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Cherry Ripe
by Maria Lloyd

It was annoying to be moved to yet another finishing school, this time in the North of England, but I had little say in the matter. My guardian wanted an accomplished ward and his wife wanted their own daughter safely and richly married before I was introduced to society.

I suppose I should have been mildly flattered that I was considered too attractive as a potential rival, even with my much lesser dowry; but all I could think of was another year languishing with other neglected young ladies, learning the art of genteel entertaining. At 18 I yearned to be free of the yoke of such education. Never mind. Perhaps it would be good walking country; perhaps there would be a good horse to ride at their stables, a good pianoforte to play. Perhaps even a possible friend. Right now all I faced was a long and tedious coach journey chaperoned by an aged aunt on her way to visit her aged brother. She fussed constantly then dozed, which allowed me some time to relax a little and enjoy the scenery.

Then, as we paused before embarking on the last leg of the journey, we were joined by another passenger.

He was a nobleman in best riding livery. His horse had thrown a shoe he had left the horse with the stables at the coaching house and would ride with us as far as the gates to his estate so that he would not miss an important appointment. This much I gathered from the conversation of our travelling companions as we climbed into the carriage. I watched him as he left last instructions to the stableman regarding the care of his fine horse. He was tall, used to command, full of energy. He woke me up just watching him.

I was surprised that he chose to ride inside the carriage with us. It was fine weather and it was a bit of a squeeze with the clergyman and his wife (whom he seemed to know well) besides ourselves but he settled down opposite me and smiled.

He was handsome. A strong profile, keen grey eyes, fair, unpowdered hair tied back beneath tricorn hat. His body was so fit and strong beneath the well cut frock coat and breeches. His leather riding boots stretched out perilously close to my calf, to give his long legs more room, and as the carriage jostled into action our legs touched, though the contact was hidden beneath my skirts. I did not pull back and he smiled, eyebrows raised. Some time further into the journey he moved his leg a little closer until I could feel the inside of a hard, muscled thigh pressed against my knee.

Are you travelling far, ladies? he asked politely, addressing the question to my aunt.

Not far, my lord. As far as Buckingshall. My niece will attend the school to perfect her education while I travel on to visit my brother, a squire of the next village.

Ah, capital. The school is a fine institution. I am its local benefactor and often attend the concerts which the young ladies perform.

This made me smile, and raise my eyebrows a little. One could imagine the ripples of desire he would leave in his wake as he praised each young lady on her musical performance.

Indeed? Then I shall look forward to your visits, sir.

And I look forward to watching you perform.

My aunt smiled and I flushed a little, loosened my lace kerchief, arched my back a little to jut out my breasts. There was no doubt he was appreciating my dcolletage and I wondered what exactly he had in mind with regard to my performance. His presence was like a drug, and I liked the euphoric effect

As we travelled further he somehow reached beneath my skirts, with the help of his riding crop, and began to stroke my knee, circling and advancing up my thigh.

I breathed shallowly, worried that any moment my aunt would notice what was happening. But she, and the clergyman and his wife, were all busy looking out the opposite window at the passing of the hunt, so that my lord was free to slowly molest me as much as the cramped conditions allowed. I felt my breath quicken, my nipples harden under the thin cotton fabric of my bodice. I wanted to lie down against his hard, strong body, give him freedom to molest me further. I grew wet between the legs at the thought of it and I noticed that he adjusted himself a little.

There was one more stop to water and feed the horses at an old hostelry, where we were provided with some refreshments too. I thought my tantalizing companion would make his excuses, borrow a horse, and ride back to his estate but he stayed, adjusting himself discreetly to hide his erection as he helped me down from the carriage. I was gratified.

After a glass of wine and some meat pie, we were shown to a couple of rooms to refresh our toilet before commencing our journey. My aunt took advantage of a solid bed to have a quick post-lunch doze, while I asked the maid to fetch some water from the pump in the courtyard so we could wash some dust from our faces. As I returned, walking down the narrow corridor to our room, I was surprised when a door swung open and I was dragged into another comfortable room by my lord.

Sir, you compromise me, I protested weakly.

Make a noise and you shall be disgraced. Make no noise and no one will ever know, and we can share some pleasure. A beauty such as yours needs to be courted and savoured I promise to keep your maidenhead intact

I was past all resistance as he whispered this against the nape of my neck so I nodded, intrigued. I was startled as he placed a kerchief between my lips and tied it behind my head so as to gag me.

To ensure you do remain silent, he explained with a wicked grin.

Then he loosened my breasts from their stays, pausing to admire before he slowly sucked and licked and nipped until I groaned. He pushed me down onto the bed and bundled my skirts up past my hips so he could kiss and lick and suck my cunt to his hearts content too.

We dont have much time, I am afraid, he whispered as his fingers slid inside me and began to thrum a heady rhythm, How about I make you come and then you watch me come over your dainty feet? That would satisfy propriety on this occasion, and cause us both satisfaction, would it not, my young miss?

I nodded eagerly, even as I writhed and ground against those expert fingers. Those knowing grey eyes tracked all evidence of my mounting enjoyment as he meted out a rhythm which provided a full and quivering orgasm even as he pressed me into the bed to smother my moans of delight. After the hours of arousal in the coach this was indeed a sweet release.

When I was spent he stood up and freed his erect prick from his breeches, laid it between my breasts, nuzzled it gently against my gagged lips. I longed to suckle it, take it into my mouth or cunt.

He chuckled, reading my thoughts. No, my sweet, we have no time and we have your reputation to think of.

He pulled off my shoes and stockings, pulled together the soles of my feet, bending my knees apart, so that my feet could cradle his prick. From this angle he could look down at me, admire my naked breasts and swollen cunt.

After a slow tug and quick frottage he came, beads of semen hitting the arch of my feet, cascading down my ankles. I moaned as he tenderly mopped the come away with his silk handkerchief.

Quick, he whispered, get dressed and go wake up your aunt.

He loosened the gag and kissed me full on the lips. I nodded and obeyed, creeping out as he closed the door behind me.

My aunt was gently snoring on the bed, so I rocked her gently and offered her smelling salts as I told her it was time to return to the carriage.

Gracious, I shall be glad when this journey is over, she grumbled as she adjusted her mop cap. I splashed water on my flushed cheeks, smiled at the sparkle in my eye as I admired my reflection.

I think this country air is very agreeable, I replied cheerfully.

As we returned to the coach, the freshened horses eager to be off, my heart sank a little. My companion was nowhere to be seen. He must have taken a horse to ride on after our encounter.

Then, as my aunt was being helped up by the coach driver, he appeared at my side.

I must return to my estate now I shall ride the colt saddled there but I promise you we shall meet again to deepen our acquaintance.

I smiled shakily, pleased and relieved that what I had experienced was not just a one off.

That will be a pleasure, sir. I look forward to it.

As he helped me up he smuggled into my hand his crumpled, semen-stained silk scarf.

As shall I, miss. Then the pleasure shall be all mine.

And we smiled at each other, even as I wondered what fresh, compromising scenario he might arrange at our next meeting.

I held the handkerchief tight in my fist as I waved goodbye to him, knowing I would be sniffing its soft folds, pressing it against my stiff nipples tonight.

Sometimes a little frustration mingled with your pleasure is a good thing.

It was some time before I saw his lordship again. My aunt duly deposited me at school, which turned out not so bad. It had extensive grounds and the headmistress believed that fresh air was healthy which permitted many long rambles. This and embroidery, French, singing and the pianoforte were the prime occupations of myself and my companions. My nights, of course, were mine to dream of various exciting and erotic encounters with my lord.

Spring blossomed into summer and the day of the summer concert arrived. Maybe my lord would attend, as he had promised. I had practised my solo with particular care it was Cherry Ripe, a good soprano solo.

It was a beautiful summers day, clear blue skies and a zephyr of a breeze. I searched in vain as the guests arrived, longing for him to appear. When he did not I smiled and made the best of it, sang as best I could. Afterwards I circulated, longing for a chance to make my excuses and leave, to hide my disappointment, my sheer sexual frustration.

Then I noticed him across the room, talking to the headmistress.

And he noticed me too, gave me a ghost of a smile which I returned, my heart thumping, feeling the same attraction as before only multiplied by all those sleepless nights imagining him beside me.

Suddenly they advanced toward me.

Georgette, this is Lord Roxby, and he was absolutely enchanted with your voice tonight.

I curtseyed and offered my hand, which he took and bowed over with casual possession.

You are too kind, my lord.

Not at all. He grinned. By far the best version of Cherry Ripe I have ever heard.

I flushed. He must have been here, hidden somewhere, during the concert.

Thank you.

Lord Roxby has asked that you attend a dinner party at his house next week in order to perform it would be a great honour for you and your school, and of course you would be chaperoned by the ladies present. I have said that you would be delighted to attend.

Of course, Miss Framingham, it would be a great honour. I said.

Thank you, ladies. I promise Miss Georgette the most delightful experience. He bowed once more. Capital. Ill send a carriage on Wednesday evening.

So I bore some envy from my classmates and many lectures in good behaviour from my teachers until the day, a week later, the carriage arrived. It was another warm summers evening and I wore a simple gown of fresh white muslin, my hair pinned high in tendrils.

The coachman helped me to alight in front of Lord Roxbys large mansion or rather a small castle, complete with battlements. The place was ablaze with lights against the growing dusk, moths beat against the windows. I wondered just how many guests were laughing and chatting inside and I felt nervous

The butler showed me into a large, impressive room. The scarlet curtains were drawn, a fire crackled in the grate to keep out the damp evening air. A spinet stood in the corner. It was an intimate setting, not a place for a concert. In the leather chair near the fire sat my lord, in silk shirt and waistcoat, breeches and riding boots. He was nursing a glass of brandy.

My lord, where are your guests? I asked, a little stunned to be alone with him.

This is to be a solo performance, beloved. He sipped his brandy and gave me such a knowing, piercing look that I felt my neck flush, my heart quicken. It was so good to see him again.

But

My servants are discreet. No one shall know. But if you struggle and protest and try to leave Why, then everyone will know.

I smiled slowly. I see. A similar situation to last time.

Indeed. And we did both enjoy that very much.

I curtseyed.

Then I am at your disposal, my lord. For the evening.

I know. Its wonderful, isnt it? For a start you can sing me a pretty song.

Nervously I went to the spinet. I could play but was a little rusty, so had to remember the arrangement. I began the first verse. All the time he watched, all attention, like a big cat assessing his prey I was so nervous I faltered on the second verse.

Im sorry, my lord, I said, anxious to please, Ill begin again.

No. Thats fine. But you can accept your punishment for your mistake. I felt a frisson of excitement at this. Turn to the cabinet behind you and bring out the short leather crop.

Trembling, I obeyed. It must have been bought from the stable for this purpose.

I debated whether to take you out to the stable to break you in but this is so much more comfortable, isnt it? And I so wanted us to get reacquainted in the proper manner. Come, beloved, bring me the crop.

I hesitantly approached and handed it him as he put down his glass of brandy on the mahogany side table.

Now you will bend over my knees, young filly.

I hesitated, awkward, unsure how to arrange myself. He took my left hand and in one swift move he kissed me, then I was straddled face down across his lap. I squirmed a little as his palm smoothed my skirts up over my buttocks. I could feel his prick bulging hard against my belly as he stroked between my thighs, found my already wet cunt. I was past all propriety, all consideration of reputation. I wanted to abandon myself to this evening, these sensations, this man, totally. I sighed and lay still under his caresses.

Thats the spirit. I knew you were a soul mate. Now will you beg me to punish you or beg me to be lenient? he mused as he stroked my hips, my thighs.

Please be gentle, my lord, I whispered. If the headmistress would find any marks

Of course, good point. Ill be gentle.

Thank you.

I waited, trembling for him to begin, so weak with longing now this moment was finally here.

Even so the deft strikes stung. They made me wiggle with a pain-pleasure that left me craving more. His fingers dipped into my tender, sopping sex making me cry out with pleasure. Then he stopped and I moaned and pouted, tried to touch myself.

He stayed my hand.

No, you must not. You must wait for my permission.

Sorry, my lord.

Another blow, sharp and yet gently measured, took my breath away before he stroked my buttocks with gentle palms once more.

Now I want you to bow down and kiss my boots.

I slid to my knees, buttocks stinging, my breasts all but free from my bodice. Eagerly I knelt and pressed my lips against the smooth, shiny leather.

My cunt was so wet with longing at this. All my frustrated dreams over him in the dormitory had led to this very fantasy total abasement before him, total surrender to his will. Nothing made me more horny and it had obviously been the stuff of his dreams too because he sighed and released a magnificent erection from those elegant breeches.

I want those cherry ripe lips to kiss this now, he said and I obeyed gratefully, tasting the salt tang of him, the hint of citrus and brandy about him; licking along the shaft and suckling gently on his balls.

Enough, he gasped, and I obeyed even though I longed to continue through my haze of lust.

Turn around, beloved, on all fours.

I did so, crouching and shivering, waiting for his next order. I felt his hand stroke my hair, the nape of my neck.

Good girl, he said, as though gentling a filly. Now I want you to carefully take off your clothes and lie down on my hearthrug. We dont want to spoil your best dress, do we?

No, my lord.

I stood up and obeyed, slowly stripping in front of him, leaving my clothes in a neat pile on the chaise longue before I lay down on the deep pile of the Persian carpet.

Very good.

He stood with his back to the fire, brandy in hand, looking down at me, enjoying the view. He took a sip of brandy, then sprinkled a few droplets on me, making me quiver. I closed my eyes and moaned as I felt his boot probe casually between my legs.

I want you to wear this as a token of my affection. I felt a heavy necklace clasped around my neck a thick choker of pearls.

But, my lord, I could not possibly

You can hide it, then call it your inheritance. Ill want you to wear it each time you come.

Yes, my lord. My heart leapt at this promise of future visits.

He put his brandy on the mantelpiece and began to caress and massage his prick.

Caress yourself, he ordered and I did, grateful for final permission to stroke my swollen clit. I could feel myself fast reach a climax, gazing up at my lord as he went about his business. I came with a violence of long pent-up need, bucking and writhing on the hearthrug as his come finally spurted down upon my breasts and belly.

Just like pearls. He grinned, as he bent down to kiss me. Now I will have a bathtub drawn by the fire for you to soak and relax before you dress and we will share a little supper before you return to school. But I have to let you know your performance has been such a success that I will require you to perform again next week.

That, my lord, I said, would be an honour.





Late One Night At The Tourist Court
by Michael Bracken

Johnny parked the stolen Nash Ambassador beside the cabin hed rented so it could not be easily seen from the mountain road that wound past the tourist courts entrance, and we carried inside our only luggage my carefully packed overnighter and two canvas bags stuffed with cash from the Lufkin, Texas, bank hed robbed the day before. He pulled all the shades before he let me switch on a light, and then he collapsed on the bed.

Johnny had done all the driving because he still thought I didnt know how. I had learnt a lot of things while he was away chasing Nazis across France, and the less he knew about them the better for me.

We did it, baby, he said with a tired smile. Were on our way now.

I sat on the edge of the bed next to him and ran my fingers through his coal-black hair, the two-day-old pomade greasing my fingers. We sure did.

Johnny had returned home with little more than the cash in his pocket when the Army discharged him, and hed been talking about making a big score ever since being denied a job at the oil company where the boys who had arrived home before him had filled all the available positions.

Hed found work as a short order cook in the diner across the street from where the oil company banked, and by watching and listening to various bank employees when they visited the diner, he soon knew which days of the month the bank was flush with cash in anticipation of meeting the oil companys payroll needs. He also knew the banks management was overconfident and didnt even bother to hire help for the geriatric bank guard working those days.

Two nights before we found ourselves in a tourist court cabin in the mountains of Colorado, Johnny had visited me at the boarding house where I lived, showed me a .45 calibre semi-automatic pistol like the one hed had strapped to his hip on his march through France, and told me it was time to get ready. Johnny was smart, but I was smarter. I had been preparing for that day and knew exactly what I would pack.

The next afternoon I sat in the passenger seat of the stolen Nash Ambassador with both drivers-side doors open and the engine running. I dont know what happened inside the bank, but I heard several shots before Johnny came running out with the two canvas bags. He tossed them in the back seat, jumped into the front beside me, and off we went, careering down the street until he felt confident we werent being followed and slowed the Nash to a reasonable speed that wouldnt attract undue attention from any state troopers we happened upon. Except for stops for gasoline, we had been driving ever since, eating cheese and bread and moon pies and drinking warm RC Colas Id purchased the morning of the robbery. Id also purchased a treat I planned to share with Johnny later but had not told him about.

We had driven almost 30 hours straight, sticking mostly to back roads, when we noticed the tourist court late the next evening, the vacancy sign still lit and only a handful of cars parked in the gravel lot. At my insistence, Johnny had stopped the Nash in the shadows beside the office cabin and had checked in as a single, paying cash for the room and using an alias.

We were finally in a place where we could celebrate our accomplishment, and Johnny was certainly in the mood. He grabbed my shoulders and pulled me down on top of him, my heavy breasts flattening against his chest and his erection prodding my thigh through the thick material of our clothing. He kissed me and kissed me hard as my shoulder-length blonde hair fell into his face, and the rough stubble from his two-day growth of beard scratched my cheeks. I didnt care it had been days since he had touched me, days since any man had touched me, and I was eager to release the tension that had built up inside.

Johnny rolled us over and straddled me. He grabbed my blouse and pulled it open, sending buttons flying. My clothes werent cheap, and any other time I would have complained. But not then. Not with two canvas bags filled with cash leaning against the far wall.

We struggled out of our clothes, pulling things off and tossing them aside until we were both naked. Despite several months working as a short order cook and living the life of a civilian, Johnny still had the hard body of a soldier broad shoulders and muscular arms, trim waist and tight rear, powerful legs and he had a long, thick erection hard enough to pound nails.

Johnny had been my first, but he hadnt been my only, and some of the things I had learnt while he was away were taught to me by men who enjoyed giving me nylons and perfume and help paying the rent at the boarding house where the corpulent old broad who ran the place turned a blind eye to late-night visitors so long as I put an envelope full of cash in her pudgy paw on the first day of every month.

I decided to share one of the things Id learnt while Johnny was away, and I surprised him when I bent forward and took the head of his cock into my mouth. I licked away the glistening drop of precome and all the way around the swollen mushroom cap before I slowly took his entire length into my mouth.

Where did you? he started to ask, but he never finished his question.

His dark nest of pubic hair tickled my nose for a moment. I drew back until my teeth caught on his glans, and then I did it again. Other men had been longer or thicker, but none of them had been Johnny, and I had another trick to share with him. My fingers were still slick with pomade and I stroked the soft spot behind his ball sack as I moved my face up and down his stiff shaft.

Johnny couldnt help himself. He wrapped his thick fingers in my long hair and held my head as his hips began moving forward and back. He began moving faster and faster, and when I knew he couldnt hold back much longer, I placed the tip of my pomade-slick middle finger against the pucker of his asshole and pressed. In one smooth motion, I buried my finger inside Johnnys ass.

And at that moment he came, and came hard, firing a thick wad of come against the back of my throat. I swallowed and swallowed and swallowed again before I pulled away from him.

Johnnys return home had quickly impacted my social life, and the stash of cash I had carefully cultivated during his absence stopped growing and soon began to shrink. His own money flowed like water through his fingers, and I knew that if we remained together it wouldnt be long before he would be looking for another big score. I also knew that I had no desire to become a post-war Bonnie to his Clyde, always on the run, no matter how good the sex might be.

I wanted to go to the bathroom and rinse my mouth, but Johnny had other ideas. As I slipped off the bed and started to walk away, he grabbed my wrist, pulled me back, and pushed me down on the mattress. His cock was already hard again, something I hadnt seen since before the war took him away.

He pushed my knees apart and cupped his hand over my swollen pussy lips. I was hot, wet, and ready, and he easily slipped a pair of fingers into me.

Dont make me wait, Johnny, I whispered hoarsely. Take me now.

He didnt hesitate. He pulled his hand away and then he was on me and in me. My eyes widened in surprise at his intensity, but I was just as eager for the release I had already given him. I hooked my legs around his thighs, arched my back to meet each of his powerful thrusts, and clawed at his back as he drove into me again and again. The bed slammed against the cabin wall, probably frightening any wildlife that happened to be nearby, and possibly even disturbing the people in the next cabin.

I came quickly and then I came again, screaming out his name for a final time. Then, with one last powerful thrust, Johnny came, and I grabbed his ass cheeks and pulled him tight against me as my pussy clenched and unclenched, trying to milk every drop of come from him.

We clung to each other as we fought to catch our breath, and several minutes passed before he rolled off me and I was able to slip from the bed. Unseen by Johnny, I retrieved two things from my overnighter and stepped into the bathroom with them.

In addition to the cheese, bread, moon pies, and RC Cola, I had also purchased a cheap bottle of whiskey, and I splashed several fingers into a water glass I retrieved from the bathroom sink. I added a sleeping powder given me by a pharmacist who had been a regular visitor before Johnnys return, and I carried the glass to Johnny.

Youve thought of everything, he said when he saw the open whiskey bottle and the partially filled glass, havent you?

I hope so, I told him.

He took the glass, lifted it in a silent toast, and then downed a large swallow. He followed that with another and had barely finished his drink before he fell back on the bed and began snoring. The long drive, the vigorous sex, the half glass of whiskey, and the sleeping power ensured that he wouldnt awaken for a good long while.

I had planned even better than Johnny had, and I took my time. While Johnny slept, I used a nail file to switch the Nash Ambassadors licence plates with those of a Studebaker Champion parked two cabins away from ours. After I showered, I used things I had purchased weeks earlier to dye my blonde hair mousy brown, pluck my eyebrows into a different shape, alter my appearance with careful use of make-up I didnt normally use. I pushed my hair up into a bun. Then I pulled on clean clothes purchased at a thrift sale that that hid my figure. When I finished, a careful examination in the mirror told me that even those who knew me best might not recognise me at a glance.

After I thoroughly cleaned the room, retrieving every button that had popped off my blouse and wiping my fingerprints off every surface I had touched, I put the canvas bags of money and my overnighter in the Nashs trunk, slid Johnnys semi-automatic pistol under the front seat, and piled his clothes on the seat next to me.

Luckily, Johnny had parked the Nash on a slight incline. After I shifted the car into neutral and released the parking brake, the Nash slowly rolled backward. The tourist court consisted of a dozen cabins arranged in a rough U with the opening emptying on to the mountain road, and I steered the car backward until all four tyres reached the pavement.

I threw Johnnys things out of the car window. Then I keyed the ignition, shifted into gear, and drove in darkness till I was certain the Nashs headlights wouldnt flash across any of the cabins I was leaving behind.

I had learnt a lot of things while Johnny was overseas. One is that no man is indispensable. Another is to always take care of myself first.

I wasnt certain where I was going, but Id heard that California was the land of opportunity. At the next crossroads, I pointed the car west.





The Day the Sun Stands Still
by Toni Sands

The alluring young Persian females slithered down the grassy slopes leading to Sharmasa. Below, in the lush green valley, the citys white buildings clung to the curves of the River Sharm.

As the shackled women arrived in the market place, Zuleika held her head high, determined to ignore the crowds catcalls and banter. First of the slaves offered for sale, she needed all her dignity. Several of the others looked up to her and she knew theyd miss her as she would miss them. Soon the thump of an auctioneers hammer would decide their future.

Farouk the slave master nodded to his bellboy. The strident clanging silenced the rabble and crafty Farouk took advantage of the sudden lull to rattle the silver chain attached to his beautiful charges belt. Zuleikas skimpy dress stretched taut over her rounded hips, revealing long, coffee-coloured legs. The slashed neckline highlighted her sumptuous yet firm breasts.

Farouk, visibly preening himself at the attention invoked, lifted a swathe of the slave girls hair, dark as night and silky as the locks of any upmarket concubine or wife. She moved not a muscle, her body tense, hoping her accelerating heartbeat wouldnt broadcast her mounting anxiety.

Honoured masters, kind sirs, gentlemen with an eye for quality, I bring you my first offering of the day. Farouk rubbed his plump palms together. Zuleika comes to us fresh from a hillside haven a select house where shes been well schooled in ways of bringing pleasure Indeed, much pleasure. He paused to allow for ribald remarks. See these long, tapering fingers? Imagine them travelling the length of your body. Feel them stroking your spine and your shoulders. Her mouth is a well of desire. Her voice is low and sweet. She plays the zither like an angel.

Id sooner she played me! A raucous gentleman with a potbelly shouted out loud, much to the onlookers delight. A wizened monkey straddled one of his skinny shoulders and Zuleika sent a silent prayer to the gods above for this not to happen. The serious bidders ignored the bawdy comment and continued eyeing the curves of the tasty morsel on the podium.

Farouk raised a hand. This is a maiden to grace the table of any man of substance. Shes fresh as dew. She can be yours to command, yours to enjoy. Who will begin the bidding?

In her mind, Zuleika no longer stood half-naked in the sun-baked market place but galloped across a wide sweep of bay beside a sparkling turquoise sea. In her mind, she wore rich blue robes, cloak streaming behind her, hair coiled upon her head, the curls secured with silver slides. Her knees pressed against the flanks of her Arabian steed as she raced toward a headland, beyond which she knew lay freedom. Beyond which she knew lay her true destiny with a man who loved her, body and soul.

When she saw this tall, bearded man awaiting her, excitement consumed her. He was running to meet her. She could feel his arms around her feel his mouth crush hers, feel his hands caress her back, her shoulders, her breasts. Her nipples hardened as her imagination led her to the point where she wanted him to take her. The man swept her into his arms and carried her across the sand where a blanket awaited. The thought of lying down with a man, a stranger to her, yet so familiar from her dreams, excited her intensely.

A sudden roaring tore her from sweet fantasy and returned her to harsh reality. Poised as she was, on the griddle of expectation, some unseen master would bid, purchase, then place her into bondage. This master would be entitled to do with her as he wished. Her mentors had made no secret of the practices in which shed have to indulge. Escape was impossible. Once the chain unclasped and attached her to her new owners waist, shed travel to a new life. If she pleased him, she might enjoy a reasonably pleasant existence. If she did not? The possibility made her skin crawl.

The sounds of voices shouting offers intensified then faded as again Zuleika took refuge in the recent past. Shed let her best friend spank her once. Kneeling on the coarse rug in front of her tormentor, Zuleika had raised her cotton shift and bared her peachy bottom for the benefit of a small, inquisitive audience. Her friend had put the leather paddle to use, while their mentor, Bibi, kept an eye on proceedings.

The first beats were hesitant at first. The next ones stung. Ow Ow Aiyeee Zuleika had shrilled. Further smacks produced a warming sensation in her arse cheeks, the glow swiftly spreading to her Venus cleft. Her juices wetting her thighs, Zuleika had squirmed, aching to stop the relentless strokes as much as longing for such highly pleasurable stirrings to continue.

At last shed called out, Im coming Help me Let me

Uncaring who might come to her aid, when the paddle ceased its onslaught shed remained on her knees, grateful and greedy when she felt the dildo nudge her slit. Shed spread her legs, welcoming the hard, smooth tool, rocking her rump rhythmically to and fro while her friends crooned her name, urging her toward orgasm. She saw one or two, excited beyond belief, touching themselves between their thighs, their rapt expressions stimulating her more and more.

It was Bibi who pushed her gently on her back afterwards, Bibi who kissed her full on the mouth. Aware shed be marked out of ten, Zuleika employed her tongue gently and forcefully, tantalizing and thrilling the older woman until her mentor broke free, gasping.

Well done, little one, Bibi had said. I cant teach you any more but I have one word of warning. There may be times when your master ignores you, especially if he has a substantial harem. If you use your talents well, youll be popular among the senior women. Especially his wives, she added slyly. But remember, your artillery of love and passion is your only ammunition. Use it sparingly, unless of course its your master who causes you to unleash it for his own satisfaction.

Sold, yelled Farouk, interrupting Zuleikas thoughts.

She glanced round her. What was her fate? A man stood beside Farouk. Small in stature, no longer young, grizzled eyebrows screening brilliant black eyes, he regarded her dispassionately. Her heart sank. Any hopes shed clung to of belonging to a swarthy desert sheik or handsome spice merchant dissolved at once. But there would be no going back now. Silver talents changed hands. Farouk, sweat shining on his brow, unclasped her chain from his waist, cutting her free of the past.

As Zuleika became attached to her new master, she realised she was the only slave purchased by him. She lowered her gaze and walked with this man toward the citys outskirts. On the way she noticed a snake charmer, the wail of his plaintive piping floating through the sultry air and into her consciousness. As the hapless serpent writhed, she couldnt help feeling this foretold the life lying before her.

My name is Saeed, said the man at last. Theyd reached an enclosure where two donkeys were tethered. He tossed a coin to a cheeky-faced urchin minding the beasts and gestured to Zuleika to mount the smaller animal. Surprised at this courtesy, she obeyed. Saeed rode close beside her and she found his proximity unnerving as their thighs touched, flesh rubbing together with the gait of the donkeys.

Where to run if only she could? Zuleika wondered how her friends were faring. Shed never find out now. Saeeds grey robe appeared of fine quality, his beard neatly trimmed. She smelled his heady perfume, exotic and oddly disturbing even though his physical appearance repulsed her. They rode in silence until he pulled up to rest. She drank water gratefully, aware of his gaze as she raised the flask to her lips, her breasts outlined beneath her gauzy shift.

Would he be kind? This was her most urgent wish. To be paddled by someone in order to bring her to the heights of sexual desire was one thing. To be flogged for some mishap like failing to coax a man into arousal was another. A vulture shrieked overhead. Zuleika shuddered.

Do not fear. We havent far to travel. You wont become supper for our winged friend.

She ventured a timid smile. Maybe this was a kind master after all. But what fresh terrors would darkness bring?

She barely took in her surroundings as they rode into a courtyard. Exhausted, she ate a simple supper before she was shown into a cubicle where, freed of her chains, she fell onto the cot, snuggling under a fleecy blanket. At dawn, she was roused from a deep, dreamless sleep. A woman, wearing a black robe and headdress revealing only her eyes, stood beside her.

Zuleika, I am Azara. Come with me. I will show you where to wash your hands and face. You will remain in your own clothes while you eat. Afterwards preparation begins toward your initiation.

Her stomach aflutter, Zuleika followed the older woman and cleansed her face, enjoying the scented soap and warm water filling the bowl.

She breakfasted on hot flatbread and fresh golden dates, sweet as honey. She drank cool milk from a beaker.

Come now, said Azara. Ill supervise your bathing. Afterwards, youll be taken to Saeed. He will explain much to you.

Zuleikas emotions were in turmoil. But why cant you tutor me? Are you not my mentor?

Azara smiled. I am, but it is Saeed who will examine you. Only when he is certain youre ready will you be allowed into Amirs bedchamber.

Zuleikas face flushed. Im confused. Who is Amir?

My lord Amir is your master now. He owns every hair on your head. Saeed is the Sultans eunuch and he will carry out certain tasks necessary before you are taken into the masters presence.

What sort of tasks?

Azara sighed. You must learn not to question so readily. You must expect your privacy to be invaded. You must obey. Come now.

Zuleika inclined her head and followed Azara to the bathhouse where she removed her shift and lowered herself into a warm tub. Azara snapped her fingers and another woman soaped Zuleikas voluptuous body until the water foamed with creamy lather. The bubbles sluiced away, Zuleika stepped from the tub and moved to a large pool, fragrant with lily of the valley oil. Steam drifted from the surface and when she stepped out, Zuleika felt languor seep through her as Azara smoothed more perfume over her limbs. Another woman blotted the new girls skin dry, ready for the soft white robe which she helped Zuleika into, smoothing it over her curves and clasping it with a silver girdle.

A hairdresser teased Zuleikas tangled wet hair with a brass comb, twirling the strands so damp ringlets tumbled around her face. She pushed her feet into silver slippers and walked from the bathhouse along a narrow, tiled corridor, Azara leading the way.

Inside a spacious room containing a table and two chairs sat Saeed. Thank you, Azara, he said. You may leave us.

Eyeing the pots and phials before her, Zuleika was startled to be told to strip again. Recalling Azaras advice, she untied her girdle and removed the gown to stand in her slippers.

The eunuch rose and walked toward her. She flinched as he cupped her chin with his hand. Amazing, he said. Now remove your slippers. His voice was gentle.

He crouched and lifted first one of her feet then the other. Zuleika rested a hand on his shoulder and he didnt object.

His hands circled her ankles. Moved up her legs, gently tweaking the flesh in places until he touched the satiny skin inside her thighs. She sucked in her breath and closed her eyes. That same heady scent drifted from him and though she resented his touch, the sensation he invoked, together with the fragrance of her own skin, aroused her, making her wet.

Saeed paused, dipping his finger into a pot of balm and turning his attention on her again. She felt him trail her labia lightly. Felt him insert one forefinger between her thighs and leave a butterfly kiss on her clitoris. Zuleika closed her eyes, wanting more, despite the donor. Saeeds touch firmed. His stroking hastened. She moved her legs apart, striving to keep control, knowing her body betrayed her.

I can tell you enjoy this, the eunuch whispered. If I make you climax easily, my master will have no trouble at all. Take care not to allow any of the other women to pleasure you. Your looks will invite admiration. You may attend upon the masters wives when they have need of you. If, in the unlikely instance you should frolic with any man other than the Sultan, you will be put to death by stoning.

But She opened her eyes, her breathing ragged.

His gaze was hypnotic. Eunuchs dont count. Keep your eyes open so I can see precisely when you come.

Zuleika squeezed her thighs together hard, rewarded by the first delicious spasm. She was titillated, yearning for climax but inhibited by embarrassment. She tossed her head back, imagining her former mentor, Bibi, in the eunuchs place. It didnt take long to begin climbing and though she knew Saeed observed, she pushed herself to the brink, shuddering and feeling her muscles clench around his finger. It was then she wished for something more substantial inside her.

Good, said Saeed. Now prostrate yourself before me as if I was your master. Very good. Now raise yourself to your knees. Cup your breasts, with both hands, as though offering them Higher Ah yes, excellent, little one.

Zuleika wondered what it felt like for the eunuch, seeing her naked and watching her perform. She told herself it was his job just as this was now hers.

When your master calls, youll be given time to prepare yourself. At sundown each evening you will bathe ready for one of the women to anoint your body with perfumed oil. He picked up the pot of balm and tapped the lid. But do not let them finger inside you. Make sure only this sweet herbal preparation lubricates your secret places before you attend the royal presence. I trust you understand the reason? He raised his eyebrows.

She nodded, wishing she could put her gown on again.

Azara will ensure you are suitably protected. My master does not wish any woman not his wife to bear his child. He left the room.

Later, as the burning heat of the day lessened, Zuleika slipped from beneath the shaded terrace and strolled barefoot beside the lake. Somewhere, someone played a flute. She began to dance, swaying to the beat, raising her arms high, forgetting everything but the music unaware her new master watched from the privacy of his salon.

The sultans breathing quickened at sight of his new slave girls provocative moves. The eunuch was correct. The likeness to Soraya was remarkable even at this distance. How would he feel when this girl came to him? His cock sprang to life and he grimaced, past joys shared with his beloved departed wife still piercing his memory. He groaned and turned away. Enough. Now hed seen the girl Saeed had purchased, Amir ached to possess her. He was rock-hard. Why not demand she came to him now? But something told him to wait a little longer.

Amir knelt at his personal altar to pray, breathing in the smell of incense, fingering the huge emerald adorning his neck. Would Zuleika slake his restlessness? None of his remaining three wives compared with the lovely Soraya. Why should this girl prove different?

Two days passed before the call came. Two days of bathing, massage, eyebrow plucking and nail shaping. Azara, under instruction from Saeed, instructed the new girl as to the sultans preferences in bed. No comment was passed on the masters sexual prowess. Gossip among the harem intrigued her though nothing was said directly to her. She overheard Amirs favourite, mother of his two sons, mention the new girls resemblance to the sultans dead wife. Zuleika realised why some of the women were uneasy around her but they soon warmed to her friendly nature after they saw her entertain Amirs little sons with conjuring tricks acquired from the nurturing house where shed learnt her trade.

Saeed relayed the command. Prepare to visit the Sultans bedchamber. Remember all I have told you.

Zuleika nodded, highly aware of the sensations the command invoked between her legs. This was the moment awaiting her since puberty. Nobody had told her whether the sultan was hung like a stallion or not. She knew she should feign arousal once in her masters presence, even if she didnt feel it. She knew hed lost the great love of his life. She determined to make her own impression on him.

As she submitted to the perfumed oil ritual and watched her nipples being tinted with henna, Zuleika wondered how beautiful her masters first wife had been. She hadnt dared enquire how handsome Amir himself was, though she suspected not unpleasing, given the pretty faces of the children hed sired. At last she was ready.

Candlelight filled the salon to which Zuleika was escorted. Sensuous music drifted from the balcony outside, the zither player silhouetted behind the filmy curtain. The master was nowhere to be seen as Azara gently closed the door behind her charge. Zuleika stood, looking around in wonderment. A gleaming gold filigree screen intrigued her. On a table stood a decanter of wine with two crystal glasses and a dish of luscious black grapes. For her benefit? Or would Amir simply fuck her then banish her to that narrow cot?

Come to me. The deep voice from behind the screen, even to her limited knowledge, lacked the coarse inflections of her native tongue. She felt a rush of gratitude to her teachers for schooling her. Zuleikas linguistic skills would never disgrace her. A skilful tongue was a concubines asset in more ways than one.

She walked forward. Her heart beat so fast she knew her breasts rose and fell. Her nipples peeped through the silver mesh of the delicate adornment she wore above filmy harem trousers. Her feet were bare but for jewelled rings on her toes.

Amir, reclining on a heap of silken cushions, caught his breath as the woman hed lusted after stood before him. Her glossy dark hair rippled around her shoulders. Her slender body invited his attentions. Zuleika waited, head bowed, palms pressed together. Pretty concubines were his for the taking. His cock stirred even before her perfume reached his nostrils. She so closely resembled his lovely Soraya.

He clapped his hands once. Watched Zuleika remain motionless, ignoring the slap of bare feet against tiled floor and the chink of decanter against goblet. The wine arrived on a silver salver.

Thank you, said Amir.

Once alone with his new acquisition, he got up and walked toward her. Look at me, Zuleika. Please.

She lifted her head, fixing her dark grey eyes upon her new master. Amirs heart leapt inside his chest. Zuleika appeared to be a mirror image of his late-lamented wife. Her eyes showed the same spirited nature. He lifted her hands and kissed the fingertips. She looked at him, her gaze expressing wonder at the tender gesture.

Come, he said. We shall drink wine together.

He knew shed be puzzled by his behaviour. He wasnt following the script. Yes, he desired her and longed for her body. His taut balls tormented him. Amir had fucked many women. Zuleikas beauty made her very desirable. Her nipples had stiffened under his gaze. She was his to take. Hed discover whether she really was a virgin. But hed tease himself and her a little more before he sampled her.

He watched her sip the rich liquid. She didnt appear fearful in his presence. He wanted to know more, curiosity firing him almost as much as desire.

Tell me about your past, Zuleika.

Theres little to tell, my lord. I come from the House of Heavenly Pleasures. I was taken there after bandits killed my parents. I had a sister but I dont know what happened to her.

He froze. How old are you?

Eighteen. My sister must be in her early twenties now.

Why were you separated? And how long ago? Hand trembling, he picked up his goblet. Hed heard a similar story but from a different viewpoint.

More violence. A friend of my father tried to hide us. Soraya insisted I ran to the caves ahead of her. I believe she was gathering some possessions when the brigands broke in and took her. Shed have been about 12.

Amir didnt attempt to hide his tears. Sorayas beauty made her valuable. Those brigands were quelled by a patrol of my fathers men. Your sister was brought here. My father, now in the other world, ordered her to become part of his retinue. A few years later she became my concubine. Soon after, I took her as my wife.

Zuleika pressed her hands to her mouth. Pray, where is she now?

He took her into his arms. Your sister is dead, little one. She died of a wasting disease after every physician I could find tried to cure her. She died before she could bear me a child. I still miss her. His voice was husky.

Zuleika pulled Amirs head to her bare shoulder. She stroked his hair, crooning softly to him as if he was a young child.

When her song finished he sat upright. My lovely Zuleika. Kismet led the eunuch to bring you to me. Now I will take you to my bed.

Zuleika let him lead her to the chamber adjoining the salon. She smelt the heady incense burning in a brass bowl. She watched as Amir began disrobing, uncertain what she should do next. The eunuchs words echoing in her head, she dropped to the floor, about to prostrate herself before her master.

Amir stooped and helped her to her feet. He peeled away her beautiful breast adornments and stood for a moment, admiring her. Then his hands slipped inside her trousers, loosening the ties so the garment pooled around her feet. We are not concubine and master, he said. Here we are lovers.

He picked her up and carried her to the bed, placing her gently on the cool cotton sheet. Lying down beside her, he pulled her into his arms. She felt him hard against her soft flesh. His mouth found hers. Their tongues probed each others. Their kisses deepened in intensity. His hands stroked her breasts, his fingers finding her nipples, rolling them, tweaking them, till she thought shed go insane. Her hands roamed his back and played with his nipples, making him moan with pleasure.

When he moved his head down her body and his mouth found her slit, Zuleika experienced a sensation so powerful she entered another dimension. Amirs lips and tongue brought greater pleasure than she could have believed possible. For the first time in her life she craved a mans cock. It might hurt but she didnt care. All she could think of was how desperately she needed Amir filling her.

Fuck me, she whispered, breathing in his musky scent. I want you so much. She ground her hips against him, her heart beating faster as she marvelled at the similarity of the sultan to the man who haunted her dreams.

He groaned. Little temptress, you are wise beyond your years. Youve bewitched me as your sister did before you. You shall have me. And I shall have your honey cunt enfolding me.

Gently, Amir parted her legs. Zuleika lay before him, trusting and more delectable than she could possibly realise. Her fingers encircled his cock, guiding him till he eased himself inside her moist little cavern, gasping as he pushed and met the virgin resistance. Then he thrust hard and was rewarded as his cock drowned in satin. While longing to grind and plunge, aching to spend himself, he remembered the bond the two of them shared. Edging a cushion beneath her hips, he moved skilfully, deliberately, titillating her so shed enjoy this first time. Rubbing himself up and down her clitoris, his movements grew more and more urgent.

Their grunts and gasps mingling with desert night sounds outside, Amir brought Zuleika with him to a plateau of ecstasy. She cried out when she came, a joyful cry, tipping him over the edge to join her. They lay, arms entwined for several minutes.

You stay with me tonight, little one.

Will we sleep or will we make love?

He laughed. First well drink more wine. Well eat. I want to learn more about you. Then we make love again before we sleep.

And when we awaken tomorrow? She whispered something else.

He pulled her close, his chuckle a delighted rumble. Yes, precious jewel. You may suck me. You may ride me as if I was your desert stallion. You are a minx! He rolled her over so she lay on top of him, hair tumbling round her face.

Zukeika smiled down at him. I cannot make you love me as you loved my sister. But I will do my best to take you to paradise when youre in my arms.

She pulled something from the pocket of her robe while he lounged, propped upon one elbow, watching her. She caught him unawares as she smoothed the cool balm along his cock, her fingers gentle yet determined. Beneath her touch he stiffened, balling his hands as he felt and watched himself engorge and harden.

I adore sweetmeats, my lord, she said, lowering her full mouth between his strong thighs.

Amir groaned and lay back, relinquishing himself to this spellbinding temptress. She was a mixture of bold concubine and sweet handmaiden. Her tongue teased him as she ran its wetness along his length. Her rhythmic stroking produced paroxysms of pleasure in him. Her bare breasts, with their darkened nipples, swung just out of reach. When she took almost the full length of him into her mouth, he could not help himself. Unable to resist the way she sucked and licked him, Amir surrendered to his newest and most desirable slave girls ministrations.

See what youve done, Zuleika? he whispered when he could speak again. How can any virgin be so skilled in the arts of love?

She kissed his forehead. I have lain with you in my dreams. I never knew such fantasies would become real.

He nodded. Allah moves in strange ways.

But it was to her sister that Zuleika sent a prayer of thanks before saying, I shall love you and serve you until the day the sun stands still, my lord.

Amir touched her face tenderly and pulled her against him so he could kiss her lips. May that day never arrive, he said.






End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


OPS/images/lo.jpg





OPS/styles/page-template.xpgt
 

   

   
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





OPS/images/xcite.jpg





OPS/images/62-1.jpg





OPS/images/cover.jpg
@dgfx‘_ %ﬂ/@d

v Jimes @1&/

((5}('/(,‘(24

Edited by Antonia Adams

ETO Best Erotic Book Brand 2010 and 2011 Eite)





