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Silver Wraith

She got her Master's text message at 3 PM sharp. The delicate chime was set  low in volume so she did not disturb the patrons of the library. 

"Excuse me, young lady," the old man said. "You don't happen to know if the library has this newfangled bestseller, Gray Shades, I think it's called?" 

Anna was at a loss for a minute but then she realized what the man was actually after. 

"Perhaps you mean Shades of Gray sir?" Anna smiled and was gratified to see his face beam in recognition. 

"Yes, I think that's it," the man replied. 

"Our library definitely keeps more than a few copies of the book in stock. 

However, it is so popular that sometimes they're all checked out," she said opening up the search window on her console. "Here, let me check. Yep looks like we’re in luck, sir, we do still have one copy left on the shelf. I'll walk you over." 

"Oh gosh, thank you miss. My wife has been nagging me to get it for her, and I keep forgetting. Old age," he laughed, "let me tell ya, it gets to you." 

Anna laughed politely as she handed the old man his book. Apparently, she thought, old age didn't appear to slow down everybody though. She shook her head clearing the uncomfortable memories that were threatening to burst into her conscious. She politely waited until he was safely out of sight before carefully squirming this way and that so that her little companion in the back settled into a more comfortable spot. She truly hoped that she would be able to make it to master Jake's house in time before the little reminder automatically grew and became seriously uncomfortable. She knew she had to be blushing and made a beeline for the bathrooms intent on throwing some cold water on her skin to cool off. 

How much life had changed these last couple of months, Anna thought as she absently fingered her thick iron collar under the silk scarf. Her transition was by no means complete, but she was well on her way to being changed into the docile plaything Jake so wanted. Since that faithful day when Anna had received his first message only sixty days ago, she had left her work as a waitress at the seedy strip club, dropped out of senior year in high school barely a month shy of graduating as valedictorian and given up on her college and scholarship applications. Jake had insisted that it was not necessary for

her to go to med school or any other school for that matter given the future he so clearly had in mind for the young impressionable eighteen-year-old. She now knew how right he had been. Between her daytime job at the library and her time training with him, there was barely enough left for the occasional phone call to her mother at the hospital. 

She took her coat and having punched out for the day stepped out to wait for Master's limo by the curb. It wasn't long before the glimmering gold and black Silver Wraith Rolls-Royce gently purred to a standstill by her. Anna resisted the temptation to open the door herself clearly remembering how Jake had chastised her for doing so before. 

“Ma-am,” the fatherly figure of Marcus the chauffeur materialized opening the door for her. "I hope your day was easy," he smiled in that gentle caring way that coupled to his fabulous English accent made him sound like a character straight out of a Jane Austen book. 

"Yes, it has. Thank you, Marcus," Anna replied sinking into the plush leather of the passenger seat in the back. 

"Would you rather I put up the screen today, ma'am?" 

"Yes, could you? Please," Anna said breathing a mental sigh of relief at not having to undress in open view of her chauffeur as Jake sometimes insisted. 

She took a deep breath and waited for the limo to start moving before first slipping off her inexpensive pumps and then proceed to undress completely naked. The last thing to go was the wig that she gingerly pulled up and removed placing it on the stand specially affixed to the armrest of the seat. 

She used one of the expensive mirrors that Master Jake had paid to have inserted into the mahogany wood on the back of one of the seats to look at her naked form. Anna noticed a single tear materialize along one of her long black eyelashes and she gently dabbed away before it had a chance to start its path down her high cheekbones from where she knew it would have probably dropped straight down to her firm breasts. Anna was no more able to predict when tears would make their appearance than she was able to explain why. 

Perhaps it was a tear of joy. For what better reason to exult than the knowledge that one's family is safe and provided for? Her mother's cancer was miraculously back in remission for the second time and Anna knew it wouldn't have happened were it not for Jake's intervention to move her to an expensive private hospital where he paid for experimental therapy. 

"You have nothing to worry about, sweet Anna," Jake had said. "You are mine now, and as such I shall take care of you and yours. The only thought

that I want you to dwell on is how to push that body of yours further yet." 

Or maybe, it was a tear of chagrin. For what better reason to mourn than being that young woman, a teenager still, asked to forgo the offer of acceptance to a prestigious Ivy League school so she could better please her Master. 

Anna remembered as if it was yesterday the one and only argument she had had with Jake when almost two months ago, she had refused to accept his logic. Anna had pointed out how much she needed a stable job and income. 

How this was the one opportunity in her life to bootstrap herself out of the virtual poverty she had been born into. But her master had insisted. 

Anna did not cave to his will until Jake had finally surrendered and literally fallen to one knee. He had promised that day that she would forever be his. He had vowed to never trade her to another dom or let her go unless she asked for it. 

In return, Anna had agreed to call Stanford and inform them that she was no longer going there. It had been that single event in her recent past that stood out most vividly in her mind. 

More vividly even than her painful and transformative collaring ceremony when they had shaved her head permanently and she had bowed to the Master of Masters, the Lord of the society to which Jake belonged, that monster of a man who had made her submit to him, Jake's father, Maximilian. 

Exercise

Sweat poured down her naked body as she raced across master Jake's gigantic house for the sixteenth time this evening. Her breasts flopped up and down, this way and that, as she struggled to catch her breath. Time was a wasting and if she did not complete submitting herself to finishing her twentieth breathless lap, Master’s expandable anal plug would grow another inch pushing past the twelve inches already worming their way through her backside. 

Anna had not appreciated how big master Jake's house truly was until he had started making her do laps across its entirety. She had been ordered to run along its walls visiting every single room and closet, corridor and atrium every single day on first arriving at his house. Apparently this particular building had been in the possession of his family ever since one of his rich ancestors had bought it at the turn of the nineteenth century. Anna could almost see in her mind's eye the countless other women that had ran naked down its endless halls learning to submit themselves and ignore their flopping breasts, hardening nipples, and wobbling knees as their intestines adapted to ever larger dildos squeezed into their buttocks. 

As she rounded the corner to the fifth floor master bedroom yet again, Anna realized she was grateful for the small blessing of having had her long auburn hair cut and her scalp shaved during the initiation ceremony. Anna forced her mind back on willing her screaming muscles to exert themselves. 

She knew that if she even so much as slowed down to take a breath, Master would know. He had told her about the zillion cameras placed along the house, ensconced in corners and hidden in family heirlooms to keep constant watch over the slaves as they went about their routines practicing their submission. 

Anna wondered how long she would be able to keep the pace before falling to the ground, hungry and exhausted as she was. It was a feeling she had almost grown accustomed to these past couple of months. Master Jake allowed her to feast only on his sperm, not allowing her any other nutrition besides multivitamin and mineral supplements. 

At 4'11" tall, Jake had commanded that she lose at least 10 pounds thus bringing her to a lithe sixty-eight which would make her thirty-seven D cup breasts appear positively gargantuan. It had been almost six hours now since

her last feeding and she was feeling so weak – –

And then it happened, she didn't feel the floor hit her as much as sensed the chill of its marble as it wrapped itself against her sweaty nakedness. A sweet calm took her within itself and her mind drifted back to one moth earlier, to her collaring—

The Master of Masters

 Her hair. 

 His father. 

 His father who had taken her hair. 

Her collaring ceremony had been scheduled exactly 30 days after that first minute she had met her future Master Jake. The invitations had gone out two weeks before and Jake had made it clear that the whole event was as good as set in stone. He had ordered her to get ready for a trip to the country to what he said was a family country house. Jake had instructed her to dress demurely in her Sunday best and steel her nerves for a real ordeal. What had really scared her though was the apparent seriousness with which he had approached the event. 

He forbade her from using any sort of dildo a good seven days before the Sunday in question and even stopped making love to her well before that. 

The only items that remained constant in her routine where her feedings five times a day and the endless jogs throughout the house. 

When Sunday arrived, Anna donned a simple black dress and little black shoes choosing to avoid wearing any particular jewelry that day. No matter how hard she tried, Master Jake would adamantly refrain from elaborating on the precise nature of her collaring ceremony. She was picked up by good old Marcus and his silver Rolls-Royce early Sunday morning. What had immediately troubled her however was the icy demeanor of the otherwise bubbly old chauffeur. 

Anna might have been excused to imagine herself being driven to her own extravagant wedding had it not been for the way everybody appeared to be dressed in black. What Jake had referred to as a country house turned out in fact to be a gigantic manor replete with high walls, its own estate and multiple houses built in the style of some medieval European fortress. Anna had to pinch and remind herself that this was still the twenty-first century and she was still somewhere in the Eastern United States. She felt gob smacked from the moment the luxury limousine's polished wheels had squeaked past the Victorian gates along the white gravel and driven through what had felt to be an endless forest before pulling up to the main courtyard of a sumptuous building. 

The first thing that jumped to Anna's attention with the sheer number of guests. There had to be a good hundred or more men and women of clearly high society chitchatting away as they amused themselves grazing from the plates of exquisite appetizers and drinks that the cohorts of servants carted about. A couple of guests, she noticed, had even apparently arrived by helicopter as she observed a couple of the aircraft parked to the side from the rows and rows of European luxury vehicles. 

Unfortunately however nobody displayed even the remotest interest in her and try as she might no one would answer her questions about Jake or where she could find him. The only man kind enough to display a modicum of civility was a nondescript middle-aged guy dressed in the uniform of a servant that merely chaperoned her about and kept offering her drinks. It was with utter relief that Anna finally heard a gong echo somewhere in the endless expanse of the mansion and so she joined in with the the throngs of attendees as they entered what looked like an old Gothic church in the center of the compound. 

She had barely stepped into the large hall when she was gently guided to the center of the gathering where dour-faced servants made her climb up a series of steps onto what looked like a stage of sorts. Then she was made to stand alone for a moment that stretched longer than comfortable as she faced in gathering apprehension the guests who studiously ignored her and chatted away amongst themselves. 

Her mind immediately drifted to thoughts of Jake which merely brought her loneliness up there on the stage into sharper contrast as she heard the genuine laughter and joy coursing through the crowd. Her thoughts were suddenly drawn back to her immediate predicament when an old man slowly climbed up the steps to join her at the stage. 

Tall, his face was weathered and indicated a rather advanced age which she would have guessed had to be in the 80s were it not for the limber ease with which he carried himself. Unlike any of the other guests, the man was shrouded in what looked like a dark mantle with velvety red highlights along its rims. 

She almost jumped in surprise as he was the first one to acknowledge her since she had arrived at the manor a couple of hours ago. He nodded in her direction almost casually as he made his way to where she stood. Suddenly all the lights in the room went out and Anna realized with a start that there had to be thousands upon thousands of candles flickering along the base of

the high walls in the auditorium. 

The man stood and waited patiently until the polite small-talk in the room died out. All that Anna could hear was the drumbeat of her own heart. His next words almost made her faint on the spot but she somehow steeled her nerves and did his bidding. 

"Undress, child." The man simply said. 

Anna couldn’t quite remember undressing but she clearly recalled the feel of ice-cold air as it blew across her naked flesh not a minute later. She had never felt so alone as that night, in the twilight of the vast chamber, facing off that strange man and the stranger guests about to submit herself to an otherworldly ceremony that no one would talk about. 

“What's your name child?” the man asked. 

“Anna,” she replied. 

“Anna, sweetie, you are so precious,” the man’s deep voice commented from the shadows, “How old are you?” 

“Eighteen years old, sir,” she said. 

“Is there any part of you that is still a virgin, Anna?” the man then asked and Anna felt indescribable shame at having to talk about her body to a room full of powerful adults. She felt shame for it was none other than Jake who had taken her last cherry from her. 

“No, sir,” she replied and heard her voice shake with humiliation. 

“Are you here of your own free volition, Anna?” the man asked. 

“Yes, sir,” she replied. 

“Good. Tell me, do you know what shall happen to you before you are allowed to walk off that stage tonight?” 

She hesitated and felt flustered beyond measure. Why oh why hadn’t Jake coached her at least a little at what to expect. 

“Uhm, no, not really sir. I—, I’m sorry,” she wasn’t sure why she felt the urgent need to apologize. It was as if she was letting her interrogator down somehow. 

“That’s ok, little one,” the man said almost tenderly. “I can see you want to please us all, and please us you shall, rest assured,” a general murmur of approval reached her ears making her blush violently. “Your Master evidently chose to keep the details from you. It is his prerogative, of course. 

He can do anything he wants to his slave. I can only imagine how excited you will make him when he learns of your reactions to the ordeal that is to

follow.” 

“You know Jake?” she said before she could catch herself. She was just so damn lonely, where was Master to help her through the hellish ordeal? 

“Yes, I do, little one,” the man said and for the first time allowed light to fall across his features. “I am Maximilian Eusebius, Jake's father,” he then added and Anna involuntarily found the urge to cover herself in shame and further humiliation at having been made to stand naked as the day she was born in front of her lover’s father. 

“It is very beautiful to see how you attempt to cover these inverted nipples of yours and that worthless cunt from me, sweetheart. But don't bother,” the man said and Anna felt a cold shiver run down her spine. His voice sounded devoid of any sympathy for the nubile teenager standing naked on the stage with him. “As your master's father I have utter an absolute dominion over all his slaves. Tonight I will test you, child and if I find you wanting in any way, you shall never see Jake again.” Maximilian added and Anna openly started sobbing. She felt warm tears splash down onto her quivering tits. “Tears are good, child. They show me that you understand the gravity of your situation here. Now answer me, are you going to submit yourself to the tests I subject you to?” 

“Yes sir,” she meekly replied trying to wipe off the wetness from her face. 

“Very well,” the man said. “I guess we shall find out whether your word is any good.” and with a swift movement he allowed the dark shroud to fall away from his shoulders revealing a surprisingly athletic and fit body. 

If it wasn't for the gray hair abundantly covering his chest and even his back, Anna would have never guessed that it belonged to an older man such as Maximilian. What really drew her attention however, was the gigantic cock that lay between the old man's legs and with morbid fascination she watched on as it silently reared its head like a wild beast and then grew from between his knees to point straight at her, like a cobra sniffing for its pray. 

“When were you last had, child?” Maximilian asked and Anna's blush deepened and traveled all the way across her chest to cover her tits making them one continuous splash of red as they swayed in trepidation for all to see. 

“More than five days ago, sir,” she meekly answered the invasive question. 

“When were you last dildoed, child?” 

“Master Jake told me to avoid any dildos this week and I obeyed, sir,” she replied again. 

“Very good. I see my son knows his stuff. Tell me do you think you know

why he gave you these orders, child?” Anna started trembling like a leaf when she saw Maximilian take a bold step in her direction. He walked over and casually cupped her face in his enormous hand. His skin felt oddly smooth and comforting to the touch. 

“No, sir,” she whispered in reply. 

“He wants you tender and impressionable, horny and anxious, for me tonight.” 

Suddenly she felt him worm too long gnarly fingers all the way into her vagina as he unceremoniously spread her pussy lips and thrust them all the way up. He kept his fingers buried there knuckle deep constantly moving them about like eels in her tight channel. She grunted loudly and he smiled mercilessly seeing her discomfort as she obediently widened her stance to allow him unfettered access to that most intimate of places. 

“Yes you are too precious for words to describe, sweetie. And so very wet,” he added and the crowd chuckled. “After tonight, I shall know you better than you know yourself, Anna baby. When did you last eat?” he next asked and she felt him spread his two fingers in her pussy like scissors as if trying to rip her love canal apart. 

“Yesterday morning, sir.” 

“So you must be positively starving,” he said in a low menacing whisper. 

She meekly nodded as cold sweat covered her delicate forehead. 

“Mmmm…, So tight,” the man whispered in a low guttural voice. “I wonder how tight you will be come tomorrow morning, hmmm…” He kept moving his fingers wiggling them back and forth as he twisted his digits in what felt like impossible angles. Time slowed to a crawl for the young girl as she willed herself to accept his abuse. 

Her brow furrowed and rivulets of sweat started pouring down her body. 

She suspected he was testing her and at one moment during a particularly vicious twist, she almost jumped off his fingers but managed to shiver in place curling her toes in the process. 

Then, just like that, he pulled out his fingers with a loud popping sound and resumed his place a few feet from Anna. She saw his cock start to rise and wiggle out from between his legs and found herself unable to look away. 

He had to measure a good 9 inches at least and was not even fully erect!  How can this man even a walk down the street?  She thought. 

"One thing you shall learn by the time you've been accepted, child," the man said, "is that honesty is the one virtue we all hold in utmost regard here. 

In keeping with this, I shall myself answer the questions I just asked you." 

Anna’s First Ordeal

"I am eighty-six years old. The body you see is the result of my sticking to a routine both ancient and very effective. Namely, I have deflowered one ovulating virgin every day at sunrise. The ancients used to do it and with time, our society has perfected the ritual,” a sinister smile crossed his lips. 

"For some unknown reason, the plunge shearing off the virgin's maidenhead has to occur at the precise moment that the solar disk crosses the horizon on its way up. A microsecond off would result in just a mere deflowering. But somehow if done properly, the magic is that the man doing the rite retains a good measure of his virility and health through time." Anna was mesmerized by the man's deep voice and couldn't tear her eyes away from him as he gleefully made the point of tightening his muscles as he spoke. 

"Unlike you, I have eaten in abundance all day long, and drank more than I probably should have," polite laughter echoed from the chambers shocking Anna with the dissonance of its merriment to her own internal tribulations. 

"Also, unlike you, I haven't bathed in more than thirty-six hours. So here is your chance to start with your first test, sweetheart. I want you to step forward and bathe me with your tongue. Be diligent for I have the power to call off this ceremony at any point I choose. If I find you underperforming, all this is over. I shall not permit a second-guessing, self-doubting, unappreciative slut be my son's submissive." The sudden silence in the room and Maximilian's bemused expression made Anna realize with consternation that this was the moment for her to act. 

And so she did. 

As time passed, later, she could not quite explain to herself why she did the things she did that day. She wasn't sure how was it that the prim and proper schoolgirl that she knew she was, willingly went through with the ordeals. 

Anna simply did it all. Somehow she followed every single request and instruction issued to her that day. 

She meekly knelt to her knees and crawled over to where Jake's father was standing. First she placed a delicate kiss on the tip of both his big toes before covering his feet in little nibbles up and down all the way to his ankles. She did the same for both feet before angling her head so that she could wiggle her tongue between his toes. It wasn't so much that she did not feel a revulsion to his taste or smell but she soon realized that it was the shame

itself that brought her excitement. She proceeded to diligently lick up to his knees and then back down to his feet carefully laving his shins with her mouth. By the time she made her way up to his powerful quads, Anna discovered with unbridled enjoyment that she loved the little ripples his muscles made beneath her mouth. 

Then, she tasted his sweat and discovered how much he tasted like his son. 

She made her way to his chest where she suckled on his nipples slowly and with a diligence that brought out a murmur of appreciation from the crowd. 

Anna however, did not hear it for her senses were completely overwhelmed with what she was doing. Somehow the entire evolving scenario made her feel like a child. She was being mastered before everyone's eyes and she loved it. She wanted nothing more than to belong, to belong to Jake, to his dad, to this mysterious and ancient society. 

As she moved up his body, Anna recognized the musky smell that reminded her of her Master Jake. Clearly his father smelled similar if not a little bit on the heavier side. She gently licked all over the cleanly shaven face of the old man before placing tender kisses along his eyes and lips that also brought back fond memories of Jake. 

After having spent many minutes licking across his hairy chest Anna went back down on her knees. This time she carefully lingered at his navel that she lovingly slobbered up with her saliva and then suckled making loud slurping sounds. It earned her the first applause for the night. When she heard first one person clapping soon to be joined by others, she felt her pussy start to twitch with excitement at her own degrading. Finally, she forced herself down to where she could lick along the length of his fully engorged cock. She didn't attempt to deepthroat him but merely laved along its skin luxuriating in its many veins and indentations that gave it an appearance not unlike that of an old tree branch. 

Finally, she kissed the slit of his cock giving it a long luxuriating open-mouthed kiss like she would kiss the lips of a lover. Then she moved around and having placed too small hands along his butt cheeks she slowly revealed his crevice. Anna felt a sense of reward fill her when she heard Maximilian's grunt of appreciation as he positioned himself so that she had better access to his asshole. 

This meager sound of commendation was encouragement enough and she eagerly brought her lips forward searching out his anus. She sucked on his rosebud making the same loud slurping sounds she had when she had

attended to his navel. 

"Sweetie, put your tongue in and suck on it like you would a pussy," 

Maximilian ordered. She didn't even look up but just bent down a little further and tilted her neck as she obeyed. Anna noticed with a pleasant surprise that he was actually quite clean down there. She wondered whether the old man hadn't had the hapless virgin he had apparently deflowered and probably even impregnated this morning ream him out too. She kept sucking and licking his ass until he finally straightened nudging her back on her haunches. Obediently she crawled around and assumed the presenting position before Maximilian. 

Maximilian's next order didn't come for a good couple of minutes. Her mind started to drift and she reminisced of her journey of submission that had started almost a month ago to the minute. 

"You are a natural submissive," Maximilian finally said. "You may hate doing what we make you do, but the longer you force yourself to submit, the more artificial barriers fall and your true nature comes forth. I can tell that my son has chosen very wisely in picking you." She felt the old master place a gentle hand along her face that he tenderly caressed. 

"I will even go so far as to suggest that Jake get you pregnant as soon as he can. For one, I can tell that you are of excellent stock and will make a beautiful mother, but also I cannot wait to taste the milk that pours out to those inverted nipples of yours." Anna thanked fate for being seated in the presenting position at that moment. She was certain she would have fainted had she been standing.  Pregnant? No way! Over her dead body! 

"I am actually quite curious what you think of the prospect of bearing my grandchildren? So I grant you permission to speak, sweetheart. Go ahead, tell us your thoughts on being bred by my son." 

Anna wondered if she would be able to form a coherent sentence given the storm of emotions raging in her mind. She concentrated on forcing the next words out in studied deliberation, "Pardon me, Master, but I haven't given the thought of pregnancy any serious consideration. I'm only eighteen years old and have a strong desire to continue my education through college and maybe even med school. I need to be able to support my mother. I did not expect to have to make decisions such as these for at least another ten to fifteen years from now," Anna replied honestly. 

The octogenarian actually smiled and then broke out openly laughing in glee, "I see Jake has quite a long road left to travel teaching you to properly

submit. You still consider yourself to have a say in your own future. How cute. If Jake takes you on as a slave, sweetie, he will have absolute control not only over your sexual life, but also over your bodily functions, procreation, and of course employment, and education. I thought you are aware of all that, but perhaps you have not yet fully grasped the significance of your decision to join my son's stable. No matter I think you will make a perfect mother for my grandchildren and perhaps even children of my own,” 

he added almost as an afterthought sending a cold chill down Anna's spine. 

“Do not forget what I said earlier, I do have absolute and utter control over all my son's slaves. It is simply the way we work. If I so desire, I might use your fertile little womb to do some breeding of my own." Anna felt lightheaded and for a moment was worried she might actually faint with fright but somehow managed to not succumb to the man's chilling words. 

“But first things first," Maximilian said and Anna's heart lurched in apprehension of what might follow. 

Anna Humiliates Herself

"I think I have made up my mind on you. I would definitely love to see you join Jake's stable. There are some preliminaries that we need take care off on the way to claiming you as ours." Anna could clearly see how much the old master enjoyed the indescribable dread his words caused. 

"Some of the punishments we administer will leave a permanent mark on your body while others will merely serve to humiliate you. Please stand now and face our honored guests. Stand straight and interlace your fingers in your hair. Keep your elbows out and arch your back so that your nipples are facing full forward. There you go, good little girl,"  she felt his cold hand along the small of her back and almost jumped when she felt him take a cheek in each palm and spread her butt wide open to where she could now feel the cold air of the room brush against her anus.  "I know you're extra sensitive down there especially since you haven't had anything up that cute little ass all week now," Maximilian said. "When did you last pee?” He surprised her by asking. 

"More than a couple of hours ago," she replied realizing how full her bladder felt after having drank the copious amounts of cocktails earlier. 

"Very well. Your next act of submission will be to relieve yourself on stage. You are to do that while standing prone as if at attention. No squatting or kneeling is permitted for you until you are done emptying your waste so everybody can see. Understood?" Anna almost replied verbally then caught herself and simply nodded. She allowed a loud whimper to emanate from her closed mouth as she forced her mind to shut itself down lest she voice her discomfort. 

"Good. Proceed then," he said and she almost screamed when she felt him suddenly move up behind her and worm a long nobly finger all the way in up her ass in one single motion. The pain was unbearable but the humiliation was what made her want to scream until she could scream no more. Instead of doing any of that, Anna simply grunted and forced herself to focus on a point somewhere on the distant wall of the large auditorium as she waited for her bladder to relax enough so that it could release its contents. It took a good ten minutes before she started peeing. During all this time, Master Maximilian simply stood behind her his long digit embedded all the way up to the knuckle in her derrière patiently waiting. 

When they all heard the liquid start to splash shamefully at her feet, 

Maximilian suddenly started worming his long digit into a curled up position without even moving it an inch back. This time she screamed and her voice reverberated from the ornate chandeliers above their heads. The distraction of his finger up her ass was almost too much and for a moment she almost convulsed and stopped her urination, but the master preempted that by knowingly placing the palm of his other hand across her belly below her navel that he then proceeded to squeeze and push back on. He kept squeezing and pressing on her until the last drop drained out of her body and then he stepped back and withdrew the offending finger from her ass. 

"I can tell by your smell that you are about ready to defecate as well," he said. "Why don't you be a good little slave and finish that job as well?" Anna whimpered in humiliation but nodded keeping her position as she concentrated on forcing her bowels to empty themselves right then and there as she stood naked and blushing before the hundreds of observers. 

Unfortunately however, for a long time nothing happened. Not even a fart escaped her clenched buttocks and this time she blushed also because she was afraid she was disappointing all these important people gathered here to witness her transformation. 

"Looks like we might need to help you along this time, sweetheart," Anna shivered when she noticed Maximilian wave over a group of assistants who immediately handed him what looked like a long stick that was flexible and made scary whooshing sounds as Maximilian made as if to cut the air by where she stood. "This is what is called a rattan cane. Tell me, sweet Anna, has Jake beaten you before?" Anna did not trust herself to speak and so merely shook her head sideways in denial. 

"Excellent," explained the old sadist, "first beatings are always the most painful and humiliating I am told. I want you to kneel down on your knees but keep your torso straight I want you to reach back and interlace your fingers in your hair and stick out those lovely tits so everybody can see the marks I shall leave as I beat them until you shit yourself. Since I will be actually exerting myself, I want you to thank me with every strike. You are to call out it's number and then thank me in that order, understood?" 

"Yes master," Anna stammered her voice husky with fright. 

"Assume position!" Like a trained animal Anna immediately dropped to her knees and interlaced her long fingers forcing her thirty-seven D breasts to jut forward in the direction of the audience. "You are permitted to scream as loudly as you wish, slave. But remember to bear down and concentrate on

having a bowel movement. Otherwise your bruises will not heal for a really long time." 

"First strike! Think you, master!" Anna screamed and heard her voice echo back at her from the walls of the preternaturally silent room. It took a long, almost endless fraction of a second before the pain slammed into her brain making her scream a second time in shock. Her head hurt where her fingers squeezed for dear life as her nails dug into her skin forcing her to concentrate on submitting herself to the tribulation she was forced to endure. The first couple of strikes fell across her chest leaving symmetrical X marks across her pale white skin. Anna quickly realized that she had to force her mind away from the searing pain at her boobs if she did not want to be permanently damaged by the time she shit herself. 

"Sixteenth strike, thank you, master!" She wailed her voice barely recognizable as the first turd hit the floor between her shins. It took another ten lashings before she was finally done and the master took an admiring step backwards to take measure of the young girl panting up on the stage by him. 

Collared

"We are almost done, slave," Maximilian said. "The last item before your proper collaring today will be to have your head and eyebrows permanently removed. You shall not be permitted a single live follicle to remain anywhere along your body. This is the real mark of a submissive slave. Do you accept it?" 

 No! 

The silent voice in her head screamed in almost deafening rage threatening to burst out vocally, so everyone could hear. No one had told her that they were going to cut away her beautiful auburn curls that she and her mother so loved! Anna had never actually considered herself pretty if not for her hair that she truly loved! And now they were going to remove it all. She felt it as it brushed against her shoulders and openly started crying in loud sobs in the realization of what was to come. 

"Yes, master, I accept," Anna replied and realized with surprise that the husky serious and self-confident voice that she heard was her own. 

Anna was no longer ashamed to hear her own wailing sobs as master Maximilian used a dull pair of scissors to mercilessly cut away her long lustrous locks. They fell down in giant scoops covering the floor around where she stood kneeling and crying. 

Curiously it was the smell of her own poop that brought her a measure of fortitude and resolve. It served as a reminder of how far she had already humiliated herself. It would simply not do to surrender at the end. What would master Jake think of his sweet slave Anna, if she screamed at protest and ran away just before earning her collar. He would be disgusted, she was sure. For it would not only show a lack of fortitude but also poor judgment. 

Her impromptu haircut was not done until an electric buzzer was brought out to trim back the last remnants of hair along her scalp. This was then followed by a liberal lathering of a cream that actually smelled refreshing and cool on her tortured skin. 

"This cream is made according to an ancient recipe passed down the generations in our society," the old master explained. "From now on, the skin on your scalp shall be permanently modified so that no hair follicle will ever grow there again. You will forever be bold like a baby, for today you have indeed been born again into your new life of submission." 

Loud clinking sounds made Anna look over and she saw Maximilian bring out what appeared to be a heavy ring of steel. Anna knew it was the collar that would soon be permanently attached to her neck. She remembered how Master Jake had explained to her the significance of the collar for a submissive. 

Jake had told her how, at first, the thick metal band would feel alien, suppressing, and uncomfortable, but with time he had promised, she would learn to appreciate its significance and take strength from its presence as she felt it squeeze and chafe at the skin of her neck. She knew she would be allowed to wear scarfs and other jewelry to mask its presence when necessary in day-to-day life, but would never be permitted to take it off again. Jake had mentioned that collars such as hers used to be the way husbands marked their wives in ancient times. 

"Follow me, sweetie," Maximilian said and for the first time this evening Anna detected a genuine undertone of love and caring in the old master's voice. 

"Come here by me and look over to the ground where you shall find this exquisite hard porcelain dildo jutting. It has been cast from the cock of your Master Jake and resembles it in every minute detail. You shall not be restrained today but I'm to ask you to impale yourself on the porcelain cock in the ground. When you feel it touch your cervix you are to nod your acceptance thus indicating to everybody present that you agree to wear master Jake's collar. It shall be fastened to your neck at this moment. When this is done, I will start off the welcoming part of your ceremony by first pissing down your mouth and then forcing you to swallow my cum. After me, you are to orally service each and every one of the other masters and mistress in attendance. You however are to remain squatting and impaled on the dildo. 

It is the tradition of our society that a submissive's true love for her master is demonstrated in that moment when she uses her Kegel muscles in her vagina to writhe and squeeze the porcelain member squishing her insides until she crushes it in the spasms of her orgasm." As he spoke Anna's eyes were riveted on the hard ceramic object that appeared to be cemented into the ground at the middle of the stage. She immediately recognized the twelve inched gorgeous shape of master Jake's cock as she gazed down at the porcelain instrument at her feet. 

She merely nodded and then squatted over the dildo using her hands to open her labia up and make way for its head as it pushed through her tight

wet opening. 

She slid up and down on it a couple of times to lubricate its shaft before gently kneeling all the way to the ground until she felt it rest up against the center of her body. It felt so much bigger than the real thing as a result of the rock hardness of the material it had been cast from. While she was concentrating on the way her insides were getting used to the porcelain member in her body, she felt the old Master's cock gently nudge her lips open and she opened her mouth as wide as she could forcing herself onto his massive tool. Just then she felt someone’s fingers put the ring around her neck and a sudden burst of searing flame as a servant with a blowtorch permanently soldered her collar in place. 

The lights came back on to thunderous applause as she saw a long line of well dressed men and women wait for their turn to relieve themselves into the willing mouth of Master Jake’s new impaled teen slave. 

~~~To be continued. 



Humiliating the Schoolgirl

Anna  is  an  eighteen-year  old  high-school  student  that  is  struggling  to  manage  her  time  between applying  for  college,  submitting  scholarship  applications  and  her  two  jobs  moonlighting  as  a  cashier and bartender at a local strip club. 

She has also found it necessary to write and publish erotica novels that she sells to help support her ailing mother. 

Life  is  tough  and  joyless  until  she  falls  under  the  dark  influence  of  Jake,  a  professional  dominant Master who has found a secret Anna will pay anything to protect. 

8,205 words. 



Schooling the Teacher

It was supposed to be a simple meeting with a concerned parent, but Laura discovers that Billy’s dad has  something  else  entirely  on  his  mind.  The  rich  older  billionaire  is  an  expert  when  it  comes  to understanding human nature. He senses that Laura is desperately trying to control a wild sexual beast under her demure teacher facade. 

His  professional  instinct  is  proven  right  yet  again  when  he  provokes  the  young  and  reserved  Ms. 

Hancock into submitting herself to him. 

Good thing their conference is scheduled last in the day for it will run into serious and hot overtime. 

This is a work of erotic romance intended for a mature audience of at least 18 years of age. 



Taken by Rome

Taken by Rome is an erotic romance intended for MATURE audiences (18 years or older). PLEASE

STAY AWAY IF YOU ARE OFFENDED BY SEXUALLY EXPLICIT EROTIC SITUATIONS! 

Here is an excerpt of what awaits:

-----------------EXCERPT--------------------

Josephus was waiting for it and the moment he felt her start her orgasmic spasms, he let go of her breast and pushed two fingers all the way into her wet vagina as far as they would go using them to lift her trembling form from the ground and take her weight off her jittery knees exactly as they gave out from  under  her.  Her  feet  dangled,  beating  the  air  in  helpless  spasms  as  she  slumped  forward  toward him.  He  still  had  the  index  finger  in  her  mouth  and  as  he  felt  a  powerful  shudder  coarse  through  her lithe form, he pushed his hand all the way back down her throat and triggered her gag reflex. He saw the  sudden  surprise  as  it  blossomed  in  her  jet-black  eyes  as  her  throat  spasmed,  gagged  and  then suddenly she threw up. 

He angled her body away from himself, one hand balancing her lower jaw between his thumb and forefinger,  the  other-supporting  the  brunt  of  her  weight  with  the  fingers  in  her  cunt.  He  lifted  her convulsing and semi-catatonic body up and tossed her helpless form into the bed. 

She immediately curled up, her coughing and shivering, raspy sobs mingled with whimpers. 

"Why  did  you  do  that?  This  is  horrible,"  she  whispered  as  she  fought  to  control  the  dissipating spasms. 

"Breathe.  Take  a  few  deep  breaths,  slave.  You  still  have  much  to  learn,"  he  kneeled  to  wipe  his fingers in her dress that lay by his feet. He patiently waited as her breaths found their natural rhythm and her body relaxed on the bed. 

"Stand up, slave. You had your fun. Now it's time to repay the favor." 

"I hate you," her voice came as a raspy whisper from where she had buried her head in the pillow. "I don't want to do this!" She sat back up on her heels in the bed, her perky breasts shaking and wet with mucous as her eyes cast daggers at the naked soldier who stood by the foot of her bed and insolently stroked his monstrous erection. "I’m a free Roman. My father was a patrician. I'm no slave. You have no right to treat me like that!" 

"I agree, little Roman girl," he took a languid step toward her and she scurried farther away across the futile barrier of the tiny bed. "You are not a slave, I am. You are here because you chose to be here. 

I am here because I have to." 

He smiled, beautiful white teeth glinting in the sharp morning light. "You are free to go. This is your chance — go now and you will be free. Go back to your nice husband and your small farm with its little animals  and  large  debts."  Josephus  rolled  his  shoulders  and  stroked  his  dick  in  anticipation.  "Enjoy them." 

Josephus leisurely sat on her bed. 

_________END OF EXCERPT_____________

Thank you for reading Collared. I hope you enjoyed it at least as much as I loved writing it. 

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

Probably the best way to contact me would be via Twitter: @AlexCarlsbad You can also find me on:

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

Email: alexcarlsbad@gmail.com

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

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