, the Protector of her entire existence. 

Jenny was completely tamed. She feared him like any real slave who was afraid  of  her  master.  Jenny  had  learned  to  embrace  her  anxiety  when  faced with her master's flights of temper or lust which sometimes were difficult to tell apart. She had grown to appreciate fear as a new constant in her life. One almost as profound as air and food, but different because it was the product of her  own  mind  when  faced  with  the  irreconcilable,  shocking  difference between her own worldview and his. 

In the last couple of months, she had also learned to crave him, her body chemistry forced to tune itself to his, she grew wet at his mere presence, the scent of his body causing her little girl parts to cry for him. 

But now, in the abysmal depth of her tribulations, she knew for a fact she also loved him. Instinctively Jenny knew that if she so much as saw him now, here  in  the  courtyard  with  her,  his  presence  would  make  her  feel  so  much better than any medication would. 

She wanted at least to see the man whose baby she was working so hard to  deliver.  Her  pale  blue  eyes  scintillating  with  tears  frantically  looked  this way and that searching for the Sultan, but he was nowhere to be found. The big  chair  set  on  the  podium  off  to  the  left  side  of  the  courtyard  was ponderously empty – only the blinking red light of the camera indicating his interest. 

Was  he  even  watching  through  it  live  or  was  it  just  recording  for  his amusement later? 

Jenny had never felt so alone. 

Her body had worked diligently all those months nurturing and growing his seed. Now she longed desperately for him to be here and show her how much  it  meant  to  him  that  she  was  going  through  the  raw  tribulations  of unaided  childbirth  to  bear  the  fruits  of  his  loins  for  him.  A  simple acknowledgment  was  all  she  desired,  and  she  would  do  whatever  it  was  he wanted her to do to entertain his friends. 

"Unghhh!"  Through  a  miracle  of  raw  willpower,  Jenny  somehow managed  to  imprison  the  scream  within  her  head  and  not  let  it  out  to  echo through the courtyard. 

Periodically,  all  through  the  first  hours  of  the  morning,  the  blacksmith gave her water to drink and fed her sweet little morsels of delicacies followed by cooling droplets from a sponge across her head and back keeping her body temperature within healthy parameters under the throbbing mountain sun that beat down on her convulsing form. 

"Unghhh!"  Jenny  screamed  her  wail  muffled  through  the  gag.  Suddenly Jenny  felt  ashamed  at  her  weakness.  She  was  a  slave.  She  had  been  told  to keep her tribulations to herself. And she had failed. 

She saw a couple of men turn to look at her. She had interrupted their idle conversations. Jenny wondered if she cared. Dueling parts of her soul started waging war against each other. On the one hand, surely she had the right to display her emotions. On the other, her new self, that of the newly born slave only wanted to please. Jenny felt she had betrayed her master's vicarious trust placed  in  the  blacksmith  and  the  gathered  men  when  they  had  asked  her  to stay quiet, to bear her pain in silence as a tribute to them. 

Her pain was all-encompassing, consuming her from all sides. Her vision had become a tunnel as she felt something deep within her move. 

Chapter 47

Jenny had no recollections of her delivery from when she had given birth to Melody almost six years ago. Even though it had been a natural delivery, they had given her medications to dull the pain and coupled to the smaller size of the  baby  and  the  fact  that  Melody  had  been  a  preemie,  it  had  been  an  easy delivery. 

She  always  knew  that  giving  birth  to  the  Sultan's  child  would  be  an entirely different experience. Once His seed had taken, her belly had grown to almost twice the size in half the time in comparison to when she had been pregnant with Melody. No wonder, Jenny thought as she worked through yet another agonizing contraction. The father of this child was almost three times the size of Melody’s father. 

Another contraction from Hell split Jenny’s universe apart, "Unghhhh!" 

Then Jenny saw the strangest thing – Ben, her husband, stood and walked up  on  the  stage  and  came  to  stand  by  her  quivering  form.  He  studiously avoided her eyes. 

On the way up there, he had picked up a rubber glove that he then put on his right hand. Jenny watched as her maids stepped up to him. 

They  undressed  him,  and  with  consternation,  Jenny  saw  one  of  the  men he just been talking with from the audience walk up to join him on stage. It all seemed so prearranged, like a set piece from an otherworldly performance. 

The  other  man  looked  to  be  Middle  Eastern  and  was  fully  dressed.  He reached and picked up a device which Jenny recognized all too well. A butt plug  with  an  ostrich  feather  that  he  then  proceeded  to  insert  into  her

husband's anus. 

Then her husband stepped forth, his tiny caged cock on evidence. It could hardly be called anything but ‘little’ for it was small like that of a very young boy, white and shriveled. His balls were almost nonexistent. As the big dark-skinned man came up to stand behind Ben, her husband placed his fingers at her vagina and then gently pushed them in hooking them up so that they now pressed up against her G spot. This action took her weight off her thighs for a moment. Jenny was grateful for the momentary respite. 

Then Ben began vibrating his hand up at her G spot from behind her clit. 

She came instantaneously. 

One  explosive  orgasm  after  another.  Of  the  squirting  kind.  Jenny  was panting,  almost  hyperventilating.  The  contractions  were  coming  faster,  and faster  but  the  pain  had  coalesced  with  the  crazy  ecstasy  of  her  orgasms  and her mind was almost completely numb to any reason and rational thought. 

Then, just when she was about to come for the third time, Jenny noticed the blacksmith insert an IV in her arm and pick up a whip. She had barely felt the prick of the needle. 

A third climax struck her, more powerful than the previous two. Her eyes crossed,  her  vision  narrowed.  The  last  remnants  of  her  rational  mind  took note of the blacksmith who moved to stand behind her. 

She felt revitalized with the fluids flooding her body through the IV, but the  whip  started  dancing  on  her  back  while  her  husband's  glove  never stopped. 

His hand was covered in her fluids all the way to his elbow now. Jenny’s contractions were coming so fast that it was one incessant cascade with only the briefest interruptions. She thought she was going to have a cardiac arrest. 

What was in the IV she wondered? 

THEN OUT OF NOWHERE – the world seemed to fall apart. 

Noise, like thunder, deafened everything, even her screams. 

It took a moment and then Jenny realized that Ben and the man who had by then taken a paddle and had started spanking his feathery butt were gone from  the  stage.  The  courtyard  was  in  complete  disarray.  Men  who  up  until that moment had leisurely been appreciating her tribulations and sipping tea were running every which way accompanied by bodyguards who seemed to

materialize from all sides. 

Antiaircraft  guns  that  Jenny  knew  had  been  mounted  on  the  roof  of  the fortress started suddenly blaring, and Jenny realized the real reason the Sultan had not made an appearance. 

AN AIR RAID. 

Chapter 48

The Sultan must have been suspecting the danger and chosen against taking the risk. 

She had been left alone with the blacksmith who to her horror appeared to be  hefting  a  syringe.  He  plunged  the  needle  straight  into  her  thigh  and  the next thing she knew – blackness engulfed her. 

When  she  came  to  her  senses  she  was  still  very  much  pregnant,  but  the contractions  were  gone,  and  it  took  her  a  moment  to  realize  she  was  being carried on a stretcher handcuffed to its sides. She was cloaked in a thick dress that covered everything but her eyes. She was grateful that at least that much was permitted, and she looked about only to realize that nobody paid her any attention  other  than  the  two  men  carrying  her  stretcher.  They  moved  her quickly to the helicopter and hefted her into its cargo bay. 

She wanted to complain. She was afraid, had always been afraid of flying, but the opportunity to voice her concern was snatched from her as she fainted again. 

IT WASN’T until a couple of weeks later, in a place far away, that they gave her  medicine  to  induce  her  delivery.  By  now  it  was  going  to  be  even  more painful because the baby had grown that much bigger. 

Chapter 49

Jenny was kept sedated for almost two full weeks. 

EVERYTHING  WAS  a  jumble  in  her  mind,  and  she  had  precious  few memories when she awoke drowsy and disheveled at the end of her enforced sleep. 

Somewhere in her drowsy state, Jenny remembered an old article she had once  read  when  she  had  been  a  free  woman.  It  had  discussed  the  various natural opiates synthesized by the female body during childbirth, they helped women through its ordeal. 

Interestingly,  most  of  the  new  mothers  seemed  to  grade  their  suffering and  pain  much  lower  as  time  passed  from  the  event  thus  reducing  their reluctance to get pregnant again. Of course, the authors had used appropriate politically  correct  scientific  language  back  then,  but  she  strongly  suspected that  the  substance  the  blacksmith  had  used  in  the  syringe  was  somehow having similar effects on her. 

Her  mind  felt  warm  and  fuzzy.  She  recalled  precious  little  of  the  pain even  though  she  knew  full  well  how  terrifying  it  had  been  back  then.  She remembered almost wishing to die but now she somehow could not recall the specifics of the pain itself. It was more and more like it had been a dream. A nightmare, perhaps, but definitely nothing too real. 

Jenny  thought  back  to  how  she  had  almost  delivered  the  baby  then  and there under the ministrations of her husband's thrilling fingers massaging her G spot. 

Had that been his intention? 

To induce delivery by orgasm? 

How would he know? 

Then Jenny thought about how he was merely a tool in the hands of his mistress  and  master  doing  what  he  had  been  told.  For  all,  she  knew  Ben probably had no understanding of what was happening beyond the obvious: He was helping his wife deliver their master’s baby. 

BUT NOW HERE SHE WAS,  and  she  had  to  go  through  it  all  over  again! 

Jenny  started  crying.  The  baby  had  grown  even  bigger  since  the  interrupted delivery  all  those  days  ago.  Now  it  felt  to  her  as  if  not  one,  but  two  full-grown  kids  were  nestled  in  her  body,  pushing,  shoving  back  at  her  vital organs, making space for themselves at the expense of her. 

She couldn’t help but think back to that terrible and scary alien movie in which a monster had somehow laid its eggs in the body of the main actress. 

Try as she might Jenny couldn’t get the image of the monster breaking out of Sigourney Weaver’s bloodied abdomen out of her mind. 

Jenny felt like she was losing it. Her wailing intensified. 

At  first  nobody  paid  her  any  heed  and  then  when  they  did  they  merely clucked and shushed making sounds like an adult would use trying to calm a baby. They also made her open her mouth wide and pushed in a big red ball-gag  which  they  secured  in  place  with  a  leather  band  that  went  around  her head, buckling it in securely at the back. 

And now she definitely felt infantile-like, helpless, at the mercy of nature and her master's minions. 

JENNY HAD NOT FELT anger or outrage in a long while. Now it took her a moment  for  her  to  recognize  her  feelings  for  what  they  were  as  she  felt outrage  and  pain  make  an  appearance.  These  feelings  started  coloring  the screams  she  emitted  as  the  birth  resumed  with  all  its  by  now  vividly recognizable stages. 

She felt once again her cervix start to dilate, but this time she was denied even  the  hint  of  pleasure  or  solace  the  blacksmith’s  fingers  deep  in  her rectum or her husband's loving caress across her clit had provided last time. 

Without  thinking  Jenny  began  breathing  and  riding  those  waves  of  pain  her

tummy vibrating as she remembered the excitement she had learned to derive from the discomfort her masters chose to inflict upon her body. The women fussing around her bed mumbled something, and Jenny recognized words in their dialect she knew to mean bitch and slut, but also ones that signified pain and  pleasure.  She  wondered  if  they  had  by  now  concluded  that  the  docile blonde was becoming a good little pain slut? 

"Nggaaaah!”  Her  scream  was  so  violent  that  her  tongue  somehow  even managed  to  dislodge  the  gag.  One  of  the  women  stepped  up  to  her  head slapped her twice without sparing her any strength and reinserted the gag this time tightening the strap that much more securely. 

Hands  tapped  her  inner  thighs,  and  she  instinctively  spread  them  on  the bed, and they kept tapping until her feet were at the edges. Then the covers fell  away,  the  bottom  part  was  removed,  and  her  bed  transformed  into  an OB/GYN chair, just like that. Jenny looked down to see the two nannies grab her legs on either side and attach them into stirrups she hadn't noticed there before. 

“Aaaaaiiiiiiiiiieeeeeeeeeeeeeee!”  Her  knees  had  to  be  spread  at  least  a couple  of  feet.  Her  crotch  hurt.  More  slaps  across  the  inside  of  her  thighs where  it really hurt. Jenny felt wetness there. 

What had happened? She couldn't understand why her panties were wet. 

The stirrups were deep, almost enveloping her shins in them, keeping her legs secure. Some strange mechanical sounds were heard in the room, and the back  of  her  bed  started  rising.  Simultaneously,  the  stirrups  holding  her  legs on either side began to move outward. Jenny's lower body rose instinctively in  a  futile  attempt  to  alleviate  the  discomfort  in  her  crotch  as  her  pussy blossomed  wide  open.  The  humming  electric  sound  got  louder  as  the mechanism forcing her body apart strained against her muscles. 

She  heard  a  man  instruct  the  women  in  English  to  keep  going  until  her legs  were  all  the  way  open.  "One-hundred-eighty  degrees.  She  can  take  it. 

She  was  an  athlete  in  college,"  there  was  a  hint  of  malice  and  sadistic pleasure, and she knew He was here. The infernal Royal physician had joined the  proceedings.  She  redoubled  her  screaming  which  now  came  only  as muffled groans from behind the enormous ball-gag in her mouth. 

“There, there, sweetheart, almost done.” She felt his hands on her boobs, playing with her nipples. 

“We  haven't  milked  you  in  twelve  hours  now.  The  little  prince  will  be

hungry when he arrives,” the man said referring to the forthcoming newborn. 

 Another convulsion!  She almost wished the blacksmith would return. The sadistic doctor was the embodiment of malicious intent. He almost seemed to derive sexual pleasure from watching her torment. 
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“Give  her  water!”  he  instructed  the  nannies.  “Don't  let  the  bitch  faint!”  He moved  between  her  legs,  his  pelvis  now  level  with  her  own.  He  wasn't wearing any gloves!  Animal! 

Jenny started screaming again, the pain more than she could subdue and control and subsume into masochistic pleasure. She wanted meds like she had never wanted anything in her life. She heard loud snickering from the end of the table. 

The imp had read her mind. “No meds, baby bitch. A natural birth for the young  blonde  mommy,”  the  short  chubby  man  said  in  his  singsong  high-pitched sadistic little voice. “It is tradition, that now that you are a good little cock-whore, you have to do as your master's religion proscribes, don't you?” 

He was mocking not only Jenny but also the Sultan, and Jenny wondered if anyone could hear him? Surely there had to be security cameras here too?! 

She  looked  up  and  saw  one  right  above  the  door-frame  facing  her.  Its  red LED eye was on. 

Jenny wondered if it also could record audio? 

“Little  cock-whore  for  the  heathen  fat  man,  you  deserve  a  little  pain, bitch, don't you?” 

Then,  "You  betrayed  your  country,  your  religion,  your  people,  bitch. 

Your master told me to make it easier on you, but I think I'll wait a little,” the so-called doctor said checking to see that no one was listening other than the two maids who everyone knew spoke next to no English. 

Jenny screamed again, this man was raving mad! He might kill her! 

A  powerful  contraction  rendered  her  world.  And  then,  her  water  broke, gushing  out  of  her  vagina,  splattering  like  a  waterfall  between  her  legs,  all over the floor. 

“Here comes the bastard prince,” the man snickered just as the door to the room flew open. 

Now the contractions were almost constant, and Jenny was sure she could feel the baby moving about in her birth canal. 

"Your  M-Majesty!”  She  heard  the  imp  stammer,  but  she  was  too overwhelmed with the sensations of the baby's head as it started to push out through her pelvis. It was definitely  much, much, much bigger  than  Melody was when she had been born. 

The pain was tremendous. 

Then she saw the Sultan. 

And all suddenly seemed fine with the world again. She smiled up at her Master, and he beamed back at her. 

He  looked  fierce  in  his  military  uniform.  He  growled  something  to  the man  behind  him  –  the  blacksmith  was  here  too!  who  without  another  word grabbed  the  impish  doctor  by  the  neck  and  frog-marched  him  out  of  the room. 

Oh,  the  pain  was  unimportant  now.  She  would  bear  it.  For  Him!   Her prayers were answered! 

“There, little Habibi,” Master said. “I can see our baby...” 

 He said, ‘Our baby!’ Our!!!  Jenny was elated, in the Highest of Heavens, she looooved this man... 

“Oh! Wow... His head...” the Sultan had been smiling at her. His face had split into the largest grin she had ever seen across his swarthy features as he had  turned  to  gaze  down  between  the  mother  of  his  baby’s  painfully outstretched  legs  where  the  newborn  successor  to  his  kingdom  was  making an appearance. Her Master’s entire being glittered with pride and everything in his demeanor bespoke of a man, a Master of His World. 

Then  his  eyes  came  down  to  rest  between  Jenny's  widely  splayed  legs, and  Jenny  incomprehensibly  saw  his  smile  falter.  His  look  became  one  of curious puzzlement. 

Then concern. 

He  reached  forth  between  her  thighs.  Touched  something  there.  She didn’t feel him. He was caressing the newborn’s head as it was crowning... 

She whimpered when she felt his fingers gently tickle her clit. Her belly obliged him, and the baby slid out a little more, and she heard the Sultan say something  in  his  language  and  exclaim  in  amazement.  Jenny  watched  in growing consternation as her Master took a step back. 

She couldn’t see so far down between her legs and over her belly, and so Jenny  felt  around  and  reached  down  and  felt  for  her  newborn  all  the  while whimpering with unbelievable pain. 

She  felt  his  head!  And  then,  without  thinking,  she  slipped  her  fingers under the baby's tiny armpits, and gently pulled it out of her body. 

And just like that, he was born! 

She had a son! 
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He was big, healthy ...and ...and

...and was blond!!! 

He had the thickest head of hair she could ever imagine a newborn could have. She brought him up between her boobs laying the baby tenderly across her chest and marveled at how pretty it looked even though covered in slime and mucus and afterbirth. His hair shown like spun gold. 

HE WAS BLOND! But surely that couldn’t be. His dad, the Sultan, he didn’t have  a  gene  for  blond-colored  hair  in  him.  She  knew  it.  Everyone  knew  it! 

Her  Master  had  told  her  they  had  sequenced  his  genome.  He  had  spared  no expense  trying  to  understand  why  it  was  he  and  his  wife  Madame  Mistress couldn’t conceive. 

But then that could only mean he wasn’t the father. 

But, she hadn’t been with anyone else! 

Unless... 

“Ahw! My! Gahhwwwwwd!” Jenny’s scream was distorted and muffled through  the  ball-gag  in  her  mouth  but  still  loud  enough  to  be  clearly understood  and  heard  all  the  way  across  the  military  compound  where  they now were. 

Then Jenny fainted. 

WHEN  SHE  CAME  BACK  to  her  senses,  Jenny  realized  she  had  probably

been  given  something  to  induce  deep  sleep.  She  was  in  a  different  room. 

Judging by the assembled group of people, which even though not large was of  a  moderate  enough  size  to  have  required  preplanning,  it  was  at  least  a couple  of  hours  if  not  a  whole  day  after  her  delivery.  Instinctively  Jenny's eyes darted this way and that searching for the newborn. 

It was nowhere to be found. 

She had been cleaned up and perhaps even bathed. She tried to move her hands and feet, but they were still chained to the four corners of the OB/GYN

chair. 

Oh God, when was she ever getting out of it?! 

Bleary-eyed  and  desperate  for  her  newborn,  she  scanned  the  large  hall and  now  she  could  see  her  master,  the  Sultan  seated  across  from  her  with  a couple  of  chairs  on  either  side  of  them  of  him.  The  door  opened,  and  men filed in and took seats by his side. 

His  face  was  somber.  Jenny  was  grateful  to  find  they  had  still  kept  the gag in her mouth thus taking away from her the option of being able to speak. 

Small mercy. She wouldn't be able even to try and explain how it was she had ended  up  pregnant  with  someone  else  other  than  her  master's  baby.  She wasn’t even sure she could explain it to herself. 

When he spoke, her master’s voice was calm and made Jenny think of the ocean  at  midnight  before  a  hurricane.  She  wished  he  screamed.  She  found herself  mentally  begging  him  to  throw  things  at  her,  chastise  her,  even  beat her. She didn’t want him to be the person sitting across from her now. 

Anyone  else,  but  this  dispassionate  ruler  and  absolute  dictator,  the  man she  knew  could  heartlessly  send  hundreds  and  even  thousands  of  people  to the  gallows,  just  like  that.  She  wanted  her  Sultan  back,  her  master  to  return and  understand  and  forgive  her.  But  she  also  knew  it  was  impossible.  She could hardly forgive herself. 
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“The  baby  is  safe  for  now,"  were  the  first  words  he  said  and  immediately Jenny was grateful that he had thought to lessen her terrible fears. 

But why had he said  'for now' ? 

“We were of two opinions on the matter of whether to leave the bastard you delivered alive, or whether to feed him to the dogs.” 

 He is no bastard! He’s my husband's child!  Jenny started screaming and protesting behind the gag, but one stern look from her master was all it took for her protests to stop instantaneously. 

"I have to say I was of the opinion that the little blond rat you delivered didn't  deserve  to  see  a  sunrise  let  alone  his  mother's  teat.  But  my  vizier convinced  me  otherwise.  It  was  pointed  out  to  me  that  given  that  you somehow managed to mate with your husband who also happens to be blond-haired, and that the baby is blond as a result, there is perhaps a silver lining, as far as I'm concerned here. You see, slave, you became pregnant under false pretenses and then grew the baby in your belly under the guise it was mine. 

You,  and  it,  both  benefited  from  my  protection  and  care.  Therefore  I  feel entitled to recover the costs. You lied to me.” 

She  started  protesting  again,  but  he  lifted  a  hand  and  silenced  her  once more. “You may have done it without realizing it, I understand. We spoke to that  worm  your  husband,  and  he  admitted  to  one  intercourse  with  you  soon after  the  treatment  with  the  biting  insects.  Perhaps  the  venom  of  these creatures drove your lust to a place where you lost all inhibitions and wisdom of  choice.  But  still,  you  have  twice  now  chosen  to  permit  another  man's

abhorrent presence in your body when you had quite explicitly accepted me as your only protector and master.” 

“Incidentally, it is the vizier you might wish to thank at some point for the fact that not only your newborn son will be allowed to live, but also that your husband will not be castrated. Or stoned to death.” 

THE SULTAN GRIMACED SHOWING his apparent distaste for this type of punishments. “I have always been one to look forward and not back, but that does  not  mean  I'm  stupid  enough  to  not  draw  conclusions  from  your  past transgressions.  As  it  happens,  I  was  so  smitten  with  you  until  you disappointed  me  for  the  last  time,  that  I  spared  no  expense  and  even  had  a team of my elite military go to the United States at extreme personal danger, find, and bring back with them two persons who I think are still very near and dear  to  your  heart.  I  did  that  only  because  you  asked  me  to  do  it  and  I cherished you so much.” He clapped his hands, and the doors opened. 

Two  naked  women  walked  in  led  by  two  enormous  men  who  dwarfed them on either side. The women each had what very much looked like a solid wood box encasing their entire head. Jenny shivered. 
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They  walked  gingerly,  the  boxes  covering  their  heads  prevented  them  from seeing where they were going. Holding each other by the hand, they were led forward by the wrist and brought to stand by the Sultan. They were made to let  go  of  each  other  and  were  placed  on  either  side  of  his  chair  and  their hands  were  guided  to  the  Sultan's  shoulders.  The  two  women  braced themselves  like  that  unable  to  understand  where  they  were  or  what  exactly was happening. 

JENNY GULPED.  They  both  appeared  to  have  thick  blonde  hair  of  similar complexion  that  came  down  to  their  shoulders.  One  woman  was  older  than the  other,  her  breasts  large,  comfortably  full,  yet  standing  high,  hardly  in need for a bra. The girl, for she looked barely out of her teens, sported small tender boobs gracefully  shaped to her  slim body that  shimmered with  every jittery breath she took. 

They were of almost equal stature: a full-breasted mature woman and her slender companion that could be her daughter. 

They  both  had  pale  white  skin  and  soft  round  contours  made  that  much more enticing by the thin sheen of sweat which caused their blushing bodies to  shine.  Their  perspiration  was  undoubtedly  the  result  of  their  stress  and anxiety, but Jenny doubted that there was a man present who didn’t possess a granite column of excited manhood at their sight. 

Jenny  suddenly  felt  overcome  with  a  spell  of  weakness  that  caused  her head to spin. 

She was beyond exhausted, and the Sultan noticed her sudden pallor. He motioned to somebody  in the room,  and they immediately  brought her milk with  honey  dissolved  in  it.  It  was  delicious.  He  gave  her  a  few  minutes  to regain  her  composure  as  much  as  she  could  and  then  cleared  his  throat.  He looked over at someone standing behind her and nodded. 

Jenny  felt  hands  unbuckling  her  restraints  from  around  her  wrists  and ankles. Then, patiently, but firmly, two men helped her stand. Her legs almost betrayed her and it took a few moments until she could stand on her own. 

Her  eyes  were  riveted  on  the  two  hooded  figures  by  the  Sultan's  chair. 

They  were  also  made  to  stand.  Who  were  they?  What  could  Master  mean when he says they are near and dear to my heart? Surely they couldn't be?…

Then  Jenny  saw  it!  The  round  birthmark  that  looked  like  a  heart  right above the older woman's naval!  Mom! 

"MOM!!!"  she  mumbled  through  her  gag  her  voice  quieter  now.  Jenny  was struck by the implications of what she was seeing. This could only mean that the younger girl there was..., she was, ...Melanie! 

"Melanie!"  Jenny  screamed  through  her  gag,  her  voice  unrecognizable and distorted. But the women didn't even flinch. 

 Oh God! Dear God! What have I done!  Jenny started trembling now. She fell to her knees and then tumbled into a heap to the ground. The two men on either side helped her back up again. It was her fault! It was all her fault! And now her mom and sister were going to pay for all her mistakes! 

The  whole  situation  suddenly  acquired  an  inescapable  aura  of  solemnity about it. 
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Jenny  started  crying  loudly.  Their  fate  was  about  to  be  decided.  There  was nothing she could do but hope the Sultan would show mercy. She had always considered him to deep down be a just and loving man. He was her only hope now. Had she been wrong? 

“GOOD.  I  see  you  recognize  them.  But  first,  here  is  my  verdict  for  your crimes  against  me.  You  are  at  this  moment  freed  from  bondage  to  me.  You are no longer a member of my household. However, given that you are still a slave,  my  possession  of  you  is  transferred  immediately  to  Sheikh  Hassan Abdul Bakri. He will assume complete and total responsibility for your life. 

Your husband and daughter, however, will remain here. Given that Ben still, nominally at least works for me, it is only to be expected that Melody stays with her father who is a free member of society," the Sultan chuckled at that, 

"at least until she attains maturity, and can make her own decisions.” 

“Your  sister  and  mother,  on  the  other  hand,  were  rescued  from  certain death back in the States. By the look on your face, I see you don't know it: the East  Coast  was  struck  with  a  series  of  intercontinental  ballistic  missiles carrying nuclear bombs. It was an escalation of the military exchange that has been going on for a few months now between Russia and the United States. 

Given that they owe me their lives, it is only just that your mother and sister accept a time of service in my household as a sign of gratitude.” 

Jenny squeaked. 

Neither  of  them  moved  and  stood  like  petrified  there.  She  guessed  that

probably  they  were  not  only  muzzled  under  the  hood  but  probably  also  had something in their ears to prevent them from listening in on the proceedings. 

The  Sultan  continued,  "Your  sister  and  mother  have  graciously  signed documents  giving  me  complete  and  total  responsibility  over  their  lives  as their protector and host for the next five years." 

 Five years!!! 

 Oh no, Jenny thought,  poor Melanie! Jenny did a quick calculation in her mind. Melanie had to be only twenty now.  Much too young to be anywhere near that man!  Then Jenny looked at what she could see of the younger girl's body again: bruises, scars, some of them old and almost healed by now. 

 What had happened to mom and Mel? 

Could it be the Sultan was right? Perhaps it was best they were here. With him at least everything was more or less a known quantity. No fighting over food with gangs in the street. 

Then Jenny thought about how once having joined the Sultan's household, her mother and sister would probably never be free again! 

It was all her fault! She had permitted herself a moment of passion with Ben nine months ago. It was her fault that she had gotten the Sultan interested in mom and Melanie! Now their lives would be forever changed! 

The Sultan had taken a moment to consult with a man sitting on his left side.  It  was  the  same  old  religious-looking  figure  with  a  long  white  beard who had come in her cell down in the palace basement back when they had put her there before taking her into the courtyard to give birth. An advisor of some kind? 

The  Sultan  spoke  with  him  in  hushed  tones  for  a  few  minutes,  his  face grave,  and  then  nodded.  When  he  looked  back  at  her,  his  eyes  had  lost  the flicker  of  anger  they  had  previously  held.  It  was  now  replaced  with  a  deep somber look of profound sadness. Jenny felt her master slipping into the role of  judge  and  could  see  his  face  etched  with  the  resignation  of  his  pending decision. 

“Here  is  what  is  going  to  happen  first,  though.  You  will  have  one  last opportunity  to  talk  with  your  husband  before  you  leave.  Jenny  whimpered softly,  tears  pouring  down  her  face  as  she  gazed  at  the  humbled  and shamefully displayed figures of her mom and baby sister. 

“No,  you  will  not  be  given  an  opportunity  to  speak  with  them.  In  fact, they came here of their own free choice seeking a way out of the nightmare

that  has  become  urban  life  in  their  home  country.  Trust  me,  I  believe  it  is better if you do not burden them with knowledge about you. That way, they will take what has to happen to them easier.” 

Jenny's heart and mind rebelled at the logic of the Sultan's words, and she broke  down  in  violent  sobs  and  again  fell  to  the  ground.  This  time  no  one helped her back up again. 

“Given  that  your  newborn  son  was  born  in  captivity,  he  is  my  property. 

Born to a slave, he has already been marked as such. You will not see him, and that is my punishment real punishment for you. The child you created in the  throes  of  illicit  passion  will  forever  be  kept  from  knowing  you.  Rest assured I have made arrangements for his care. He will want for nothing and neither will his sister Melody. But they will both be told that their mother left them because she found love elsewhere.” 

The  finality  of  the  Sultan’s  words  struck  at  Jenny  like  daggers.  She  had always  wanted  nothing  more  than  the  safety  of  her  family.  Now  that  they were all here, the irony couldn’t be more profound. 

They were not only unaware she was here with them, but it was the last time they would ever be together again. 

Jenny’s  vision  narrowed  like  a  constricting  tunnel,  and  then  blackness overcame her. 

Epilogue

She drifted like in a dream. The swaying of the camel on which she had been hoisted  was  much  like  that  of  a  ship  at  sea.  By  now,  three  days  into  the interminable journey down south, she had learned to fight her nausea. 

What she wondered was would she ever learn to be whole again. It was like her entire world had been split apart and she no longer felt like she had a place to belong. She had recently grown to appreciate the Sultan as someone she could count on to be her harbor of safety, but he had cast her away, and now she was adrift. 

They kept her semi-drugged, and she was grateful for that. Initially, when the  Sultan  had  made  his  decision,  she  had  felt  on  the  brink  of  a  nervous breakdown. The almost permanent somnolescence and soothing effect of the tea  they  made  her  drink  at  every  oasis  stop  had  a  calming  effect  that  she appreciated. 

Her new master was traveling with them. But the young Sheik had barely even  acknowledged  her  presence.  He  had  checked  on  her  in  a  perfunctory manner  when  he  had  inspected  the  caravan  and  Jenny  couldn't  help  the feeling  of  being  yet  another  pack  animal,  part  of  yet  another  man's  prized belongings. 

What  she  found  troubled  her  most,  however,  was  the  callous  way  in which  they  kept  her  breasts  still  lactating.  They  had  kept  with  them  a  small portable  model  of  the  electric  breast  pump  she  had  been  using  all  these months  in  the  palace.  Now,  every  couple  of  hours  the  caravan  would  stop, and one of the two nondescript maids whose names she had never been told

and who hardly spoke a word of English to her would come over, help her off the animal and then encourage her to bear her breasts. 

That was done in gawking view of everyone. And Jenny couldn't help the feeling that a point was being made. The maid would make her kneel on the hard  ground  by  the  camel,  and  then  start  by  applying  a  generous  helping  of greasy oil from a box she had, massaging it liberally into Jenny’s tits. Once satisfied that Jenny’s chest was greasy enough for suction to be achieved, the maid would attach the heavy suction cups which would then be activated. 

The  first  couple  of  times  they  had  done  that  Jenny  couldn't  help  herself but  dissolve  in  tears.  This  milk  her  body  was  producing  was  meant  for  her newborn baby, the baby she would in all likelihood never see again. The baby whose name she had not been permitted to choose. The baby who was now a slave like his mother. 

Once completed, the milking having drained every last drop of sustenance from Jenny's breasts, the maid would wipe down her chest, help tuck in her tits,  cover  her  up,  and  help  her  back  on  the  camel.  Then  the  maid  would simply  walk  over  to  the  side  of  the  gathered  men  still  mounted  on  their camels  and  horses  and  pour  the  newly  expressed  milk  into  a  large  plastic container on the ground. It would then be given to the dogs. 

The caravan was always accompanied by dogs, their incessant yapping a constant  complement  to  their  journey  south.  The  creatures  had  somehow figured out the schedule of the milkings and now simply knew to wait close to  Jenny's  mount  so  that  when  the  servant  girl  placed  the  container,  the ravenous creatures were ready to lap its contents thirstily down. 

The message was clear and obvious to everyone. 

Jenny was no longer a royal concubine. 

She was simply another animal, a bitch, whose milk was good enough for the dogs. 

THE MEN WOULD SPIT and scowl at her, and she would be afraid to look them  in  the  face,  and  everyone  would  wait  quietly  chatting  with  each  other until  the  dogs  were  done  and  the  servant  had  collected  the  plastic  container which was now licked clean. 

Then the caravan would move on. 

ALL  JENNY  HAD  LEFT  in  this  world  was  the  knowledge  that  somewhere her family was still alive and safe. And maybe, just maybe, it was all in no small part due to her help as well. 

VERY LATE ONE NIGHT, a few short hours before the crack of dawn, the young Sheik happened upon the sleeping form of his newly acquired blonde slave.  He  always  made  it  a  point  to  wake  himself  up  midway  through  the night  and  walk  through  the  camp  just  to  make  sure  that  all  was  well.  That night  it  struck  him  to  find  that  the  young  woman's  face,  which  usually  was caked in dried tears and mud, tonight was relaxed, and she was smiling in her sleep. 

She  was  so  beautiful  in  her  repose,  he  couldn't  help  himself  and  smiled back. 

THE END. 
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