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1. 

In her dream she was staring off into space. She felt the strong foreboding of a presence ahead. A man! He was tall, sinewy and athletic. She tried to see his face but couldn't focus on it. And yet she could tell that his features were forceful and severe. There was something familiar about him, a sense of déjà vu. Still, there was also something about the man that struck deep fear into the very marrow of her body. It was as if he had an all-consuming power and she just knew she had to be careful around him. He was naked but for some odd reason his lack of clothing didn't bother her – it was just a part of him. 

She blushed when she felt his eyes on her. Suddenly Amy realized that he was causing her to be in a feverish, aroused state. Her breasts felt heavy and hot with need and her hand had somehow found its way down, past her belly. 

Her excuse for a nightie was soaked through with her sweat and when she self-consciously looked down, she saw how little of her body the wet fabric left for the imagination. Suddenly her knees were weak and just as the man stepped forward, Amy slowly slumped into a helpless heap in front of him. 

Then the fog cleared and Amy was no longer alone with the man. They were both atop a stage and yet she still was not afraid! He motioned to her and she obediently walked up to him. 

“Kneel, child,” his voice was both deep and sonorous coming from all directions. Amy felt she had no choice but to obey. 

As she looked down and bowed her head Amy saw men in the audience look up at her. Unlike the God-like creature standing by her on the stage, she was able to see the expressions of the men in the audience. With a start she recognized the president and vice president sitting in the front row. 

"Come, sweetheart." The voice had grown dark and foreboding. Amy stood quickly and felt his hand take her and lead her towards a stone table in the middle of the platform. The tall God then turned her to face the men below with his arm across her shoulders. His chest was big and she could feel every slight expansion as he breathed. He started speaking but for some reason his voice sounded muffled in her ears. 

With the crystalline clarity of her lucid dream Amy was horrified to realize that she was not only about to be ravished but was also pregnant! The man

who she now knew with absolute certainty was some kind of an ancient God, finished speaking and the men cheered. The powerful entity gathered her up in his giant heavily muscled arms and positioned her not without tenderness across the cold granite of the stone table. A deep rhythm echoed in that instant and for a moment Amy mistook it for her own heartbeat. Then she realized it had to be the sound of many drums positioned all around the stage. 

The beat was something primal which resonated with her private innermost center. Soon Amy felt her heart fall in sync with the drums as they slowly but surely accelerated their cadence. 

She felt hands on her shoulders guiding her to lean back into the broad chest of the God who had positioned himself behind her acting as her backrest. His hands slowly washed down over her breasts leaving not a spot untouched until they came to rest over her suddenly very pregnant stomach. 

Her heart was beating so fast it threatened to burst out of her chest as the creature behind her spoke in a language she didn't understand. A white hot blast of shooting pain suddenly pulsed through her tummy and Amy whimpered. Through her clouded vision, obscured by the tears pouring down her face, Amy saw Master James come to stand in front of her. He took her hand and said something, but she couldn’t understand his words either. Amy squeezed her eyes shut as her belly cramped and James knelt down between her legs. He took her feet in his large hands and guided them back up against her thighs, her dress spilled back to unveil her pink nakedness to him and the entire audience. He looked up at her intently and suddenly she knew she was giving birth just as he wanted. A sharp pain erupted in her tummy and Amy screamed and opened her eyes. 

2. 

Amy awoke slowly feeling a fascinating and unusual soreness throbbing deep in her belly. She felt as if her mouth was full of cotton and at first she was lost. Then everything came back in a rush and her eyes shot wide open and centered on the desk where the ugly object silently waited. A small gasp escaped her lips. 

The obnoxious dildo was unusually shaped, slightly twisted and disproportionately fat at odd intervals along its length. Her reaction to it brought a smile to her master’s face. Today he had brought only it and a couple of plugs of varying shapes and sizes. His own mentor had taught James that there was nothing quite as effective when it came to breaking in a new slave as teaching her to stretch past the limits of her inexperienced quim. 

James was seated in the corner of the room. From its relative obscurity he watched the girl without giving her the opportunity to see him in return. Their first fuck had been tough on the girl and Amy had slept almost eight hours. 

He had pushed her beyond exhaustion and then allowed her to sleep as long as she needed. Today would be her first full day of training. 

Now, before she even had a chance to eat breakfast, her education would have to continue. It was almost 24 hours since she had last had an opportunity to take her infernal doze of crystal meth. James knew from personal experience that now she was at her most malleable. Her craving would be exacerbated. Yesterday she had begged him to save her from her addiction. 

Today she would plead that he allow her one last hit, one last toke. Today both master and girl would have to push past the barricades of their weakness and begin her deconstruction. He would have to destroy her personality so that he could then use the pieces to build her back up into the perfect submissive slave he was certain she could become. 

Even now, he could feel her arousal waft through the room and wondered if she realized how obvious her keyed-up libido was. 

“Please get out of bed and take the dildo,” he said in the most dispassionate tone he could muster under the circumstances. The sound of his voice made Amy jump as if struck by electricity. She sat up and pressed the blankets against her chest. He smiled thinly. It was only her second day. Soon

she would lose all her inhibitions. Her sweet blush sent a powerful swell of blood into his loins but he did not allow his affection to interfere with the severity of his voice. “Go on, don’t dawdle. Or I will have to punish you.” 

“Please –,“ she started saying in a plaintive voice but he cut her off briskly. 

“– Master! This will be two strikes across your breasts, for disrespecting me.” She gasped audibly, her mouth agape. She pressed the blankets tighter up against her chest as if trying to protect herself from the future kiss of the cane. 

“I-I need to use the bathroom,” she squeaked. “Please – M-master –“

“Fine, but hurry. I will shower you later. After your morning routine is complete.” Amy jumped out of the bed and hurried to the bathroom. He admired the way her bottom quivered as she ran. At nineteen, her body was caught in that awkward stage between girlish gawkiness and female grace. 

James stretched in his seat and cracked his knuckles. He had to keep himself centered on the objective – helping Amy recover from her addiction. As her master he had to contain any urges that were not strictly required for her training. He forced his eyes over to the ugly dildo he had placed on her desk. 

James was a master carpenter. At his large house, out in the countryside, he had a sizable workshop where he had personally drafted the schematics and then carved out the dildos. He had brought only one of his naughty creations with him today. In time Amy would grow to appreciate all of them however. The obnoxious-looking object which was the center of his attention now was one he was especially proud of. He had even gone so far as to trademark its design. His lawyer had suggested that James sell his rights to the design to some of the companies known for manufacturing items of that sort. James however had been adamantly against it. For one, he did not exactly need the money, but more importantly, he didn’t want his training dildos to gain notoriety. He wanted to be able to rely on the shock their novel shape inevitably caused his nubile trainees. 

Seeing Amy’s expression as she reentered her bedroom, her eyes instinctively drawn to the object on her desk, he knew it had been the right decision. It took her almost a full minute to get her wits about her. He

chuckled seeing the sweat that had suddenly blossomed across her forehead. 

His knowledge of female anatomy had guided him in its creation and even though she didn’t quite realize it yet, she would soon be squirming and writhing like a banshee as she rode it. 

He laughed out loud. “You need to get a grip on yourself, little missy. 

Take deep breaths,” he said and saw her obediently fill her narrow chest with air. Her nipples tightened even as a drop of sweat dribbled from her cheek onto her left breast from where it delectably trailed down its perky contour. 

Thoughtfully James steepled his fingers and waited. She was shaking her head now. 

“I – I'm sorry… I just… I don't know if I can do it,” she said. He looked at her and frowned. 

“Come,” he said at last seeing her obvious distress. “Come, sit on my knees, and let me tell you what I think.” 

Resigned to her nakedness, Amy meekly padded over to sit in his lap. 

Gingerly she squirmed across his broad thighs hunching her shoulders and making her body small. She pressed her legs tightly together keeping her hands on top of her knees. He gently caressed her delicate back which felt soft and fragile beneath his calloused fingers. She tensed her butt fidgeting against his slacks. 

“You, sweet girl, are at a crossroads in your life,” he stretched out his big arm pointing ahead. “If you stay on your current course, the wide road ahead will lead you straight into the gutter. Right back where we found Sarge yesterday. It is a predictable certainty that if you do not recover from your addiction, you will end up just like him – an addict pissing on herself, lying in the gutter, waiting for someone to come along and put her out of her misery. Your recovery under my guidance will not be easy. Not by a long shot. But you need to trust that I know what I am doing. I am familiar with your predicament simply because I was once an addict too. If I didn’t feel immediately responsible and emotionally attached to your success, I would even go so far as to say that you are lucky. You are in a position to see in advance the potential outcome of either path you choose. Few people are blessed with such clarity in their life.” 

He gently stroked her narrow back while he used his free hand to tenderly push to the side the auburn bangs that had fallen across her eyes. “I am here to guide you through the difficult choices ahead. Do you think you want to do that?” Her head moved almost imperceptibly in a tiny nod. 

“Well in that case, Amy,” the man said. “You need to take action.” 

Slowly, and without a word she stood. James sat back watching and waiting for the girl to take the first baby steps of her transformation. She slowly ambled over to where the ugly-looking object lay on the desk. Amy reached for the gnarly dildo which seemed twice as big in her hands. She whimpered gently feeling its course surface grate against the soft skin of her fingers. 

James nodded. She looked at the piece of wood in her hands turning it this way and that. In some ways it resembled a cone, albeit a very oddly shaped and unsymmetrical one. 

“It is made out of wood. As you can tell. This is important,” he explained. 

“Once upon a time all pleasure devices used to be made out of wood. That was before the days of plastic, rubber or even ivory. Those were the days when humanity still called the savanna our home and objects such as this were venerated and cherished heirlooms taken from campsite to campsite and shared among the women in a tribe.” As he spoke Amy’s eyes drifted along the length of the wooden dildo in her hands which suddenly looked like a sawed-off tentacle of some ancient sea monster. She traced its ribbed contours with her long graceful fingers that trembled lightly. “The wood would get coated with the juices and passion of those who used it thus joining them through time.” 

She looked up at him and he saw the question in her eyes. 

“Yes, dear girl. This one has seen a fair amount of use. You can see the various levels of darkness along its length.” He smiled almost tenderly meeting Amy’s eyes that had misted up with the sensations bubbling up through her innocent mind. Even at this distance across the room, James could feel the scent of her musk grow stronger. “Can you offer me a suggestion of why that is? Why is it that the wood is colored differently from the tip to the base?” he asked. “When I first made it, the wood was of the

same texture and color throughout.” 

Amy blushed violently and sucked in her breath through clenched teeth shifting unsteadily on her feet. This made her hair fall like a curtain in front of her face. She was carefully studying the object that would soon find its way into her body. The cone had knots. It was made out of the root of an ancient oak tree. It was about seven inches in length and varied from one inch in diameter at the tip, to a width of three and a half inches at the base where it was screwed into an iron spike with a plastic suction cup at the end which added another two inches to its total height when attached to the floor. 

What really set it apart from most plugs and dildos however, was that besides the odd knots along its length, it was tilted and shaped like a screw. It formed a vertical spiral of sorts which when placed within a girl's pudenda, made her muscles stretch and adopt very unusual, and at least initially, highly uncomfortable positions. James knew that with its diligent use, a woman's pelvic muscles adapted to this strange shape and after assiduous exercise became that much stronger and able to clench and squeeze a man's cock. 

“The different coloring,” Amy said in a husky voice, “is because of how deep the… other women were able to take it. Their juices…” The girl looked up at him evidently searching for the right words. 

“Exactly,” he said. He beamed a warm smile at her and was gratified to see a deep blush cover her cheeks. 

Then she whipped her hair back in one fluid motion as she squared her shoulders and straightened her back. He didn't say anything but merely waited. Amy took the dildo and gingerly placed it on the floor between her feet. 

She looked at him one last time and then reached with both hands and holding onto the object for support squatted on it. First she knelt up. She was petite and had to stand all the way up on her knees to accommodate its eleven inches of length jutting up from the thick carpet. Her muscles strained and sweat broke out across her skin as she gradually lowered herself. She looked at her master, her eyebrows raised, her brow furrowed her pretty face – a picture of agonized indecision. 

Sweat bloomed and ran down her lithe young body as she held the dildo

with one hand while using her other to splay her labia open thus enabling its entry. 

“Stop!” James said sharply and she froze. “Place it there.” He pointed to the mirrored closet door. “The mirror is smooth,” he explained. “…For the suction cup.” 

She nodded and groaned her displeasure evident at him having broken her momentum. He chuckled for that had been his intent all along. This first time he wanted her to stop and basically go through the decision-making process at every juncture of every activity they did tonight. It was their first full day together, eye to eye, a master and his submissive. It was not supposed to be easy. 

“Backup on it on four legs like a bitch,” he said grinning wickedly as she frowned at the crudeness of his language. She fixed the suction cup to the glass and then turned around to face him. Slowly, a fraction of an inch by a fraction of an inch, she shimmied back on her knees holding herself open for the evil looking object. He could tell the precise moment when it made contact. Her whole body froze as if paralyzed. Then, a couple of endless seconds later, she pushed on. James felt his heart swell with pride at the girl's efforts. He had never before met anybody quite so motivated as Amy. She was listening to him, digesting the meaning of his words, and most importantly, following his orders. As he watched her slowly impale herself on the cruel object he heard little whimpers of squelching wetness escape her splayed and increasingly stretched pussy. Her head was bowed in deep concentration, her hair falling across her face as she concentrated on doing her master’s bidding. James found himself reevaluating his initial plans for her. Amy was much more cooperative and motivated than he had initially expected. At first he had simply thought of training her as a garden-variety bottom, a submissive who would learn to please and belly dance for some lucky rich master, someone from the Middle East perhaps. But looking at and now he realized that there was more to the girl than met the eye. A deep soul that would be lost on a callous man. Even though uneducated and in the throes of her vile addiction, she had great potential in the proper hands. 

James watched her painfully squirming form covered in hot sweat and in her anguished face he saw an entire world that was waiting to be unveiled, peeled open for the man who could conquer the primal creature within. James

realized she had reached a particularly tough place on the dildo seeing the muscles on her shoulders stand out as her body tensed. He knew that by now Amy’s pussy was starting to ache and throb at the hard pressure regardless of how much she tried to bear down and relax herself there. Its girth and geometry were simply too much for the relatively symmetrical anatomy of an average woman. She would soon start feeling bruised inside with the force of the wood pressing against her delicate tissues. She was breathing in small little gasps and he saw her look up at him her eyes welled up with tears. 

“I – I cannot –“

“Yes, you can,” he growled. “If you want, you can do it. It is up to you. No one else. Most girls did not make it all the way to the base, but you are not most girls.” James was now sitting on the edge of his chair looking intensely at the girl's sweating face. “Do you hear me, Amy?” He hissed through clenched lips. “If you want to make that turn on your path, you will push back and take it all in.” His voice was tense and low like thunder in his chest. 

He looked straight at her misty eyes seeing her world shift, swirl and roil, decisions battling against each other as she impaled herself for him. 

“Listen to me – if you give up now, you will forever remember this moment in your life as the day you surrendered. I will not allow you to do that!” Suddenly he jumped from his chair and hurried to the duffel bag. He pulled out the cane and quickly came to stand above the anguished girl on the floor. “Look at me, slave!” He reached down and cupped her chin forcing her to look up. She was almost ready – a submissive who needed just a little strength to achieve the impossible and begin her journey of rebirth. Then he bent down and gently kissed her forehead. 

“This will help,” he said waving the instrument of pain before her eyes. 

“Concentrate on the cane and the way it feels when it kisses your skin. Use it to power your body into going down on the dildo.” 

3. 

When the cane struck her taut buttocks Amy jumped and almost squirmed off the thick artificial phallus. If it hadn't been for the asymmetrical knots of the old root she might have even succeeded to peel herself off her invader and skedaddle away. But as it was, she merely jerked and tumbled forward, her chest flopping ineffectively to the ground, her tailbone remained hooked as if harpooned to the dildo on the mirror. 

"You feel pain too much, little slave," James chastised her. 

"I'm sorry, M-master," Amy gasped and then screamed when he landed a second strike inches from the rapidly reddening line of the first line of skin where the first had fallen. "You have to learn to control your body’s weaknesses, sweetheart." Slap! Came down the third strike in a neat line one inch above the first two. James was truly impressed with the girl’s efforts. He could see her quivering muscles as she strained to maintain some semblance of control over her shivering body roiling with anxiety as he rained down one vicious strike after another. “Use your mind to conquer the pain," he said pausing to give the girl a moment of respite. "You can do that by using what nature has given you as a woman." 

Amy was panting loudly but in spite of her tribulation she turned to look at him, her tear-streaked face – open with genuine puzzlement. "A woman's way, I don't understand, master?" Her voice quivered as she tried but failed to contain her tears. He stepped close to her and bent. His large hand dipped between her thighs and cupped her sex. The feel of his calloused but gentle touch there contrasted so vividly with the pain across her back that Amy couldn't help herself but moan deeply. 

"Take the pain and transmute it into passion. Feel the strikes with your pussy. Channel your suffering," he said gently tweaking her nubbin at the apex of her nether lips. “I want you to come as I cane you," James said his voice suddenly cold and measured and Amy shuddered understanding his words for what they were – an order. He was going to use his infernal cane and beat her until she climaxed upon the gnarly dildo in her quim. She gasped and yet obeyed pushing herself back up on the thick intruder in her flesh. She strained to ignite fires of intimate pleasure from the deeply twisted and

foreign attentions her master was raining down upon her innocent body. His crop made a whirring sound as it split the air on its way to her skin at the very foundation of her narrow waist. Amy moaned feeling the pain blossom and then meld with the pleasure emanating from her moist love channel. 

James didn't strike her equally strong every time. He took turns delivering sharp vicious little slaps which were intermixed with stronger targeted strikes. He was playing her body as a musical instrument. Only instead of sound, he elicited the thrill of pain from his submissive young charge. Soon enough his actions caused Amy’s pain to resonate with the thrumming shame emanating from her lower belly and start to grow into a throbbing heat which arose with each new slap sending wave upon wave of energy through her arteries. Several small slaps with the crop were followed by a vicious sharp strike across her back as he moved from her shoulders all the way down to her quivering buttocks where she pressed herself gyrating against the dildo. 

Then she felt it! The first hints of her climax! It was like witnessing the beautiful rays of tentative sunlight at dawn upon a wild untamed savanna. 

Amy gasped at the primal animal beauty that she saw with the inner eye of her body. The world slowed down as Amy’s mind raced along riding her fast-building high. Epiphanies buffeted her awareness in a gale of hormonal discharge until suddenly she gasped. 

She was riding a high! Just like with her drugs. Only this one was natural–

caused by her mind-blowing orgasm! Amy felt her flesh expand and wash over the unnatural contours of the artificial cock as it made its way into her tummy. 

Tears poured down her cheeks, dripping off her delicate chin onto the tips of her quivering breasts, and then further still, onto the soft skin of her thighs. 

Now she understood! James was forcing her to accept the delicious power of her orgasms and use it to replace the noxious dependency on drugs. Suddenly she felt herself enveloped by a cotton blanket of loving care. She felt unspeakable gratitude for her master swell in her heart. 

“Thank you,” she whispered in a shaky voice as she strained to lift herself slightly before pushing down again. “Thank you, thank you…” She heard herself say it louder and louder. 

"What are you thanking me for, slave?" Her master’s voice sounded disembodied like that of a God: overwhelming, all-encompassing, all-knowing! 

"Thank you, Master, thank you for everything, unghh…” The shock of her climax struck her like a supernova which detonated behind her navel and then rolled out like thunderstorm across her body. Every muscle came alive. Her entire figure shook and twitched as if she had plugged herself into a power source of unimaginable strength. For a moment she couldn't even breathe. 

She bucked and writhed on the infernal object between her legs, sliding forward as far as she could without losing her grasp and then edging back on the shaft, her lips stretching to engulf its base and kiss the wall. She was coming, bucking, transfixed by an almost religious experience. Deep into her climax Amy saw glimmers of a different universe – one of pure passion and roiling emotions. 

4. 

“Good girl,” he admitted with a dour expression. The stars behind her eyes finally went away and her heartrate returned to more manageable heartbeat. 

Amy realized just how far she had fallen in the last twenty-four hours since James had taken control of her life. She started sobbing softly, her petite body convulsing around the massive invader that suddenly felt foreign between her splayed thighs. James watched the girl slowly unravel before his eyes. Her sobs echoed from the walls of her bedroom. If he didn't know better, she seemed in the throes of another climax. Even her toes were moving, her feet curling and relaxing with every sharp intake of breath, every whimper, as her body suffered through its first awakening in submission. 

James knew that by now her mind had to be as lucid as ever. There were no more opiates in her blood to lull her awareness or sweeten her ecstasy. All that was left were the searing aftershocks of her postorgasmic letdown which had fallen in resonance with the agony of her chemical dependency on crystal meth. Suddenly James found the sight of the impaled slave writhing about atop her dildo deeply troubling and that bothered him. He felt sorry for the girl. He wanted to kneel and pluck her off, console her and tell her everything would be fine. Never until now had he had any trouble putting a submissive-in-training through her paces. And he had quite a bit of experience. He still hadn't informed Amy that he had taken over Madame Kosikova's business and was now running the unorthodox rehab himself. He saw no need to dilute her attention with unnecessary distraction. He also hoped that her self-awareness around him might improve her motivation. Kind of like why he hadn’t discouraged her when she occasionally called him “uncle James”. As her father’s best friend, he had known Amy since the day she was born. Her addiction was severe and she would need all the help and motivation in the world. For the first time he found himself wondering whether that closeness to his submissive wasn’t jeopardizing her training. 

“Come," he said and stepped forward and took her by the armpits helping her up and off the thick invader which came out of her body making a loud popping sound as it left her snug little hole. She was shivering like as if she was in the throes of a particularly vile fever. James gathered her up in his arms and lifted her around the knees and carried her like a child to the bed where he covered her snuggly. He bent over and gently smoothed back her

thick hair that had stuck to her face that was glowing with emotions. Out of nowhere he felt an urge to kiss the girl and comfort her and he did so. Her forehead felt burning hot beneath his lips. 

"You did very well, sweet slave. Rest. I will be back. I need to get you some food," he was amused to see the gratitude in her big brown eyes. She was famished. That was good. 

"Thank you… Master," Amy said softly. 

Downstairs, in the kitchen, James was happy to find precisely what he was looking for – chicken soup. He smiled to himself as he went about making the wholesome breakfast for his little charge. Her father clearly had the same reverence for simple and nutritious food. It was typical for yet another military man. Amy perked up the moment he returned to her bedroom carrying the steaming bowl of broth and slice of bread. Her tears had almost dried up and he could see her curious eyes follow him as he went to put the food on her desk. 

“Go on, my slave,” he smiled at her. “Eat.” She didn't wait to be told a second time and jumped out of the bed and padded over to hunch and eat. 

James leaned back against the wall silently observing the pretty naked girl as she devoured her breakfast oblivious to his hulking presence. For the first time since he had taken charge over her he had a moment to appreciate her lithe beauty. In some strange way she reminded him of Sarah. She moved just like her mother and when she spoke, the small sounds she made peppering her sentences with gasps and inflections brought the same color to her descriptions that never failed to harden his loins. Yet in many ways Amy was even more attractive than her deceased parent. Her breasts–high and youthfully firm on her chest, were already bigger than her mother's. But it was her big soft brown eyes, filled with unspoken words, that made James shiver every she looked at him. He shook his head silently. He absolutely had to rein himself in if he was ever to master the girl. 

For this kind of therapy to work, a master’s strictness and discipline were nonnegotiable. It simply wouldn’t do for the master to get all soft and sweet on his slave. He had to break down the addict if he ever wanted to build her back up into a healthy individual. She would become someone who was more in line with her own natural predispositions and character but safe from drug

addiction. James sighed deeply. The girl turned and looked at him puzzled. 

Amy was still chewing on a piece of bread soaked in the remnants of her soup. In her eyes he could see she instinctively felt his uncertainty, even if she couldn't quite understand its reason. Normally he would have had the girl eat her breakfast out of a bowl on the floor and made her lap it up like a dog, and yet without even thinking about it, he had completely ignored that little tidbit of initial hazing and actually waited on his slave! 

James mentally cursed himself for his weakness. 

5. 

“Lie on your back,” he said simply. She looked at him – a fawn gazing upon her wolf, the prey and the predator together in a room, and in that instant she relaxed into a strange kind of bond with him. Amy felt as if a part of her was forever being altered by what he was doing to her body. She squirmed obediently back up towards the headboard using her feet and hands to crab-walk her way up the bed. Suddenly his lean chiseled face softened and a smile appeared across her master's sensuous lips. He was naked now and she felt him lean in on her. He lowered his head and then he pressed his mouth to hers. Amy was stunned. His lips were gentle as they delicately opened hers and began kissing her. Amy felt her breath catch in her chest. 

Until today she had considered herself a moderately experienced kisser but she had never felt anything like this. His mouth felt warm and tasted sweet as his tongue gently teased her lips apart until she yielded without realizing and granted him all the access he needed into her mouth. 

Perhaps it was the aftershock of her climax, or maybe the simple solace that he was no longer using his infernal cane on her back, but she melted into his kiss. A wonderful stupor spread throughout her body completely sapping her strength. He kissed her slowly, leisurely as if that was all he had planned for the day. He gently sucked on her lower lip, his tongue stroking against hers causing liquid fire to rise up and wash across her body, the very body he had painfully chastised. Amy found her hands come up and wrap themselves around his neck. Without knowing how or why she was suddenly clinging to him, drawing strength from his attentions. It felt incredible, that kiss of his and she closed her eyes and for a moment felt transported back into her dream. 

Amy looked up at him and saw that he didn't seem austere or angry any longer. On the contrary, he looked hungry and lustful with indescribable tenderness which washed across his perfect features. She couldn't tear her eyes away. And then she surrendered herself to her instincts. Her entire being was ready to be ravished by her master. His touch was gentle yet firm and she closed her eyes as he tenderly kissed her neck. He bit lightly at the sensitive flesh where her neck and shoulder met making Amy shudder with the otherworldly experience. She felt completely disarmed at his astounding gentleness. Then she felt his hands travel across her shoulders down to her

chest where he cupped both her breasts in his warm palms squeezing them lightly. Her nipples were hard like pebbles aching for his soothing touch. He closed his mouth around her left breast and sucked in on her nipple. Amy's body arched as she felt tension bloom in her tummy. Then he repeated the action to her right nipple and her tension grew immeasurably. Instantly she realized he had felt her building emotions too. He ventured his hand down between her thighs and cupped her, feeling her moisture there. 

"So sweet. Such a good little girl,” he murmured gently holding her folds. 

Her tension became almost unbearable as she squirmed in his grasp building up to her second climax for the day. He moved up her body and kissed her deeply again. This time however his kiss felt different – more carnal, rougher, somehow – his tongue delved deep into her mouth as if it had suddenly become an imitation prick and he was using it to fuck her with it. One of his hands with now holding her behind the neck while with his other he gathered her folds stimulating her into ever increasing awareness. 

"Please," she whimpered fluttering her eyes up at him. Her vision was blurred by tears as she felt suddenly so very lost. “Please …,” she whispered incoherently, her lips brushing up against his. 

“Shhhhh, sweetheart,” he said softly and then having shifted his hips a little used his hand to guide himself up against her slick opening. Amy frowned and new tears burst as she pressed her lips tight and squeezed her eyes shut "Relax Amy," he whispered sternly. And then he lowered his head to kiss her forehead. “Relax,” he said again, "it will hurt less, if you relax." 

And then he plowed further into her in one long firm thrust that didn’t stop until he was all the way snug up against her cervix. 

“Oh, God” she whimpered quietly. Why was it so much more painful than last time? Had she been so out of it yesterday? Her mind filled with images of what he looked like naked when she had seen him standing in the room earlier. He had been flaccid then. Evidently he had grown vastly with excitement and now she felt him reach parts of her that had never before been touched by a man. 

"Relax," he whispered in her ear. "Relax, sweet pet. It will feel better in a little bit. You almost have all of me.” 

Almost!? Amy was on the verge of blacking out, her stomach churning with nausea at the realization that he wasn't done! It felt as if he had plowed her with some sort of heated pole tearing her open, slowly, excruciatingly. He felt so much longer and thicker than anything she had experienced before and all she could do was lie there hopelessly pinned underneath him! Then with both hands he reached down behind her knees lifting them up and open. He spread them wide pressing them all the way up against her chest as her tiny pussy spread open obediently. 

Amy winced and jerked with pain and discomfort. Little whimpers escaped her clenched lips as she tried to crane her neck to see how much of him still remained outside her body. Amy gave a pitiful wail when she saw that there were almost two entire inches still waiting to plunder her nether parts. 

"No, no, no…" She felt her pussy stuffed full and was quite certain she would be unable to take anything more. 

“Shhhh, little dove. Now I will teach you something," James told her gently kissing at the tip of her nose. "You may hate it at first but in time, you will grow to love it.” 

Amy shook her head side to side still trying to understand how it was that even after impaling herself upon the vicious wooden dildo, she was still finding it so difficult to accommodate her master's cock. James gave her a moment to catch her breath and then leaned back into her. Again, he slowly pushed all the way deep into her, and again she felt his tip push up against her cervix. This time however, he didn't move back or relent his forward thrusting. He kept a constant and steady pressure against her internal anatomy that was preventing him from burying his entire length inside her body. 

Amy's whimper build to a full wail which then morphed into tight little screams. Her master paused and then withdrew completely unsheathing himself from her flesh. Amy was panting, almost hyperventilating. 

Sweat glistened across her forehead. James’s cock looked huge – angry and deep red as it glistened ominously hovering like a snake above her tight little pussy. 

“You are too big,” she whimpered, but he could see in her face that she

was resigned to her torment. He lined himself up again and then slowly sank in until he felt her cervix yet again. The deeper he went, the more Amy arched her back. Now she recognized why she was finding it so much more tough to take him all the way. Yesterday, he had spared her most of his length. He had taken her with no more than a couple of inches at his tip. Back then she had been overwhelmed with the novelty of everything and hadn’t paid any attention to his size. Now she understood how big and fat his head truly was – it felt like a small fist pressed up against her from the inside. Amy was feeling his shaft nudge its way against her inner curvature where her cervix separated her vagina from her womb. “Oh God,” she squealed pressing her neck back into the mattress as her body arched to accommodate the massive invader. 

James swiveled his hips up and down and then made a circle with his buttocks as if churning a cauldron with his pole. All the while he kept up his relentless pressure forward. Amy groaned in pain and yet her master simply redoubled his efforts. Both their bodies where slick with sweat while their muscles stood taut on edge as the man and his slave worked to accommodate him into her body. James kept pressing in and suddenly Amy's whimper became a deep sigh of surrender as he buried his last remaining inch into her. 

A big smile spread across his features and James kissed her forehead. Amy looked up at him amazed. 

“I knew you could do it,” he praised her. “Now you have all of me.” James held both of them perfectly still allowing the petite teenager to adapt to his huge size. Amy drew ragged little breaths flitting her eyes up from his face down to between their bodies which now seemed soldered together. James was certain he could detect a small degree of pride in her flushed features. He finally withdrew half his length and then slowly slid it back in. This time the resistance was only a fraction of what it had been moments earlier. The girl barely had time to wince. "Take a deep breath and let it out slowly as you feel me touch your cervix. When I push in, my cock has to find a way past the entrance of your womb. I will do it a couple of times and this will help your body become supple and take me more easily," James explained to the wide-eyed girl underneath him. "If you concentrate on breathing, you'll relax on the inside." She nodded and he saw with pride how she concentrated on following his instructions. This time when he pulled back, Amy obediently

drew a lungful letting it out when he plunged all the way into her spasming center. This time when his head pressed up against her cervix she dutifully exhaled and, as promised, he was blocked for only a fraction of time before Amy opened up and took him in. The girl’s eyes grew wide with unexpected delight. Amy was relieved that the pressure and pain seemed to be abating with every subsequent downstroke of her master’s cock. Soon she found herself getting completely lost with the sensations roiling through her body. 

James arched his chest up slightly and began moving a little faster. Seconds later Amy parted her lips and a little moan escaped her. 

Her face melted into a mask of pure pleasure as her master's giant cock plundered and stretched her hitting every nerve deep in her youthful body which had remained unattended until today. Every time he pulled out, his penis dragged her skin down so that her clit scraped along his slick shaft causing bolts of unbelievable pleasure to shoot across Amy's very core. She felt herself melt as her body grew wet and opened itself for its ravishment. 

Her master's cock moving in and out of her most private part became her entire universe. Amy craned her neck to see between her heaving breasts. 

Slowly she began to comprehend that he was mastering her with every stroke of his commanding shaft. With every thrust he was bewitching her body with more and more permanence, searing into her very flesh the power of his command. She was slowly but inevitably becoming his property. 

James kept up a steady smooth rhythm – out, in, out, in. Gone were Amy's whimpers of reluctance to be replaced by tiny moans of submissive anticipation. Soon she was taking sharp pre-orgasmic little breaths. Then a searing explosion of lust shook her body as her strong legs wrapped themselves around his waist holding him in deep. 

Amy’s scream of ecstasy was soon met with her master's roar as he drove his massive cock into her very center and drenched her body with a flood of his potent seed. He came a long time releasing his heavy gift straight into the girl’s nubile womb. Finally, he let go of her knees and slowly slithered himself out of her snug warmth. He straightened out by her in the bed gathering her panting little body in his big strong arms and held her tight as her gasps became sobs, and her sobs became deep heartfelt crying, and she cried herself to sleep. 

That night he would take her three more times before they both finally

relaxed into an overwhelming slumber that carried the master and his slave into the morning. 

The end. 



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. 



Punished

A submissive’s first punishment at the hands of her Master is something intimate, something precious, almost sacred. When her scars heal and her beautiful skin regains its healthy radiance, she will still get excited at the memory of that first night when her man took away her first innocence. 

Volume 2 of Lena’s Journey



Elizabeth, His Lordship’s Demure Body-Servant

Strong, big, dark-haired and severe, Lord Benjamin is scouring his lands for someone young and submissive, willing to do his bidding and follow his every wish. 

Naturally demure young Elizabeth quickly discovers that she simply doesn’t have the will to say No! Whatever Lord Benjamin wants, he gets. 

This story contains sexually explicit situations and is meant to be enjoyed by mature readers at least eighteen years of age. 



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. 

Thank you for reading Deconstructing Amy. 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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