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The Customer

Dolls. No! Toys, yes toys. Rows and rows of toys. Olive skin, pale skin, freckles, blue-eyed, brown eyed, all of them young, all of them pretty, all of them desperate, eager little things, full of hope and clueless to the world. 

The big fat Russian sighed and clicked the computer mouse flipping to another page of gorgeous girls willing to prostitute themselves one way or another so that their line of credit could be extended. 

Silly American women, Gennadi thought. Destiny had chosen to punish the West with that most devious of Gypsy curses: "May you get what you desire, and may you desire what you get." Gennadi smiled. 

He might be uneducated but he wasn't stupid. The irony wasn't lost on him. The entire Western world and the US in particular had succumbed to a period of wild, unbridled, and unchecked capitalism. Gennadi had been a child when the Soviet Union collapsed. Since then, he had done more than well for himself. Forbes consistently included him in lists of the world's one hundred richest people alive. And yet, a small part of him felt sad for that older, bygone time when people didn't have to sell their bodies just so that they could afford their rent and pay their way through college. Gennadi loved visiting the States, a place where everyone seemed to hate his guts and worship his money. 

Finally his eyes settled on the profile of one particular girl. Annabelle Smith from San Diego. Nineteen years old. Serious sad brown eyes looked back at him from the inch-wide picture on the screen. He wondered what had drawn his attention to her. She was pretty in that coltish way that so naturally came to skinny young teenagers and yet she wasn't truly beautiful. Her face was symmetrical, her skin — clean of blemishes and radiant, but she didn't possess the photogenic allure of the models that Gennadi had grown so accustomed to. Then he saw it. She was the only one in the sea of eager faces that surrounded her on the screen who wasn't smiling. 

He clicked on her profile. Immediately the browser rotated to her short bio snippet. She was the only earner in her small family. Had one brother who had been diagnosed with a rare genetic disorder. Needed money for his medical treatment. A big shiny glimmering purple letter V on the side of her profile clearly denoted her as a virgin. Gennadi felt his cock harden. He scrolled down and clicked on the NEXT button that took him to the screen with her portfolio of naked photos. 

***

Sterling-Silver

The athletic-looking buxom blonde smiled broadly. “…And without further ado, the man without whom none of us would be here today, Mr. 

Jeremy Sterling.” Thunderous applause morphed into a standing ovation as the tall silver-haired man took to the podium. His step was surprisingly energetic given his age. The press insisted he was in his late seventies, but many suspected he was much older. Nobody knew for sure. It was a company secret. 

“Some people call me a loan shark. Whatever.” Polite chuckles from the audience and scattered applause. “I like to think of myself as being a facilitator. Somebody, willing to extend financial assistance to people who don't necessarily have the customary means to pay.” 

The CEO cleared his throat. The bright lights on the podium illuminated him from carefully calculated angles making his hair into a silver-white halo framing his grandfatherly face. “Some say I would benefit from a formal education. That everything I have built will come crashing down on me. 

Whatever.” This time the laughter was much longer lasting. 

“I may not know much but I have heard that in the distant past, before money became the lingua franca of business, bartering goods and services was the way to go. I am simply bringing back what once used to be the default. I have a new moto: Abolish Money. After all it is the root of all evil.” 

A thin smile sent happy twinkles to his eyes. 

“I am happy to say that the world approves.” Thunderous applause greeted his words and he patiently waited for it to die down. 

“As you might guess, I have done quite well for myself,” his smile nicely mirrored the good-natured chuckles from the audience. “I currently own a string of businesses in all sorts of diverse sectors of the economy. But I wouldn’t be where I am today if I hadn’t learned along the way.” 

“I started off as a used car salesman. Yes, I know what you're thinking and you're probably correct in your assumptions. But what better way to cut one's teeth as a salesman than learning to find the right kind of customer for a used jalopy, especially when the potential buyer has no money and the car itself sucks?” Polite laughter greeted his words. 

“Day after day at my job, I noticed something. Off to the side of the main lot, we had a string of better-looking, higher-quality vehicles. People, and I mean everyone, all our customers, would inevitably saunter over and spend a

solid moment looking at these Mercs, Porches and Beemers, and what-not. I could feel their hope, their pride as they lingered there, and imagined themselves in these cars. Inevitably, however, they would move on to the main part of our lot with the “normal” cars. Quite honestly their sadness and disappointment would break my heart. I would give anything to help these hard-working, nice, salt-of-the-earth people get the car of their dreams.” 

“But I couldn’t. I was almost as poor as them back then. I did own the dealership that is true, but I was always a pay-cycle away from financial ruin. 

If for whatever reason, the economy so much as stumbled and slowed down, I would lose it all in less than a fortnight. Even paying our mechanics on time was never a given. Then, late one sleepless night, as I lingered awake attempting to balance our books, I was struck by an epiphany.” 

The octogenarian, stopped, looked around and slowly walked around the podium up to the edge of the stage. He picked up a glass of ice-cold water and took a long sip. The audience of almost thirty new managers was following his every movement with rapt attention. 

“Here I was — in the red, wondering how to scare up enough cash to pay my mechanics. I needed to find a way to pay them the money they all needed for daily necessities like food, clothes and… cars! That very day, in fact, I had noticed one of my best workers, milling about the lot on his lunch break. 

He had told me he was looking to get a car for his teenage daughter but couldn’t afford one.” 

“What a conundrum, I thought. He needed to buy a car. I wanted to sell a car. Only we couldn’t do anything about it because neither of us had “cash”. I didn’t have enough money to pay him. And he didn’t have enough money to buy it. I felt stupid. What if, I thought, what if I gave that man a car for free? 

What if we chose to ignore what we have been taught all these years? That business transactions require  m-o-n-e-y? I knew the guy better than he knew himself. If push came to shove, I knew, in my gut, that I could trust him with my life. And yet, here we both were, kind of stuck because of some external factors that had everything to do with a stagnant economy and nothing to do with us?” The old man’s smile grew. 

“You can probably guess how it all turned out. The long and the short of it is that I did offer him a car. He did accept it. All I asked for in return was that the cash he would have paid me, would be deducted from his future salary. Suffice it to say that he not only paid out his car by working for me, but he also brought me my first string of similar customers. He persuaded me

to expand the offer I had made him into a program for financing struggling customers. His name was Alejandro Silver.” 

Again the old man stopped his speech. This time, he reached into a pocket and pulled out a handkerchief and daubed at his eyes. “Alejandro passed away two years ago. Cancer. But he will always be alive here,” the CEO

tapped his chest over his heart. Some members of the audience were softy sobbing. He took another sip of cold water and squared his shoulders. 

“This is how the Sterling-Silver Finance division of our company got started.” 

“Our business model has changed and expanded over the years. It has been so successful that it has allowed us to expand into diverse sectors of the economy. In looking to acquire new businesses, I have always been guided by one main question: Would we be able to help good, hard-working folks get what they need? I still have a number of car dealerships as part of my business conglomerate but I also own discount thrift stores, mom-and-pop diners, and even an art studio catering to art lovers who happen to find themselves in financial transition, shall we say.” 

He lifted his hands to quiet down the applause. “But enough lecturing from an old codger like me. Allow me to introduce the woman who helped us take Alejandro and my idea into the twenty-first century, Ms. Loretta Blight.” 

Deafening applause filled the room as the silver-haired man took a couple of steps back. His place at the podium was taken by a tall lithe brunette. 

“Hello everyone, and let me just say thank you. Thank you so much for a applying to work with us. You deserve some of the applause today too for you have made the right decision. And now you are here. You will help so many struggling families… You make me proud… Thank you,” For a moment it looked like Ms. Blight was herself on the verge of tears. 

“From reading your resumes and talking to most of you, I am quite confident that we have more than enough potential gathered here to meet the bold vision of Mister Sterling and even perhaps exceed it.” Applause again. 

“But before we get too far ahead of ourselves, let us stay cognizant of one important fact — we are dealing with human beings. Most of them are stressed, overworked and burdened by the worries that modern day life places on all our shoulders. One would think that in twenty-first century America being able to provide for food, clothing and dwelling shouldn't have to be such an ordeal. At the risk of sounding like a presidential candidate, I want to

say that only yesterday I was shocked, really shocked, yet again, at the depth and the dire straits that some of our closest friends have to suffer through day in, day out.” 

“I was talking with a good friend of mine who had just lost her job and was one week away from being evicted. Mind you she used to work as an assistant DA downtown in our great city here. But given how overcrowded the job market for lawyers is and the fact that she was downsized at forty-six, her prospects are apparently such that she was looking for assisted living at the projects downtown. Can you imagine? If she ended up living down there, some of her neighbors could very well be some of the ex-convicts she helped put behind bars as a prosecutor. Scary stuff! Needless to say, I believe her future took a turn for the better after we had a heart-to-heart yesterday. She is now enrolled as one of our new customer-employees at the Sterling-Silver program. As it turns out she has a rather kinky predilection for leather and whips.” 

Loud laughter filled the room drowning out the applause. “Her children will not go hungry or homeless or unclothed. As a result of our work here people like my friend will be able to help their families survive and stay above water in the increasingly competitive and dynamic world out there.” 

“Most of you are probably familiar with the process we use but allow me to go over it anyway. After that I will show you a video as a real-life example.” 

“If it so happens that a customer is unable to afford the price for a given service or product in cash or credit as normal, we offer a service that is a trademark of ours. We call it Sterling-Silver Financing. We will still ask the potential buyer to fill out a credit application, but instead of issuing them a line of credit based on the score the sleazy credit bureaus chuck back at us, we offer him or her a barter-type deal. For example, in situations where we would have been able to provide a three-hundred dollar line of credit so that the customer could buy a pair of shoes, pants and whatnot for their family, we offer that the customer accepts to provide services worth that amount instead.” 

“For example, say it is a man and his family, and he is willing and able, we will offer him to pay for whatever he's buying not with his newly issued line of credit but by accepting a couple of weekends’ worth of washing cars at our dealerships, or gardening in our gated communities, or if he is able and knows how to do it -- fixing equipment, working as a bouncer anything like

that.” 

“For a smaller subset of our quickly expanding customer base, we also offer some additional lines of work. Based on their answers to a number of specially designed questions included in the normal credit application screening document, and the candidate’s physical aptitudes and abilities, we might also sound them out as participants in some of our more adventurous services.” 

“Let me stop you before your imagination goes all wild on you. No, we do not entrap people to work as some sort of sexual slaves for us. Our goals are nothing like that and we go to great pains to ensure the safety and willingness of our customers. We are merely doing our best to expand the pool of options available for people just so that they can better afford the demands of modern life. So what if our customers sometimes also become our employees too?” 

“Examples of such jobs include answering intimate questionnaires for research departments at companies and universities or big marketing conglomerates. You'd be surprised how many young ladies and men are willing to fill out hundreds and hundreds of pages’ worth of answers to rather personal questions. Such as ‘Do you like to give oral sex?’, ‘When did you experience your first wet dream?’, ‘Have you ever contemplated sex with a close relative?’, ‘What excites you sexually?’. You get the gist. A rather large number of big pharmaceutical companies are actively involved in research that requires human test subjects for intimate cosmetic products, lubricants, and sexual gadgets etc. You'd be surprised…” Loretta Blight took another long sip of cold water and smiled. 

“Now that our new financing programs have gained some notoriety, we have expanded Sterling-Silver to include more challenging jobs such as, for example, offering work as a female escort for the night. The remuneration is commensurate with the services provided and the physical prowess of our workers. To be considered for these more advanced jobs, a candidate has to agree to a more extensive screening that includes more questions, a medical exam, and medical tests to ensure their health before and after the assignment.” 

“Just as an example of how advanced and open-minded our thinking is, just recently one of our subsidiaries started a new line of services seeking out open-minded individuals to fill out a number of positions as short story erotica writers. We will see how that works out.” 

***

The Interview

"So, let's see… It says here you are, wow, only nineteen years old! And, very open-minded! You do understand that's a different way of saying that you are, how can I put it for our live stream audience? See, we try to keep a generally inclusive rating. I'm still not exactly comfortable with this whole rating thing on the Internet, big government watching over our shoulder, and all that," he made little quotes with his fingers that in turn caused Annabelle to wince in disgust. She totally hated it when people did that. She wasn't sure, but it made them seem so artificial, somehow. The host chuckled and looked at her, and so she felt obligated to smile back at him.  Yes, she felt his pain. 

 Nobody likes big government. Whatever! 

"Anyway, let's call it sexually adventurous." The man looked at her with big googly eyes. He didn't ask anything – – just looked in that fake-concern way manner that made Annabelle instinctively want to throw up. She smiled and blushed again. 

"I don't know. I suppose." She said timidly. 

"Now, now. How can you not know," the man's voice suddenly acquired a hectoring undertone. His gelled hair notwithstanding, Annabelle suddenly felt threatened by his very presence. "You said it right here," he moved forward in his seat theatrically offering her the papers he was holding so that she can see for herself. The cameras in the makeshift little studio turned and tilted adjusting angle and focus like obsequious watchers. 

"Open-minded." He read out. "Did you or did you not mean sexually adventurous?" 

Suddenly the silence in the studio felt like a ton of bricks on her chest. 

"Why…yes. I did." Annabelle mumbled looking down at her painted toenails. 

"Aha!" His smile was blinding – – his canines glaring in the flat floodlights. "So if I asked you to undress right now you would find it perfectly natural and okay?" Amanda felt her heart lurch sideways. 

"Undress? But I thought you just said…" 

"...That I was worried about our PG ratings? But of course I am. I want our show to be seen by the largest number of people. Don't you?" Annabelle cringed mentally at the childish intonation his voice had suddenly acquired. It sounded very much like listening to someone talk to someone mentally challenged. 

"Tell me, Anna, don't you wish our show is seen by the largest possible number of folks? After all, that would mean more ad revenue, and more money for you too? No?" This time her eye roll came faster than she could control it. She hated when people called her Anna. 

"Yes, I yeah, sure. Of course." She cleared her throat. 

"Good. Excellent. Happy to see we're on the same page.” 

“But to answer your unspoken question – – the cameras will focus only on the part of your body above your shoulders. You shouldn't worry. Nobody will see you naked. Nobody but me, of course," the man chuckled loudly. "It is a mere test. I want to see that you have what it takes to participate in our Sterling-Silver program. After all, let's not forget -- this is an interview. And like any job interview, its outcome is never a foregone conclusion." The host said the last word in a sing-along fashion as if he had just uttered a playful limerick or something. "I can still  fuck you, oh, my bad,” the host covered his mouth and winked at the camera, “I meant  flunk you." Annabelle’s skin had turned a deep red. 

Annabelle was thirsty. She had waited for almost five full hours out in the sun in front of the giant corporate building that loomed tall, thick and threatening over downtown. The line had seemed endless and moved slower than a snail. She shuddered when she thought back to the humiliation she had been made to endure while she waited. HotOrNotTV was a corporate subsidiary of Sterling Silver that only existed to make fun and gawk at the seemingly endless number of people willing to sell themselves in return for a line of credit with Sterling Silver. The producers and camera people would walk up and down the line filming and commenting on applicants' looks and prospects as potential "quality employees". They had called her "small" and

"mousy". They had been openly skeptical of her prospects: "Too timid," the producer had decreed after making her shrug away when he had tried to cop a feel of her breasts. The anxiety and stress had made her nipples stand on edge and the man had immediately zeroed in on them. 

"Hello! Earth to Annabelle!" Screamed the obnoxious host. "Are you daydreaming? Listen, girl, if you want to run home, go right ahead. It's not like as if we don't have a long line of other girls to play with," he snickered. 

"Sorry, sir. I'm just tired. Had to walk a long way to get to your office downtown. May have a glass of water please?" 

"No, you may not," the man said angrily. "Do I look like a maitre d’ at a restaurant to you? Sheesh!" 

Annabelle felt horrible. She felt stupid and lost. This man obviously had little patience for her and instinctively she felt inferior to him. "I'm sorry, I…

Just… It won't happen again." 

"… Show me some respect, girl! For crying out loud!" He barked. 

Annabelle squinted at the edgy sound of his voice as it echoed back at her from the barren walls of the TV studio. "Call me Sir. You are always to call your superiors sir, bitch!" He said the last word in a subdued whisper so the microphones wouldn't catch it. It made Annabelle want to cry. 

"Yes, sir," she said. 

"Good. Now let us begin with the interview. I will ask you a couple of questions and I want candid answers. You know what that means?" 

"You want me to be honest.… Sir." 

"Smart girl. Let us see how you do. Because I've been told I'm quite good at seeing through a lie." A thin smile crossed his lips which until now had been pursed in a rigidly serious expression. "First however, I have found that the best way to ensure a candidate's sincerity is to establish what shrinks call psychological superiority." 

Annabelle felt a coldness grip at her insides. The odd little man with gelled hair was looking at her with a very curious gleam in his cold green eyes. 

"Kneel on the floor!" Annabelle didn't think of questioning him. Without being told, she stepped out of her shoes and took off her socks. She wasn't quite sure why she did it. Next, she knelt down and sat back resting her butt on the back of her heels. 

"Good. Actually, not bad at all. Now, put your hands out in front of you. 

Palms up. I'm going to use this leather strap to beat the palms of your hands. 

Ten strikes on each hand. I will count out the strikes. You are not allowed to scream, squeal, or otherwise indicate discomfort. After each strike, I want you to thank me and ask me politely for another one. If you so much as

withdraw your hands, this interview is over. If that happens, a company doctor will come over and apply some cream to your hands and give you a prescription for pain medication. Unfortunately however, your name will also be logged in our database. You will never again be allowed to apply for work with Sterling Silver or any of its subsidiaries. You will be labeled "a potentially difficult employee". By federal law, I am required to warn you that we share our databases with most other major employers in the country. 

If they were ever to do a background check, they would find out why you cannot seek work with Sterling Silver. They won't know the exact context and the reason why our company has labeled you that way, but it would basically guarantee that you will forever remain unemployable. I'm sorry about that. It is just something I need to do to ensure your honesty." The man looked at her and Annabelle didn't feel the slightest hint of remorse in his eyes. "I'm not about to allow the company or myself to be bamboozled by some lie you concoct. I wish I could trust you, but unfortunately, I don't know you. Are you ready?" 

Annabelle's eyes were big like saucers. She stared at him for a while but then forced herself out of the terror caused by his words. She shook her head and offered up her hands. Palms up. 

"I'm ready, sir." 

Out of seemingly nowhere, the man produced a nine inch long leather strap. It was attached to a shiny wooden handle that seemed well-worn with use. Annabelle took a deep breath and closed her eyes attempting to steel her nerves for what was to follow. 

"Open your eyes, sweetheart. You should look me in the eyes. 

Remember, everything is a test." 

"Yes, sir." 

Crack! The first strike came with such rapidity that it caught Annabelle completely by surprise. She heard the sharp gunshot-like sound of the leather striking the skin of her hand. Then the pain came. She screamed bloody murder. She couldn't hold it back. It just erupted from her body like as if her scream had a force all its own. 

"No. That won't do," the man shook his head like a disappointed parent. "I

didn't even use that much force. Catholic nuns have been using that form of punishment on misbehaving students for ages. Somehow they all survived and so shall you. But if you scream once more, this interview is over. Look, your hand isn't even red." 

Annabelle looked down. He was correct. But the shock of the entire ordeal was almost too much. Now she was actually grateful that it had been many hours since she had last had a chance to drink some water. Even though she was on the verge of dehydration, she was grateful that her bladder was empty. Otherwise she was quite sure she would have peed herself. 

"Okay. Here we go again. Remember to thank me and ask me for another." 

"Yes, sir," she said. 

Crack! The pain reminded her of that one time when she had by mistake touched the hotplate of the kitchen stove when she was a child. The man looked at her openly studying her expression for any signs that she was about to quit. "One," he said

"Thank you, sir. Please punish me again," Annabelle heard herself say. 

Her voice sounded distant like as if her soul had somehow separated itself from her body and stood to the side, watching her go through the ordeal. 

The blows kept raining down on her upturned palms. The pain soon coalesced into one unending agony. But she endured it all. 

Crack! She took the pain for her brother. 

Crack! She accepted the pain for her future. 

Towards the end, Annabelle felt something deep in her change. The pain was still there — almost beyond endurance. Yet a new sensation had now joined it in her mind. 

Pleasure. Agony had triggered natural biochemical pathways in her brain that made her body produce copious amounts of natural opiates. Endorphins flooded her overwhelmed synapses. Pain melded with pleasure and became ecstasy. 

"Ten!" He said for the second time having delivered the last strike to her second palm. 

"Thank you, sir," she heard herself say. 

"Good. You did very well indeed, girl." Annabelle looked down at her hands. The skin on her palms gleamed an angry red. Tentatively she closed her fists. Her fingers tingled but no permanent damage had been done. She looked up at the man.  Her eyes had a vacant look. 

"Are you a virgin?" The man asked. He had already put down the strap and was now holding a computer tablet with a stylus poised to take notes. 

"Yes, sir," Annabelle replied. 

The man jotted something down in his tablet. "Have you ever had anal intercourse?" 

A blush came over Annabelle. "No. Never, sir." 

"Have you touched a penis?" 

"Yes, I have." 

"Explain please." 

"My boyfriend in high school. I gave him a blowjob." The man was rapidly scribbling notes. 

"Did you deepthroat him?" 

"I tried, but I gagged and gave up." 

"Did you swallow his cum?" 

"Yes." 

"How did you like the taste?" 

"I didn't care for it. But I saw he liked that I swallowed. This made me happy." More notes. 

"How many boyfriends have you had?" 

"Just that one." 

"You broke up?" 

"He joined the military and went to fight abroad. He never made it back home…" Her voice sounded distant and almost devoid of emotion. 

"Ah the war," the host side clearly uninterested. The questions kept on coming, ever more detailed and intimate. She answered them all with no hesitation. 


***

"Lights up, please." Ms. Blight watched on as the audience of twenty or so mostly male  "managers" looked bleary eyed and momentarily disoriented. 

She fancied herself something of a neo-post-feminist. She enjoyed watching men react like quite the little biological automatons that they were as she put them through their paces. The majority of the faces in the audience were red and flushed. She caught herself wondering how many of the slightly more than twenty penises in the room happened to be erect? Erect penises were always good for business. As far as she was concerned there was no such thing as bad timing when it came to market research. 

Most of the men, and a couple of the women, were finally back from Laa-Laa land at last. It didn't escape Ms. Blight's attention that in spite of the highly provocative nature of the video they had all just watched, other than herself, there were two men and a woman who showed outward signs of polite curiosity but were otherwise quite unperturbed. Loretta made a mental note of their names. Either being managers at Sterling-Silver was going to be the wrong line of work for them, or like herself, they happened to be senior exec-type-material. More careful observation was clearly going to be needed. 

"Well, now that we're all back here again," Loretta chuckled, polite laughter echoing back from the audience. "Let us do some analysis of what we just saw. The video we just watched was recently uploaded to one of our affiliate websites to much acclaim from our subscriber base.  Annabelle is a cute if naïve little thing. I believe you'll all agree. Affirmative murmurs filled the room. "But tell me what, if anything other than the amateur starlet's innate charm, made an impression on you?" 

Immediately a couple of hands shot up in the audience.  A keen group.  

Recently, with yet another economic downturn rearing its ugly head in the world outside, more and more genuinely smart people were signing up to join Sterling-Silver. For a brief moment the cold tendrils of a suspicion squeezed Loretta's heart. Should she be worried? Was there any chance she might be displaced from her job? What if she was made to give way for fresh, more virile blood. She shook her head and banished the ugly thought. Mister Sterling would never allow it. Loretta Blight knew him better than he knew himself. There was no way he would allow anyone to replace her. She was his Loretta. 

"Yes, you, in the yellow polo shirt, please, go ahead." 

"Thank you, ma'am. The host…" 

"Yes. What about him?" The kid was young but had a certain restless look about him. 

"Well, he could have just, you know, gone through the interview, but he kinda dragged it out. You know…" 

"Yes. I think I know, but why don't you elaborate please." More fidgeting. 

Glances this way and that. Then he squared his shoulders. 

"He made her feel uncomfortable. Like an insect under a microscope. I don't know, but I felt like, even just by watching the interview, I was a scientist. I had power over that girl. The power to silently, anonymously, watch her be undressed, exercised, told what to do, put through her motions. 

But it was all the doing of the host. The way he talked to her, like an adult to a child, a superior to a subordinate," a number of heads in the audience started nodding and muffled yeses accompanied the kid’s words. "It gave me a hard on." He smiled and the guy to his right gave him a high five that he returned. "I think that's why you showed us the video." 

"To give you a hardon?" Ms. Blight smiled. 

"To show us that hardons are good for business, ma'am." 

 Smart kid. 


***


Annabelle’s  “Date” 

She shuddered when she saw him. Fat people were never gross as far as Annabelle was concerned. But something about the way this man's little beady black eyes lay ensconced like two little tiny cameras, unblinking and cold, surrounded by folds of humid flesh, made her skin crawl with disgust. 

Annabelle liked to give things names. She had learned that from her mama. 

Mama had taught her that naming something gave you power over it. For the most part however Annabelle knew it was all a sham. Whatever she chose to call him in her head wouldn't change anything about the way he treated her later. But it did give her at least one itty-bitty measure of independence. The Annabelle that would leave the room would not be the same person who entered it. Not after this sicko was through doing to her whatever he intended but she would always have the power of knowing his secret name. She decided it would be Mister Jabba.  Yes. 

A tiny measure of relief washed over Annabelle. 

Rings of sweat lined his chubby cheeks. His eyes blinked a couple of times rapidly as if trying to make up for lost blinking. He had already seen photos of her, she knew. After that awful interview with that creep of a host, after she had just finished dressing again, they had tapped her on the shoulder and told her "No-no-no. We need to take some pictures first. Undress again, please." 

This time they had brought in a rather efficient looking little bald man with a professional camera. For the better part of an hour he snapped photos of her as she hesitantly disrobed. The T-shirt. Shoes. Pants and socks, were all soon on a little pile by the door. The photographer had asked her then to assume a couple of provocative poses. 

"Think sexy." He had told her, and when she had patently failed to "think sexy", he had told her quite precisely what to do, all the while snapping away with his expensive digital camera. 

– – – Stand on tip toes. Lovely. Hold your head up, yeah. Just like that, honey. – – –

– – – Arch your back, purse your lips, please, forward, stand forward. 

Look straight ahead. Imagine you are on a beautiful tropical beach, look forward. Somewhere out there your fiancé is waving back at you… – – –

– – – Spread your legs – – –

– – – Squat, yes, child, perfect! – – –

Why did he have to keep on talking? If he called her "child" one more freaking time! Annabelle was doing all she could to keep herself from losing her cool. The only thing that kept her going was the thought of finally being able to afford Jacob's visit with the doctor. 

Mister Jabba smiled. Annabelle used her last ounces of willpower and commanded her bare feet to step forward and into the room. The door closed with a gentle click behind tapping her butt forward. Her toes curled against the cold, damp cement floor. Her  "date"  had picked the location, she knew. 

As the paying customer, he had first dibs on every aspect of their encounter. 

He had chosen her from what she knew were page upon page of eager young girls, and even boys.  And she didn't even know his name. It was beyond her station to ask questions like that she had been told. 

The fat man cleared his throat. "Annabelle, come closer," he said. His voice was laced with a heavy East European accent. Russian, she guessed. 

Russians were the only people nowadays with enough cash to burn on frivolous activities. The hard economic downturn had come seemingly out of nowhere. Annabelle kept hearing people say that it made the 2008 recession seem positively benign in comparison. "The Second Great Depression" was what people called it. 

"I'll be gentle," the Russian said. It was a lie, and somewhere deep within his soul, he felt sorry for the young girl. He was going to have to hurt her. 

There was no way around it. He knew that, and so did she. She had to know. 

It was part of his contract with Sterling-Silver. They had made him sign it in front of three witnesses. Then they had collected the paperwork and neatly stapled his check to it, placing everything in a clean manila folder. He was going to hurt her. It was why he was here. Why he was paying them all that money. But a little white lie at the beginning was almost to be expected. Hell, it was required. Part of the ritual. He had to put the girl at ease. 

 Nu molodets, he thought,  she looks even more delicate in person. Such a small little thing.  He definitely had to put her at ease. No way was he going to risk chasing her around the room. 

"Come, sweetheart, and sit here. Let's talk. Gennadi likes to talk with pretty little girls." The big fat man tapped his broad thigh motioning for Annabelle to take a seat. 

"I like your smile," the man said and Annabelle saw him lick his lips. "I

want you smile. Okay?" She nodded. She forced her lips to stretch praying that it looked genuine enough. "Good. I can see that I did not make mistake when I pick you." His big meaty hand gently came to rest over her thigh just above her knee. His skin felt like fire there. "You agree? Don't you? That I chose wisely," he chuckled. Then suddenly, looked deathly serious straight into her eyes. 

"Yes, sir,” Annabelle nodded energetically remembering to smile. "I am very, very happy you picked me." 

His legs were so massive and wide that she wasn't sure she could straddle him. He saw her indecision as she lingered a moment too long trying to decide how best to sit where he was pointing. She saw him smile. Annabelle decided to sit sideways. Her butt felt exquisitely soft and he took a long moment to revel in the heat of her body as it traveled through the thin material of his expensive black silk pants. 

"Here, lean back and put your arm around my neck. But first, let's take your silly nightie off. I don't remember asking you to wear it. Was that your choice?" 

"Yes, sir," Annabelle felt her voice catch. "I don't know why… Sorry. I just…" 

She why the hell was she apologizing to this monster? She felt so vulnerable all of a sudden. 

"That's okay, little girl. But naked is better. Gennadi likes naked little girls." Annabelle was suddenly overwhelmed by the whirlwind of emotions assaulting her senses. Without thinking, she lifted her arms up in the air and waited for the big Russian to pull off the transparent pink négligée that hid less than it revealed. The man chuckled, "Ha-ha-ha, you are so innocent, like a doll. You remind me of my little adopted Polish sister." Suddenly reality crystallized all around and the haze that had enveloped her mind like mush cleared. Annabelle felt deeply nauseous. 

“Yuk!” The groan of disgust escaped her lips before she could stifle it. 

 Oh, God, no!  Profound panic squeezed her heart. 

The company had specifically warned her to avoid outbursts like that. 

They had told her that her first encounter with her "date" might prove challenging but under no circumstances was she to express anything but fascination and eager pleasure. Before she could stop herself, her eyes looked up at the ceiling, where, in a corner she could clearly see the red eye of the camera watching and recording. Annabelle wondered if it had the capability

to also listen in on what was said in the room. It probably did.  Shit!  Her consternation didn't escape the big Russian and he followed her eyes to see what she was gaping at. 

"Ha-ha -ha! Little American slut is worried that her employers could hear what she just said," the Russian's booming laughter echoed back from the barren walls making her tiny body shiver as she sat on his lap. "Don't worry, little slut. I will make sure to give you a very good rating when we are all done. Five stars!" 

He smiled and lifted a finger in the air. "If you promise to make up for insulting me."  Shit! Shit! Shit! 

Annabelle squirmed with deepening apprehension. Gennadi licked his thin lips. He loved how beautiful her firm girlish breasts were when they jiggled as she shivered in his lap. 

"I'm terribly sorry, sir," her voice sounded small and scared. "I didn't mean any disrespect." 

"I believe you," the big Russian said his meaty hand caressing the inside of her thigh in gentle circles coming ever higher and higher. "Of course I do. 

But what about them?" The man pointed at the red light in the ceiling. "Will they believe you?" 

"You could tell them you were not offended," Annabelle suggested, her voice cracking with emotion. "They'll believe you." 

"You see, child, I think you are too naïve. To your company I'm just another big, rich, fat Russian who paid well but they will probably never see again. They don't care about what I think. All they want to see is that  you have ‘potential for future employment’," he actually made air quotes with both hands as he spoke. "They'll probably decide I was too smitten with you and will choose to fire you regardless of what I say. I know how these big companies think: "Better safe than sorry. Better we fire temperamental little firecracker girl, before it is too late, before she loses her temper again and mouths off at someone else." Unfortunately Annabelle knew he was probably correct.  Shit! Shit! Shit! 

"But there's nowhere else I could ever work, if they give me a bad letter of recommendation," Annabelle whimpered. 

"Shush… I know, sweetheart. Remember, I read your file. I chose you. I know all about you." Annabelle was so worried that she didn't even notice the man's hand on her naked back as he gently started caressing her there between her shoulders. 

"That's why you need to do something that will obviously impress your employers. Something that will easily convince everyone who might be watching that you are sincere and dedicated." Annabelle felt her gut tighten and her chest grow small. 

"What is it you want me to do?" She asked in a tiny girlish voice. 


***

Ms. Blight paused the video and carefully scanned the audience. Most of the young men, the young automatons that they were, again appeared predictably flustered. But still, there were a couple, the same two men and a woman who seemed nonplussed by the slow train wreck they had all been watching.  Hmmm…

"Before we continue, I think that it is perhaps a good time for us to take a moment and discuss what we saw so far. I have a couple of questions for you all. But before that, can anyone summarize, please?" 

A number of hands shot up. 

"Yes, you. Did you get a hard-on this time?" Loretta Blight looked at the same young man who had so succinctly pointed out the crux of their business model last time. Now the kid appeared more reserved at being put on the spot again. He blushed and nodded yes sheepishly. Loretta made herself a mental note to catch up with him after the seminar and see if she could help him out with his predicament. No sense sending the poor boy back home in pain on his first day at work. Especially since relieving him would be so much fun. 

"Yeah, me too!" A man chuckled from the back rows. Others joined in. 

"Okay, okay, guys and gals," Loretta lifted her hands in a placating gesture. "Let's try and keep it all professional. What, if anything did we learn?" 

“The girl obviously failed to be appropriately respectful. As a result, her date is manipulating her into doing something that she probably wouldn't normally consider appropriate." 

"Correct," Loretta said. "So let me ask you my question. If  you were the manager in charge of this event, before we proceed with the rest of the recording, before you know exactly what it is her date will want her to do, what would have been your action in regard to her performance evaluation? 

Would you be willing to turn a blind eye on her outburst earlier?" 


***


Master of Tears

She was crying. That was good! It was part of the process. Over the years Gennadi had learned that there always came a moment when girls would cry. 

At least in his experience. He wasn't exactly sure why that was. Perhaps something fundamental in a female's constitution made it inevitable that a woman would just have to cry. The fact that given enough time in his company women, old and young, would inevitably come to tears was a given. 

What was never the same, however, was the way a woman cried. 

It was always different: sometimes it was just a couple of tears, other times deep heart rendering sobs, wailing, soundless convulsions that made her body shake as if in an epileptic seizure, little mewling whims, pleading whelps, screams, tears, not tears, and permutations of all of the above. At forty-three Gennadi thought he had seen it all, every possible combination that the human female body could produce when under stress. Their tears made him horny. Maybe it was the smell of fear. Sometimes he even fancied himself a scientist of sorts, a collector of sorrow. Other times it just pained him that he didn't have the gift of writers so that he could share his experiences with others so that countless women's sorrow didn't end with him. 

He knew in his gut, that there had to be many more people like him out there. Not too many. But quite a few. Enough that companies like Sterling-Silver existed to cater to their tastes. Most other people called his type monsters, but Gennadi knew not to take offense. Nature was nature and there was no fighting it. Some people were born with the souls of docile little sheep, others, like him -- with the temperament of venomous carnivores. 

Sometimes Gennadi wasn't even sure which kind outnumbered the other. 

Annabelle's arm around his neck pulled him in. She snuggled her body tightly against his chest. She reminded him of a baby bunny seeking the warmth of its parent’s body. He felt her sweat as it pooled around her neck, mingled with her tears and then curved down her clavicle bone above her chest to wet her firm pointy breasts that she pressed against his suit jacket making it wet. 

Her breath smelled of hunger and fright as it brushed against the stubble on his cheek. Her small button of a nose came to hide by his earlobe. She was turning him on. In her distress, she was searching for a harbor of safety. 

Had she come to the realization that had eluded countless others? Had she

come to accept her fate? Had she understood that her salvation, if there were any, would only come through him? Gennadi doubted it. He was nothing if not a realist. People didn't change in the space of an hour. At least normally they didn't. Not in the absence of some great stress, a tribulation of life-changing proportions. But he hadn't even begun working on her. Was Annabelle so impressionable, so desperate, and so wronged by that life of depravity that had brought her to his lap, that she had been in fact transformed? Or was she simply a week mind clinging to him as a last hope? 

So many questions. 

Too many questions. It was time to answer at least a couple of them. 

Gennadi took a deep breath and cleared his throat. 

He felt her body -- naked and wet with cold sweat grow rigid. 

"It is time to start, little one," he said quietly. 

"Yes, sir,” he heard her whisper against his ear. 

The building was dimly lit, damp inside and smelled like mildew. There was a single bulb hanging from the ceiling and it looked like it was the stockroom for some old butcher shop or something. 

The place was giving her the creeps. 

'Why did the guy have to pick such a hauntingly creepy vacant building? 

Whatever gets him off I guess...' She thought and she saw there was a bench in the center of the room and it was empty of anything else. No other furniture, no piles of rags or trash left by vagrants passing through, nothing but dust, gray and grimy windows that filtered the sunlight and hollowed out the rays and that bench. 

"Bend over." He said slowly. 

“I…don’t…want…anal” She tried warning him. 

"Don't worry." He said brushing off her warning. 

He wasn't going to fuck her ass. Not today. He was going to spank it until it was shining and deeper red than late autumn leaves. 

"That pretty little ass is going to turn red quickly." He told her and gave it a solid slap. 

She winced and spread her legs a little to help balance. Annabelle hadn't known he was into spanking or she would have stopped and gone pee before she got here. 

He set on spanking her so hard his hand was vibrating and her ass was stingingly bright red. Over and over his hand cracked over her ass. 

"I bet you're glad you're such a pretty little slut." He spanked her again. 

Annabelle felt like her bladder was going to explode with each punishing spanking he dished out to her and she prayed she wouldn't piss herself while he was spanking her. 

"Answer me. Are you a pretty slut?" He asked her loudly. 

"Yes!" She answered in a gasp. 

"Are you hoping I’ll fuck you? Do you want me to fuck you?" 

"Yes!" She hoped that was the right answer. 

"You. Dirty. Whore." His hand connected to her ass with each word. 

Her ass was shining and his handprints were scattered over her asscheeks in brilliant red marks that she could feel welting already. 

"Bad girls get spanked. Being a slut gets you spanked. Do you understand me?" He spanked her harder and tears came to her eyes. 

Annabelle didn't respond. It was taking every ounce of resilience to keep from peeing on herself or bursting into tears as he lashed out. 

"Do you understand me?" He doled out the hardest slap yet and the sound reverberated around the empty basement. 

She felt the first trickle. 

He had broken her, humiliated her and made her cry. 

"I understand." She said in defeat. 

"Good." Suddenly, he stopped. And in some odd incomprehensible way the absence of his rough, calloused hand coming down with brutal force against her bare buttocks hurt more than the spanking itself. Annabelle's head slumped between her shoulders. She was past crying. She just stood there on all fours and waited. Her pee had formed a puddle at her feet but she didn't care. Gennadi didn't seem to care either. She sensed him walk back and resume his seat. 

"So tell me, devochka, what is it you understand?" 

Oh. Dear. God. He actually wanted her to tell him how she felt! He wanted her to share her shame with him! 

"I understand why I came here," she whispered. 

"Speak louder, Annabelle. You don't want me to come over and spank you again. You will not like it." Gennadi saw Annabelle visibly shiver. 

"No sir. I'm sorry, sir." 

"That's okay, devochka. So, tell me again, what is it that you understood after I spanked you?" 

"I understood why I'm here," Annabelle said this time steeling her voice to sound stronger. 

"I thought that was obvious. You are here so that I can fuck you. Then I'll pay you and you will use the money to pay the doctors who tend to your little brother." Annabelle's eyes grew huge. The man's words felt like a slap in the face. Absentmindedly she reached around to touch her severely chastised behind. She started crying softly again when she felt the deep angry welts that crisscrossed her tender flesh. 

"I thought so too but I think they might also be another reason," she said trying to steady her voice. 

"Oh? And what may that be?" 

"I was curious," she said and looked down. "A couple of years ago, I came across my mother's stash of erotica. I read it all cover to cover. Some of the books I read more than once." Annabelle looked up. She could see the horrible man's eyes sparkle with interest. "I… Most of it was about BDSM…

Maybe this is why I came here. I wanted to see for myself. I could have asked for other jobs. Some of them could have been high paying too. But I wanted to see…" 

"To see for yourself if you liked the real thing, not just words on a piece of paper but see what was all this thrill people kept talking about when it came to some real pain and spanking…" The man finished her thought. He saw her blush violently as she looked down at her naked feet. He saw her nod her head. 

"Come devochka," he said. "I want to show you something." She stepped forward and saw him pull out his giant smartphone that seemed to be almost the size of an iPad. He tapped on it and after a few swipes and clicks, handed it to her. "These are pictures of my datcha, my estate, back home in the Russia," he said. "Look at them. There are also pictures of my girls," he added. "I can tell you more about them if you want to know." 

It took Annabelle a moment to realize that the pictures she was seeing on his cell phone weren't a screensaver. They were so beautiful it was like watching scenes from a major movie, a fantasy perhaps. Roiling mists drifting above green pastures, with hundreds of horses, over them in the far distance she could see snowcapped mountains. And off to the side -- a giant mansion. It looked more like a Renaissance castle than a modern house. 

"You live there?" She asked her voice quiet with subdued disbelief. 

"Only on paper alas," the big man chuckled. "Unfortunately I have to travel the world just so I can keep earning enough to afford it all." 

"Wow…" 

One photo yielded to the next, each one more out of this world than the previous. Annabelle was taken aback by the delicate nature and sheer beauty of what she was seeing. Even though brutish, this man clearly had exquisite taste. It was like leafing through a tourist brochure for Never-Never Land. 

She was almost giddy with the vicarious pleasure of seeing these beautiful pictures until she swiped onto a new photo that made her heart lurch sideways. 

"By your pale face, I can tell you have finally come to the pictures of my girls. Do you want me to tell you more about them?" Annabelle felt her mind struggle to make sense of what she was seeing. A line of beautiful young women, most of them very young, but a couple -- older, stood waiting in line like prim domestic servants in the foyer of the large mansion. 

She could count six women in total, and they were all stark naked! 

"Who are they?" She heard herself ask. 

The man bent forward to have a better look at the picture. "Let me see. 

From left to right, this is Nelly, Mia, Sasha, Nastya, Marusia and Nora. They belong to me," he added simply. And leaned back into his chair. 

"Belong to you?" Annabelle looked up at him feeling completely at a loss. 

"Yes, they are my body servants. I call them my sweet concubines. They belong to me body and soul," he shrugged simply. "Don't be so surprised. I have money. Lots of it. Perhaps too much. They don't. They have all signed contracts agreeing to be my submissive slaves. In return, I take good care of them. They need for nothing, I can assure you." 

"But… How is that possible?" Annabelle furrowed her brow. "Slaves? In the twenty-first century? Is this even legal?" 

"Oh, please," the big man laughed. "Of course it is legal. Let me ask you something. How do you think this is any different from what you do for Sterling-Silver?" He loved watching Annabelle's troubled expression. 

"But I can always walk away from Sterling-Silver while this," she pointed at the row of beautiful smiling women on the phone screen, "This is indentured servitude." 

"Perhaps you are right. But is this ‘indentured servitude’ as you call it, that bad though?" Gennadi asked. "Unlike Sterling-Silver who only care for you while you're on the clock working for them, I never stop providing for my girls. Also, unlike Sterling-Silver, I provide my girls with a very generous compensation that also includes healthcare and benefits for their immediate families," he stopped talking and gave Annabelle a moment to make sure she

understood the implications of what he was saying. 

Her eyes grew huge. For the first time she openly studied his face. If she was one of these girls, she thought, her little brother's medical care would be taken care of once and for all. She felt petrified, lost in thought and didn't move when the giant of a man sat up in his chair. 

Like in slow motion, she watched him reach out one big paw of a hand and saw it slowly, with no hurry, come to rest on her left breast. 

It was like a dream to Annabelle. She looked down at her chest and watched as his large hand only lingered there, engulfing her flesh, making her tiny breast disappear into the interior of his giant palm. Then slowly, his fingertips closed in around the base of her tit constricting her flesh in the confines of his fist. The pressure increased gradually as he squeezed with methodical slowness. She squirmed but stayed on her knees. She maintained her position even as her vision blurred with the tears that sprung into her eyes. 

"Look at me, devochka," he said and like a lamb transfixed by the power and control of a predator, Annabelle obeyed. Two tears ran down her cheeks, one on each side as she peered back at the dark-brown irises staring down on her. 

Discomfort became pain, which morphed into shards of pure agony that lanced through her breast as the man viciously twisted it in a corkscrew fashion as if trying to separate it from her body through sheer brute force. 

Annabelle's mouth opened in a silent scream but no sound escaped. For a terrible moment she seriously worried that this monster of a man was going to do permanent damage to her, but somehow, unfathomably, she kept her hands down by her side, her eyes on his and stayed demurely kneeling at his feet. 

If she hadn't peed herself earlier while he had spanked her, Annabelle was sure she would have done it now. Seconds felt like hours as her vision narrowed and something like sparks of electricity caused by the stress in her mind started running up and down her scalp. Annabelle was certain, she was on the cusp of actually fainting when finally, mercifully, the pain subsided. 

The man released his grip on her abused globe and sat back in his chair. 

Tears of pure unadulterated gratitude were now pouring down her cheeks in copious amounts. She actually smiled up at him, thankful that he had stopped tormenting her. She looked down and saw the imprint of his hand as it slowly developed in shades of angry red across her delicate skin on her left

breast. 

"You did very well, devochka, sweet child," the big man said. "So well in fact, that what I was merely entertaining as a possibility earlier, has now become a certainty in my mind." His words made her look back up at him. 

"You are a natural submissive, sweetheart. You are a naturally docile creature who needs somebody strong and decisive in her life to guide her and direct her. You need someone who knows what is best for you and can offer you a life away devoid of day-to-day decision-making. Somebody like me, a master." He said. 

"A master," she repeated almost mindlessly. 

"Yes, devochka. I want you to come with me. Become mine, just like the other girls," Gennadi said. "You need to become my body slave. It is for your own good. Or your life will be one endless struggle for survival in sheer misery and abject terror of poverty." 

“But that isn’t true. I am not a submissive… My luck will break the right way one of these days, I am sure. This is just temporary. I will make it… All will be fine…” 

The man suddenly sat forward in his chair and lifted a menacing finger in the air. 

“Shhhh…” 

She stopped her anxious blabbering and looked up at him wondering what he was going to make her do next. The silence seemed to go on and on and she became aware of her pain where her knees dug into the grimy ground. 

He stood and walked a couple of steps to tower above where she was kneeling. Then he placed his hands on the back of her head and entwined his thick fingers in her hair. Suddenly he roughly pulled back her head forcing her to look up at him. 

"You have had some very limited experience with blowjobs before but you still ought to know what to do." Annabelle wasn't quite sure what to say and so she merely nodded. He allowed her head to come back forward to normal. 

Immediately she reached up and unbuckled his belt, unbuttoned his pants and pulled down the zipper. She felt tiny kneeling at his feet. He was so big and tall that even though she was up on her knees she was still craning her neck and reaching above her head as she began to take down his pants. Then she pulled down his briefs. Suddenly his cock sprang out and bobbed slapping her forehead a couple of times. 

It was only the second penis she had seen in her entire life and dwarfed her boyfriend’s. It was not only bigger, but also scarier-looking. Annabelle heard her belly rumble loudly and squirmed with anxiety. It was as if a third person had suddenly entered the room. Not a person — a monster of some sort. Even though the man was light skinned, his cock looked dark as it slowly reared its head like a python sensing prey. Thick throbbing veins crisscrossed the surface of his skin and Annabelle felt transfixed by the long pulsing slit that gaped like a little mouth at the tip. He pulled her head forward and she opened up and took it in. 

"Are you on any contraceptives?" Annabelle shook her head no. She felt overwhelmed with his presence that somehow appeared to still be growing. 

His head appeared disproportionately thick in comparison to the girth of his shaft and was right now filling her mouth entirely. Her tongue was pushed down making her instinctively salivate. 

At first he allowed her to gently lick and suck covering his thick girth with shiny saliva. Soon however he proceeded to push in and out of her taking more and more control of her movements. It hurt as he would pull on her hair dragging her mouth off his cock before pushing on the back of her head plowing to the back of her throat. A couple of times, when it would reach her throat Annabelle felt like she was going to gag but the repetitiveness and sheer force soon made the back of her throat so sore from the cock hitting it that her gag reflex died down and soon she felt him pass through into the back of her throat. After a couple of minutes her it was completely gone and he was now easily fucking her throat as if it was her vagina. 

Wet slurping sounds filled the dark room and she found herself start to relax as the big man established a rhythm and took control. Finally he thrust all the way in pushing her nose against his thick pubic hairs at the base of his belly and just stopped. His cock was embedded all the way down her throat as far as it would go. 

Gennadi was well aware that most men who preferred complete control over a woman, at least the more kinky amongst them, usually worked their way up to what he was about to do next. They believed in the gradual and patient training of a slave, slowly eradicating her preconceived notions and replacing them with her Master’s values instead. Gennadi disagreed, however. 

Making her accept and come to terms willingly with the shame he was

about to inflict was the honest way to go. It was the ultimate act of submission, even more so than giving him her virginity, although he wanted that too. If Annabelle accepted the humiliation and discomfort of allowing him to urinate in her mouth, just to please him, he knew she would forever be his. He knew that ironically, it was the honest thing to do because it would leave no doubt in her mind about the kind of man she was submitting to. 

Gennadi’s pragmatic nature made him a firm believer in getting right to the point. No sense putting off the inevitable. She had her safe word and was not restrained in any way. She was free to go and the choice was purely hers. 

If she stayed, her decision might as well be set in stone. 

"Can you breathe, devochka? If you can, reach around behind you and clasp your hands together. I want you to stay like that until I allow you to move, or you cannot breathe. Ponimaesh? Do you understand?" Annabelle was trembling with fright. She took a couple of breaths through her nose trying to make sure that she actually could do it and then put her hands behind her back clasping her fingers together. Suddenly she felt much more vulnerable than ever. 

"Good girl. Now don't even move a muscle..." Annabelle was scared. She didn't dare move following his orders as best she could. 

Gennadi stood there for what felt like an eternity, his cock embedded all the way down her throat and his hands firmly holding her head in place. 

Seconds became minutes and soon she felt his manhood start to relax. Then she suddenly felt a hot sensation blossom behind her chest at the back of her throat and go directly down to her stomach. Annabelle was inexperienced and at first she thought he was cuming and that she was feeling his sperm in her throat. But that thought quickly gave way to the horrible realization that he was actually peeing in her throat and that hot feeling was the result of his urine traveling down into her body. Instinctively she tried to break free from his grip but his hands entangled in her hair held her like two prongs of steel and she realized there was no getting away. She simply resigned herself to her fate and placed her hands behind her back again looking up at him pleadingly as she waited for him to finish. 

When he was done he didn't move but merely kept his hands on her head and his cock still embedded in her mouth. 

"Yes, I was right. Most girls fight really, really hard but you knew your place immediately. Sure at first you fought a little bit. It is human nature. But

then you knew right away there was no use fighting. It is your destiny. You did a real good job, devochka.” 

Annabelle shuddered at his words. It's not like she had any choice but then again, she did. It had been her decision to come here today. At any point she could have said her safe word or indicated she wanted to leave. Annabelle had to admit that merely the thought that a man, so different from her could have so much control that he could use her mouth for a urinal excited her on a very deep level. 

He let go of her head. "Let my cock come out now, sweetheart. Kiss it stroke it. Make it hard again. Tonight you will lose your virginity." She looked up at him her mouth agape having moved back a little allowing his semi hard cock to slip out from her throat. Her little hand absently stroked its shaft. 

"What? Why are you looking at me like that? I thought you knew this is why I bought you for tonight in the first place.” She wasn't sure she could speak and so just looked at him in consternation. “You do have your safe word, no?” he asked. 

“Yes I do,” she croaked, her voice hoarse from having his thick cock push past her throat so many times. 

“Well, if you want to leave just say it. You are free to go. I promise I will still give you a positive review with your employers and will rate you as high as possible. You are a very good little girl. I will be sad though,” he said gently tapping her head like she was a dog. “I want you to come with me back to my datcha. I want you to become mine. I think it will be good for you too. You will be happy to have me tell you what to do and not have to worry about responsibilities of any sort. But it is your choice entirely.” 

"But… My brother?" Annabelle started saying and then answered her own question. "If I come, you will provide for him." 

"Yes, devochka," the big man replied. "He will want for nothing.” 

Annabelle felt exhausted. Too much was happening too fast. She couldn't imagine she was able to envisage and think of all the potential complications but even though the rational side of her mind was screaming caution, she felt her subconscious suddenly take control. "Yes, sir, I do. I do want to become your submissive slave." She heard herself say. 

Gennadi smiled broadly. He was overjoyed. She was a pretty girl and he was very happy she accepted. But more than that, she was a conquest and he took pride in having judged her character so correctly right from the start. 

“Then make me hard again and let me become your first man. You will not regret it. I will fuck your brains out.” He said using his thumb to wipe back a stray tear from her cheek. 

Absently Annabelle pumped his cock spreading the thick saliva it had pulled up from her throat covering the shaft in long glistening sheaths of wetness. She looked up at the man and saw him for the first time as something more than Mister Jabba. He was going to be so much more than simply another twisted rich man willing to use and abuse her. For the first time Annabelle looked up at him and saw the man who was destined to become her first lover, her master, perhaps even the father of her children. 

Emotions filled her mind with sorrow for her past life that she was about to give up but also joy and trepidation for the future she was embarking on. A shiny droplet of pre-cum appeared across the slit of the thick bulbous head and still sobbing, she leaned forth and kissed it sucking it in and then swallowing it tasting her master for the first time. 

“Sladkaia devochka, sweet little girl,” the big man said gently threading his fingers through her thick hair. She covered his cock in tiny little pecks that she carefully placed up and down and side to side across his girth. She wanted to warship the manhood that was to become the center of her universe. The company hadn't explained exactly what they expected her to do today with him and she suspected that they had counted on her surprise and initial reluctance to make the experience that much more exhilarating for their customer. But Annabelle had made up her mind to prove them wrong. 

She would not fight. It was her destiny to become his own personal slave and she would embrace it. She leaned up and holding his increasingly hard and heavy cock to one side with one hand, she reached out with the other and gently cupped his testicles. She swaddled them in her palm. They looked so big and heavy. She felt a cold draft between her legs where strings of wetness were starting to drip from between her nether lips in anticipation of her first fuck. She kissed the balls and felt them pulse with energy. 

She shuddered as she imagined his sperm there, bubbling hot and thick preparing to find its way into her body. 


*****

The lights came back up and Ms. Loretta Blight smiled. She could see obvious frustration on all faces in her audience. Even the two men and a woman who had been unimpressed during the previous segments of the

video. 

"I know what you're thinking, and I have to apologize. Stopping at this place was not my choice. Mister Gennadi Orlov is one of our platinum gold members and he insisted that little Annabelle's first fuck not make it into our instructional footage. He said something about his right to privacy and frankly Sterling Silver would have ignored his request were it not for his willingness to cough up some serious amount of additional fees. So you can see, your loss in entertainment today is the company's win." Polite smiles and chuckles greeted her words. 

"Now tell me however what do you think? If you were the manager of this encounter, would you rate it high or low? Is it a net win for Sterling Silver that our customer-employee Ms. Annabelle Smith was recruited away from us by this oligarch, or is there something of a silver lining in there somewhere? Anybody?" Ms. Loretta Blight scanned the audience and waited patiently. Finally a woman in the back raised her hand. 

"There is a silver lining, ma'am. Judging by Mister Orlov’s deep pockets and… uhm, rather, interesting tastes, I'm sure he will be back for more. Even though Ms. Annabelle appears to be quite talented, losing her gained us the appreciation of her new Master. I'd be willing to wager that he will be back for more soon enough." 

Loretta Blight nodded. "Exactly right. This was an astute business decision by the manager monitoring the live videocam feed of their encounter. At any point he could have chosen to interrupt the sequence but he came to the same conclusion as you did. The way Sterling Silver sees is a win win win for all. Mister Orlov bought himself a new slave, Ms. Annabelle seems to be happy having a master, and Sterling Silver gained a repeat client. 

I can only wish that all our encounters were quite as successful as that." 


*****


Epilogue

Annabelle awoke with a start gently, slowly. The big burly man she was more and more thinking of as her master was gently caressing her head. They both lay on the single tiny bed in the side of the grimy cell where he had claimed her for the first time. As the mists of sleep withdrew, she slowly became aware of the wet sticky feeling between her legs. An involuntary shudder made her small body vibrate where she lay hugging the giant man's burly chest. 

“You're awake, devochka,” the man said quietly. His voice sounded like a booming heavy-metal concert across thick stone walls where she heard him as she pressed against his chest. 

"Yes, master,” she said. And then smiled realizing how easy addressing him like that came to her. She put a hand down and felt between her legs touching her soreness there. 

He had not lied. He had indeed fucked her brains out. That was the reason she had almost immediately fallen asleep. Her body had simply shut itself down taking a much-needed timeout to recover from the vicious onslaught her womanly parts had been subjected to. 

“I must have bled quite a bit,” she said. Feeling the caked blood between her legs. 

“It sometimes happens when a girl does it for the first time,” the man explained and Annabel felt tingles run up and down her spine. She had no illusions about his love life but hearing him talk like that made her realize the truly vast experience he apparently had deflowering young women. 

“Are you thirsty?” he asked. She shook her head and then blushed. 

Given the copious amounts of sweat and fluids her body had lost in the last couple of hours, she knew she had to be parched, and yet, she wasn’t. She blushed deeply realizing the reason for that. She had drank something after all and the thought of it made her shiver with shame and exhilaration. 

His hand played with her hair. His cock twitched and brushed against her wrist and it was the most natural thing as she took it in her small hand. His

manhood felt hot and sweaty and she loved how its veins throbbed with his heartbeat beneath her fingers. Instinctively her body responded to the touch of his cock and she felt her insides tighten and ache in a not entirely unpleasant pain where his thick head had battered against her cervix earlier. 

“You want me to take you again?” the man asked. 

“I hurt too much,” she said in a small voice. 

“Later, then. Now use your mouth,” he said. 

It took her a moment to make her body move. Finally she inched closer to him licking her lips impulsively. She whimpered softly. He was…awesome. 

This time it was no hardship to take him in her mouth and she started sucking hungrily. It was as if she had never wanted something so much in her life. 

Again though, she couldn't fit much more than the tip past her teeth. 

"Put your fists together at the base," Gennadi instructed. He used his hands to show her gathering the moisture her lips had spread across the tip lubricating his shaft. Then he took her hands and coached them into a twisting motion along his cock. 

"Harder," he ordered. “Cover your teeth with your lips and pull them back tightly, suck, harder," he breathed. "Yes that's great, devochka.” 

"I'm coming," he gasped a couple of intoxicating minutes later. "If you don't want to swallow, that's fine but you should pull back now." Annabel shook her head no feeling his need become hers. Instead of pulling back, she sucked harder swallowing instinctively when his warm cum bathed against the back of her throat.." 

He gently caressed her head and sighed deeply. Annabel felt her body relax and a warm glow of happiness covered her in a delicate blush head to toe. 


*****

The end. 



Elizabeth, His Lordship’s Demure Body-Servant:

Volumes 1 through 5

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

It all happened in less than one full day:

Lord Benedict made her family an offer they couldn't refuse. 

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

Then she discovered its meaning and her responsibilities. 

Soon after that — she wanted more. 



Unusual Passions

Unusual Passions: a Bundle of Four Erotic Stories 



Taken by the Warlord

When Jason, my husband suddenly passed and left me alone to fend for myself and our three month old son, I thought the world had come to an end. 

Alone, nursing a small baby in the middle of a Third World country where I did not speak the language, I felt as if I had run head-on into a concrete wall. 

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

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

My name is Michelle and this is my story. 



Laura’s Submission

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

It all happened like in a dream. 

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

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

Thank you for reading Taken by the Oligarch. I hope you enjoyed it at least as much as I loved writing it. 

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

The best way to contact me would be via Twitter:

@AlexCarlsbad

You can also find me on:

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

Email: alexcarlsbad@gmail.com

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

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