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No part of this text may be reproduced, in part or in full, without express written consent from the author, except by a reviewer who may quote short passages in a review. All characters depicted are above the age of eighteen. 

This is a work of fiction and in no way condones acts of violence, sexual or otherwise. 

Adult Reading Material

The material contained within this book is for mature audiences only. It contains graphic sexual content. It is intended only for those aged 18 and above. This book does not portray sexual intercourse between blood relatives. 

Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, or places, events or locales is purely coincidental. 



Fiction through and through, this material is in no way intended to portray real-life events or serve as inspiration for such actions. The material contained herein is fictional and not meant to serve as a guide for actions in real life. It is solely intended as a fictional escape from reality and in no way means to push an agenda, put down people’s opinions, or serve as a model for behavior in real life. 

Prologue

Don Antonio loved to control the world around him. His entire life had been dedicated to achieving control. And his favorite pastime was spent exercising it. 

The bodies of all those who had tried to resist his will to dominate now lay in unmarked graves in the desert between LA and Vegas. Even his family knew to stay out of his way and to rapidly acquiesce to whatever their wayward son, brother, uncle and brother-in-law demanded. 

From where he was parked in his Escalade Tony Mendoza could hear the purr of the car engine meld with the roar of the waves on the beach beneath him. It was a sound perfectly in sync with the thunder of his own thoughts. 

Beneath, he could see the beach if he sat up in the plush leather seats of the expensive SUV. He liked to keep his eye on his surroundings, whether they be physical or metaphorical. 

Don Antonio always got what he wanted. 

And now he wanted Jamie. Don Antonio was in the mood for a good time. 

And as far as he was concerned, there was no better way to reward oneself than with the deeply gratifying experience of training a new slave. A young woman like Jamie would be a welcome addition to his stable of dedicated and intelligent women, or "concubines" as he liked to think of them. They were his own personal harem of young, pretty and very willing sex slaves who accompanied him wherever he went. They were the real prize of his life's efforts as far as he was concerned: a clear embodiment of the fruits of his power, an emblem he loved to flaunt in the company of his equals. The presence of his semi-reluctant slaves never failed to intimidate even the most aggressive of his rich and powerful friends. Even the richest of billionaires nowadays hesitated to openly indulge keeping a stable of indentured servants. 

Don Antonio couldn’t help but marvel at the conflicted lust he saw in the men’s eyes. 

Don Antonio Mendoza of the Mendoza criminal cartel firmly believed in his God-given right to dominate his women. The joy he found in dominating others was psychological, biochemically driven, he knew. But knowledge of his own lustful nature took nothing away from the hedonistic ecstasy that his untouchable status enabled. 

Maintaining his perch atop his vicious and heartless organization demanded his complete and total dedication. It could be exhausting at times. 

That was precisely the reason Tony Mendoza found it was important to

reward himself every now and then, and especially after the success of a particularly challenging operation. A thin smile crossed his severe thin lips. 

Like now, for example. Today Don Antonio felt he absolutely deserved a reward. Finally, after more than fifteen years of relentless back and forth, he had succeeded at last. 

He had painted his arch-rival, that ijo de puta, Juan Cabrillo, into a corner. 

That dog’s days on the face of the planet were numbered. Cabrillo didn't quite know it yet, of course. Prey seldom did. 

Until it was too late. 

But the son of a bitch’s smug self-delusory safety was soon to be rudely extinguished. The president of Colombia was a walking dead man and Don Antonio was counting the days. Sitting in his plush armored SUV alongside a section of posh Southern California beach at La Jolla, Don Antonio looked down to the beach. There the man who would implement the final stages of his enemy’s destruction was slowly strolling arm-in-arm along the succulent form of the little gringa who would serve as Tony Mendoza’s personal reward. 

Jamie Smith didn’t know it yet of course. She was only prey after all. 

An innocent. A babe in the woods. The Little Red Riding Hood to his Big Bad Wolf. The couple down below just came to a stop and were gazing at something in the sand. 

Don Antonio smiled. It was time. 





Last Night of Freedom

Jamie wanted to touch him and her husband felt likewise. She could see his prominent erection beneath the sheets. Yet another night sleeping with her husband, a twenty-two-year-old man and his young wife, and yet the spark of love was somehow gone. They were now only two sex-starved creatures watching each other dress and undress, their minds filled with images of other people helping them build the delicious tension they no longer could find in each other's company. 

Jamie realized they had grown accustomed, familiar in each other's presence not unlike two pets in the same household politely ignoring each other. They were waiting each other out until they could find a different means to quench that primal hunger for sex they still felt burning inside. Each in their own way, unknown to the other except by the studied ignorance and polite neglect with which they treated each other. 

“Your dad called," John stretched out in bed and swiped his smart phone to check on the most recent developments of the stock market. 

"Did he? What did he say?" She closed her eyes and started counting back from fifty. Five hours until she would have to wake up again and feed the baby. 

Then, in the morning, she would call Rodrigo. Her pussy burned with desire even now as she knew she had made up her mind. 

"Oh, nothing really. Something about getting together. Having us over for Christmas. Mentioned your mother would be there too. With her new boyfriend – the French guy." 

He swiped the lights off and put down the phone. 

“Oh." She was almost asleep now. 

"I don't think I'll see you in the morning. My flight is real early. I have set my phone to wake me at three thirty. I’ll Uber over to JFK.” 

"Have a safe trip. I’ll miss you." She heard his hand sneak under the sheets and soon the fap-fap–fap sounds of his self-pleasuring. He probably thought she was asleep already. 

"I'll miss you too." 

"I'll see you on Wednesday. Send me pictures of the baby. Text me. 

Okay?" Funny how his voice could stay so even and emotionless. He had to be close to coming already, she was certain. It never took more than a minute. 

She sighed and turned, and closed her eyes and pictured the big gang tattoo on Rodrigo's left pec. Jamie’s radiant face relaxed into a smile. 

Taken in the Alley

Rodrigo’s hand was on her thigh as it usually was when she rode in his car. At first she had hated it, but now she had learned to open her legs and put her own hand on his, guiding him higher up to where her pleasure apex lay. 

They had just turned a corner when a black Suburban SUV cut them off in front and another one nudged them from behind. Rodrigo cursed and she saw that they were boxed in on the left as well, the only option – to turn right into a small alley between a row of high-rises. They did so and then they stopped and waited. It didn't take long for the door to fly open and men with faces like masks to pull them both out. She almost lost control of her bladder then. 



The man's cold gray eyes reminded her of winter. She tried but failed to suppress a shiver. She used to think of Rodrigo’s presence as one full of menace, but now she found herself inching closer to the relative safety of the young gang banger’s body. The hulking warmth of his hard, muscled frame gave her a sense of being protected from the easy, cavalier lookover she was getting from the vicious looking man who said he was his boss. 

"Rocco, my boy, let me tell you something," the big white-haired man stepped closer and suddenly Jamie felt as if she was struggling to breathe. 

"Here, chica, give me your hands. No, don't be afraid. I'm not going to hurt you. Promise." 

She wanted to run, die, anything seemed better than allowing this strange man to touch her. Even if it was just to hold his hands. Jamie hadn't realized how tightly she had been squeezing her fists until she had to apply conscious thought and force her fingers to relax. 

“Shush, shush – there, there,  mi pobre niña. Oh, she's trembling, Rodrigo! 

Here, take her hands. Feel them. If you want to know what a girl is feeling, you have to hold her by the hand. Ignore all these  estúpidas telenovelas diurnas. They tell you to watch a woman in the eyes! Bull shit! The eyes might tell you what a woman is thinking, I'll give you that. But what good is it to know her mind, if you have no idea what's making her heart race like an Andalucian mare in heat? Ha ha ha ha!" 

Everyone joined in on the laughter. Even Jamie somehow felt herself swept up in the moment of levity. She felt her face relax a tiny bit from the first frown of her anxiety. 

"Si, Jefe," Rodrigo said and she felt her hands engulfed by his warm palms. "She does feel cold to the touch. Maybe it's her skimpy dress? It is

kind of chilly here." Rodrigo let go of her small fists and moved to take off his designer black leather jacket. Jamie had no doubt he was going to offer it to her. 

"No,  mi hijo. No. She's afraid. Not cold. Afraid," the man stressed the last word and smiled like a wolf sensing the presence of his prey. "Afraid of me." 

"Don't bother with your jacket. Here let me prove it to you." 

In a flash, before Jamie had time to realize what he was about to do, the big crime lord’s hand was suddenly between her thighs, all the way up and cupping her pussy! 

She screamed and jumped, as if struck by electricity. But to her awful surprise she suddenly discovered she couldn't move. Two giant men, bodyguards of the cartel boss no doubt, had suddenly appeared as if out of thin air, on either side. They had pushed Rodrigo out of the way like he was made of straw. A third man's giant hands had taken her by the waist and were now holding her shivering body frozen in place. 

"Come see for yourself, my boy," the boss said and Jamie felt consternation froth up in her mind as Rodrigo came to stand by the elder man. She looked at him tears and desperation filling her eyes. 

"Help me!" she mouthed silently, unsure of her ability to speak out loud. 

To her mortifying surprise she saw her big tattooed lover shake his head. His lips mouthed "no," and then his eyes sparkled and she thought she saw tears. 

Rodrigo cleared his throat and this time she realized he was putting up a brave pretense for her benefit. "Don't fight it, putita. Submit. Be a good girl. 

You know you want it." Jamie's mouth opened in a silent gasp and just like that the fight went out of her. Why? Why was Rodrigo playing along like that? He knew these people. Why didn’t he tell them off? 

"Yes, a good girl," the old boss sneered and bent lower angling his hand so that he could now wiggle and press a thick meaty finger along her sheer lacy underwear. The man whose hand held her waist pushed on the small of her back and pressed down on her shoulders causing her to squat and to lewdly proffer herself to the plundering digit of the boss that was now washing over and under her underwear to press into her moist outer folds. It inched across her most external gates to dip into her hot tunnel. 

The instant his hand touched her, somewhere deep in her tummy something squirmed, pulsed, and she felt the thick mucusy evidence of her passion gush forth across his fingers. 

"Yes! Here – see that." Jamie's face fell forward, her hair falling like a

curtain across her tear soaked face. Even through the veneer of her tears, she could still see the telltale evidence of moisture wetting the man's middle finger. He waved it like it was a prize he had won, showing it off to Rocco and the men crowding her on either side. 

Then he wiped it across the dark leather of Rocco's jacket where Jamie was horrified to see the mucusy trace it left. 

"You are young. You've seen a lot, my boy. Been to war, felt the pain of seeing friends die. But Rocco, even though I trust you like a son, you still have a lot to learn my boy. Most especially about taming women." The man chuckled and then gently patted Rodrigo’s cheek. "No worries. There is time. 

And I'm certainly willing to teach by example." One of the bodyguards off to Jamie's side chuckled at that. 

Before anybody had time to join him in making fun of the imprisoned girl, the cartel boss pivoted and with lightning speed smashed his fist dead center into the man's face. A disgusting, loud wet crunch echoed in the dark backstreet alley and the man fell like a sack of potatoes leaving a void where he had been standing just a fraction of a second before. 

Jamie looked down in utter disbelief to see the giant groaning and whimpering like a child, blood gushing in a frothy red fountain from his face at the place where his nose had been just moments before. 

"Ah, he’ll recover. He’s still young on the team you see and he’s learning respect." The boss said looking at Jamie and shook his hand as if he had just thrown a bowling strike. Jamie's mind was still trying to comprehend what was happening as she felt herself being guided away from the quickly gathering puddle of blood on the ground by the face of the floored bodyguard. 

"As I was saying, your instincts Rodrigo are good. You picked well in choosing that one." Jenny almost squealed when the man moved to place his hand at her shoulder, but a stern glance from him was all she needed to remain petrified and in place. "And you're very, very lucky. This little gringa is a natural submissive. Her kind is so rare, especially in a good-looking little puta, that it is like you have just won the lottery. Let me tell you." The man held up his finger and in an image that Jamie was certain she would never forget, he closed his eyes and loudly suckled on the still wet finger that had been between her legs just moments ago

“Yum, yum, yum," the man turned to face Jamie again. "She's very amorous, that one," the boss said. Jamie wanted to die. He reached out and

placed his finger back at her pussy. This time he didn’t even bother trying to sneak his large hand under her dress, but lifted it by the hem up around her waist, shoved down her panties, gently gliding his huge rough palm across her lower tummy, and combed it through her blonde pubic curls. She didn’t need to be told what to do, her body instinctively responding to the dominant in charge. Her legs spread and the man grunted and pushed his finger into her vexingly wet folds. To her own deepening shame, Jamie felt her muscles tighten and squeeze down on the invading digit. She saw as the cartel boss' 

eyes grew wide and he spat out an unintelligible expletive. "Wow! Her pussy just squeezed down on my finger. Madre mio!” 

Jamie gasped. She had never felt so helpless in her entire life! The bodyguard held her shoulders in his viselike grip, but most horrifying of all was that she felt as if she had lost all sensible control over her own body. 

Helpless and at a loss, she looked over at Rodrigo. She saw his face, like she had never seen him before. Not like a man amongst friends, quite the contrary: He looked like a cornered predator about to pounce. His face was tense, his eyes narrow and gleaming. With her peripheral vision Jamie saw the third member of the gang staring down on Rocco. He had his hand on the butt of something metallic thrust into his waist. 

 A gun!  Oh God! The man was ready to shoot if Rocco did something stupid. And Jamie saw in her man's eyes he was mere seconds away from taking his chances. They would shoot Rodrigo dead! This wasn’t a friendly accidental encounter.  This was planned. 

The thick finger deep in her pussy curved inside of her and hooked up pressing against her G spot. She couldn't help herself when she squealed. It was a pain unlike anything she had ever experienced before – laced with pleasure, it felt otherworldly and forbidden. Her discomfort made her open her thighs wider and the big man smiled and she saw the darkness glint in his black eyes that were now looking down as if feasting on her misery and subjugation. 

Jamie forced herself to breathe. Again, she looked over the boss' shoulder and saw Rocco’s clenched fists and the blood where he had dug his nails into the palms of his hands. They were going to shoot him tonight! 

They would kill them both! Jenny didn't know how, or why, but with the preternatural clarity of a near-death experience, she suddenly saw the future like it was real. Rocco would lunge forward to grab her out of the mobster’s arms, but he wouldn’t make it. The man holding her from behind would pivot

her body sideways and out of Rocco's way. He was waiting to do just that. 

With a sudden overwhelming certainty Jamie knew now that the entire encounter was staged. They were using her to put pressure on Rocco. 

All the white-haired boss had to do was sidestep just a little and this would provide the bodyguard to the side whose hand was on the gun all the opportunity he would ever need for a clear shot. She looked up at her lover and their eyes met. His were bloodshot, narrow lines, reminding her of the dark slits in a medieval knight’s helmet. 

 My knight in shining armor. 

He was getting ready to die for her! And then she had an epiphany. There was simply no way she could allow their story to end here tonight – gunned down, helpless, and futureless. 

No! Rocco would not die tonight, fighting in a blaze of bullets for her honor, blaming himself for their doomed last seconds on earth. She wouldn't allow it! But it was almost too late. Like in slow motion, Jenny saw Rocco start to move forward. The tiniest fraction of a second later, the bodyguard began withdrawing his handgun. It was almost all the way out. His finger caressing its way to the trigger. Rodrigo squinted, attempting to duck at his waist, as if he could dodge the bullets that would soon be flying his way. 

Jamie did the only thing she could do. Later when she would think back to that instant, she would remember it like a slow motion movie in her mind. 

Her body relaxed, her mind simply, unfathomably, was at peace with her decision. Her eyes, blinking away the tears riveted on the old boss' lips, her fists unclenching, her arms coming up around the burly man's thick neck. 

And she hugged him! His hand was still ensconced between her soft thighs his fingers trying to move deep inside that part in her body were until less than ten days ago only her husband had ever been. But she did it. She reached up, hugged the man's thick neck, smiled into his dark eyes that squinted full of suspicion. 

And kissed him! 



First Steps to Submission

Dumbfounded Jamie looked after the man’s rapidly diminishing form. Her eyes scanned the house and for the first time she realized how many men were here as well. All of them were armed to the teeth. Some were either chatting or gazing at their smart phones, others were playing cards or just staring at her. 

She turned and saw two men holding Rodrigo by the shoulders, a third pointedly looking at him, his hand on the pistol grip of his gun. 

"You better follow the boss. If you don't want to get yourself in a whole lot of trouble that is," a girl said. She had materialized seemingly out of nowhere and appeared to be about the same age as Jamie. Perhaps younger. Her entire demeanor however exuded authority and steely determination. She was beautiful and appeared utterly comfortable with herself and her surroundings. 

She was observing Jamie, a bemused expression on her face. It was strange how unimpressed this unknown girl seemed to be with the predicament unfolding in the living room. It was almost as if having people brought in against their will to molest was a common occurrence here. 

Then Jamie realized that it actually probably was. 

“Go on!” The girl lit a cigarette and motioned with her head in the direction of the rapidly diminishing figure of the boss. 

Jamie realized that the girl was actually correct. She certainly had no way of helping Rodrigo here. Perhaps if she was able to talk to his boss about whatever their issues were, maybe she might be able to convince him to let them go. Jamie stood and hurried to catch up with the man who by now was about to turn a corner at the far end of the immense hall. 

Jamie caught up with him when he was about to enter what appeared to be a wonderfully upholstered expensive looking home office. The walls were done in wood paneling with floor-to-ceiling shelves of books. She recognized many of them to be current and past bestsellers. Jamie blushed when she saw there were a fair number of erotica titles that she had more than a passing familiarity with herself. She heard a soft chuckle and turned to see the man looking at her. She blushed violently realizing that he knew what she had been thinking. 

The soft click of the lock in the paneled door as it closed behind her shook her back to reality. 

She was alone with the severe looking man! The same one who had virtually raped her in the street. The same man whose bodyguards even now

were holding Rodrigo at gunpoint. He was silently staring at her and it was all she could do to not try and run out of the room. 

After a long moment of silence, the man turned his back on her, reached for a box on his desk and took out a cigar. He opened a box of matches, lit the cigar, puffed a couple of times, and walked around his desk to seat himself in a big leather chair. 

Jamie was at a complete loss. She didn’t know what to do. All she could think of was to plead, beg, grovel on her knees if necessary. 

"Please, sir please let us go.” She heard her own voice and it sounded so pathetic and whiny that she felt disgusted with herself. The man looked away from her and waved his hand puffing smoke. He took out his cell phone from his pocket, and swiped the screen. 

Jamie heard the sound of a powerful fan kick in somewhere in the high ceiling above. Soon the cigar smoke cleared but the temperature began precipitously falling. Chills ran through her quivering frame and Jamie hugged her arms around her body. 

“I don't even know who you are. And I don't want to know. I have a husband and…” she was going to tell him about the baby and how she had to be home soon to nurse him, but the man cut her off. Seeing him smile made her shiver with more violence. 

“I think you are a smart girl and know exactly what is happening here. My boy has disappointed me one too many times and even though he’s like a son to me, I have a business empire to run and examples to set. I was going to kill him tonight and you were going to be the perfect excuse.” He took his cigar and waved it at her. “You see I know about you. I always do my homework. 

Always. My sources told me that Rodrigo had developed a crush on some suburban puta. It was child’s play to find out the details. All I had to do was put the screws on you tonight and wait until Rodrigo did something stupid to protect you. My men had orders to shoot him on the spot. I think you saw what was about to happen.” The mobster’s eyes narrowed. “I think that’s why you kissed me.” 

Jenny was about to protest but the man waved his hand. “No, that’s okay. 

You did well. You saved your lives tonight. What I don’t understand is why you are so intent on trying to save him again?” He seemed genuinely curious now and Jamie was momentarily caught off guard. 

She realized it was a good question. What was she doing here meddling in the affairs of this gang? She had known all along that Rodrigo associated

himself with criminals. Why did she care? She had a husband, a child, a life to go back home to. What was she doing here? 

And then Jamie remembered Rodrigo’s eyes in the alleyway and the way he had been ready to sacrifice himself for her. Her knight in shining armor. 

Maybe she had saved him. But what good would it do if they all died here tonight? 

“Perhaps I should tell you more about your Rodrigo,” the man said and motioned towards the desk. “Go look at what’s inside that folder lying there on top.” 

Queasy with apprehension, Jamie gingerly walked over to the desk and opened the manila folder as told. She gasped. A thick stack of black and white and colored photos spilled across the dark mahogany. All of them were pictures of herself and Rodrigo. Making love. No.  Fucking their brains out. 

Picture after picture of sex, hot and sultry, the worst possible kind of screaming hot sex. 

 Why did he have them? 

Puzzled she looked up. 

“He was hired to frame you, my dear,” the man said. “Apparently, that hubby of yours, John, I believe his name is. The one who right now is allegedly on a business trip somewhere in Europe, hired your loverboy, just so he could divorce you on favorable terms.” 

Jamie’s mouth opened, closed, then opened again, but no sound came out. 

This didn’t make any sense. 

“But, but why? This is preposterous…” 

Suddenly she felt herself spinning out of control. Even kidnapped, Jamie had subconsciously considered 1her situation to be a direct result of her own actions earlier. If she had not been having an affair with Rodrigo, she wouldn’t have been in his car tonight in the first place. And the reason for the affair was her own slutty nature. Or so she kept telling herself. Even before, Jamie had always blamed herself for the scorching sex and toe curling orgasms her Latin lover had given her. Now, suddenly, nothing made sense anymore. Even that corrosive self-blame seemed like a welcome refuge in comparison to the deep sense of betrayal that this new information suddenly created. John  wanted  her to cheat! To entrap her. But why!? 

“I don’t believe you! You’re a criminal! A beast! A professional liar. Even now you’re just lying to me. Why, I don’t know. Perhaps to manipulate me somehow.” She was yelling now. The man simply smiled and nodded. Much

to her surprise he didn’t seem the least bit angry at her outburst. 

Quite the contrary. He took another sip of thick alcoholic liquor and his smile broadened. “I agree with most of what you just said, honey. Yes, I am a criminal of the worst possible kind,” the open sincerity of his voice made Jamie want to run. “And yes, I am manipulating you, but what I said also happens to be the truth. Incidentally.” He shrugged. 

Every one of his words felt like bullets through her heart and Jamie desperately tried to make at least some sense of them. It was almost as if he was speaking in a foreign language. She could hear him and even understand the general meaning of what he was saying. But the full import of the information simply refused to register. 



“Why! Why would John hate me so much to do that to me!?” And then another question dawned on her: Even if what this awful man was saying was true, why had sweet Rodrigo gone through and done it? Why had they all played her like that? The man arched his eyebrows, his face noncommittal. 

“I wondered the same question and for the life of me it took me a long time to figure it out. It’s not like you’re ugly, sick or an obvious burden to your husband in any way that I could see.” The man was looking at her questioningly now and Jamie blushed feeling her face glow in anger. 

This man had a lot of nerve suggesting that her husband wanted to leave her because of some fault of her own. 

“You’re a pig!” Suddenly the man’s relaxed face became suffused with anger, his dark eyes sparkling with menace. Jamie felt her heart skip a beat with the obvious threat she saw. After a moment of silence the man took a breath and relaxed again. 

“I’ll let that slide, for now. You should know that you’re in no position to insult me. Normally I wouldn’t care why some  cabron wants to divorce his gringa wife but given how deeply Rodrigo had fallen for you, after taking the job, I suddenly became genuinely curious. At the very least I wanted to meet the woman who held such power over two independent, grown, otherwise experienced men. One of them, your husband, appeared willing to pull strings and find, and then hire a hardened criminal just so he could get rid of you. 

The other one, my favorite hitman Rodrigo, took the job, but then seemed unable to let go of your presence in his life.” The man laughed to himself. 

“Yes, Rodrigo was probably about to attempt to seduce you that same weekend when you first spoke to him. But something about seeing you in

person must have struck a chord with him, or something. Because after that, he fully intended on canceling the deal with your husband. He didn’t even record your time together when he first fucked you, as your husband had apparently requested. Those pictures,” the man nodded towards the desk, 

“They were taken by one of my personal bodyguards that I sent to investigate where it was that Rodrigo was spending all his free time.” 

Somehow this last piece of information struck Jamie as making perfect sense. She felt an overpowering weakness behind her knees and silently fell back into the big leather chair in front of the desk. All her energies were suddenly gone. She was too stunned to even cry or scream or do whatever wives who discovered they had been cheated on were expected to do. 

“Did you ever find out why it was that John wants to divorce me?” The words sounded so heartless, clinical and painful as she spoke them that Jamie felt dirty by even uttering them herself. 

“I did in fact,” the man said. “But I insist that this is something you have to ask your husband and have him confide himself. I have no time for suburban melodramas. I’m a busy man and the only reason I’m even speaking to you is because I have finally figured out why it is Rodrigo was willing to die for you earlier in the back alley.” 

Jamie blinked back tears and looked up puzzled. 

The man put down the glass and stood. He brushed off some invisible flakes of dust from his immaculate suit pants. “It has to do with what I said back there in the alleyway when I was attempting to provoke Rodrigo. You are a natural submissive and even though most men cannot understand that quite as clearly as I do, every hotblooded man can subliminally feel the little movements of your body, the little whimpers, gestures, sighs, and sounds that you keep making to know what a hot woman you are. The man had come around the desk and was now standing right in front of Jamie their knees almost touching. 

She looked up at him and felt intimidated by his towering presence. “What Rodrigo failed to mention is that the specific line of business of my gang, an ardent member of which he was until today I might add, is white slavery amongst others.” 

“White slavery?” Jamie felt numb and speechless, her brain refusing to provide even the faintest hint of what she ought to say or do or even think right now. She felt like a feather in freefall: light, powerless, buffeted by events well beyond her control. She stood there gazing up at the man and

when he reached to touch her cheek just passing the tip of his finger down along her perfect jawline to the tip of her chin where he tapped and then moved up to her lips, she welcomed his action for it was better than the emptiness of her catatonic panic. She parted her lips and welcomed the man’s digit in. 

He didn’t push his finger in deep at all, but merely kept it there like a foreign invader heavy upon her lips, a reminder, a foretaste of a different world. 

“I-I don’t understand,” she said her words coming out distorted around the man’s finger. 

“Precious moment right there,” he said as if to himself. “He brought his other hand and gently caressed her cheek. “So naïve, gullible, fragile. Like clay.” 

They stood that way for a long while, the girl suckling on the man’s finger as he caressed her face, gazing down on her frightened, blinking eyes. A soft chime from the smart phone in his pocket seemed to bring everything into focus. He slowly took his finger out, playfully touched her nose and smiled. 

“I was going to make you an offer but I don’t see the point now.” 

“An offer?” 

“Never mind that. Two things will happen now. You will undress and then you will use your mouth to convince me to reconsider.” 

“I don’t – I can’t – I’m married –“

“No. Not anymore. I absolve you of that responsibility. Your vows are void as far as God and you should be concerned. Your child that is now with your sister will be brought in here to live with you during your training. 

Normally I do not initialize a slave into her new life in my own house but with you,” he cleared his throat. “We’ll see how things go.” 

“What about…” 

“Rodrigo?” 

“I think I love him.” 

“I think you do love him,” the man agreed. “And that is precisely why you shall never see him again after tonight. You don’t deserve him. He doesn’t deserve you either but I will explain more later. He has work to do and tonight you will tell him goodbye forever.” 

“Where is he going?” 

“He is going on a mission to Colombia. Don’t worry, it is a step up from what I had initially planned would be his destiny tonight.” 

“What about my husband?” 

“This depends entirely on you, my dear.” Jamie nodded. The man bent and kissed the top of her head and then went back and seated himself in his chair. 

“I’m waiting,” he said. 

Wistfully, Jamie looked back at the door. It looked massive and big, it was probably reinforced steel and bulletproof. With a shudder she realized that it was perhaps soundproof as well. 

“Show me what you've got and I'll see if you can convince me to let you both live tonight.” What choice did she really have but to obey? Jamie stood. 

“Not there, puta,” came the gruff voice of the boss. “You kneel on the floor when I’m present. All my women do.” 

Jamie squeezed her fists but demurely slid her butt off the couch and knelt as ordered. 

Jamie closed her eyes. Suddenly she felt like a precious work of art being unveiled for her new owner. She couldn’t help but see his appreciative eyes as he looked on the treasures hidden that she was being forced to carefully unveil. This vile crime boss was only the second man to ever see her undress other than her husband. Again, some vestigial part of Jamie’s old self rebelled in shame and she almost stopped herself. One quick glance at his stern face, his eyes gleaming like black obsidian over the shimmering glass in his hand, was enough to motivate the young housewife into obedience. 

Jamie felt on the verge of crying choked up with emotions. She looked up at him again terrified he was angry by something she had done or her slowness to cooperate, but was relieved to see no anger in his face. The man was simply shaking his head like a father admonishing his child about a simple misdeed. 

"Stop trying to shield yourself from my eyes. You belong to me now. Do not ever try to hide yourself from me," the man said and for some odd reason she thought she agreed. It was just that putting her on the spot like that made her feel terribly self-conscious and aware of his open and lascivious stare. 

This morning, in an effort to excite Rodrigo and be pleasing to him, she had worn a thin, silky, strappy dress which was low-cut, with sides split up her thighs. Jamie knew it displayed her figure to full advantage while still leaving something to the imagination. Her heart was beating so fast that it was all she could hear in the silence of the room that felt empty and dark as if the entire universe had vanished leaving her alone with this monster of a man. She couldn’t begin to comprehend her situation. Everything was

happening so terribly fast! 

She had no emotional strength left to draw upon and so merely resigned herself to follow the flow of events as ordained by this dark Lord of Crime. 

Somehow it felt worse that she was being told to undress herself. He demanded her participation in her own ordeal. It would have been so much easier to be passive about it entirely. But this diabolic monster of a man seemed intent on coercing her to participate in her own subjugation. 

Finally, with one supreme effort of will, she swallowed, took a breath, and peeled off the dress. She blushed violently, feeling the man’s eyes on her quivering breasts. 

“Beautiful girl, come closer to me.” 

Jamie started to stand but he shook his head. “No standing, putita, not in my presence. Crawl to me on your knees.” Timidly Jamie sunk back down. 

More than anything she was surprised at her own willingness to obey. She crawled over to the man who without doing much had simply by his sheer presence cast a veil of possession over her soul. 

Her long eyelashes batted away her tears as she tried to follow his eyes as they washed across her body. 

Jamie was anxious he would recognize her underwear for what it was: a sexy looking nursing bra, Sha was mortified by what his devious mind might conjure. But the elderly crime lord seemed riveted on her lacy panties instead, and she felt him reach to push them down her legs. A sudden little giggle announced itself in her throat even though it she didn't permit it to escape her anxious lips. The man was acting like a boy on Christmas morning and somehow the girlish part of her was delighted to be the present he was so evidently excited to unwrap. 

“Now you may stand. Kick off your shoes,” he ordered. He seemed delighted to see how quickly she complied a big smile and the first tinge of warmth caressed his lips. In the semi darkness of the room his face suddenly seemed less harsh and edgy. The shoes off, unbidden Jamie reached to the lacy waistband of her dainty thong and slowly slid it down her long lithe legs. 

She had barely stepped out of her panties when he reached out and dipped one offending finger between her hot petals. Jamie gasped as he slid along her engorged clit and then watched as he brought his now wetted digit to his mouth. "The tastiest cream." She blushed harder and then remembered the precarious nature of her situation. An awful shiver sparkled down her back. 

He seemed to have read her mind and looked up peering straight into her

soul. 

“I feel it is only appropriate for a new owner to take complete and full charge of his pet as soon as he possibly can.” Jamie whimpered softly tears rolling down her cheeks. She felt the man’s hand reach to hold her by the shoulder. His touch was surprisingly gentle and she detected a certain tenderness in the monster that surprised her. In his eyes she saw the ferocity which bespoke of punishments and pain ahead. But there was also a tenderness there. He was going to punish her. But she could clearly see that he was also feeling her pain! She sniffled and looked up. 

She wiped her face with the back of her hand. She did not want to be called his pet! And most definitely she did not want to be taken charge of by him. Or anyone else. Then again it occurred to her that she might make an exception for Rodrigo. But no one else! Oh God! Even her own thoughts made her feel guilty with remorse. 

"Shush, little one," the man said as he reached up to stroke the side of her neck with the back of his hand. "I promise you that the sooner you come to terms with your new situation here, the easier it will be for you to learn how much you can enjoy your new life.” His words scared her deeply. 

"Please, sir," Jamie lowered her eyes to his chest. His face was too scary. 

"Please let me go don't punish me.” 

His hand gently stroked her neck and shoulder. His fingers reached up to play with her soft curls that he combed through with almost paternal delight. 

“Shhhh. I will be as gentle as I can but some things need to be done for everybody's sake. I will make you a promise though,” he said and she looked up hopefully, but before she could speak, he put a finger to her lips and smiled "If you are good for your initiation tonight, I promise I will give you a treat in the end." 

Her lips quivered and she thought she was on the cusp of a nervous breakdown. He reached up and took her head in both his hands and brought it down so he could kiss her forehead. Jamie stifled a gasp. This man was full of contrasts! In one moment he could be vicious and sadistic, and in the next a tender loving father like the one she never had but always imagined. 

Mortified she wondered whether they weren't all facets of the same twisted desires clearly moving his dark soul. She was expecting his lips to come down and smother her mouth next, but to her surprise he simply helped her stand straight up again and nodded. 

“Yes, sir,” she stammered quietly sealing her fate. 

“My sweet little submissive American housewife. My pet,” he said softly. 

“Now take off your bra, darling. Show me your mama’s titties. Show me where from comes your baby’s daily nourishment.” 

Her anxiety caused by the tension of the moment made her nipples preemptively sensitive. They had engorged to almost double their normal size pushing against the inside of her maternity bra, two rigid points of pleasure that seemed as if possessed by a will of their own. She watched him glare at her as if daring her to object. Jamie’s body was slick with sweat and she could feel her blood pounding in her brain. Her rational mind new it wasn’t right but she couldn’t stop herself as she reached back and undid the clasp. 

She brought her arms forward and her bra fell unveiling her breasts for him. 

His sharp intake of breath was all she heard for a long while in the twilight of his study. 

Soon his hands reached up and engulfed her breasts and suddenly she could breathe again. His fingers were gentle but his skin was rough and the bitter sweetness of his touch tugged at strings of nerves that ended all the way down at the apex of her clit. “Oh, my God,” Jamie shook her head and closed her eyes, her body shaking. 

He pulled his hands away and she was ready to plead and barter anything he could possibly want for that touch of his to linger just a while longer. 

“Please,” she whimpered. He ignored her and stepped back. 

“You need to earn your reward first,” he said and automatically her eyes went down to the front of his pants, and yes, she could see the outline of his penis there. Without even dwelling on it, she found herself on her knees in front of him, her hands unzipping, her mouth open, her breath panting as she reached for his erection. The taste of him was what she craved with every irrational fiber of her being. She reached into the pocket unveiled by his receded fly and gasped feeling his vast hot girth. 

It was like she was enchanted by the shame and the pain of her humiliation and worry. They transmogrified themselves into pleasure and she felt cream trickle down her pussy and onto the gap between her thighs. Then she felt his hands on her shoulders gently but firmly restraining her back. She looked up at him tearful but this time it was tears of disappointment that fell down her cheeks. 

“Tell me you don’t want that, putita,” the man said huskily. “Tell me you want out. Ask me to release you, and I promise you shall be free.” 

She screeched one last whimper of protest. It was too much! It was unfair! 

She didn’t want him… This… Any of it… And yet she craved it all. It was unfair that he would be asking her to make that decision now in the heat of her passion. She wanted to cry. 

“This is your chance, woman,” he growled. She saw clear evil shine in his eyes where he towered above her. “I give all my slaves one chance to exercise their free will. This is your opportunity. Take it.” Even as he said it she couldn’t help herself but drop her eyes to the proud column of flesh that now jutted before her eyes. At the very tip, atop his piss slit, a crystalline translucent droplet of precum had materialized. It was all she could do to open her mouth and push forward fighting his restraining arms until he relented and her lips kissed his tip and suckled on its first gift. 

He groaned and it sounded so much like a monster awakening. “You have decided your fate, Jamie. From now on you are a slave. My slave. I will teach you obedience and in it you shall find pleasure. Your life belongs to my cock now. Open your mouth and loosen your throat.” 

The man cleared his throat. “There is something I need to do to you. It is part of your claiming to be mine. Over the years, I have simply not found a better way. I must apologize in advance. I can only sincerely hope that you don’t take that to be a sign of weakness. I can assure you that you will not find any special treatment from me. It is just that I don’t plan on doing what I’m about to do on a regular basis. Still I find it necessary, at least in the beginning, when I am claiming a slave for the first time. Even though you are my slave and should not grow accustomed to such sentimentality from me. 

What I’ll do to you now is part of your first claiming. Were you ever in a sorority in college, Jamie?” 

The question took a moment for Jamie to comprehend given how remote its subject was. She felt stupid nodding with this man's cock in her mouth but did it nonetheless. 

“Well then you know what hazing is. This is what you will experience as your initial training which starts now. Don’t worry, I will guide you. Now just worship my cock, little slave.” 

It was shameful to Jamie. With her husband, and even Rodrigo, it had always been her choice to be with them that way. Even though Rodrigo was rough at times, she was the one who had first flirted with him, and this somehow made all the difference now. 

This man had introduced himself into her life without asking, insinuating himself in the most intimate possible way. And now she was on her knees

servicing him. 

With her mouth. And she didn’t even know his name yet! 

With a start, Jamie realized that her daydreaming had distracted her and she was going through the motions of at times kissing his penis along its length, and then at others taking its head into her mouth and suckling on it, her cheeks hollowed out by this suction like she had grown used to doing with the only other two men she had ever known sexually before. 

But this man didn't guide her. He merely stood there offering has giant appendage like a tool for her to practice on. She couldn't help the feeling that it was all a test run and she was already anxious about what he would do when he took control of her mouth the way she instinctively knew he would. 

 Open your throat to me, slave!  he had said. She shuddered a tiny squeal escaping her lips. Immediately he answered with a deep growl, "MMMM," 

that is good. Make sounds. Let your little whimpers speak for your body's building realization," he boomed from what felt like a mile above her head. 

Finally, however he seemed to bore of her efforts and proceeded to start rocking his hips, thrusting himself in and out of her mouth, every time deeper, while he buried his fingers into her hair. Then he started guiding her onto him and then off again using her hair as leverage. It hurt her where her strands tugged at her scalp but then a different kind of discomfort took her mind away from the as she felt him touch the back of her throat with the wide mushroom of his penis. A couple of times he contented himself with stopping there but soon began thrusting. At first Jamie felt as if she was going to gag but soon her throat grew so sore from the painful battering that her gag reflex abated and the nameless man started sliding all the way into it like it was her vagina. 

"Gnnng!" The irrational joy that she hadn't eaten much for breakfast and her stomach was empty flooded Jamie's mind.  What an idiot I am to be grateful for not puking on this monster's cock!  But then she realized how deeply she craved him to move on from taking his pleasure in her mouth and bury himself where she truly squirmed for him. 

His strokes were long and fluid and he kept going at it, lubricated by her throat and mouth that were mysteriously eager to provide all the saliva his cock needed for her plunder. After a while though, he started to slow down and Jamie thought he was trying not to come just yet. Finally, he put himself all the way in and held her head almost gently cradling her in the back where he had gathered up her abundant thick hair. 

His cock was in deep and she was sure she could feel his heartbeat in her neck. "Look at me, slave," the man said but his words sounded oddly kind inspite of their harsh meaning. “I want to know if you can breathe. If you can, then I want you to reach back behind you and clasp your hands together. You must stay that way until I tell you otherwise. Or unless you cannot breathe. If you understand, clasp your hands behind your back now." 

Jamie was oddly touched by his concern. She took a couple of breaths through her nose just to make sure and then put her arms behind the small of her back and clasped them together and interlaced her fingers. Suddenly she felt vastly more vulnerable than ever. Her position made her pull back on her shoulders, her chest arched out and her breasts pressed up against the powerful thighs of the man and the material from which his pants were made out of. 

Jamie felt her heart throbbing in her head and suddenly was terribly afraid. 

For some bizarre reason her mind suddenly conjured up an entirely new cause for worry. Suddenly she worried what part of her menstrual cycle she was in? She hadn't been taking any contraception lately. Rodrigo always used a condom and her husband, well it was ages since they had last done it. 

Suddenly she was happy, almost gleeful, if this man came in her throat, then at least she wouldn't run the risk of getting pregnant by him. It was an odd thing to be dwelling on given how close she was to being suffocated by his meat and pushed past her sore battered throat. She didn't move and stood petrified impaled on his penis like an animal perched in some obscene contraption. 

The man just stood there for what felt like forever, his cock all the way in, past her throat and in her neck, his hands like two steel vices holding her head in place. Jamie felt his member relax a little and then a sensation of heat emanate from where she could feel the end of his cock was deep in her neck. 

It flowed straight down warming her chest with its fiery touch. At first Jamie thought he was spewing his cum and she was feeling his seed trickle down into her tummy but that thought quickly gave way to the horror of realizing that he was urinating straight into her! The hot liquid was his pee! The shock of that sudden realization had the force of electricity and she sprung to break free from his grip. But his hands held her steadfast with a preternatural strength and after a few helpless squirms Jamie realized that short of biting him there was simply no way out. For a long, agonizing second, she debated whether she ought to do just that and clamp her jaws down on him. He ought

to know the risk he ran doing the horrible thing he was inflicting on her. And yet he held her in place with inexplicable calm and Jamie simply couldn't make herself to hurt him. That realization suddenly sapped all her energy and she resigned herself to her fate and knelt to resume her place at his feet and interlaced her fingers at her back submitting to her degradation. 

It felt like an eternity for the man to be done. If she didn't know any better, just going by the sounds he made, he continued to announce his pleasure in deep, throaty groans. Jamie's head swam with a maelstrom of emotions, too much to bear, too powerful to comprehend. Finally, the man having reached the end of his fluids shook himself up and down the tip of his cock vibrating in her gullet and withdrew. He bent, and drew her head back and peered into her face. Jamie was panting with the effort to keep pace with her thoughts and her motions. 

"Buena, putita," the man whispered. “You submitted to what I’ve often been told is perhaps the most difficult of the rites of initiation into my stable. 

Good girl," he said gently caressing her head her face wiping back her sweat and tears of humiliation. It was horrible I know but you did good. You're a good little putita." 

Jamie felt inexplicable pride, a sense of accomplishment. Her face was smeared with tears and her body was still shaking from her humiliation but somehow, she was beaming up at him. That was it! The worst was over! The man gently rubbed her head. The warmth of his hands was comforting and Jamie looked up into his face. Now that he had done his worst on her she felt able to see him in a different light. Maybe he wasn't that evil. He was just doing his duty. Claiming her for whatever reason. 

When he was done at last he kept her in place for a few moments more and simply talked to her. "I have trained many putas over the decades. All of them fight hard, and for most I don't even attempt that aspect of their claiming until I have put an O-ring in their mouth. But you, putita, I had judged you right. You didn't fight hardly at all. You gave up after merely a couple of tries. You learned to be my urinal almost instinctively. You knew your place right away. You are a natural submissive." 

Jamie had nowhere to move and no option of talking so she merely thought about what this man who had so violently exercised his power over her had just said. After a moment, she felt the horrible peace of agreement wash over her. The thought that someone had so much power over her body that he could choose to use her mouth as a urinal was not only somehow

logical but for some outlandish reason was causing her pussy that had dried up with the horror of her ordeal moments ago to get wet again. She was turned on!  Oh. my God! I am worse than a Slut!  What was it that he had just called her?  A natural slave?! 

"Now get up. Go to my desk and open the black marble box. Inside you will find a long gold chain, two clamps at the ends. Bring it to me." He took her by the arm and helped her to her feet. 

As he said that he reached out and pinched her nipples. The sudden pain at her breasts jolted her out of her reverie and she hurried to comply. 

She padded barefoot back to him on jittery legs holding that gold shiny chain with two clamps at either end. It had to be her imagination but she was sure she could feel his urine sloshing around in her belly which no longer felt empty. How much pee had this man put in her? Without thinking her eyes flitted down to his crotch and she saw that he had arranged his penis into his pants. He looked immaculate in his suit and this made her that much more self-aware of her own nudity and helplessness. 

"Give it to me." He took the chain from her and told her to face him. She met his eyes and was about to attempt pleading with him again but her breath caught when he began playing with her left nipple until it was firm and taut. 

Then he applied the two jaws of the clamp that he held open with one hand around her nipple and released it. Jamie's knees went weak and her entire body felt overwhelmed with the sudden sickening feeling. 

Pain exploded in her breast and her hands flew up to grab at its source. But the man swatted her palms away and steadied her by the shoulder. He held her for a moment like that, until satisfied that she would not attempt to remove the odious thing from her breast, he moved to place the other side on her right tit. 

Jamie whined and shook making her breasts jiggle on her chest. "Stay still!" The man roughly spat out at her. Fearful of even worse punishment, and Jamie stifled herself as he attached the second clamp. 

The things had sharp teeth at the end and she could feel the tips bite into her tender nipples already chafed by her suckling infant. "Ouch! Please! 

Don't do this!" The man paid her complaint no attention and instead grabbed the chain now linking her tits by the center and painfully tugged on it. 

"Ouch!" She hiccupped with pain and tipped forward. 

“Stay in place!” he ordered and began pulling with more strength, and somehow through some superhuman force of will, Jamie froze in place and

waited for him to test the firmness of the clamps’ purchase in her flesh pulling her breasts heavy with milk, pulsating in agony from her chest like two cones which he then released and they bounced back into place. 

"Do not ever remove the chain without my explicit permission." 

Then, “We spent enough time here already. I have a busy day tomorrow and need to rest but first we're going back to inform Rodrigo his services are no longer needed. You will tell your Latin boyfriend goodbye. You may kiss him but hurry and don’t linger. He will understand. Believe me. This is the last time you will see him." Don Antonio almost added  alive, but then through some inexplicable pang of tenderness spared her that last tidbit of agonizing information. 

The bitch had enough on her plate as it was through no fault of her own and for some reason he was feeling uncharacteristic empathy for her. 



Recruited



“Oh, come on, my son. Don’t be such a pussy! It was a test.” The man reached out and gently patted the younger man’s shellshocked face. 

Rodrigo’s eyes were riveted on the kneeling naked figure of his prim and proper nineteen-year-old lover. 

Jamie’s eyes were downcast, as she sat back on her heels with her hands nervously clenching in her lap. What had this monster done to her?! Her transformation in less than an hour was so complete as to be completely incomprehensible! Rodrigo shot a look at his boss and wondered if the man could succumb to the feelings of murderous rage that right now were overwhelming every other emotion in his heart. 

“What have you done? She is an innocent! A civilian! You… You son of a…!” One of the bodyguards standing not far from the two men took a step closer and Rodrigo could clearly see him reach for a pistol tucked in his belt. 

Don Antonio lifted his hand. 

“Stop!” He barked looking in the direction of his own bodyguard. 

“Rodrigo here is justified in his outrage. Wouldn’t you be if you were in his shoes?” 

“Si, patron,” the man growled and lowered his head. His eyes remained pointedly staring at Rodrigo, keeping watch lest the brittle man’s nerves cracked and he tried to do something stupid. 

“Come, my son, let me explain,” Don Antonio motioned towards the living room. Rodrigo couldn’t help but feel Jamie’s presence as she demurely crawled after them. She positioned herself silently by the knees of Don Antonio as the two men took a seat. Rodrigo had never seen her blush so violently before. He was sure she couldn’t understand a word of what they had said in Spanish. And yet, she seemed instinctively attuned to his boss, following him without so much as a question. It was unbelievable! How could the man have broken her so quickly? 

“Look at me, my son. You need to pay attention now. I know it is difficult, but trust me when I tell you that Jamie is perfectly safe.  For now. She’s here to help you understand the gravity of what I’m about to propose to you.” 



Don Antonio had learned patience the hard way. His back still bore the by now ancient healed scars of his father's belt to prove it. As he sat now drinking his tequila, idly playing with the kneeling girl's locks and observing

young Rodrigo sweat and squirm with indecision, it occurred to the wizened boss that not all had experienced the gifts of a childhood such as his. It occurred to him that he owed his father an apology, if not his outright gratitude. At least he had learned most of life's hard lessons when he had been young, a child really. Much better than having to learn the hard way as an adult, like younger Rodrigo. So much hubris and pride working against drawing the proper conclusions. 

Don Antonio reached down from Jamie's head where he had been enjoying the softness of her curls, to pass it along her graceful neck. It was covered in delicious rivers of sweat. He moved down to fondle her tits. A hiss, a sharp intake of breath from the girl, her entire body tensing. 

"Shhh," he subvocalized soft soothing words of nonsense like he did to his stable of horses. The girl was surprisingly prompt to respond. Her body relaxed, her butt came back down to rest on her heels, the upside of her naked feet retaking the brunt of her weight as the man's hand reached forward to take her by the nipple chain. He hefted the heavy gold, her nipples responding immediately. 

If he didn't know any better, Don Antonio might have taken their prompt hardening as a sexual response, but he strongly doubted that. Not at this stage. At this stage, Jamie was simply buffeted by her raging emotions of panic and anxiety. Don Antonio knew it wouldn’t be for some time before she would begin to confuse these feelings with lust and sexual cravings. He tugged on the chain hefting her twin peaks and the supple orbs of perky female flesh behind them up towards the ceiling. 

"Ngggh!" The girl grunted and arched back, her chest pointing towards the ornate chandelier. The room was well lit making her sweaty skin shimmer. 

Every delicious sinew and crevasse of muscle and flesh stood outlined taut –

a live sculpture of light. 

"You like?" Don Antonio taunted her young lover whose entire body was a picture of restrained aggression where Rodrigo sat on the edge of his seat, eyes gleaming with barely contained fury. 

"Now, now, calma te! My boy, young Jamie doesn't know it, of course, but she has sacrificed herself to be an example for you. Respect that, I beg you. 

Don't waste this young girl's life, and yours, and most importantly, do not waste the life of Consuela, your dear sister too." 

Rodrigo froze as if struck by lightning, his attention suddenly riveted on the evil boss. "She is in Columbia," Rodrigo hissed through clenched teeth. 

Don Antonio glanced at one of his men and nodded. The bodyguard reached over and handed Rodrigo a manila folder. 

"Not anymore, she isn’t. There are pictures inside. Look at them carefully. 

Consuela and her boy, Esteban. As you can see they are safe, and happy, here in America. Shopping, enjoying themselves, my honored guests, I promise you. But it is up to you if my they continue to be that way. Or…" Don Antonio looked meaningfully back down at Jamie. Her naked body was quivering with the strain of having to continuously arch, her breasts – two cones of flesh poised in tension at the ends of the clamps and the heavy gold chain that the merciless man kept tugging upward. "Then again, maybe I'm wrong. After all, it has been such a long time since you last saw Consuela. 

Six years since you left her under the protection of your mother's estranged cousin, the president of Colombia. Maybe you don't care anymore. Maybe…" 

Don Antonio stopped speaking and his eyes crinkled at the corners. 

Rodrigo had slid off his chair and was now on his knees, clenching both hands together in supplication before his tear-soaked face, like in prayer. 

“Anything, patron, anything! I'll do anything you wish. Just don't harm Esteban and Consuela. They are all I have left. Please, Patron." He threw himself facedown on the floor. Don Antonio let go of the gold chain and smiled hearing Jamie's intake of breath. 

"I agree: They are all you have left indeed. Especially now that I possess your putita. Let me tell you, it wasn't easy getting them out of that asshole’s grasp in Columbia. But now they're here. If you want my word that they don't suffer Jamie's fate, you'll need to do something for me." 

"Anything, patron. Anything," wept the forlorn man on the floor. His voice sounded desperate and Don Antonio recognized in it the resolve of a broken man. 

"Then stand, my son. Stand and follow my men. They will give you the details. You will follow these details precisely. You will go to Colombia. 

And there you will murder your mother's cousin for me. Do you still think you can do that?" 

Rodrigo looked up from the floor. His eyes had the haunted stare of a cornered animal. "It is a suicide mission, patron." 

"That may be. I promise you Consuela and Esteban will be safe and taken care of for life." 

Rodrigo wiped his face with the back of his sleeve and stood. "I will do it, El patron, Don Mendoza. I will do it." 

"Then go, my boy, do the honorable thing, and don't look back. One day, I'll make sure that Consuela names a grandchild after you. I promise." 

It wasn't until a few moments later, after Rodrigo had kissed his hand reverently and left the room, that Don Antonio realized that Rodrigo hadn't looked over at Jamie. Not even once. It was as if the young American woman had suddenly ceased to exist for him. 

Initiated in His Bed

"Has my boy had you up the ass yet?" 

If he hadn't been holding her hand, Jamie would have fled. He was taking her down a long dark hallway, holding her hand like she was a little girl. Two of his eternally present gorillas-for-men bodyguards were following. She looked down and shook her head silently blushing crimson. She felt the man's laughter before she heard it. It made her queasy, and it was all she could do to keep on walking and not give in to the sudden weakness that almost caused her knees to buckle. 

"I see, I see," the man chuckled and then stopped and spun her around to where she was now facing him. She almost lost her balance and had no choice but to steady herself against his chest. 

“Your reaction tells me that nobody has touched you there. I find that very strange knowing my boy Rodrigo. He is quite the passionate ass fucker. 

Especially when it comes to plowing the innocent behinds of young naïve housewives like yourself." The evil man seemed genuinely puzzled at his minion’s obviously uncharacteristic behavior. His thoughtful voice made Jamie look up at him instinctively, and in his sadistic dark eyes, she saw a malicious twinkle that bespoke an evil agenda. 

His hands came around her waist, and Jenny whimpered as he pressed her painfully against him. Her taut breasts were made to pillow against the big man's broad chest. It was more than four hours since she had last had an opportunity to nurse and that reminded her of her baby and her previous life that seemed suddenly so distant. New tears came when she thought of what this man might do when he discovered she was producing milk. Her anxiety with the events so far that night had prevented her from leaking, but she doubted she would be spared the indignity much longer. 

She willed herself not to scream. It was all her fault. She was about to be taken in the most obscene possible way, fucked up her ass! Just the way she deserved! She had it all, and she had squandered it to the wind! A loving husband, a beautiful, healthy little baby, a gorgeous house in a boring neighborhood. She forced herself to take deep breaths. Later she would cry. 

Now she would take it. Like a good little concubine. A whore. A bitch. 

"What! What did you say?" The man stared down and brought his ear to her mouth. 

Had she spoken out loud? Dear Lord! 

“I-I understand,” she stammered and then added in a breathless little

whisper. “I'm a whore. A bitch. I will serve you as you wish –" 

“Good girl," his hand came to caress her face. “I know you will.” 

She looked up at him, the pleading look in her moistened eyes speaking volumes to the experienced master. The tone of his voice and his words had an almost magical effect, and he could clearly see her become overwhelmed with the realization that she now saw him less as her tormentor but more as a just master and loving provider. He smiled. “Give me your hand baby girl," 

Jamie immediately obeyed. 

There was no mistaking the nature of that hand in his – it was that of a child to an adult, a yielding of responsibility. She was giving herself to him, and the druglord accepted responsibility, confident he was worthy of that trust. He leaned forward and gently kissed her on one cheek, and then the other. A flood of happiness suffused the girl. In her eyes, he could see that she felt emptied of all responsibilities ready to be possessed by him, her new master. 



He pushed her in the room so quickly that she it took her a couple of moments to realize they had been standing by the door to a bedroom. 

Mercifully, at least the bodyguards stayed outside. Now it was just the two of them, her vicious tormentor and Jamie. 

Instinctively she turned her back on him but a barked command was all it took to make her face him again. She was confused, shocked, dazed by what was happening. Her mind was refusing to cooperate and provide something to say, a way to stop him. Most frustrating of all, when she almost tripped into the somber darkness of the room, she instinctively reached out and grabbed the man,  her master, by the arm. And when he steadied her, she didn’t let go as if she needed to hold him for moral strength. Him – the man who was the source of all her turmoil and tribulation! It made no sense to her even though she fully realized how pathetic she had to appear to him. 

"Good little slave." The man nodded seeing her fragility. 

She saw him smile. 

He put down his drink and waved her forward. "Come here my little scared animal,  mi pequeño animal asustado. You're afraid now. I will teach you how to feed on that terror you're feeling right here,” he pressed his three fingers at the pit of her rib cage and made her gasp. 

“You feel like it is the end. And panic and fright perhaps make it difficult to breathe, but let me tell you, this is only the beginning. I will show you how

to use those feelings and change them into something much more interesting and potent.” 

"Come, baby girl, lie down now." 

He handcuffed her hands and wrists behind her back. Then he used another set of cuffs to trap her ankles together as well. She had expected something else to happen and was surprised when the lights flicked out and she heard the door slamming shut and the lock falling in place. There were no windows and other than her sobs that soon echoed from the sparse walls, precious little could be heard in the darkness. She buried her face in the pillow for what felt like long hours and let all her frustrations pour out in a long wailing cry. She bemoaned her accursed luck, her stupidity of flirting with an avowed gang member, her stupid choices, her conniving duplicitous husband, and the bleak future which undoubtedly lay ahead. In the silent darkness of the room she had no way to tell time and soon fell into a slumber exhausted by the whirlwind of emotions she had endured since the horrible events in the back alley that morning. 

She woke up with a start when she felt fingers removing the cuffs from her ankles. "Turn around," she had flipped onto her side at some point in her restless sleep and so hurried to obey pressing her nipples into the bed. She moaned with pain reminded by the steely clamps that still held her breasts securely pinched as she forced her chest down into the mattress. The bed bounced with the weight of the man as he moved up and joined her on it. His hard, powerful legs brushed her buttocks as he moved about in the darkness and she realized her master was naked! 

"Please, sir," she started pleading but was interrupted by a strong swat to the bottom that echoed like a gunshot in the silent room. She forgot what she was going to say. 

He laid himself out next to her and she felt his semi erect cock resting on her hip as he effortlessly flipped her back facing up again. His hand washed across her breasts, glided along her abdomen which she instinctively sucked in and began to explore her pussy. He was gentle at first and she endured his attentions petrified in place, wondering what was to happen next. Her thighs were pressed close together though she heard him say, "Open!" and obediently did as told. 

She wondered for the zillionth time why it was she couldn't bring herself to object or deny any of this man's orders. His fingers were long and he expertly played in her curls exploring the length of her labia, delving to tickle

her inner lips. Then he became harsher. 

He began yanking on tufts of her pubic hair until her eyes watered and her breath caught in her chest, her hands curling into fists against the sheets as she submissively kept her place submitting to his will. Then his fingers delved inside her body, Jamie unable to ask for mercy or seek escape. He spread her pussy open from the inside and held her that way for a long moment before relaxing his spread. Then he withdrew his hand and she took a breath. 

"Aie!" He began tapping her pussy which had grown moist with his attentions. He was gentle at first, growing harder with every subsequent slap, until the only sound in the room was the loud echo of his palm slapping the wetness of her inner pussy that had flowered open beneath his unnatural assault. The bed bounced as her body jerked each time but her mouth remained silent as she obediently endured this depredation too. 

Then his smacking stopped, and Jamie found she could breathe again. 

“Just a foretaste,” he said softly and his voice made her flesh rise in goosebumps. 

"What big lips for such a small girl! I think you are a natural little whore, aren't you?" Jamie was speechless, frightened beyond belief. Her body was sweating, a small puddle of her sweat having dribbled between her thighs wetting the sheets. 

Smack! 

It took her a moment to register that he had slapped her face. Not strongly but enough to get her attention and make her face blush crimson in anger and shame. "I asked you a question, you shall not ignore me. Do you hear, Jamie?" In contrast to the violence, his voice sounded preternaturally calm and this scared her more than anything. 

“I wasn't ignoring you,” she squealed. “I just don't know what to answer!" 

Jamie’s voice was shrill with tension. 

“You don't know if you're a natural slut or not?” Jamie shook her head speechless and in shock, but afraid he might slap her again forced herself to actually reply, "No, Sir I'm not sure. I just don’t know –" She felt on the cusp of a mental breakdown. Her chin was quivering and her whole body seemed to convulse. Her skin felt like it was crawling with millions of ants. 

“So that means that at least a small part of you is inclined to see my point,” 

he seemed genuinely surprised at his conclusion and its implications. 

Jamie hiccupped, swallowed and nodded. Much to her own amazement. 

"Yes, sir. I think you might in fact be correct.” she said and wished she could die.  Could I really be a whore at heart? Jesus, help me! 

How else could she explain the fact that she had never been so wet and aroused as she was now. Not even on her wedding night! 

“I want you to know that I am training you to be my slave. That much is obvious. But what you probably don’t realize is that this doesn’t have to be your destiny. There’s so much more for a woman willing to explore the new world I am going to help you discover. A slave in my household is free to find her calling and grow to become a willing submissive. And even that is but a step that might eventually lead you to become truly free. In the full meaning of the word. Many a slave of mine have done it in the past. It is a strange situation to find oneself in, I understand that, but I promise you there’s a lot of opportunity for advancement.” 

Jamie looked up at him empty eyed and puzzled. What the fuck did he mean? He had enslaved her. She had already been free! Mentally exhausted and afraid like never before in her life, Jamie dared not question him. She stood there numbly watching, waiting, wondering what would happen next. 

He simply bent down and kissed her nose. “You will understand. Eventually. 

I promise.” 

“Your breasts are beautiful,” the man observed. His remark caught her by surprise. She didn’t know what to say. She fully expected him to resume slapping her, raining down pain upon her vulnerable flesh. Much to her surprise she instead felt him merely observing her and after many minutes she finally found her body begin to relax, and her heart found a more peaceful beat. Now she noticed a faint twilight in the room. He had flipped the dimmer switch on. The man appeared able to tell what she was feeling as he positioned himself by her, his face inches from her own. He was watching every micro-expression that flitted across her flushed face and she was sure that he could read her most intimate thoughts. 

“When is the last time my pretty flower peed?” 

The question caught her by surprise and it took her a moment to gather her wits about her. "A couple of hours," Jamie replied stiffly. 

"  Master. A couple of hours,  Master," the man corrected her patiently. She was about to protest but one stern look was all it took. She still didn't even know his name for crying out loud! She grew red but repeated the awful words. 

"More than a couple of hours,  master.” Jamie cleared her throat. She took

a deep breath. All this was turning out to be so terribly scary and difficult. “It has been more than a couple of hours since I used the toilet,  Master." 

“Very well then,” the man said. “I would like you to be as relaxed as possible down here," he used his finger to touch at the apex of her labia making her jump. "I would be immensely gratified if you could stand up and go use the washroom now. Or would you rather I have my guards bring you a night chamber and catheter?" 

Jenny grew pale now cold sweat blooming across her forehead. He was scaring her. She was going to ask why was it that having her bladder empty was so important all of a sudden, but decided against it. She could clearly sense that the sweet fatherly type had morphed into a vicious sadist before her eyes. 

She groaned and slid out of the bed supremely conscious of the man's glare upon her naked blushing form as she padded to the bathroom. She knew she couldn't afford to linger, not if she didn't want to incur his wrath. In spite of her deep anxiety about the man, she knew it was a bad idea to antagonize him right from the start. 

She sat on the commode and forced her mind to relax as much as she could. At first nothing came, and then finally she heard a trickle that turned into a glorious little stream fall into the toilet bowl. Much to her disappointment, soon she was all done and she stood, wiped, and having rinsed her hands padded back to meet her destiny. 

The man was holding a jar of a greenish nondescript gel in his hands and seeing her puzzled look nodded in the direction of the bed. 

“Lie yourself down, my precious flower. You have such beautiful little feet and toes,” the man said as he watched her obey. And again Jamie blushed, angry with herself for responding like a little whore to the man's denigrating remarks. “Bring your knees up to your chest and then take them in your hands and pull them to the sides. Come on, Jamie my flower, I want you to display yourself as far as you can. I want to see all the way into your body.” 

"I don't think –" a sharp slap like a gunshot rang out in the room and Jenny forgot what she was going to say. He had spanked the inside of her thighs hitting her with one well-placed vicious strike along the tender area where her thighs flowed into the cusp of her ass. The feeling was worse than anything imaginable, both viciously painful and terribly exciting. 

“That's a good girl. So beautiful. So docile. So amorous and soft,” the

vicious man said his hand gliding over her inner thighs, washing across her skin, pushing back on her, helping her spread herself for him and submit to his wishes. While she had been sent to the bathroom, he had taken the time to place a bunch of pillows along the bed. Now she lay across some of them, her head propped up, enabling her to see down the length of her body, her eyes wide open in fear and humiliation, her own degradation in the muted lighting of the room. 

"I feel your luscious bush. It seems to me it's been a while since you trimmed it. It is so soft. And I can tell it is blonde like the hair on your head. 

Beautiful." Jamie heard the lust in his voice and forced herself to relax and not pull back when his fingers touched her there. She felt her puffy lips pushed aside as he slipped a long probing finger into her hotness. 

"I love big fat lips like yours. I am a man with experience and I can tell that women with big lips are always, always," he exaggerated the word, "very sensuous and passionate partners." Jenny felt the fingers saw in and out through her pussy lingering along her lips and playing with the wetness that to her eternal shame never stopped seeping out from within. The man cupped her pussy with his hand engulfing it in its entirety. He made her pudenda disappear in the vastness of his palm. 

The young housewife opened her legs and shifted her thighs surrendering to her subjugator’s forceful manipulations. He growled acknowledging her submission. 

"Yes, very well my little bitch. Open your legs, little whore. Offer your pussy to your master. Let me claim it with pain today so that I may gift it pleasure later." Jamie whined and whimpered but parted her legs feeling his other hand push back and down opening her up, pressing her knees back against the bed on either side of her flushed torso. She had never thought herself to be that supple before but something about the discomfort and momentary pain of the stretching in her pelvis and muscles meshed perfectly with the building heat at the apex of her pussy. The man brought the tube of green jelly-like substance and squeezed a large dollop of it in the center of her fleshy flower. He then spread it all along the length of her outer and inner labia, massaging it into her tissues. Every now and then his fingers would expertly delve deeper spreading the oil even into her channel. 

Jamie felt a spasm squirt wetness coating her vagina instinctively preparing it for her claiming. “There you go, sweet girl. Hold yourself open. 

Ten slaps. Something tells me by the end it will be much more than pain you

will be feeling." 

Jamie looked away from the darkness that surrounded the silhouette of the naked man on the bed by her. She blinked away the tears and concentrated on her breathing. Her entire body, naked and displayed as it were was still in a constant state of sexual thrum like a vibrating musical cord that no amount of silence and rest could quite relax. She was afraid, that much she knew. She had been afraid constantly since the moment they had been pulled over and made to get out of the car in the dark alley more than a couple of hours ago. 

Little breaths and gasped accompanied the minute adjustments her body underwent as she lay on her back, her hands holding her legs spread wide open by the knees. 

Slowly, her muscles and ligaments stretched and Jamie was surprised to discover the sides of her thighs touch the soft expensive sheets on either side of her body. She gulped realizing the lewd display she now provided for her master. She could feel his warm breath. It smelled of tobacco and mint where it washed across her cheek. She couldn't help but imagine herself not unlike an insect pinioned to a cushion for the analysis of a curious evil scientist. 

Jamie was discovering how strange an emotion was fear. Much like humiliation and shame, she found herself grow slowly anesthetized to its effects. As minutes built upon each other, Jamie felt her fright begin to dim somewhat. Before realizing she was doing it, her eyes flitted this way and that across the dark expanse of the room. She studiously avoided looking toward her captor, instead choosing to concentrate her attention on the far side of the room. 

She turned her head to see the shattered windows and expensive draperies that hung there. She could make out precious little details however in the twilight that surrounded her. She whimpered when the man’s hand came to her cheek and without saying a word he made her turn to face him again. "I like watching you, sweetheart," the man explained. 

She whimpered and nodded that she understood. 

She was his prisoner, his plaything. 

And he was about to do horrible things to her body. The events today had put her in the center of this man’s sick fantasy. She would submit and do everything and anything he wished, if she wanted to survive. Jamie was no stranger to sexual fantasies. Quite the contrary. After all, it was her sexual hunger that had piqued her interest and made her go out and chat with the burly tattooed workers in front of her house a couple of days ago. 

One thing had led to another, and she had met and felt lust fill her heart for the man who apparently was intent on using her to bring his own fantasy to life. Back then she had had no idea how cruel and potentially life-threatening experience all that would be. Oddly, this made Jamie feel a little more at ease with her situation. Now she had no choice in what happened to her. But back then, she had been in control and had picked her destiny. 

The more she thought about it, the more Jamie understood how deep the parallels ran between her own life and that of Rodrigo and his boss. It was as if they were all actors in the same little theater piece. Rodrigo, was going to be the lover, while his boss was apparently the antagonist against whom she was going to have to pit her will and passions. They were all acting in accordance with their own sexual cravings. Lying and watching the dark face of the man about to punish her in an unspeakable way, it occurred to Jamie that they were merely mirror images of each other. She had always had a submissive, masochistic streak to her lovemaking, a cracked hairbrush handle lying at the bottom of her dresser drawer proof enough of that fact. Now her lusts had somehow brought out her own physical opposite in that man. 

Just as she had been aroused by the fantasy of being a helpless prisoner bound to do as her masters dictated, this person obviously had the exact opposite cravings. He was the sadist who destiny had provided to answer her masochistic lusts. She felt her chest tighten and sweat bloom across her body with the realization of the sexualized pain and suffering she was about to experience. 

She felt on the cusp of crying again because she now knew that not only would she submit to whatever odious desires this man had, but she would most probably find a way to enjoy them as well. 

"Good," the man nodded in the darkness. "I think it is time to start. The sooner we do, the sooner it will all be over. It is time for you to cry a little. 

After that, it will be time for your little treat. The one you deserve so richly. 

You're a smart girl," he gently caressed her forehead pushing back her matted curls that had stuck there. Ten strikes," the man announced. "You are to remain silent throughout. If you scream or make any sound whatsoever, the slap will not count and I will have to spank your pussy again. Do not tempt me. This is not the first time I'm doing it. Sometimes women faint on me, unable to keep their silence. Other times – they come like banshees. It is a ritual more than anything. I can assure you that no permanent harm will come to your body. I know what I’m doing. Tonight you will learn who is your

master from now on out." 

Jamie had no idea what the nameless man was talking about. She'd never been spanked before, let alone across her pussy. She didn't know what to expect and was grateful he had made her use the bathroom earlier. Right now she was quite certain she would have peed herself from fright otherwise. 

She gazed up at the man having never met someone like him before. In his face she thought she could see the aspect of a creature of pure evil: sweet and caring in one instant, vicious and sadistic in the next, he was both infuriating because she couldn’t understand him, and possibly deranged. 

There was nothing she could do to change his mind. Of that she was sure. 

Jamie took a deep breath and tried her best to steel herself for her ordeal. 

“Here comes number one,. Your silence is your submission," a tear rolled down Jamie's cheek as she absorbed this new information. She didn't know if she could do it. But she was certain that this man would fulfill his threat. If she allowed herself to scream, he would beat her until she fainted. 

"Yes, Master," she replied, her voice high-pitched and girlish in the darkness. She could feel her heavy breasts shudder as her body shook with fear. 

"Good girl, you're already learning to listen to the submissive hidden deep in your soul." 

With this the man raised his hand in the air and suddenly brought it down to strike swiftly across Jamie's sex, that place along her body where in all her wildest dreams, she could never have imagined a man would ever want to harm. 

Jamie pressed her lips tightly together and hissed with pain. Miraculously, somehow, she was able to stay silent. 

"Very good, my little slave," the man observed dryly. "Let's see how you do on the next one. But I have to say I'm impressed." 

He rose his hand up again and swung it down fiercely across her proffered pussy. It was like a tongue of flame across her lips and Jamie tasted blood where she had bit her tongue in an effort to stifle her scream. 

Slap! Fell the third blow. Seven more to go! By the time the fifth slap made contact with Jamie’s flesh, the girl was sobbing, her chest heaving. 

Jamie was almost on the cusp of fainting. Her eyes were jammed shut her knuckles white where she held her legs open for her abuser's delight. Then, after he had spanked her five vicious times, the man stopped. Jamie opened her eyes hoping against hope that he had been impressed with her efforts and

decided to cut her punishment short. She saw him bend down and draw his hand slowly across her exposed lips. His fingers felt delicate and surprisingly soft given that they were also the instruments of her pain. 

He barely touched her lips which were now red and hot. She could feel her entire lower abdomen radiating heat as if her very pussy was on fire. Again, he was manifesting the tender loving father figure. She heard him mumble sweet nonsense as if her pussy was a live creature and he was trying to put it at ease. He bent lower and took her breath away when his lips touched her there. Jamie was not expecting it, her mind rebelled against the very notion that this cruel man was also capable of so much tenderness. 

It was bad enough that he had spanked her on that unmentionable place and now he was kissing her like a lover, like her husband, like Rodrigo. And then he began peppering the length of her lips with delicate kisses and licks. 

It confused her enormously. It wasn't long for her throbbing pain to morph into something very different, a tingling excitement that then blossomed into unadulterated lust. Her hips soon began vibrating against his mouth, his saliva mingling with her juices of excitement. 

"Please, Master," she whimpered, “let me fuck you, Sir. I'll be nice. I’ll make it good for you.” 

"I'm sure you will, child," the rough man said his lips brushing against her nether parts as he spoke. "It is just that we need to complete your claiming tonight. There is nothing worse than a job half-done." She whimpered and moaned in misery. Then he moved back again and Jamie had to use all her willpower to continue keeping her legs spread for her ritual punishment that her master was so adamant to inflict and yet it still seemed so terribly gratuitous and unnecessary. 



Anal



It was time. Anal was the natural way things progressed with a new slave in his experience. Don Antonio found it interesting that most in his position, liked to work their way up to anal training only after having taught the slave to honor them with her pussy. He strongly disagreed. Training a young girl to willingly accept her master’s large cock up her small ass was the ultimate act of submission, even more so than claiming her virginity if she happened to still retain it. Once a slave accepted the pain and discomfort of having her back entrance taken, just to please her master, there was nothing she wouldn’t do for him. 

The first time, he would always make sure to include some discomfort and pain, but always accompanied with heaps and heaps of pleasure. He wanted the girl to begin associating positive feelings with that kind of touch right from the start. His ultimate goal was to make the young girl’s perineum and asshole as sensitive as her clit. Of course, that would take time. But the slave had no place to run. Time was on her master’s side. 

“Come, sweetheart,” he said gently prodding the somnolescent girl. She had endured the ten slaps of her initiatory pussy spanking like a hero and fallen into a gentle faint after that. “We are not done yet.” 

“Mhhhmmmm?” She was still somewhere between that first hint of subspace she had only discovered an hour ago during her pussy spanking, and the deep exhaustion that always overwhelmed a submissive after having been played with. “Please,” she protested. 

“Shush-shush, baby slave, one more thing to do before we are done with your training for today. Remember, you are my slave. And I have to train you.” 

She looked on the cusp of falling apart again. He saw sparkles of tears shimmer along her long eyelashes. 

“Please don’t beat me again, M-master,” she said softly but he saw her stop resisting him and move on the bed under the gentle direction of his big hands. 

“I’m not going to beat you, sweetheart. Not anymore. Not today. Not unless I absolutely have to. This is not like that. It will bring you pleasure. –

And some pain,” he corrected himself and cleared his throat. If there was one cornerstone when it came to his beliefs of properly training a slave, it was that a master was never ever to lie to her. No matter the amount and intensity

of the abuse, a slave had to have absolute trust that anything her master told her, was always the pure and unvarnished truth. The irony didn’t escape him. 

“Lots of pleasure. Now get on the bed and roll on your tummy, little slave.” 

He watched her almost beg but after an instant of hesitation she crossed her legs and flipped around. He waited until she was fully sprawled out, her chastened red pussy peeking from between her perfect perky buttocks. He felt her nervousness and that was like a wire feeding power straight into his loins. 

“What are you going to do to me?” Her voice came muffled and soft from where her face was pressed into the bed sheets but still it was inappropriate and disrespectful. He almost lost it then but after a deep breath he stilled his anger and simply patted her ass to which she responded with a whimper. He was sure that now they both knew what would follow. 

He reached into his pocket and took out a small plastic bottle full of gelatinous liquid he had been saving for this moment. He would use only a minimal amount. Just enough to prevent either of them getting scathed by the inevitable friction and heat in the tight hole. 

“Shhh baby slave. Now, for the first time you will make your master very happy.” She knew she shouldn’t, but she couldn’t stop herself. She turned her head back and looked over her shoulder at the man whose name she still didn’t know. He looked handsome in a purely alpha male sort of way. Strong and muscular every fiber of his being projected power and resolve, from his stern predator eyes, to the large thickly muscled chest covered in hair. He was smiling at her even though his eyes remained deathly serious. It was a kind, even sympathetic sort of smile. Jamie felt herself warm beneath his approving gaze. She had suffered for him. She had been a good girl. He had liked that, had said so. Her heart fluttered with happy pride. 

“Look away, slave,” he growled. She did as told reluctance filling her eyes that cast one last longing stare at his torso trailing down towards his thick bush and the enormous branch hanging there. “Reach back and spread your bottom for me.” This time she didn’t hesitate but did as told immediately. 

“You’re going to ask me to fuck your ass.” The girl whined in response and he was just about to spank her but then he heard her soft voice. “Please, sir, master, take my butt. Fuck my butt.” 

“Good girl. I can see you are trying to be a good slave for papi. Go ahead, bitch, call me that and beg for it.” 

The girl screamed and groaned and shook her head against the pillow where she had her face pressed but again she obeyed “Please, papi, fuck my

butt –“ her voice was breathless and husky and her master chuckled at the notes of lust he detected there. 

“Beg me,” he growled. “Beg me to put my cock deep in your body.” This time he did smack her, a loud reverberating crack resonating in the room. He lifted his hand and marveled at the red imprint that almost immediately developed across her innocent white cheek. His hand was so large in comparison to her butt that it almost covered the entirety of one side. Her hands that had been obediently holding her ass open for him felt to her side where she desperately grabbed fistfuls of bedsheets. But after a second or two of anxious frustration, she amazed her savage master by letting go and reaching back to submissively open herself once again. The girl was truly impressive. He had never before in all his decades of taming women seen a young lady so willing to submit to her master’s wishes. 

“Please fuck my bottom, papi,” Jamie blurted out between sobs. “Put your

– your penis, deep inside my body, please.” She was truly pleading with him now and the vicious man felt his cock twitch and grow even harder in response. 

He put a finger along her tiny puckered entrance. He didn’t push but gently touched feeling it quiver and grow hot. He pressed his other hand to her lower back forcing her to arch. His cock was now fully erect, all nine and a half proud hard inches of it. He looked down and marveled at the sight. The incongruous difference in size between his manhood and her petite body guaranteed that the next minutes would be filled with agony and discomfort for the girl until her gut and intestines adapted, and readjusted themselves to accommodate the unnatural plunder. His large head was so big it completely eclipsed the tiny rosebud he was about to distend. He knew it would take a painful amount of force to fully possess her untouched ass. A gentle shimmy forward with his hips delivered an increase in pressure that made the girl squeal but her hands never let go of her ass cheeks that she was still submissively holding open for him. 

He pushed stronger and immediately felt the expectant resistance. Jamie squealed louder and this time her voice resonated with something deep and caring in his heart. 

“There is a trick to doing anal,” he said pausing and sensing her anus twitch against the smooth hardness of his head. “I want you to forget all shame and try to bear down as if you are about to go to the bathroom. Can you do that for me, Princess? It will make it much easier on you.” 

His hands gently washed across her back in long soothing motions. 

“I-I don’t know… Why?” He could feel her anxiety rising and her breath catch. “If you bear down and do the same as if you’re about to poop, it opens the same muscles like you would use if you wanted to deliberately open your hole for me. You will let me in easier. That way I will not have to batter down your muscle, the sphincter there. It will be less painful for you.” He surprised himself somewhat by giving her all this detailed information. It was almost as if she was his lover and he was about to fuck her ass completely voluntarily. Normally a slave’s pain would be entirely her own issue to deal with, not her master’s. He knew that and wondered silently white was that he was helping her. 

“Go on, push, now!” He gave her just a brief moment to obey and then resumed his implacable movement forward. The pressure increased. A loud whimper escaped her clenched lips as the girl expelled an anguished breath and then groaned and hissed. He could feel her body tense where his hands held her by the hips. Her muscles were vibrating and a thin sheen of shimmering sweat bloomed across her flushed skin. He pushed some more and felt her softly curse. His cockhead moved in just a little and a loud fart escaped her pursed sphincter. She froze like a statue in shame and he chuckled mirthlessly. 

“It’s okay, putita, nothing I haven’t seen before,” he pushed a little more drawing her out of her stupor. Tomorrow he would make Matilda give her an enema, but tonight he knew he would be soiled when the deflowering of her tight little rosebud was complete. For a flash of an instant Don Antonio wondered whether he should make her use her mouth to clean him but then decided against it. The little putita had suffered enough today. 

He bent down and wrapped his arms around her quivering body like a blanket of flesh holding her in place as he felt his head suddenly pop all the way in. She had listened, and even though somewhat late, had finally submitted and opened her anus and accepted him in. Suddenly beads of sweat materialized across Don Antonio’s forehead. She was so hot inside! It was as if he had plunged his cock into a blast furnace. The heat scalded his domed head sending shivers of sensation straight to his spine. 

“Ngggh!” she groaned as his wide helmet seated itself at the entrance to her butt. 

A small part of him felt remorse at not having taken the time to open her up with his fingers and train her asshole at least a little before plundering her

like that. He hadn’t done it because her first experiences had to be more pain than pleasure. His hard life had taught him the importance of first breaking an obstacle down, whether it be a person or a problem. Only after the subject was writhing in little pieces could he begin reassembling them back up again into the person he wanted her to become. And yet, he felt sadness and remorse now. 

Perhaps he was growing old? The first hints of age finally coming to slow him down. That’s how it always went, he knew. Soon that lingering hesitation would become apparent and one or a couple of his underlings would pick up on it. Then it was only a matter of time before they put a bullet between his eyes. In that moment, somehow his mind made a connection between the girl’s pain and suffering and his own personal future and he found himself having to choose between the two. Part of his mind knew this line of thinking was nonsensical, and yet his subconscious brain egged him on to punish the slave. 

Don Antonio had stopped moving and below him Jamie slowly started coming out of her mind-numbing haze. 

Droplets of his sweat had rained down across the dimples at her back. His breath was coming fast and ragged causing shivers along her spine. She felt dwarfed, encircled from all sides where she stood on her hands and knees, the clammy skin of her butt sensing the heat of her master’s body where it stood inches behind separated by the link of his thick manly proboscis spearing her aching hole. 

His chest was pressed into the soft narrow hourglass of her back his burlish arms wrapped around her chest like the tentacles of a beast about to engulf and digest her. 

She whimpered. 







He paused and waited giving Jamie a moment to collect herself mentally and come to terms with the sensations he knew had to be assaulting her mind from all sides. Her body was probably going through an experience unlike anything she had ever been through except for childbirth perhaps, but he suspected even that had probably been done with the help of anesthesia. 

This was different in so many ways and all he had to do was listen to hear her hiccuping breath and feel her body shimmer like a leaf in his embrace. 

“Shhhhh little slave,” he cooed softly still waiting. He reached around and caressed her neck moving aside her long matted curls that had gathered there. 

He kissed her neck and nuzzled against its nape, and kissed gently. “Shhh…” 

He felt her take a deep soulful breath. And then another loud fart was heard and much to his surprise they both laughed. It started as a small giggle on her part, that was then echoed by a chuckle from him, and a straight out laugh from her. 

“Oh God…” She moaned and again he kissed her on that spot where her hairline at her neck started. Her body felt like a tight hot glove wrapped around his cock and now suddenly it felt a tiny bit more relaxed. 

“It hurts, master,” she said softly against the bed sheets. 

“I know, baby slave. I’m sorry. I promise it will hurt less every time.” He felt her breath catch. He had reminded her that this was merely the first of many, many more assfucks to come. She didn’t protest but he heard her take another long breath and his cock sank in another inch. 

“Unghhhhh!” She let out a strained breath even as her body seemed to accept the complete surrender to the man possessing it. 

“Shhh, good girl. There we go,” he said and his cock slowly moved another half inch. Again the girl squealed and he waited. More little farts escaped her tight body but this time no one laughed. Jamie was entering that new place she had discovered during her pussy spanking earlier. The place where pain guided you to solace and tranquility. A limbo of sorts. 

He looked down to see at least five more inches of proud hard cock still waiting to enter the girl’s body, the size of an average penis yet to plunder her ass. About now was his dick was probably coming up against the first sharp curves in her bowels. As he kept on pushing, it would soon begin prodding her intestines to straighten and rearrange themselves around in her tummy. After a couple of plunders like that, even the girl’s very anatomy would have been modified, molded, twisted, like clay to fit around her master’s harder, stronger, bigger implacable physique. 

She would never be the same. It was his prerogative as her master. He took deep pride in dominating his concubines. And this girl, this young woman, a gringa housewife from the suburbs, wouldn’t be spared. Not only her life, but her very body would be shuffled and rearranged to fit the whim of her new master. It was the price the woman had to pay to become a prized possession of the Lord of the House of Mendoza. 

Another push, another inch sunk in. Four more inches to go. 

“Nghhhnnn! Oh God! You’re killing me!” She squirmed but still her hands remained at her buttocks holding them wide open. He smiled. She probably didn’t even realize how submissive her innate nature was. What a submissive sight she presented from his vantage point holding herself agape like that to be plundered by him! 

“Please, please, Master please stop. It’s too painful!” Jamie pleaded. He looked down to check but didn’t see any abrasions or blood. Instead he heard little squelching sounds that accompanied the small movements of his hips as he rotated them forcing her body to adapt around his cock. 

“Oh Lord!” The girl screamed again with such determination that this time her master was sure she could be heard all the way down to the dining hall downstairs. 

“You are doing beautiful, sweetheart. And no, I am not killing you. You will be just fine. Good as new when we are done. The pain you feel now is simply your body adapting to my length in you. Next time will be that much easier.” He knew he was right. Even though it would take a couple of months of vigorous assfucking, eventually the girl’s tummy would come in line with his bigger than average cock. Then and only then could she become a true ass-whore. He knew it would take a lot of work and patience, but he felt inspired. 

He was quite literally molding her to be his perfect little slave, specifically tailor-trained to his cock’s size and shape. 

A loud rumble escaped her belly and she groaned her entire body shuddered and he realized something deep inside her had finally given way. 

His cock began slowly but surely filling the space created by her accommodating bowels. 

In a couple of minutes he was seated all the way in Jamie’s tight little ass. 

She had taken almost ten inches of well-proportioned big and solid male girth. He gave her a couple of long moments to get used to him. Then he took her by the waist and sensing her apprehension counted out loud, “One, two, three!” 

He knew she was steeling her nerves for a what she thought was going to be a vigorous assfucking that surely had to follow that initial long, agonizing first probing deep into her body. Instead of that, however, her master decided on something else. He would spare her the agony and pain tonight. 

Something about her little whimpers of sorrow made him suspect he probably wouldn’t enjoy it properly anyway. Something about this girl was

resonating with him, forcing him to reevaluate the exact sequence of steps that constituted his plan for training her to be his slave. 

Instead of that first deep, long assfucking, he decided he would simply withdraw. He would leave her with a deep cavernous emptiness he knew would stay with her long into the night, and probably well into the next day, until he body relaxed back into its normal state. 

Still, he wasn’t going to let her off quite so easy however. She was his slave after all. 

Having counted up to three , he took a deep breath and suddenly, with one vicious tug withdrew pulling all nine inches and a half of his length suddenly out her bottom in one fluid movement. 

Because of her tightness and the width of the crown around the thick spongy head of his cock he knew the pain she would feel in just moments. 

And soon enough a deep loud wail escaped the girl’s lips as the nerve endings in her ass finally delivered the message of pain created by his rapid withdrawal straight into her brain all at once. 

“Aiiiiiiieee!!!” 

She was howling like a dog loud sobs convulsing her body. Miraculously, through it all her hands remained clasped around her butt, her knuckles white, her fingers digging into the meat of her cheeks holding herself wide-open for her master. 

He peered in to look at the giant gaping cavern left by his cock. He smiled. 

No bleeding, no abrasions, no damage. He knew that her pain right now stemmed mostly from the vacuum created by his shaft as it withdrew much like a piston in an engine. It probably still felt much like she had a telegraph pole up her butt even though it was perfectly empty. 

He repositioned the wailing girl and peered down looking straight into her body. Her bowels look perfectly healthy, glistening and wet. He gently patted her cheeks and stood. He left her in the bed and went to take a much-needed shower and use his hand to bring himself the release his body craved but his heart somehow found it impossible to demand from his young new slave right now. 

Slowly Jamie’s mind cleared and the first coherent wisps of thought swept through its battered recesses. 

 He just fucked me in the ass!  She could feel herself gaping back there, like his cock was still inside her bottom! The sensation was utterly novel, and very unlike anything she had ever experienced. What a terrible ending to a

day straight out of a horror story. A day of firsts: Enslaved for the first time. 

Made to be his toilet. 

Taken anally. 

Which was worse, she wasn’t sure. Jamie knew that any one of these events in isolation would be enough to scar any other woman profoundly, and perhaps even permanently! But it had all happened so fast! On some level, it shocked her that she didn’t feel quite as traumatized as she knew she rightfully ought to be. Until now she hadn’t really had a moment to dwell on the events of the past hours. She had been like a feather in the wind – blown hither and thither without any hope of control. And now that it seemed to be over, at least until tomorrow, she realized with a shiver that she had actually enjoyed most of it! 





Milked

When the man whose name she still didn’t know, the monster whom she increasingly thought of as her master, and with a blush – even her owner, came back to bed, she wiggled closer and snuggled up against his big muscular body that dwarfed her even as he succumbed to sleep. Her body sought out the warmth of his skin and the sudden comfort it provided in the cold room that felt too much like a prison cell. 

He enjoyed the way Jamie buried her face in his chest welcoming his body’s presence. He felt her lips brush across his breastbone, realizing she had just given him a tentative little kiss. 

He smiled. It was the very first truly unbidden gesture of affection coming from the young impressionable slave girl. He recognized how deep her emotions ran and how complicated she was in spite of the lacquered veneer from years of living as a pampered American housewife. 

Ten slaps across her pussy had been all it took to crack that shell of pretense and callousness. The powerful man felt privileged that fate had put him in a position to experience the beauty of such a rebirth. He marveled at the softness of her body and the warmth of her afterglow as he waited for the tears that he knew must come. When her back heaved with her first sob, he said, "I've got you, sweetie," and she broke apart. 

Jamie’s body started shaking from head to toe. Tears poured down her cheeks to fall across his chest, her thigh muscles quivering where they were wrapped around his quads. She cried with the shock of a newborn baby gulping air for the first time. And he gave her all the time she needed to weep even as he gently caressed her back and held her tight against his broad chest. 

Almost ten minutes went by before the man started whispering in her ear. 

“From now on when we are alone you will always address me as master. You can address me as Sir when we are with company. You did beautifully, but this is only the beginning. You will be taught the ways of a slave. My property. She gasped and then hiccupped. He gently stroked her back and waited until her breathing subsided again. 

“Being my slave is nothing to be afraid or ashamed of. I know you find it difficult to grasp right now, but trust me, you will find it is a blessing. I will protect you and care for you, and when I eventually tire of you, I will let you regain your independence. You will be provided for. Even as we speak, I have instructed Matilda to deposit three million dollars in a bank account located in Europe. It is in your name and you will be given access to it when I

release you of your obligations." 

He could tell she was listening by the soft hiccups and shudders coursing through her tense body. She looked up at him and he saw she had a question in her eyes. He nodded. 

"What's your name? What should I call you?" 

Suddenly, with preternatural speed, he reached down and viciously pinched at her soft tummy. “Aiiiie!” Jamie screamed. Suddenly she started hyperventilating. Don Antonio grabbed her by the neck and gently squeezed. 

Her eyes bulged in panic but when she looked up to see his stern face, a dreamy calm descended. “Shhhhh, little slave. Show proper respect when you address me. Remember?” Immediately she corrected herself. "Ungh, may I know your name, M-master?" She gasped. He nodded. 

"It is none of your concern, Slut. In fact from now on, until I instruct you otherwise, if you ever look at me in the eyes, or address me directly, you will be punished. Do you understand?" Immediately she lowered her eyes and he smiled when he saw her center them on his cock. 

“Yes, master, I understand," she said softly. 

“Now I want to ask you a couple of questions. Do you think you can answer me honestly?” She looked up at him and nodded. 

“Yes, Master.” 

“Tell me about your breasts. They feel very hard. Have you had work done on them?” As he spoke, he reached out one big bearish palm of a hand and took hold of the tit nearest to him. He began gently caressing it, passing his palm openhanded across her nipple that obligingly came to attention. 

“No, M-master," she said softly and looked down burying her face in his chest. He marveled at how quickly she had taken to seeking solace in his body. He reached and hefted her tit that was nearest to him. It felt heavy and hot. He had been with numerous women in his life and even though he knew she was still nursing, he had never seen breasts like that. Especially not on a nineteen-year-old. She was breathing deeply, panting really and he wondered what was the source of her discomfort. 

His hand squeezed her breast, eliciting a moan of discomfort. And also droplets of wetness. Then he understood. Her breasts were overflowing with milk! She was hurting to nurse! Of course! How could he be so dense! 

“Oh, my poor little one," he bent down and gently kissed her nipples. She moaned softly. “Are you hurting bad?” 

“I have never gone so long without nursing before,” she explained. 

“How many hours has it been?” 

“Almost six now.” 

“Where is the child?” 

“With my sister.” 

“Does she know not to expect you tonight?” Jamie nodded glumly. She had told Annie she was going out with some friends and knew her sister would know not to bother her at least until she called the next day. Last she had checked there had been no messages either from John or Annie on her smart phone which now was probably somewhere in the living room. The room where all the other bodyguards were. Jamie shuddered. 

“How old is the baby?” 

“Three months old,… Master.” The word suddenly felt odd on her tongue. 

Calling someone,  anyone master suddenly felt very unnatural. Suddenly she wanted to leave! 

“That might be too young to wean him off,” the man said as if speaking to himself. Jamie hiccupped and whimpered softly. Her master was already making decisions for her! He was going to pass judgment on whether she got to continue nursing Brian or wean him off. He wasn’t even about to consult her opinion! It was  her body!  Her breasts!  Her baby! Suddenly she wanted to scream! A deep soul-shattering panic closed in from all sides and she found it difficult to breathe. A slave! He was already treating her like one! 

Jamie felt she ought to rebel. She wasn’t ready to be his slave. She was just about to look up at him and say something when out of the vast unknown of her soul she recognized the stirrings of passion deep in her body. A trickle of moisture materialized between her legs telling her otherwise. A slave! His slave! Her subconscious was screaming: Yes, yes, please! She felt so hot with shame and humiliation at her own body’s reactions to her utter and absolute subjugation that she was suddenly afraid she might actually combust in embarrassment. Suddenly something touched her thigh and she realized it was his cock! 

Oh, dear Lord! 

She was mortified. Her body’s state was arousing him. Mercy, oh dear Lord! She felt it completely inappropriate to be praying right now but then again she felt it was the only thing to do. She closed her eyes and forced her mind to plead with God for salvation.  Any salvation! 

“May I?” 

The big man asked softly but before she could reply she suddenly felt his

lips latch onto her breast. Her master’s erotic resolve struck some deep emotional chord in her soul, and her milk dropped, and to her deep shame Jamie heard him start loudly gulping down her milk. 

At first she was about to squirm around and protest it, but then her body relaxed, and just as a gentle sigh caressed her lips, the man's big hand came down to cup her freshly exercised pussy. 

That night, before he was done with both breasts, Jamie's new master had gifted her two more orgasms, one of them striking her comatose catatonic soul exactly as her master had emptied one breast and was about to do the same to the other. The last thing on Jenny's mind as she surrendered to the darkness of an exhausted slumber was that perhaps tomorrow, he would claim her for real. Even though he had taken her in that unmentionable place earlier, she had only barely seen his manhood, like an ominous dark outline in the twilight of the room. Silently, in her first dream that night she whimpered, and she realized that now she truly wanted to touch and see him. 

All of him. 

A thin smile spread across her lips realizing that she had no choice in the matter. He would fuck her when he and only he decided the time had come. It was not her decision to make. Her ongoing and continuous absolute submission was a certainty. She was to have no choice in the matter. She relaxed into the crux of his arm and suddenly felt happy and tired. 



Her eyes grew heavy with sleep and exhaustion. She felt him reach across and take something from the nightstand. A smartphone. He swiped a couple of times but she didn’t even try to see what it was her master was doing. 

Business no doubt. It had to be dark, evil business, she decided and snuggled up closer to him. She felt him return the phone and then reach down across her face that he gently caressed. What had led such a strong and obviously intelligent man to become the lord of depravity he was? Jamie kept her eyes firmly closed enjoying the feel of his knowing fingers as he reached around to cup her breast. She moaned softly feeling her nipple obligingly grow erect into his rough palm. 

"Baby slave, I know you'll hate me, but you have to go.” 

"Mmmm, master? Go?" Jamie's voice was dreamy. 

“A slave has to sleep in her own bed, not her master's." She groaned but on some level she thought she could understand and this very fact mortified her deeply. She didn't want to empathize with her captor. She wanted to hate him

and yet Jamie was increasingly finding it difficult to do so. She gave him one last peck on the chest and shimmied out from under the warm covers. She opened the door and found Matilda waiting for her there. 

“Come on, putita, I’ll show you the way to your cell.” 



Morning Service





Jamie squirmed, awareness slowly returning to her sleepy mind. Soreness deep in her body made her writhe, and she bumped against something… No, someone in the bed! A man! Everything suddenly flew back into sharp, painful focus and she almost cried out. And then she felt his hands, gentle but firm, push back and open her knees. A protest died on her lips, her mind still clinging to some residual memory of previous propriety. 

And then she almost jumped. He had kissed her! Right there, where it hurt most: between her legs, on her sore pussy! She froze. Her mind stubbornly refusing on a course of action. And then everything suddenly came back to her, all the horrors of the night before. 

She started softly crying. But her knees relaxed and her thighs opened to the attentions of her master. 

Soon she was moist. And then wet, and her body began vibrating, and she was on the cusp of a precipice. Her mind filled with hopes that brought her deep shame. She pictured that soon her master would present her with his cock and she would be allowed to taste his maleness and luxuriate in pleasing him. 

She didn’t bother trying to rationalize why it was that she was having such lustful cravings for the man who forced her to do despicable, unmentionable, horrors mere hours ago. It was beyond comprehension, and she was emotionally too exhausted to care. At least for now. 

She groaned and squirmed and breathed deeply almost tasting his sweat and the strong aroma of his arousal that filled the room. Instead of disgust, she whimpered when her own heart leaped in anxious anticipation. She could feel her own unmistakable perfume of lust as it filled the room. 

She was almost there when the nameless man who had told her to call him Master, suddenly stopped. The sudden cessation of his attentions was worse than pain and she looked down red-faced and ready to plead for her release. 

He was grinning up at her. 

“Before you come, you need to do something for me. I think it is time, baby slave girl,” he said. He scooted back and stood to tower naked in the morning light. “Now that I have given you your introductory spanking and you have slept in my house, it is time to acquaint yourself with the true Master of your future life.” Jamie closed her eyes, reached down and fanned

her fingers in his thick salt-and-pepper hair that did little to hide the promise of the tumescent bounty proudly swaying between their bodies. She was fully awake, alive, whole, and completely aware of every cell in her body aching for the man between her thighs. 

His hands came down on her own, his fingers gently interlacing hers. 

“You are going to kneel in front of me and worship my cock.” She rolled her eyes up at him but his frown reminded her of his admonition and immediately she looked down. She found her eyes drifting lower still. Until they alighted upon the monstrous object of her anxious dreams. His beautiful cock! Unlike the rest of him, it jutted up, dark, thick and throbbing. It made her think of an ancient warrior’s cudgel. A weapon of merciless violence. 

And this made her womb throb, and her pussy grew wet, a small trickle of droplets gently wetting the soft sheets beneath her butt. 

Even though he was looking sternly down on her, the rest of him seemed relaxed somehow. It occurred to Jamie that she wasn’t the first to submit to his merciless weapon and will. She was about to be broken and bent to this vicious man’s callous desires. He seemed supremely confident in the ultimate outcome of her subjugation, his hands resting at her splayed knees, his entire body – a picture of power and resolve. 

Everything about him was at ease except for the fire in his eyes, and his cock jutting huge and erect like a branch between his legs. Jamie licked her lips and then groaned realizing how obscene and sluttish that action of hers had to look from his vantage point. She looked up at him pleadingly to see his face split in a broad grin of victory as if he had known all along what a slut she was. 

Her excitement was still alive between her legs, her nipples tight, her breasts heavy with fresh milk as she sank to her knees. Her eyes ran along his beautiful body instinctively absorbing the spectacle of his powerful muscles. 

Even though he was old enough to be her father, he was a strong man. Jamie saw his abs flex with every breath, his arms bulging as he waited for her to get in position to worship his proud manhood. Some small voice that she desperately wanted to ignore whispered that she should be proud that a man such as he had chosen her to be his concubine. 

A concubine! That’s exactly what he was making her into. This realization filled her with a twisted kind of shame. She was mortified that she was actually looking forward to worshiping this man’s penis, not the least bit horrified by the act. 

As she shimmied herself on her knees, she almost lost her balance, and her mouth brushed up against his tip. A deep moan from somewhere high above her rewarded that first touch, and his cock shuddered as if it was a branch swung by the wind. She licked her lips. Her taste buds felt the first hints of him on her tongue, and she blushed even as her mouth watered and she swallowed allowed gulp echoing in the room. She looked down blinking back tears. 

Jamie imagined herself the way she appeared to him: Not a stitch of clothing or jewelry other than her wedding ring on her body, her hair disheveled from her restless night, her breasts aching and bruised by his groping hands when he had fed on her. Even her sex was probably visible where it peeked out from the cleft between her thighs, her toes, and feet squirming with unease as she submitted in the most primal way to this man whose name she still didn't even know. Her master. She knelt back on her heels and demurely placed her hands on her knees awaiting his command. 

Her cheeks flared, and she swallowed, a million reasons for why it was her fault that she was such a slut kept running circles in her anxious mind. 

She felt rather than saw the man staring at her mouth. His hand came down to cup her chin and pressure told her he wanted her to look up and meet his gaze. 

"You have a beautiful face, you know that?" 

"T-thank you," she answered softly. 

“Beautiful tits too," he added with a grin, and she blushed. His crudeness excited her. “I love the way you blush. Tell me why you’re kneeling at my feet, puta?” She wrinkled her nose. Wasn’t it obvious? 

But then she understood: He wanted her to beg him to put his cock in her mouth. He wanted her to be the perfect little submissive for him. 

“I want to suck you… Master," she said tentatively. His smile broadened, and he nodded. Jamie’s face was so close to his cock that she could brush it with her tongue. Suddenly her mouth watered and she felt a tingle deep in her privates. 

“Tell me more.” 

“I want to suck you and…" Suddenly her voice caught in her throat. What if he wanted her to say something specific and she got it wrong? She blushed when she realized that she was afraid of disappointing him more than any wrath she might incur. She didn't want to displease him. How crazy was that? 

He reached down and cupped her breasts hefting them in both hands no doubt

imagining her milk and the way it added to the weight of her tits. She wondered if he could read her mind. 

He let go of one tit and offered her the back of his hand, the one that he had used to chastise her last night. “Kiss my hand, bitch.” Obediently and inexplicably she felt eager to please him and did as told. “This is how you will greet me every time you see me. You will kneel and wait until I present you with my hand. Then, lovingly you will take it, and pepper my knuckles with kisses. I want to feel your eagerness and devotion. If I don't, I will use that same hand to spank you that same place I did last night.” 

Jamie was too busy covering his knuckles in adoring little pecks of warm kisses to utter more than a quick "Yes, Master,” before resuming her kissing. 

Her head hurt trying to comprehend how it was that she had become so docile so quickly? Was it the pussy spanking she had gotten yesterday that had finally broken her will to resist? Or was this evil man, simply the one meant for her? 

“You will have a busy day today, puta. First, now you will deepthroat me. 

You better do well, I trust that Rodrigo has shown you the basics at least in that area?” 

"Yes, master,” she said softly, her lips still pressed up against his rough hand. 

“Very well. After you are done, I will leave you for a couple of hours to take care of business of my own. Tonight, however, you will be the center of attention. My guests are a rather randy bunch, I'm afraid. While I'm gone, you will tell Matilda where to go to pick up your baby. No sense leaving the boy alone. I’m not heartless like that. It will serve him well to be with his mother. 

Besides, I see no reason for you to go back home at least for the foreseeable future. Rodrigo told me about your husband and situation back home.” 

Jamie blushed violently. She felt caught between the grinding surfaces of her two lives about to collide. She was suddenly concerned with her own mental sanity. Jamie was certain that kneeling at this man’s feet, kissing his fist, doing the things she had done with him the night before, were hardly anything a suburban housewife would ever contemplate reading in a dirty book, let alone doing herself. The contrast was too awful to dwell upon. 

“Also, tonight you will be publicly claimed by me. That way all my friends will know that I have acquired a new live-in concubine,” he smiled seeing her consternation. “What? You didn't realize that concubinage was not an extinct art?” He laughed. “There’s so much you need to learn. When I take

you tonight, you will feel me assert my domination over not only your body but also your mind. I will bring you so many climaxes that by the end of the night, you will feel your ownership will have completely transferred to me. 

Do you understand?" 

She couldn’t even begin to understand what he was hinting at. She blinked a couple of times and whispered “Yes, master,” hoping it was all just a play of some sort. It would surely all be over by the time the weekend was done. 

“She’s lost in thought. Daydreaming about you, boss,” came the obscenely grating voice of the girl shocking Jamie out of her reverie. 

“Nothing wrong with that. Here suck on my cock and dream away, putita,” 

the man growled, his voice husky with lust. 

Her eyes centered on his powerful member, as Jamie desperately tried to ignore the infernal girl that had entered her bedroom. She could see his heartbeat pumping in its veins that webbed in complex patterns all along his broad shaft. They throbbed engorged with blood holding the rod at attention for her to pleasure with her mouth and throat. She gulped audibly. 

“Kiss the tip of my cock, and start worshiping it. It is the one thing whose pleasure will always guarantee not only your continued survival, but also provide you with inner satisfaction. I can see you are a natural submissive. I will teach you to truly indulge yourself through my happiness. That's a promise I can make with a clear conscience. But you have a long way to go. 

Start now." 



Tears were pouring down Jamie’s face, her body wracked by sobs. She wasn’t even sure why she was crying anymore. The man’s big hands gently caressed her head. 

“Shush, little one. You’re doing well. I will guide you through this. You will be grateful at the end. You will see. Precious girl, you and I are destined to belong to each other one way or another. I didn't seek you out, but fate brought you to me in a way. Now embrace it and worship your master.” 

Bleary-eyed Jamie wiped her face with the back of her hand and stared up at the enormous expanse of her master’s towering body where he stood resolute above her kneeling form. She drew back involuntarily, just a fraction of an inch, instinctively afraid of the human predator who had so callously claimed her now. He didn’t move but seemed to expect her lingering reluctance. It was as if he was taming a wild animal, gently coercing it to accept its fate. 

“There is no shame in what you're about to do. You are submitting to my stronger will, and after all, it's not like you to back out on sucking a cock. 

From what Rodrigo told me it’s you that sought him out the other day. Quite impressive if I might add." 

If it were possible for Jamie to blush more violently, she would have been a fiery torch that instant. Still, what this vile man was saying, was, in fact, true. She had been the one to initiate the flirtatious conversation with the man who she later learned was Rodrigo. Why she had done it, was still an enigma even to her. Maybe those Gypsy genes that her dad kept talking about were to blame. Maybe it was their fault that she was distinctly not repulsed at being made to kneel and blow this rich criminal’s cock? 

Perhaps they were the reason that even now roiled as she was by anxiety and trepidation she knew in the depths of her soul that she would feel a sense of pride once she brought him to completion. She felt the first mortifying tendrils of pride that would only be matched by her craving to please the man who held so much power over her. 

He put his hand on the back of her head. "Here, let me help you. Kiss it." 

The pressure mounted and then she had no choice. She brought her lips and obediently kissed it. Then she opened up and took the head in, her tongue swirling actively laving it, adoring its presence, worshiping her master’s manhood that suddenly seemed glorious and overpowering as if it had a will of its own. 

"You love it, don't you? You're such a little puta," he threw his head back his hips involuntarily jerking into her face. Jamie took him deeper, accepting his dominion of her mouth as he slowly but resolutely pressed more of himself down to the back of her throat. He began making noises in his throat, and she reveled in them, knowing that she was the cause of his pleasure. She opened her mouth as wide as she could. His cock tasted clean and the transparent, smooth droplets of precum to coat her tastebuds made her want more. Her hands went up to lean against his thighs. Jamie groaned, humming around the massive girth in her mouth. 

The man held her head in his giant hands, their presence encouraging her efforts. She appreciated that at least so far, he wasn't forcing her. His cock was not overwhelmingly long, but it was thicker than anything she had previously mouthed. Jamie was afraid how much of it would even be possible to take into her throat if he so desired. 

More precum flooded the back of her tongue, and she instinctively

swallowed. Her master appeared to be expecting that, for in exactly that moment he pressed himself forward and she gagged as the tip began squeezing into the tight opening at the back of her throat. 

“You are such a dirty little Slut, I bet you’re dripping wet right now aren't you?" Even if she wasn’t, his dirty words triggered some deep primal urge, and she felt her vagina spasm in response. His hands were now wrapped around the back of her head holding her like a helmet in place. 

"Unghhh!" She gagged and choked, and the man growled, and Jenny realized that the vicious man was using her throat’s tribulations to bring him excitement beyond anything imaginable where his cock lay at the gates to her windpipe. He wiggled his hips in a circle, and that motion transferred all the way down to the tip of his cock where it speared her obscenely expanding her throat painfully. 

"You're such a dirty slut, aren't you?" The man growled in his deeply accented voice. All she could do was look up, her eyes wide open, wet with tears, her vision overwhelmed by the proximity of the man's most private areas. Everywhere she could see, she was surrounded by his flesh, implacable in its male power. His scent overwhelmed her making her mouth water, and her eyes rolled back with the lust of her sensations and the images her imagination was painting. 

I'm a Slut. I'm a Whore. Her little litany from last night was back again, running over and over like a limerick, a chant in her fevered thoughts, and he seemed to sense it. With what appeared to her like supreme effort, he withdrew himself from her mouth and looked down. 

“Please,” she whispered. 


“Please, what?” 

“Please...” She couldn’t elaborate, didn’t know how. Instead, she moved her head forward and gently kissed the very tip of his cock, right where his piss slit was. He tasted clean and the droplet of precum she swallowed made her want more. 

She felt honored by this man's cock and was surprised by how familiar it somehow tasted. She wasn't sure why but Jamie had expected something dirty, foul tasting, and offensive. Like him. He was a criminal, a man who lorded over others like himself, the closest the human species came to its animal roots. A beast. And part of her found it only just that a brute like him would choose to possess a whore like her. That same part of her thought she didn't deserve his mercy, she wanted him to be vicious aggressive, male. 

“Here you go, putita. You deserve it.” He gently lowered his hips and angled himself so that his tip touched her lips and returned into the hot confines of her hot tight little mouth that welcomed him back with enthusiastic slurping sounds. He kept on pushing forward though and soon she felt him at her throat again. 

"Nggghhh!" Again she gagged, but this time his cock made it through stretching her throat like a glove as he plunged almost all the way in. Another inch and her nose would be pushed up against the warm skin of his lower belly. It took her a few moments to realize that she was actively participating in her own subjugation and was trying to swallow his cock! 

Wet gulping sounds filled the room, and a small detached part of Jamie marveled at how something so tight and small like her throat could stretch and accommodate something so hard and implacable like his fat girth. 

Another plunge and she felt the full power of his immense strength behind his strong buttocks as he poured himself all the way into the tightness of her throat which gave up all resistance and opened submissively up for him. 

Her gagging throat fluttered open, and her master in his immense experience, immediately used the moment to move in with his hips forcing the wide head into the tightness of her throat. A small part of Jamie's old self, the part that still clung to her memories of family and growing up in a traditional and proper household, still wanted to resist him. But her tongue, her lips, her throat itself, her entire body wanted this man to possess her. 

"Oh yes, I knew you could do it, puta! You're so tight. Is that what your pussy will feel like when I claim it tonight?” 

Jamie realized he was trying to be gentle. His entire body was covered in a sheen of sweat, and yet he was barely moving, all his efforts going toward applying static pressure, all of it concentrated on the very tip of his broad spear. She felt him groan and shudder and felt sympathy for his efforts willing himself to stay put, spare her the pain of ravishing her the way she knew he wanted. She could tell by his strained buttocks, were her hands held on for purchase, she could tell by the sweat that poured down and around his powerful manhood, and by his cock which pulsed deep in her throat with every beat of his strong heart. 

Her hands seemed so small, almost childish, where she leaned against his body. She could feel him watching her efforts. 

She wondered if this Lord of crime could recognize the fragility of her state, midway between that of the complete surrender of a true submissive, 

and the horrified revolt of a free modern woman. Outwardly Jamie felt her mouth twitch around his tumescent sex as she looked up adoringly at this man who held such tremendous power over her. She was almost one and the same with him through the agency of his tremendous girth. Her body had somehow surrendered itself to the presence of his cock midway down her chest and when she felt his prick squirm and pulse alive with his energies and thoughts she whimpered like an acolyte in the presence of her God. 

For five long minutes Jamie remained kneeling at her master's feet, her head turned up, the immensity of his shaft all the way into her throat. She had resigned herself to patiently await his actions whatever they might be, contenting herself to swirl her tongue every now and then along the warm column of flesh he had gifted her mouth. When Jamie saw in his face that a decision had been made and she felt his breathing increase and his muscles tensed she almost screamed with joy around his cock. She had passed her first test proving to him she could demurely wait him out. Now she would be rewarded with his glorious seed deep in her mouth! 

He didn't move but merely placed his hands along the top of her head and smiled. Jamie's eyes watered as his steely flesh began to throb and she felt his warmth spread deep in her chest. He was cumming! She had shown her devotion and he was acknowledging her as his. For the first time in what felt like ages, Jamie felt genuine happiness. 



They had only just finished, or at least the man had, in her throat, when the terrible lithe little dominatrix that went by the name of Matilda cleared her throat and suddenly the soft glow of Jamie’s rosy existence cracked and fell apart revealing her harsh new reality. Suddenly, she felt cold, and used. Last time he had touched her sexually, he had taken the time to kindle her fires. 

This time he completely ignored her own passions, and so when she felt somebody enter the room behind her, Jamie didn’t have the luxury of drawing upon her passions to reduce the heat of her shame. Jamie knew better than to follow her instincts and jump and hide her nakedness. It was all she could do to stare wide-eyed and mortified, straight ahead, at his hairy pelvis, open-eyed and willing herself to become invisible even as she kept her mouth embedded upon the man's blood-filled assertive tumescence. 

“Wow! She is coming along very well, boss," the thin girlish voice said in English and if there was a way for Jamie to vanish completely or wake up from this grotesque nightmare she fervently prayed that it happened. 

"Yes indeed. She just swallowed her very first gift of cum. I must say I think she enjoyed it, if the sparkle in her eyes and the little sounds she made with her throat are anything to go by." 

 God! 

Nobody told her she could get up. Jamie wasn’t sure what to do and so remained kneeling. Were they expecting her to move? Would it be okay if she stood up on her own? Strangely she was most angry with herself. Why did she even care! Jamie had just gifted this beastly man one of the most intimate, most cherished experiences a woman could bestow upon a man! 

Why was it that she was so wrapped up in trying to please him? He, was the one who had to be doing his utmost right now, showing her his gratitude, his appreciation of her… His love perhaps? 

Suddenly Jamie realized how uncomfortable and painful the cold hardwood of the floor was against her knees. This sudden realization of her discomfort seemed to awaken all the other sources of hurt. Not least, the warm, pulsating fullness in her breasts, which were already heavy with milk for baby Brian. Or was it that her milk was now only going to be for her master? Jamie couldn’t remember what it was he had decided last night. 

Was he going to expect her to wean her baby off, or no? Maybe she would ask him? She looked up. 

There wasn't much to see from her vantage point other than his nakedness, which surrounded her on all sides. Suddenly she felt on the cusp of an attack

of claustrophobia caused by the proximity to so much male… stuff. Than her mind drifted. He possessed a surprisingly tight belly for a man of his age. 

Then Jamie remembered that she didn't actually know his age. 

She had assumed he was older, but maybe it was just his hair, thick and white as it was. Kneeling at his feet now, leaning her hands against his broad muscled thighs, and his cock still embedded past her tonsils, he didn't feel all that old at all. In fact, his cock…

He was getting hard again! Jamie whimpered announcing her unhappiness at that development. She was tired. And very hungry. And needed relief. And her breasts were positively killing her now! 

"She's terribly cute," the girl commented discussing her like some sort of prize animal. "The way she squirms around at your feet. She seems uncomfortable. Wait? I thought you said you just came. Are you getting hard again?" 

"I think I am," the man laughed and Jamie whined in misery. 

"Boss! You're an animal, boss!" The young woman squealed. Her voice was full of genuine glee and admiration. 

"It's all her," the man replied and Jamie felt his fingers slowly comb through her hair. "Her throat is so warm. And tight. And wiggly." 

"Wiggly?" The girl laughed. 

"Yeah! It's incredible! I know. It feels like she hasn't stopped gagging since I first penetrated her throat!" 

"Wow! I think you're right. Her body's shining with sweat!" Jamie couldn’t move but felt her back grow electrified as the girl's voice moved in closer. 

"Oh God!!" The girl had just put her hands at the small of her back and Jamie had screamed in protest. But the sound that had come from around where her master's cock was in her larynx sounded more like the howl of a wolf than a scream. Both the young woman and her master laughed merrily and joined in. 

"Aw wooow! Aw wooow! Aw wooow!" They both howled in gleeful mockery. 

The girl was now behind Jamie and she felt the delicate skin of her smooth hands wash across her flushed back. "So smooth, mmmmm…" The girl purred and Jamie shimmied forward on her knees and pressed herself into the relative safety of her master's thighs trying her best to escape the attentions of the creature behind her. 

"Aggghhh, exquisite! She just took all of me into her throat," the man sighed like someone experiencing the ultimate of thrills. Which Jamie realized he probably was in fact, thanks to her own discomfort and personal humiliation. 

"Please, boss, allow me to peg her! She's lovely –" 

Peg me? What did that mean? 

One thing was for certain: whatever being pegged meant, it would entail more shame and humiliation, Jamie was sure. And yet it was exactly that feeling of being humiliated, that stoked her fires. Jamie felt she deserved it. It was her cross to bear, to be ashamed, to be used as a vessel for her master’s powerful passions. Suddenly that very idea caused her emotions to boil over. 

Jamie felt her entire body turn to mush. She howled around the cock in her mouth, riding the waves of bliss as they cascaded around her body like torrents of ocean current: swirling, buffeting her into a helpless mush. She heard herself gasp and hiccup around the long thick shaft, gagging and spluttering as she filled her lungs with oxygen and choked on her saliva. 

She would have sloughed off down to the floor into a puddle of writhing flesh had it not been for the steely presence of the cock halfway down her chest which held her in position like a prong of steel holding her within the velvety softness of her body. 

"Oh God I think she's coming," the big man growled and Jamie felt his cock grow harder and longer yet and then it started pulsating. She couldn’t taste his sperm, but she could tell of its prodigious quantity by the heat that suddenly spread through the center of her chest where he was injecting it straight into her stomach. His ecstasy resonated with her own, and her entire world fell apart, her body shaking, her tits jiggling, and it was all she could do to hang on for dear life, her mind accepting his gift and the mesmerizing energy it bestowed her with. 

“That’s it, salivate for your master's cock, little slut,” the woman said and Jamie squirmed feeling strings of saliva dribble down her lower lip to fall between her knees on the floor. Then the woman touched her pussy from behind, her small hand cupping the hotness of her lips. "So small, so tight, you haven't been fucked, much. Have you? Maybe that's why you searched out the companionship of our Rodrigo?” Jamie was now mindlessly gagging, her entire universe centered on the cock in her throat and the hand upon her puss, its fingers, like thousands of butterflies caressing, touching, warming her excitable flesh. 

Finally, her passions slowed and so did those of her master. With another grunt, his cock jerking one last time injected the last of his seed straight into her throat, he withdrew and released her head. Jamie looked up into his eyes and for an instant felt a bond with the man who had so masterfully claimed her mouth. Suddenly, perversely, she wanted him back inside her, the way he had possessed her the night before, she wanted it more than anything in the world. To be fucked by this austere man deep in her ass, claimed as only he could do. Did he feel this strange connection as well? 

He smiled. “You did well, putita," plunging himself one last time into her hot mouth and then pulled himself out of her throat, the ridge of his cock dragging a vacuum after itself as it withdrew. It was almost out of her mouth completely when Jamie instinctively tightened her lips around the crown of the smooth head and gave it one last loud kiss. 

“Your pretty mouth gave me a lot of pleasure this morning. You are very passionate. You will give me many more hours of delight I'm sure." Jamie gave a little moan in which she could hear her own arousal mingling with shame. 

The man had reached down and put his large hands on either side of her face. Jamie closed her eyes instinctively trying to shield herself from the humiliation of having to look up at him from where she knelt between his feet. But a gentle tap made her blink open and she realized he had used his still heavy shaft to swat playfully at her cheek. 

"Say thank you, Jamie, when your master compliments you," the man said sternly. 

"Oh, dear God," she wailed softly. And the louder, "Thank you, master." 

Again, the innocent young housewife suppressed a desire to flee. She could see dark fires glint in her master's eyes. "Now be a good girl and go freshen up. You will find the bathroom off to the side here in my personal bedroom suite. It is equipped with anything a lady might need. Matilda keeps it well stocked with a full gamut of lipsticks, mascara and anything else your girlish heart may desire. Make yourself pretty after you shower. When you're ready, just go downstairs and one of my men will make you breakfast. If anybody shows you disrespect let me know. Understood?" 

“Yes, master." 

“Good girl,” he gently caressed her head. She found it both awkward and terribly exciting that he didn’t even attempt to get her to stand. Kneeling like that, at his feet, her tummy warm where he had deposited his gift, his cock

heavy with his postorgasmic tumescence swaying languidly mere inches from her face, made her feel puny and blessed all in the same time. His hand was heavy where it rested atop her head. 

“You will find that I’m not as heartless as I might appear. Especially not with the people who make an effort to please me." 

“Yes, master." 

“Once you're done with breakfast, I have given instructions that a new medical grade breast pump be brought over. No one, but me or your baby, will ever have access to your milk. Matilda will help you with the pump after breakfast. And then you will discover that you're in for a little surprise. No. I cannot tell you what it is just yet. I want to see you continue doing your best to please me. Do you understand?” 

“Yes, patron." Jamie remained kneeling since her master hadn't told her to stand. She watched him chitchat in Spanish with the girl and go about his morning routine. Soon he was dressed and almost out the door before he turned. 

“You may stand now. One last thing, I know I deposited a rather generous gift up your ass last night.” Jamie almost fainted at the recollection and saw the man chuckle. “You blush so beautifully but there's nothing to be ashamed of. I want you to ask Matilda to show you how to do an enema. Do this before I come back late in the afternoon. I want you squeaky clean so there are no embarrassments tonight. Either that or you will be very severely punished, my dear. I'll see you later my Paloma. Now nod and thank me to show you understand and agree.” 

“Thank you, m-master,” Jamie stammered. He smiled and was out the door. 



Breakfast with Matilda





The shower was hot and relaxing, and it was with some reluctance that Jamie returned to her bedroom. The first thing she saw were the clothes they had left for her. She was surprised at how stylish and frankly, normal they were. There was a wavy brown skirt that came all the way down to the bottom of her knee flowing in two hip hugging layers. For a top, she was given a white, almost translucent, diaphanous strappy gauze-like shirt that left her shoulders and neck exposed. It flowed along the curve of her body all the way down to where her waist gave way to the curves of her backside. 

Once on, the reflection that greeted her from the mirror was that of a clearly sexualized being, her innate femininity hinted at by the tantalizing shadows of areolas that even though not obvious, could still be guessed at through the semi-transparency of the white top. She hadn’t been given any underwear but somehow this didn’t surprise her. She would have to rely on the natural firmness of her breasts. Jamie smiled. She had to admit that whoever had picked those clothes for her truly knew what they were doing. 

She had no doubt it had been Matilda. Jamie’s brow furrowed. What else did this infernal little dominatrix have in mind for her? 

The only article which seemed somewhat out of place was a long white ribbon made of silk. At first Jamie wondered whether it was meant to go around her waist but then chose to tie it in her hair instead. 




*****

 

“Have you ever been someone's sugar baby?” Jamie's eyes probably answered the question for her because Matilda laughed. “No matter, I think you will be a quick study. Here are a couple of hints. Surprise is extremely important to keeping a man’s attention on you.” The girl motioned to one of the housemaids in attendance and the woman, a stocky little Asian lady giggled and rushed to refill a pitcher with what Jamie assumed was sangria. 

“Anyway,” the girl continued, "if you had ever been someone’s mistress, you’d know what I'm talking about. But use your imagination. Imagine yourself, say with your husband. I assume he is the frigid type or we wouldn’t be here,” the girl laughed and Jamie blushed. How could she be so very right? “A typical mistress or hooker, would most probably always be

without clothes in her man’s presence. This however would be the wrong approach. It is my strong belief that a woman is best served when she acts all demure, pristine, untouched and quite virginal. Out of the bedroom, that is. It is our job to convince our men that our treasures are for their eyes only. Only reluctantly do we acquiesce to sharing them, if they so desire.” 

Jamie stared at the girl as she put down her glass and licked her lips. 

 Sharing herself? 

What had she gotten herself into? 

“Say for example, you are out at an official dinner with your husband and his colleagues. I know the scenario I’m about to describe is quite impossible in your case, but humor me. You are all dressed up in your best and most flattering outfits. You’re all talking about something terribly boring. Perhaps the recent election in the US. Or Brexit. Not important. Then, imagine his surprise and hardness if you perchance happened to slip your hand over his crotch, and gave him a tantalizing little squeeze under the table. It would be a firm and resolute promise of the naughtiness in store for him later that night when you finally make it home to bed.” 

“Why are you telling me all this?” Jamie gulped. 

“Remember to always address me with respect, bitch,” the girl responded in the most normal of voices. It was precisely that apparent normalcy which coupled to the last word she said that jolted Jamie. Her eyes grew wide and she paled. 

“Yes, little Jamie, I may be the same age as you. But, please believe me when I tell you, I'm infinitely more experienced. You will address me always, always, as Mistress. Now apologize and ask again.” 

“I apologize, mistress,” Jamie hiccupped. The sudden ice she saw in the woman’s expression scared her deeply. “I-I I was just curious how can I apply what you’re telling me to better serve my m-master?” 

“Good question. Shows there’s still some hope to make a good whore out of you. There is more to properly servicing a man, especially a real man like your master than merely blushing and spreading your legs whenever he wants. If you figure out a way to guess and feel his excitement, even before he does, you will quickly become more precious to him than gold.” The girl laughed and shook her head. “Never mind what I just said. Nothing is more precious to our boss than money, but you get my point. Figure out a unique way to make him feel intimate and appreciated and you will be protected, cared for and who knows, maybe even taken on a more permanent basis.” 

Jamie wasn't sure she wanted any of those things. She had been more than satisfied with the eroticism of her tryst with Rodrigo. Still, there was something primal and very feminine about the chance to become the chosen woman of the Boss. It sent shivers coursing all throughout her body. 

“Don't worry,” Matilda said taking a long sip of sangria. “You must instinctively be doing much of the right stuff already. Or he won't have protected you earlier when I suggested that I peg you.” 

“Mistress, may I ask you a question?” Jamie asked timidly. 

“Shoot.” 

“What does being pegged mean?” The question made the girl laugh. It was a long and sonorous laugh. Like the sound of silverware gently touching expensive crystal. 

“Oh, you’re too much! You for real? You really don’t know what being pegged means?” 

“No… I’m sorry… I, just…” The girl waved her hand in the air dismissing Jamie’s mumbling protests. 

“Usually it implies being fucked up the ass with a strap-on by another woman. Oh! I think if you could blush any redder you might explode in flames.” The girl laughed again. “But back to what I was saying. You have one tremendous quality that sets you apart from pretty much any other woman I know right now.” 

Jamie didn’t have to see where Matilda was looking to know what she was talking about. “My milk? Mistress.” 

“Exactly. Has he told you if he wants to keep you lactating much longer? 

Or is he going to have you go dry?” 

“He thought about it last night, but I don't think he made a decision,” 

Jamie timidly replied. 

“Well, the fact that he ordered me to get a pump, I think speaks volumes. 

He will probably allow you to go on nursing your little brat a little while longer at least. Our El Patron is a deliberative kind of boss. He will see how you taste and what his friends think of it. Do not be surprised if he offers you to the guests tonight. He will most probably want them to sample you.” 

“But he said that no one other than him…” Jamie protested. 

“Yes, yes, I know what he said, but have in mind his cock was halfway down your chest right then. Let's just say I'm not sure which head he was thinking with. Some of the men you will meet tonight are very powerful in their own right. And he might want to impress them. A lot rides on how well

you do.” 

Matilda cast an icy stare at Jamie. She felt a note of sadness, wash across the cold blue eyes staring at her from across the table. Suddenly Jamie found herself wondering what was this young eighteen-year-old dominatrix' story. 

Would she ever know? There was a depth to the girl beyond the strict severity she made an effort to show the world. 

“Okay,” the girl put down her glass and pushed back from the table. The spell was broken. “Enough chit-chat. It’s almost 2 PM and time for you to learn how to take an enema.” Before she knew it, Jamie was marched off back to her master’s suite, where she was led to his bathroom. 



“Normally El Patron would fuck you up the ass only after having first made sure you had an enema already. But last night was special.” There was no malice or gloating in the girl’s voice. Just cold analytical curiosity and this scared Jamie more than anything. 

“Have you ever had an enema before, Jamie?” 

“Please – Don’t do that to me!” Jamie panicked, her mind flooded with images of what she would look like as she was made to expel the enema, degraded to perform such a private act in front of someone else. Especially somebody like the girl. 

“Shhh, slave. It is the master’s wish. Tonight, when he claims you properly as an owner should a slave – in her vagina, he’ll stick his fingers in your ass and use it to guide you up and down on his cock. You have no choice in the matter. It is simply the way El Patron fucks.” 

Jamie covered her face with her hands in a gesture she hadn’t resorted to as a means of escape from embarrassment since she was a young girl and started sobbing hysterically. “But why!?” She whimpered refusing to heed the childish helplessness of her voice. 

Her outburst seemed to amuse the little dominatrix who chuckled behind her back. 

“You are asking why wouldn’t the boss fuck you the same way any other man would? The same way your husband does it, perhaps? Is that what you’re asking, puta? Isn’t it obvious?” 

In all honesty, Jamie hadn’t actually been expecting an answer to her protests and so was genuinely surprised to hear the girl humor her. 

“The boss enjoys your body differently simply because he is unlike most men. If you were seeking something bland and similar to what you have at

home, you wouldn’t have taken the steps that led you here, in the first place. 

So stop acting all shocked and virginal but submit. If I have to explain myself one more time, I will make sure you understand by caning you in addition. 

Do you understand?” 

Jamie sniffled and nodded. “Yes, Mistress.” 

“Good. Now undress and go there in the middle of the room, and lie down on the table,” the girl pointed to a big table at the center of the giant bathroom. Jamie wiped the tears still pouring down her face but hurried to pad barefoot along the cold tile floor and did as told. 



The Enema



“Now silence,” the girl commanded, the severity of her voice was profoundly inconsistent with its girlish high pitch. “Simply obey. Go ahead and straddle the short side of the table, puta. Legs on each side and bend down, lean in, put your weight on your tits. God knows they’re fat enough. 

Use them as cushions.” Jamie stifled a retort and did as told obediently exposing herself to the enforced position that would leave her butt open for whatever the girl had in mind. 

“Put your chin on the table and look straight ahead. The master asked me to record this. It is your first enema and he likes saving mementos of his new slaves’ first experiences. I will email it to him. Look straight ahead at the phone.” Jamie blushed violently seeing the girl place a large smartphone directly in front of her face on the table and lean it back on some sort of a support. She flicked the screen, swiped an app and Jamie saw a little blinking dot indicate she was being recorded. Tears started pouring down her face. 

Her nipples felt painful as if they were frozen hard against the cold wood of the simple rough table. “Reach back and open yourself for me,” a loud smack accompanied the girl’s order sounding more like a gunshot as it reverberated across the austere tiles in the bathroom. “That’s a good girl. Just relax. You do want to be as clean as possible back there. It is in your own best interest. Trust me.” 

Jamie’s thoughts were interrupted when the girl came around to stand in front of her and placed a large metal bowl full of what appeared to be steaming hot water on the table. In her right hand, Matilda held an impossibly gigantic syringe attached to a six or eight-inch-long catheter hose with a clamp and a nozzle at the end. 

The thing looked like it could hold a full gallon of water. Jamie felt her stomach churn with panic. She was about to protest but then her eyes were drawn to the size of the nozzle which even though slim and narrow at its point grew bigger and fatter along its length. She squirmed apprehensively on the table her mind painting vivid images of what it would feel like when the merciless dominatrix stuck it up her butt. 

Jamie watched as Matilda took a tiny tube of lubricant and squeezed a few drops of it along the enema nozzle. She followed the girl’s every movement as she rubbed the oil along the nozzle slowly as if it were a cock that she was lovingly massaging. 

“Deep breath, Jamie girl. It will go much easier that way. Relax your ass as much as you can.” Jamie watched like in a trance as the girl plunged the nozzle into the bowl of hot water and suctioned it up pulling back on the plunger, drawing up the cloudy hot soapy liquid, Jamie’s eyes following every movement of her waiflike body as the dominatrix worked to create the pressure necessary to fill the syringe. Jamie couldn’t believe it was all for real. 

She was lying on a table in a richly appointed bathroom on fifth Avenue in one of the ritziest apartments she had ever seen about to get an enema! And the most crazy thing about it was she was submitting voluntarily! She looked on and saw the fear in her own face mirrored by the screen of that camera display as she watched with trepidation the girl pick up the syringe and walk around to her back. This strange Valkyrie of a dominatrix was about to continue the domination of her butt that her master had already started just the night before. 

Jamie almost screamed when the nozzle, hot with the soapy water touched her anus the first time. 

“Shhhhh,” purred the girl as if taming a wild creature of the forest. “I love how your butt twitches and wiggles. It is almost like it’s alive and totally independent of you. I can only imagine what it feels like, puta.” Jamie whimpered but kept on looking straight ahead at the camera. She inhaled deeply fighting to relax herself. She felt the nozzle touch and prod at the center of her anus, the pressure build up as the slick wet slippery tip started its hostile assault on her body. 

Jamie felt it as it slipped across her sphincter ring. Then it kept on moving in deeper, the circumference of the nozzle growing in size as her body started struggling to expand around the invader. 

“Nggghhh! Ngggg!” She moaned helplessly. Finally the nozzle was all the way in and her sphincter snapped shut behind it sealing the intruder in her body. 

“There. Now for the fun part. Here it comes. Remember: deep breaths. 

Every time it gets easier. Trust me.” 

Jamie whimpered when she felt a warm fullness bloom deep in her tummy and then start to expand. It kept on expanding for more than ten minutes and Jamie was sure that by the end of it she looked like she was six months pregnant again! 

She was just about to tell the dominatrix that she couldn’t take anymore, 

when Matilda said, “There, I’m stopping the flow now. Don’t move. If you flex your belly muscles like as if you’re a dancer, this will ease the pressure you feel. Do it now” Jamie felt like a trained dog but did as told and indeed the pressure eased. “Very well. The master chose you very wisely. You’re a natural. Now clench tightly as I remove the nozzle and don’t move.” Jamie blushed and obeyed. 

She barely felt the nozzle pull out as she concentrated on holding the liquid inside her body. Suddenly, out of nowhere a vicious pain shot through her butt and she almost fell off the table. “Aaaagh!” She cried out. 

“This is because of the soap I added. It is a cramp. It is only natural. The cramps will free up everything in there so you can expel it.” Jamie was openly crying now as she felt the girl’s hand on her shoulder gently urge her to rise. 

She walked unsteadily, her feet widespread like when she was pregnant. 

She followed the mistress to the commode where Matilda led her to sit. “Sit down but don’t release until I tell you.” Jamie looked up pleadingly at Matilda. There was no emotion there. Just cold analytical efficiency. 

The girl merely gazed down on her and Jamie wondered what she was waiting for. She was panting now concentrating on keeping her muscles tightly clenched lest she lose the liquid. She didn’t want to disobey the little dominatrix regardless of the shame and discomfort she was feeling. She was just about to plead with the girl when the second cramp twisted her abdomen and Jamie almost lost it. She fell to her knees and instinctively reached out and took hold of the girl’s hand in hers squeezing on it tightly for strength. 

The girl nodded still gazing into Jamie’s tearful eyes. “There, there. One more cramp and we’ll be done. Most people believe in waiting a set number of minutes before expelling. I Instead, believe in waiting for the cramps to do the job. As this is your first time, we’ll wait only for three. Eventually you’ll learn to do ten or twenty at a time.” 

After what seemed like forever, but was actually no more than two minutes, the third cramp struck and the girl ordered Jamie to sit on the toilet bowl and to release. Jamie relaxed her body and allowed her enema to flow out in a gush that though it was shameful flooded Jamie with relief and gratitude. She could feel the heat of her blush all the way down her face across her chest and warming her stomach. 

A couple of more loud humiliating spurts later and Jamie looked up again. 

Matilda offered her hand to help her rise. “Turn around. Bend over at the

waist, spread your feet.” 

Jamie did as told, and felt a warm wet washcloth rub across the tops of her thighs, between her cheeks and dipped slightly over her chastened anus. 

“Back to the table, slave. Time to rinse you.” 



Dinner Party



As the evening approached the house filled with more busy staff and house help. The bodyguards thinned out until they were all gone. Jamie sat nursing her baby in the living room and watched as the maids busied themselves setting the plates and rearranging the furniture. Within less than an hour the transformation was almost complete. What had started out looking like the center of operations for a criminal enterprise now looked like a home, replete with beautiful chairs and tables and even exquisite art on the walls. 

Jamie was truly impressed with the efficiency with which Matilda had directed that transformation. At first, she had been ashamed to sit bare-breasted in the center of all that activity. But the staff kept busy and now that the bodyguards were gone, almost no one paid her any attention at all. Only Matilda would saunter over every now and then to remind Jamie of her place by one lewd utterance or another. She would even twirl her nipple or pinch her on the breast, anything to make the young impressionable housewife blush. At one point, just when a group of housemaids were busy dusting the furniture, Matilda came over, and just as the baby had relaxed into a restful slumber, she bent and gave Jamie a loud wet kiss on her lips. 

Jamie’s mind froze. By the time she had gathered her wits about her again, the little dominatrix had moved on. 

Moments before the guests started arriving, a maid wordlessly materialized in front of Jamie and reached to take her baby. Jamie thought of protesting but the woman who didn’t seem to know any English cast a meaningful look at the door where Matilda had just exited the room. Jamie understood. She would be good and let the maid take care of her baby while she attended to her master and his guests. 

“Cover yourself, puta. They’ll be here any moment now.” Ordered the vile little dominatrix who had suddenly materialized as if out of thin air, and Jamie blushed and hurried to comply pulling on the shirt that she had earlier moved to the side so that the baby could nurse. “I truly hope the brat didn’t gobble down everything. Remember what I said: the master will want his buddies to have a taste at some point. And they better like what you have to offer. Either that or you will be spending some time with me after they leave. 

I promise you, it will not be fun.” Jamie shivered and nodded wordlessly. 

“May I use the bathroom to fix my hair?” The little bitch notwithstanding Jamie found herself actually looking forward to seeing her master tonight and

didn’t want to disappoint him. “Go right ahead,” the girl motioned towards the guest washroom off by the entrance. 

The first to arrive was a man called Jeremy who much to Jamie’s surprise walked right in and past Matilda choosing to center his attention on her instead. “A new face, how refreshing. Hi my name is Jeremy. I’m a stockbroker,” he introduced himself and thrust out a big beefy hand that Jamie shook. 

In the last moment, she remembered Matilda’s instructions and gently pressed her lips down on the backside of the man’s broad hand. 

“I’m Jamie,” she answered quietly wondering how she was expected to act with these people. She knew they had been invited before her master had claimed her last night and so fervently hoped she wouldn’t be made the center of attention for their gathering. 

“What do you do sweetheart? I haven’t seen you around Tony before. You his new girlfriend or something?” So Tony was her master’s name! Her eyes flicked over to Matilda who she saw was smiling thinly behind the man’s back. Even though Jamie found Jeremy’s straightforwardness refreshing, she now wondered how much he knew about her master’s real interests. 

“Jamie is trying out to see if she can be Don Antonio’s new live-in slave,” 

chimed in Matilda.  Well, that answers it!  Jamie had never felt quite as mortified with shame in her life! 

“Oh really? How fun! Wow! I love the way she blushes,” the man didn’t seem to miss a beat and was now openly sizing her up like a prize horse at the local fair. “Beautiful! What is she like twelve, though?” His beady dark eyes twinkled. “I hope the boss still has Mike on retainer. I’m not even sure his bullshitting prowess would be sufficient to shield him from the consequences of keeping jailbait like that.” 

The man chuckled. 

“She’s nineteen, Mike,” Matilda chided him. “She has a –“ Matilda was cut off by the doorbell and just made a face at the man who now laughed out loud as she walked over to open the door for the next guest. 

This one turned out to be a dark-skinned foreigner. Judging by his accent Jamie decided he was perhaps from the Middle East. 

He introduced himself as Ahmed from the kingdom of Katub, and also appeared genuinely polite and curious about Jamie. She was increasingly surprised by the easy acceptance with which the men took the fact that she was a live-in  slave! If anything they were genuinely nice and truly polite in

their questions, both of them almost completely ignoring Matilda who had slinked off and was silently downing yet another glass of champagne by the door. 

“So you never told me, Jamie, what is it you do?” The broker asked. It amazed her that she was starting to feel almost completely at ease with these men. The atmosphere so far reminded her of the parties back in senior year in high school. The ones where someone would invite over the sister or brother or cousin who happened to already be in college. 

“Just a housewife for now,” she smiled. 

“A housewife? Wow! Does your husband know about –?“ the man waved his hand indicating Matilda and the house and Jamie understood what he meant. She shook her head. 

“No. He has no clue,” she laughed softly. 

“Typical,” the Middle Eastern man chuckled politely. He had poured himself a cup of tea. “Men – why is it we are always so slow to catch on?” 

Jamie didn’t feel ready to discuss this line of chit-chat just yet. Instead, she felt the homemaker in her awaken and wanted to please the guests, make them feel at home. 

“You’re not drinking?” She motioned to the minibar in the corner. “My Master,” she felt her skin grow hot, color flooding her cheeks. She cleared her throat. “He certainly keeps a well stocked bar, sir. You might be remiss if you don’t try it.” The tall dark skinned man with piercing eyes and aquiline features bowed in response, a thin smile showcasing his snow white teeth. 

“It’s my religion, miss. Even tea is pushing the envelope. I’m afraid.” 

“Oh how curious. I never knew,” she honestly exclaimed. She was just about to ask more when the door opened and two more men entered. One of them was a tall solidly built man with a thick handlebar mustache that made Jamie think of a sheriff in some mountain state. 

The second was her master. 

Suddenly time became gelatinous and slow and Jamie could feel the seconds pass as if they were made of heavy viscous honey. The colors around her intensified. Even her taste buds reawakened, her memory buzzing with the way he had tasted in the morning! How was it that her life had suddenly gone from suburban slowness to this level of intensity? Jamie moved toward her master like a planet attracted by the gravitational field of a star. He was smiling at her, his dark penetrating eyes having recognized the emergent slave in the impressionable young woman as she stepped forth, knelt, took his

hand in hers, and gently kissed his knuckles. 

"Master." His other hand came to gently pat her on the head. For Jamie, in that moment, there was no one else but her master. She didn’t even realize that everyone else had stopped whatever they were talking about and were now gaping at this very public display of her submission. Instinctively, she didn’t dare to look up. Jamie kept her eyes centered on the area of her master’s body where she knew the center of the universe now was. 

“Wow!" The stockbroker who called himself Jeremy said somewhere behind her. His voice sounded husky and breathless. 

Just then Jamie’s attention got jolted into the present. It took her a moment to realize what had caused the small hairs on the back of her neck to stand on edge. 

 My baby! 

Brian was crying. 

Suddenly her reality shattered and she squirmed and started to stand up. 

But the master’s hand still gently resting atop her head felt like steel restraining her in place. "Shhhhhh, don’t…" 

Jamie’s entire body wanted to scream. Her baby was crying! 

"Matilda?" It was Don Antonio's voice, measured and commanding, that made Jamie freeze in place. Meekly she looked up to see what he had decided should be done. 

"I'll take care of it, boss. No worries. The baby is probably in need of a change or hungry. The slave bitch used the machine earlier. We have plenty of milk. I’ll give it a bottle." And just like that, Matilda vanished from Jamie's peripheral vision. Soon the baby stopped crying, and all that was left in Jamie’s universe was her master's hand holding her hair as she knelt at his feet. 

"I see you have all met Jamie. She joined my household yesterday. Jamie’s very new but I think she has potential. Don't you think?" Don Antonio said to no one in particular. 

"Impressive! Even if I say so myself," came the heavily accented voice of the dark-skinned Middle Eastern man with the eagle eyes. "I think I know a couple of things about training slaves and I have to admit I've never seen one quite as docile and responsive as Jamie." 

"I have big plans for her. You might be pleasantly surprised to learn I will allow you  cabrones to join in on her training." 

Jamie blanched. He removed his hand but she remained in place. She

stayed kneeling at his feet, gazing up into his dark eyes of her own volition, submitting to this man's stronger will, choosing to do whatever it was he had planned for her. 

"But the evening is young. Let us get on with dinner perhaps." And just like that, he smiled and helped her back to her feet and the spell was broken and polite conversation resumed. 

In that moment, Jamie realized her new life had become like an enormous structure, an inverted pyramid, built upon the flimsy foundation of her proper upbringing. Jamie suddenly felt afraid everything would come falling down around her. She simply had no recourse to compare her new experiences to anything she had seen. She realized that her presence here was nothing out of the ordinary for her master and his guests. It was obvious they had experience with slaves. To them, everything happening here tonight was normal. 

To Jamie however this was decidedly not the case. She felt her mind strain like a thin piece of rice paper about to be split in two. It wasn't that she hated them necessarily, or was afraid of them, but they were so outrageous and unlike anything she knew, they might as well be extraterrestrial aliens. 



Table Talk





Dinner felt almost normal. Don Antonio indicated that Jamie should sit between the big mustachioed Midwestern type who had walked in with him who went by the name of Mike and Jeremy, the stockbroker who appeared to sense her shyness. She was the only woman at the table. Jeremy immediately drew her into a conversation about the suburban real estate bubble. Except for the occasional piercing glance from her master everybody pretty much ignored her otherwise. 

The efficient staff did a smooth work of serving and then clearing the three courses of dinner. After a couple more unimportant exchanges with the tall man on her right who turned out to be a up-and-coming politician from Minnesota Jamie felt herself grow increasingly at ease. If she hadn’t known any better, it would have been easy to confuse the gathering for yet another high-power dinner amongst elite well-heeled city businessmen. 

However, Jamie felt her tummy tighten with apprehension as the dinner progressed. She knew well that she would be the center of the men’s attentions once it was all done. 

Talk around the table seemed to die down midway through dinner. And by the end of it, her cheeks were burning violently with the shame of what she knew her master would have her do for him and his friends. Is that how a slave thought about her impending rape, she wondered? She felt trepidation, but also delicious, anxious anticipation that made her entire being shiver and tremble with excitement. 

“May I use the bathroom?” Her blush covered her entire body, face and neck now. It was a terribly weird question for a woman to ask the host at a dinner party. And yet she had done it without even thinking. It was too late to unsay the words that had already been uttered. She looked up and saw her master beaming at her. He was proud. She could see it in his eyes and the way the other men looked at him and then to her, and then back again. She was feeling shame like never in her life and yet she was also happy that this strong and powerful man was pleased with her. 

“Go right ahead, putita.” He took a generous sip of his drink, leaned back in his chair, and smiled. She pushed back her chair, her hands trembling, stood and her eyes on the floor, made her way to the washroom. The silence was deafening

When she returned the conversation had resumed, but the moment she entered the room it died down again. 

“Wait.” She stopped suddenly. A certain robotic jerkiness in her motions made her breasts shake beneath the delicate material of her dress shirt. Her nipples sent little bolts of sensation straight through to the very base of her brain stem. “Did you pee, Jamie?” 

She had been looking down at the floor, but the outrageous nature of the question made her look up her mouth agape in outrage. Instead of the mockery she expected to see in Don Antonio’s face, she found him looking back at her deathly serious, almost severe. 

“Yes.” She lowered her eyes again and corrected her disrespectful intonation. “Yes, master.” 

He nodded, and much to her consternation, so did a couple of the other men seated at the table. “Did you remember to wipe yourself?” 

Her heart was thumping with such force she barely heard his question. 

“Yes, Master,” she stammered again. She wondered if her master could detect the shame and misery in her voice. Probably not. 

“Part of being my submissive slave is learning to accept your new station in life. Ahmed is closest to you. Walk over to him and squat down a little so he can feel your pussy and make sure what you said is the truth. If he feels even a hint of urine there, I will personally spank your bottom as punishment. 

For two reasons, really. One, you are never supposed to lie to me. Ever! And two, as my slave you are responsible for keeping your body immaculate, clean, healthy, beautiful, and in top condition. Your body is my property now. Leaving yourself dirty in any way, is like soiling my house. I shall not accept it. Go on now.” 

Why was it that she didn’t even protest at the senseless and shocking demand, Jamie wasn’t sure. Was she drunk? She hadn’t had more than a sip of red wine afraid that alcohol might make its way into her breast milk. She had been hoping that Don Antonio would allow her to feed the baby before calling it a night. No. She didn’t feel the slightest bit tipsy. And yet she was lightheaded. It was as if she was in a trance as she slowly walked over to the man, as ordered, stood straight, lowered her eyes and waited. She held her breath for a few mortifying seconds and was increasingly dismayed that nothing happened. She had been hoping to get it over and done with as soon as possible. 

“Ask him to check you. Remember to be respectful, slave.”  Oh God! 

“P-please,…, please, Sir, would you mind…?” Her voice was barely above a whisper – pleading, helpless and small like that of a little girl asking for help in the street. “Please, would you mind checking to see if I am dry.” 

“Not a problem, Jamie,” the big Arab man’s voice was totally untouched by even the slightest hint of emotion. Suddenly she realized she wasn’t the first woman to undergo the shameful exposure these men were putting her through. Obviously, they knew each other well enough and had done whatever they were doing now many times before. They all seemed to have a vast and profound experience training women to submit. 

“Open your legs wider and come closer, Ms. Jamie. Lift your dress for me. 

Show me your pussy so I check the state of your propriety.” Every single word Ahmed said was like a silver bullet striking straight through Jamie’s self-esteem. But Jamie did exactly as ordered and stepped closer to the man. 

The same man with whom moments ago she had been discussing the price of real estate in suburban southern California! His big hand slowly came up, his fingers – long, thick, graceful, and enormous. 

She had been holding her breath so long that when the tip of his outstretched middle finger made the first contact and brushed up against one of her downy tufts of hair, her brain jolted with a deep, all-consuming voracious need for oxygen. Jamie whimpered and took a frightened little gasp that sounded like the whimper of a kitten in the silence of the dining room. 

“Her bush’s thick,” the man commented. Even though he was looking straight into her eyes with his big obsidian irises, and touching her intimately, Ahmed was discussing her like a prize mare with his friends and her master. 

“Are you planning on letting her keep it?” The question was meant for her master. It would be his decision whether she got to keep her soft brown triangle of maidenly curls between her legs, or not. 

“Most definitely,” Don Antonio replied. “At least for now. I’m sick and tired of this current fashion that has stuck with us for the past decade or more. 

If I wanted my women to have bold pussies, I would simply get them younger. I find the quality of pussy hair to be a trait just like the contours of the face or the firmness of her tits. I see no reason to have a slave shaved bare down below. No more than I would find the need to have her head shaved.” 

Suddenly she had stopped being a human being to these men! They were discussing her like she was some sort of overgrown, life-size Barbie doll. An object. It was horrible, offensive, despicable. And yet it resonated with something deeply primal, an animal side of her that usually lay hidden from

her conscious mind. Jamie felt her breasts grow heavy with the heat of excitement. Her nipples tightened, and her pussy throbbed, and a trickle of wetness made its way out from between her legs. It coated the man’s finger in a little jet of oily mucus, and he grinned like a wolf. 

“Uh-oh! Is that pee?” he mused, his eyes still on her. She didn’t dare look away from his face but felt her knees grow weak when she saw him take his hand and bring it up to his large aquiline nose. “Mmmm …” he growled. 

“Not pee. Or I would have had to report you to your master for spanking. 

Here taste it yourself and tell me what you think it is.” He offered the finger to Jamie’s mouth and waited for her lips to open. She accepted the large digit effortlessly closing her lips behind the finger’s first knuckle. 

Her heart was beating like as if she had just completed a 100-meter sprint. 

His finger tasted the way she knew it would – musky and slightly salty, all at the same time. Finally, he pulled out the finger with an audible pop, and she heard the men around the table chuckle. 

“Good suction.” Somebody commented. Her eyes moistened with tears, but she still didn’t dare look away from the big Arab’s glare. 

“Tell me, my dove, what is that? Is it pee? Will I have to turn you over to your master for punishment?” Ahmed purred. His breath smelled of tea and saffron. 

“It’s my discharge, Sir.” She said in a small voice, and he nodded. “Good girl. You may go back to your master now. She is wet, but you don’t have to punish her. She’s also very, very dirty,” the man added and everyone laughed. Like in a dream Jamie turned her back on him letting her skirt fall in front. A loud smack echoed in the room jolting her. The big Arab had smacked her ass in a gesture of appreciation, the stinging pain finally frightening her awake from her entranced state as she walked back to her place at the long table. 

To Jamie’s stunned amazement, the conversation resumed the moment her butt touched the seat of her chair. Jeremy asked her something about Maine. 

Evidently, they all knew she was from there originally, and she was more than happy to take that lifeline and delve into a conversation about the state of public schools there. One of Jeremy’s friends apparently was moving there, and he wanted to know about the quality of public schools in Bangor. It was so disconcerting to resume a normal conversation after what had just happened! 

“Pretty much like anywhere else, money is short for education,” she

answered the man’s query. She was actually quite well versed on the topic. 

At one point both her and John had inquired about a potential job opportunity back east. They had not been surprised to discover that public education was in dire straits and private schools were the only way that they could guarantee their young infant’s future education down the line. Happily, John’s job provided them with enough to squirrel away for Baby Brian’s school fund. 

Jamie enjoyed talking about all that and reveled in the normalcy of the conversation in comparison to her current predicament. 

She had almost completely forgotten about her imminent future when Don Antonio suddenly turned to her, smiled, and then reminded her to drink ‘lots of water.' 

“It is important to stay hydrated. Especially when a woman is lactating and given the amount of exertion you are about to experience shortly. I don’t want you to faint on us.” Jamie actually almost fainted right then but somehow managed to quell her sudden overpowering desire to jump and run. 

Instead, she merely nodded and obediently poured herself a glass of water from a large crystal carafe. The men watched as she took a sip but then her master nodded and told her to finish it all and so she did. 

If this went on much longer, Jamie knew she would have to use the facilities to relieve herself shortly again. 

Somebody asked her about her husband and what he did. Jamie realized that had that same question been asked mere hours ago, she would have gasped and blushed violently. Now, however, she didn’t bat an eye. They were asking her to discuss her husband while they were about to train her to become their submissive little whore! Then they would no doubt fuck her senseless! Answering questions about John and indulging in small talk seemed like nothing in comparison. If anything, Jamie jumped at the distraction this line of conversation offered from her own thoughts. 

“He’s in real estate.” She said wondering at the pride she detected in her own voice. She had never considered John’s job to be a source of particular pride. It was simply a means for them to secure a comfortable livelihood. 

Today, however, she felt a sense of accomplishment somehow at having secured a marriage with a financially successful man such as John. Perhaps it was the fact that she was surrounded by men who also obviously valued financial success and resourcefulness. Their point of view was rubbing off on her impressionable mind. 

“How old is he?” Inquired the broker. 

“Twenty-five. Only six years older than myself,” Jamie added and then looked down at her plate wondering why it was that she was volunteering so much information. 

“Impressive,” the man commented. “That’s quite young to have established a real estate company that is financially solid and independent. 

And you say you guys are doing well?” The man asked. 

Jamie nodded. 

“Look at the man and answer him politely, Jamie,” came Don Antonio’s soft but stern voice. 

Jamie looked up as if jolted by electricity. She saw a hint of amusement in the man’s eyes but forced herself to ignore it. “Thank you, sir. Yes, we do okay. But he’s gone for long periods of time. My husband’s company manages sales across the nation.” 

“Well, that makes sense,” the man said and took a sip of his bourbon and ice. “That seems to be the only way one is able to make a dime in the current market – spread your eggs as wide as possible.” Jamie saw him wink in the direction of her master and felt her tummy squirm with unspecified unease. 

She reached out and took a long gulp of water, her throat suddenly feeling dry, her mouth parched with anxiety. 

Don Antonio cleared his throat and motioned to the maids. They were almost done clearing the table. Only her plate remained. Jamie found herself wondering what dessert was going to be tonight. 

“Jamie, did you eat enough?” Don Antonio asked. It was a strange question, but she saw he was serious. 

“Y-yes, Master,” she replied. Her voice was somewhat uncertain never having found it necessary to pay attention to how much she ate before. Her metabolism was good, and she was young. Her body had no trouble accommodating her diet whatever its deficiencies and had quickly recovered her pre-pregnancy figure. But the excess food didn’t appear to be her master’s concern in that instance. He scowled from across the table, and Jamie wondered what was wrong. 

“I’m not so sure. I want you to try and eat some more. I want your body to have all the energy it will require not only tonight but also for the next days and weeks until we are done with your training. Trust me, being a dedicated slave in my household is a very exhausting process.” Jamie felt shivers run down her spine. 

Don Antonio nodded to one of the staff that had been demurely waiting by

Jamie’s chair to collect her plates. “Give Jamie another portion.” Don Antonio instructed, and the woman immediately hurried to comply. 

“I-I’m not hungry, sir,” Jamie tried protesting. But found her master’s face grow stern and felt herself nod in resignation submitting to the power of his stronger will. If he wanted her to eat and stuff herself, she would do it. Who was she to question Don Antonio? The moment that thought crossed her mind Jamie almost cried out loud. She was truly becoming a consummate little submissive slave if not by her actions, then at least in her mind. And this made her feel slutty and horrible and terribly excited all at the same time somehow. 

While she ate sullenly, the men softly chatted amongst each other. Her heart was once again racing, its thump-thump drowning out everything else in her ears. It was some time before she realized they were discussing whether to bring her husband over for one of her training sessions. 

 Oh dear God! 

Suddenly she felt on the cusp of a nervous breakdown and so concentrated on eating and keeping her eyes downcast at her plate. 

“We could certainly use the young man’s advice on real estate.” The broker was saying. “And I’m sure you do realize it won’t be long before the little slut’s new abilities become quite obvious. It’s not a secret she can keep much longer from her husband, no matter how dysfunctional that marriage of theirs is.” 

“Maybe,” Don Antonio replied, his voice clearly lacking commitment. “I know the little slave is listening now even though she pretends not to be.” 

Jamie blushed but continued eating. “Let me tell you that if I ever bring her husband in, it will be to serve as an example if she misbehaves and fails to please me somehow.” 

The tall Middle Eastern man laughed at that. “Exactly what I would do. I wouldn’t trust the advice of a cuckold. Ever.” 

Jamie wanted to scream. John was not a cuckold! 

Or was he? And even if he was, that didn’t necessarily exonerate him from what he had done to her. 

Jamie wrinkled her forehead and swallowed another bite of veal. She had been the one to initiate talking with Rodrigo! But Rodrigo had been apparently recruited by her husband to entrap her and prove her infidelity. 

And boy had it worked. Jamie couldn’t remember having never felt quite as lonely and trapped as she did now. 

Finally, she was done, and the maid could pick up her plates. Jamie felt like crying. 



Toilet Trained

“Have another sip of water, Jamie, and then use the facilities one last time,” the man ordered and with an audible gulp Jamie obeyed and stood up. 

She was almost all the way to the bathroom when she realized that Don Antonio had snuck up behind her! 

“Keep walking. I need to go too,” he smiled almost casually and gently but firmly placed his hand on the small of her back and pushed her in. 

The door clicked shut behind them both, and for a fraction of a second, her mind simply refused to compute what was happening. Her look of consternation didn’t seem to faze him though. He came to stand in front of the porcelain bowl and looked at her. 

“Take off your dress. I don’t want to get anything on it.” 

“But…?” Suddenly she felt imprisoned. The white tiled walls of the bathroom seemed to be closing in on her. 

“Do you want me to spank you?” 

She shook her head but still didn’t move. Her body simply refused. Don Antonio let out a sigh. 

“You probably don’t know what to make of it. Do you, little bird?” A sudden note of tenderness crept into his voice. She shook her head still not trusting herself to speak. “As you have noticed, I have a rather large staff here at home. You may not quite realize it yet, but I have other girls to warm my bed and satisfy my needs other than yourself. I’m sure a smart woman like you knows that you are neither the first nor will be the last of my little concubines. But as it happens, I am training you for a very specific duty in my household. That of a body slave.” 

He turned and was now facing her. Jamie felt her body start to tremble and it was with some gratitude that she leaned into his hand that came to hold her gently by the neck. 

“Do you know what a body slave is, pretty one?” 

“No, Master.” She wasn’t sure she wanted to know. 

“That’s okay,” he said. “Don’t blame yourself. It as a lost art in modern times. In the past men of power and affluence would take a young girl into their household to help them with their bath, toilet and warm their beds during the night. Nowadays this kind of mistress has fallen out of fashion. 

But it so happens that I truly enjoy having a beautiful, devoted woman who is also intelligent and knowledgeable tend to my needs.” 

As he spoke his left hand came to gently caress her breast hefting her

increasingly engorged and excited tit through the sparse cloth of her garment. 

Jamie blinked back at him still trying to comprehend what it was exactly that he wanted from her. Wasn’t getting fucked by him enough? What more could he possibly want? 

His thumb worked itself up across her chin to play with her lips that she gently parted. 

“Oh, my sweetheart. You blush so innocently.” His finger snuck into her mouth and pressed down on her tongue. Instinctively her mouth watered. And she swallowed. “Shhh… There’s nothing to be ashamed of, sweetheart. I love the way you blush. Maybe it will make it easier if you think about the way you behave with your husband. You’re a married woman. Tell me, when you are in the shower, doesn’t he sometimes happen to walk into the bathroom and use the toilet?” 

Jamie silently nodded. 

She thought it was uncanny how Don Antonio had just mentioned one of her husband’s idiosyncrasies that she found particularly frustrating. When she was in the shower, John would inevitably saunter over and use the toilet that was just adjacent to her shower stall. He would do it almost every day. 

Maybe because she had an inordinately sensitive sense of smell, she was always able to detect the scent. She would try to mask it by using heavily perfumed body washes and shampoos. The ploy seldom worked and she always could tell by the time her husband was done peeing. 

Don Antonio’s thumb pressed in, and she felt him possessively move it back and forth in her mouth. “I am no psychologist, but it is not very different, what you’ll be doing for me. Men like me enjoy having a young willing submissive like yourself partake in their most intimate tasks. For example, you will shave me and like now for example – unzip me and hold my prick until I urinate.” Don Antonio’s eyes which until now had been riveted on her, flitted back in the direction of the dining room. “I know it is your first time serving me that particular way, but you better get a jump on it. 

It is impolite to keep our guests waiting.” He seemed on the verge of telling her more as if he was about to confide something. “Let me tell you, my friends there, they are all very powerful men, as you probably guessed already. The dark-skinned dude, Ahmed. I really want to impress him. 

Perhaps you can help me? I will be extra grateful if you do.” Don Antonio smiled and then kissed her on the nose. 

Don Antonio’s voice reacquired a note of steel and Jamie stepped forward

and still not quite understanding what it was that a body slave was supposed to do felt for the fly of his pants and proceeded to pull the zipper down. 

“Don’t worry about the belt right now. We are in a hurry,” he winked, and she suddenly felt hot. She caught a reflection of herself in the mirrors and saw the way the lights reflected off the sheen of perspiration that covered her blushing skin. 

Jamie snuck her hand into the small pocket which she had unveiled in the front of his pants and carefully wiggled her fingers through the slit of his underwear, around his cock and guided it out. Her master’s manhood wasn’t fully erect but still felt hot and heavy in Jenny’s hand as she directed its slit towards the porcelain bowl. 

Her entire body felt hot as she waited for her master to begin peeing. It was the most intimate she had ever been with him. She had never been that intimate with any man, actually. Holding his penis, while he urinated, felt orders of magnitude more personal than any of the things she had done the night before. Here she was naked, barefoot and blushing crimson, holding a man’s penis as he had ordered her to do. 

 A man who is not my husband! 

Finally, a powerful yellow jet promptly burst forth, and Jamie gasped audibly. It had caught her by surprise, ridiculous as that was. She closed her eyes in embarrassment for a moment but then open them again. Suddenly she was afraid that she might misdirect the stream out of the toilet and anger her master. She bit her lip as she stood there and cast an uneasy glance up at him. 

He met her curious glance and smirked back at her. 

“Don’t make a mess, slave. You don’t want to go back there and have your tits whipped right at the start.” She whimpered but concentrated on her task. 

It was a long while before he was done and for a moment Jamie wondered in panic what to do with the last droplet that seemed perched at his tip. “Take a piece of toilet paper. Wipe the head and arrange me back in.” He put his hands in his pocket and fished out a small cigarette that he then lit. Jamie’s mind was a whirlwind, and she simply did as told. 

“In the future I want you to have the piece of toilet paper, and after you have wiped me, you will gently kiss the tip. I want you to demonstrate how much you’re taking to heart your service to me. Remember what I said earlier

– my cock is the center of your universe from now on. You better get used to that as soon as you can.” 

“Yes, Master.” 

Jamie zippered him up, put her dress back on, and was just about ready to follow him out when she felt his hand on her shoulder. “Don’t you have to pee too?” She had forgotten all about it. 

“Yes, I-I’m sorry,” she stammered stupidly feeling like a moron. 

“That’s okay,” he said. 

And then he bent forward and kissed her. 

He took her breath away, and she felt suddenly terribly lost. Don Antonio’s lips were demanding – masterful, soft and possessing. Jamie surrendered and opened her mouth and accepted him with all her heart. She swooned in his lavish attention. Only Rodrigo had come close to kissing her like that. But this man took charge of her lips and tongue like somebody who already knew all her secrets and most intimate thoughts. Regardless of all the evidence to the contrary, Jamie felt totally safe with him. He kept kissing her for a long time, and she found her knees growing weak. Jamie sensed his cock press up through his pants and brush against her belly where she had pushed into him as he embraced her strongly. When he finally relented and moved back, her lips felt hot and bruised, and she was breathless.  And very, very wet.  Suddenly Jamie couldn’t wait to do more than simply kiss her master. 

“Good girl,” he said and gently pinched her cheek. “Hurry now and do your stuff. They’ve been waiting long enough.” 

Before leaving the bathroom, he turned and gently slapped her on the butt. 

A gesture both paternalistic and deeply possessive, it made her entire being reverberate with sexual tension, and it was all she could do to stop herself from pushing her nakedness back at him, pleading him to stay. 

 To stay and fuck her. 

The door closed behind him with a familiar clicking sound. With a deep sigh, Jamie, sat on the commode and attempted to force herself to gather her wits. She had just helped a man, not any man but her  master, urinate! He had just informed her that he apparently wanted her to become something called a body slave! Whatever that meant. 

Jamie could hear the men talking in the other room. She wondered what else would happen to her tonight? Would they rape her? Could she even consider it a rape? She strongly doubted it. And if she doubted it herself, how could she ever hope to convince anyone else that she wasn’t here voluntarily? 

At what point today had her submission to the powerful drug lord morphed into something consensual? 

Any of the events which had happened to her had been staggering and horrible in isolation. But taken in aggregate, they all amounted to nothing less than a total and unmitigated disaster. Something ruinous, something from which no young woman could ever hope to fully recover. And Jamie was not someone without a future. She had ambitions and connections. She came from a good family, and at only nineteen, still planned to go to college, once she was done nursing and baby Brian was old enough to be handed off to a nanny. She didn’t want for money or safety in her life. She was a young woman with options in her future, her obviously cheating husband notwithstanding. 

More troubling then John’s obvious lies was the fact that she wasn’t even being forced to do any of the things these dangerous men wanted her to do. 

Maybe it was the way Don Antonio looked at her, but Jamie felt certain that she could simply walk out of that bathroom, make her way to the front entrance, open the door, and leave. And she was sure nobody would even try to stop her. She knew it with the same certainty with which she knew that she would never report any of them to the police. But she also knew that she couldn’t do it. Too much had happened these last couple of days and weeks. 

She simply couldn’t see herself going back to her normal, sanitized, boring existence. 

This realization was what scared her most of all. Jamie sighed and flushed the toilet. She stood up, wiped herself and proceeded to fix her makeup. One last look in the mirror, to make sure her hair was presentable, she squared her shoulders and opened the door. Four men were waiting for her to do their bidding. 

This time, when she made it back to the dining room, they didn’t even let her speak. She had just reached her place at the table and was about to ask if she could see baby Brian one last time before doing whatever it was that they wanted her to do, when her master interrupted her. Don Antonio raised one finger in the air and Jamie immediately knew to stay silent. 

“Take off your clothes, slave.” He commanded . It was about to begin. 

“Did Matilda give you an enema as I told her to?” 

“Yes, she did,” Jamie answered glumly. 

She was now barefoot and holding the top and skirt she had just taken off in one hand. She kept her hands down by her side. 

“Good,” Don Antonio said. Jamie noticed the men had been served drinks and cocktails. A couple of them were smoking as they watched Don Antonio

proceed with the ritual of her claiming. “Was that your first enema? Or have you had enemas before?” Don Antonio and a couple of the men had pushed their seats back from the table and crossed their legs glaring at Jamie’s hapless blushing form where she stood not far from the door. Her knees were shaking and she felt completely at their mercy. 

“No, I never, I’ve never had an enema before, Master.” She cleared her throat. The confidence she had been feeling initially as she had made up her mind to serve Don Antonio just moments ago in the bathroom, had completely left her when he had made her undress in front of his guests. 

She observed her master look calmly around the table. She wondered what he was thinking. The men were silent, their eyes drinking in her nakedness. 

“Jamie, my pretty little flower, tonight I will fuck you for the first time in your pussy. I will make you cry in pleasure and in pain. After that you will be mine forever. Do you understand what I’m saying? Once you accept my seed up your belly, you and I will have joined our destinies by that experience. 

You may call me superstitious, but I’m very different from any of the cabrones you have been with so far in your young life. I attach significant weight to that first fuck. When a woman opens her legs for the first time and offers her most precious center to me, there will be no going back after that. 

After tonight you will do everything and anything I say. Is that okay with you?” 

That was it, Jamie realized. This was the moment when she could beg relief and Don Antonio would set her free. The silence grew loud in her ears and she looked up worried that her master would be angry with her indecision. Much to her astonishment his eyes only shone with an interest and curiosity back at her. She looked around the table and was further surprised to see that that not one of the men harbored any obvious hostility as far as she could tell. They all appeared to be amused. Again, she got the distinct impression this wasn’t the first time they witnessed the subjugation of a submissive naked white young suburban wife from a well-to-do family. 

Jamie’s eyes came back to meet her master’s stern gaze. 

“I-I do agree to do everything you tell me, Master.”  Oh, God, why! Oh why?  she heard her inner voice scream and bit her lip to silence herself. 

There was silence for almost one full minute and then Don Antonio nodded once. “Tonight each one of us will have you do something for them. 

In return you will receive a gift. Four gifts in total, one from every man you serve.” 

 Oh Lord! 



Mastered



“Come closer.” Jamie took a deep breath and stepped forward. It was with undeniable relief that she felt her master’s large hand gently come to caress her cheek. 

“My poor little dove. So afraid…” He whispered. “First you will pick one of my friends here to be your chaperone tonight. Think of it as a wedding of sorts. He will accompany you on every one of your tasks. Feel free to ask the man you choose anything and everything you want to know about tonight’s ritual. His job is not only to assist you through these moments of tribulation, but also to prepare your body for its submission. He will use special oils on your pussy and elsewhere in an effort to make your experience, and mine, that much more agreeable.” Her master’s hand was so big that now that it had come to cup her chin it almost enveloped the entire lower part of her face. 

Jamie sniffled. 

“Shhhhh. Little one, why don’t you go ahead and pick the man who is to rub oil into your pussy and prepare you tonight.” Jamie felt her face being turned sideways to gaze at the men who returned her look with stares of their own. 

“Who do you choose?” 

For a long horrible minute, Jamie felt everything grow gray. She was on the cusp of fainting. With a supreme effort she gulped down her panic, took a deep breath, squared her shoulders and looked up to meet the gaze of the tall Arab man with the fierce dark eyes. 

“I, I choose Mr. Ahmed,” she heard herself say. The olive-skinned Middle Eastern man nodded, but other than that his face betrayed precious little of his inner thoughts. 

“Very wise choice, my dear. Mr. Ahmed, as you call him, is in fact Sheikh Sultan bin Rashid bin Akbar bin Abdulmohammed the IIIrd. He is deeply familiar with the proper way of treating a pretty young little thing like yourself. You are to call him  Sir from now on. In fact, you are to address that same way any and every man you meet from now on, whether you are in my presence or not. Only your husband John is exempt from that rule, if, and when, you meet him again.” 

Jamie’s head swam with emotional overload and she stumbled backwards. 

If it were not for Don Antonio’s strong hands which guided her into his lap, she would have fallen. “Shhhh, little one. It’s okay. Everything is okay. I

have you,” he whispered softly nuzzling his face into the nape of her neck. 

“Look at all these men. Don’t be troubled. They are here because I asked them to be.” Jamie felt her master’s words bring her a measure of much-needed solace that she greatly appreciated. She leaned in closer into Don Antonio’s chest. 

“Look at them. You know what these men are doing right now, Jamie?” 

Again Jamie looked around the table and then back at her master. 

“No, Master.” 

“They’re admiring you,” he smiled. “They’re wondering how is it that and old codger like me is able to land himself a juicy morsel like you. Say it ain’t so, boys,” he grinned at the men. Jamie saw the men chuckle. She set a little straighter now. 

“Yes, Jamie, they are all very jealous right now. They don’t think I deserve yet another pretty devoted submissive young female like yourself. Do you think they are right?” 

“I…,” Don Antonio’s question caught Jamie by surprise. She was going to say she wasn’t sure but then stopped herself. She didn’t want to offend her master. But more than that, neither of these men had claimed her. Fate had delivered her to Don Antonio – and no one else. Of course, he was the only one who deserved her. 

“Of course, you are the only one who deserves me, Sir. You are my Master.” The firmness in her own voice surprised Jamie. She heard sharp intakes of breath all around the table. She saw Don Antonio’s eyebrows arch. 

He was bemused but also curious. He hadn’t been expecting his little slave-in-training to be quite so set in her opinions. 

“I guess we’ll see how deep your convictions run in just a minute.” 

“Yes, Master,” she said quietly and looked down at her knees. 

“So I wanted to ask you,” he relaxed back in his seat and smiled coldly. 

“How did you like the first enema of your life, Jamie?” She shot him an offended look. She shook her head. 

“I didn’t like it one bit, Master.” 

“That’s okay. They’re not fun. Especially at the beginning it does seem like a painful waste of time. Believe me when I say, it will start feeling better the more often you do them. It probably hurt especially bad this afternoon. 

After all didn’t I fuck your ass for the first time just last night?” Jamie was mortified. 

“Yes, Master, you did.” She didn’t want to think about the implications of

what he was saying and so merely nodded and kept looking down at her toes. 

“Do you know why I had you get an enema today, Jamie?” She looked up at him pleadingly hoping against hope that he would not make her say it out loud. She felt ashamed beyond belief having to explain such intimate details in front of these men. But her master’s face showed no hint of pity. 

“No, don’t worry,” he smiled and she couldn’t help but shiver at the evil glint that Jamie saw reflected in his dark eyes. “You won’t be taken up the ass tonight. That is not the reason Matilda gave you an enema. The reason is quite simple – I don’t want you to soil yourself if you happen to pass out when I take your pussy. Believe me when I say that it has happened before and I cannot stand the embarrassment.” Jamie almost fainted right then and there. Her whole body swayed and her knees felt rubbery even though she was sitting in her master’s lap. 

“Shhhhhh, my beautiful little slave" Don Antonio whispered in her ear and hugged her tightly into his chest. “You will do just fine, I know it.” 

Jamie closed her eyes contentedly and listened to his big heart as he resumed the conversation they had obviously been having before she came into the room. Something about surface-to-air missiles, but her mind simply wouldn’t pay any attention to the words. As Don Antonio stroked her hair and talked with his guests, she relaxed and put her right arm around his neck and huddled into him. She could feel his warm breath wash across her bosom as he spoke. It made the skin of her breasts tingle and her nipples grow hard like little muscles twitching with every heartbeat. 

Then the conversation seemed to end and Don Antonio’s hands came to gently play with her breasts. Jamie took a deep breath and forced her mind to relax. She knew what he wanted from her and she was eager to please him. 

She wanted to let her milk drop for him, make it easy to suckle on her. She counted silently backward from ten and by the time she reached three she felt his lips latch on and a wave of warmth and love washed across her body as she felt her breast begin to release its sweet nectar. 

Her eyes were closed but when she opened them she saw the men had each being given a tall glass of white milk, and they were drinking hungrily. She guessed it was her milk that Matilda had extracted with the pump earlier in the day. They were all taking sips and smiling. They were drinking her milk while her master was nursing at her breast. Suddenly she felt possessive of herself feeling indignant that the master had chosen to share something so private with his friends. And then she thought about how even though he had

shared her milk, he had kept her breasts for himself. She hugged him tighter. 

She felt his hunger as he eagerly suckled on her. Jamie’s pussy responded growing wetter than ever as her master’s right hand gently massaged her tit hefting it, encouraging her flow while his other hand which had been cradling her across the back was now gently fondling her quim. 

Jamie sighed and without thinking spread her legs enjoying his caress. 

Soon her master was done with the breast closest to him and without missing a beat she moved a fraction and he began suckling from her other side. The sensations were tremendous and she was on the cusp of a climax when her lusts were cut short when her master was finally done. He gave her one last quick peck atop her well exercised nipple and much to her disappointment let go of his purchase between her legs. Darn! She had been so close. 

Still, the recent experience had left her enjoying a delicious afterglow. Don Antonio mumbled something in Spanish and kissed his way up her bosom across her chest lavishing his love along her neck. He nuzzled her chin and then kissed her on the mouth. She melted into him tasting her own lingering aroma on his tongue. He pulled back a little, "Good girl," he smiled and then resumed kissing her. Her entire body curled into him her mind completely oblivious to the stark nakedness she was displaying as she hugged her owner. 

The tall Middle Eastern man said something in his language and sounds of approval greeted his words. 

“Ahmed likes that you haven't succumbed to what he considers to be the Western whorish trend of marking your body with tattoos," Don Antonio explained. Jamie looked up at him dreamy eyed. "Um, thank you, Sir." 

The fact that she didn’t have any tattoos was mostly her father's achievement. Right now, Jamie tried not to think of how five years ago, when she was still in junior high she had almost succumbed. Everybody was doing it. Her dad, the old Navy commander that he was, had gotten wind of her pending appointment at the tattoo parlor the next day from her mom and had grounded her for a month. Now Jamie thought it supremely ironic that her father’s efforts to bring up a chaste and modest daughter had resulted in the Arab slaver’s appreciation. It occurred to her that they were both about the same age. 

"You're shivering. Are you cold?" Don Antonio asked. 

She shook her head, "No, Master. Just memories.” Her master looked her straight in the eyes. It felt as if he was probing her very soul. 

"You will tell me someday won’t you?" 

“If you wish, Master,” she said softly wondering how it would make her feel telling her owner about her chaste upbringing and modest parents. 

Don Antonio smiled. Jamie could tell her master was proud with her efforts to please him. “You just gave me immense pleasure, putita. You fed me and I want to give you something in return. As I promised, tonight you shall receive gifts from all of us, every time you please us.” 

He looked down between them and she felt as if his eyes were like hands on her nipples. "Your breasts are so hot with excitement, I can see how hard your nipples have gotten.” He reached out and flicked them and she gasped. 

He looked up. “Was that painful?” 

“No, it's just the…” Jamie inhaled sharply searching for the correct word to accurately describe the feeling, “it felt unusual.” He flicked her again. And then he did again. Her whole body tensed, even her toes. She could feel the men behind her rearrange themselves. Don Antonio repositioned her in his lap so that his guests could now look as he hefted her firm round breasts. She closed her eyes and was grateful that Don Antonio allowed her that smidgen of privacy as the men admired her wide areolas that were dark red and engorged with excitement upon which her nipples sat fat and heavy. Her belly was taut and descended sweetly to her loins. All was on display as Don Antonio gently washed his hands across her abdomen. Jamie gave a little jump as he ran his palm down between her legs capturing her delicious pudenda. His grip tightened possessively and she hissed in anticipation of pain but he let go and ran his hand across her thigh and returned it up to her chest again. 

“I want you to put on these,” he said. “They are my first gift for you tonight.” She opened her eyes and saw he was holding two gleaming heavily ornamented golden discs. They both had holes in the middle and intricate designs along the sides. “Fasten them to your nipples by rotating the two halves until the hole at the center narrows itself around your nipple and traps it. It might cause you a little discomfort at first. But I promise you it will not cause you permanent harm or pain.” 

Jamie didn’t even think of protesting. She felt obligated to do as told by the note of caring in her master’s voice. She took one of the odd pieces of jewelry and placed it on top of her areola. The object felt heavy in her hand and she guessed it was probably made of solid gold and silver. She pressed her nipple that had obligingly engorged through the small hole in the center of the disc until it popped out on the other side. She discovered that the

jewelry was almost like another areola encircling the center of her breast. 

Jamie inhaled sharply and rotated the discs narrowing the radius of the hole around her nipple. 

“A little tighter, baby slave," commanded her master and she obeyed sucking in air through her clenched teeth. It felt strange, heavy, cold and constantly pinching at her nipple sending bolts of sensation coursing through her breasts all the way to her pussy. “Good. Now the other.” 

Soon her breasts quivered with the added weight of her new shiny jewelry. 

Only the very tips of her nipples poked through the metal that encircled them like a crown. They were like little buttons of flesh and she watched mesmerized when her master reached and playfully pressed on them. She gasped. “How does that feel?” 

“I-I don't know… like something out of this world,” she whispered. 

“Good.” He kissed her on the lips and then playfully tapped her butt. 

“Stand now.” 

“Is she on the pill?” It was the voice of the tall brooding man, Mike Jamie thought his name was. The question caught her by complete surprise. It wasn't her fertile time of the month, of that she was certain. She had taken her monthly dosage of contraceptive some weeks ago and was fairly confident that she was safe now. But why would the man be inquiring about such a thing? She looked up at her master and saw anger in his face. He was staring at the man and she realized he hadn’t been planning on discussing that with them just yet. Don Antonio didn't even bother replying but flicked his fingers on the floor and Jamie knew it was her signal to kneel between his legs. 

She did as told and looked up at him questioningly. Her master snuck out of his shoes and then nodded. “Take off my pants. You know what to do, puta,” he growled the anger morphing into short clipped words as he sat himself forward and opened his thighs wide. "Take my pants and shorts down. You will get me hard and ready. But first I want you to spend some time licking all around.” 

"Yes, Master." She had already had him in her mouth this morning. Jamie licked her lips, her mind already recalling his taste, his scent, the consistency and feel of him. She fumbled with his belt, her fingers trembling as she unbuckled him and then struggled to pull off his trousers. He lifted himself up and she repeated the process unveiling his cock that bounced free and proud. The men behind her made remarks but mercifully they were all in foreign languages as she pulled his pants free of his feet folded them and

obediently stood to place them on a chair nearby. 

As she walked back to kneel between her master’s widely splayed thighs Jamie realized that in less than twenty-four hours she had already given this man who until yesterday had been a stranger, three blowjobs. This was one more than the total number of blowjobs she had ever gifted her husband this year! Jamie reached out and cupped the heavy testicles before her with one hand and hefted the proud member with her other. Her hand seemed grotesquely tiny in comparison to the length and girth of her master’s shaft. 

She swallowed.  The center of my universe!  Her mouth watered even as her pussy throbbed. 

“I think it is superhot how hard she tries to please you,” it was the voice of the stockbroker, the one that had so politely asked her about real estate earlier. 

“Sometimes they are that way,” her master was gently caressing her face as she did the same with his cock and balls. “Those that are eager at first inevitably panic in time. It takes sometimes days and even months until they realize that their situation will be permanent, for life. Then they attempt to rebel. But that is why I have Matilda. She knows how to put peace in the mind of slaves who have gone crazy with anxiety. Isn’t that right, sweetheart,” he bent forward and she looked up and offered her lips for him to kiss. “You will be a good slave for your master. But everything in its own time.” 

“Yes, Master.” 

“Does your little dominatrix whip them to help them understand?” 

“Sometimes,” Don Antonio leaned back and indicated that Jamie was to fill her mouth with his cock. She obediently complied. “Sometimes pain is required, sometimes pleasure. Usually she does both.” 

“How is it that Matilda knows so much about training slaves? She’s so young herself.” Jamie recognized the booming voice of the tall man from Minnesota. 

“She’s the daughter of a very good friend of mine. Somebody who comes from a long line of masters and mistresses. Let’s just say that knowledge is steeped into her very genes.” Don Antonio closed his eyes his hands gently playing with Jamie’s curls atop her head. 

Jamie heard and understood everything they said despite her lugubrious mind. She kissed her master’s cock, open mouthed and eager right across the tip, where his slit was. Then she began covering his length with little pecks of

love. She went slow and easy, aiming to please. She decided that she would not break. She would not suffer a breakdown of the kind Don Antonio was talking about. She did not want to suffer whatever torments the little spitfire Matilda would dish out in that case. She knew that the girl even though about the same age as herself appeared to be vastly more experienced in both pleasure and pain and knew infinitely more about diverse sadistic ways to inflict those feelings upon her hapless victims. Worse yet, Matilda seemed to enjoy being a little sadist. Jamie promised herself that she would never give the little bitch the pleasure of trying her craft on her. Not if she could help it. 

Jamie could feel her nipples tingle as blood rushed to their tips where they were constrained by the metal discs holding them tight. She diligently washed her master’s shaft with her tongue, suckled on it gently and then took it in her mouth. She kept her lips tightly pressed around it and began moving her head up and down taking as much as she could all the way back to her throat. After a few minutes of wet slurping, apparently dissatisfied with the depth of her penetration, her master’s hand that had been idly resting on her head suddenly tightened and forced her head down on him, thrusting the tip of his cock well past the opening of her throat. 

He held it there for a couple of seconds and then relaxed back again letting her resume her motions. Jamie learned from this lesson and began sinking her head all the way down each time until her nose pressed up against his harsh pubic hairs. She kept at it for a long while doing all the work. She diligently opened her throat every time his cock needed to push through and then made it tighten again as she dragged herself back off it. Occasionally Don Antonio released a soft sigh but that was the only sign of pleasure that he allowed himself to communicate. That and his proud manhood. 

Then suddenly he groaned and Jamie took that to be a sign that he wanted her to increase her pace. She whimpered and diligently complied yet again. 

But suddenly he took her head in his hands and strongly lifted it up and off his cock which came out of her throat with a loud and very embarrassing popping sound. 

“Not in your throat tonight, putita. Tonight, I will flood your womb instead.” 

She looked wide-eyed at him her face flushed and covered with the sweat of her efforts. “Yes, Master.” Her voice sounded hoarse from the battering her vocal cords had just received. Don Antonio’s words immediately triggered something not unlike a low-voltage to pass straight into her pussy. 

If it wasn’t for his strong hands that held her up by the neck, Jamie wasn’t sure if her knees would have been able to take her weight. 

She noticed that one of the elderly ladies from the serving staff had reappeared by her master’s side holding a silver tray in her hands. The woman was somewhat flustered and diligently did her best to divert her eyes keeping them firmly down on her tray as she held it up. On it were two white pills and a glass of water with ice. 

“Take that before we start.” 

“What is it?” 

Jamie didn’t see the smack but felt it as her master’s open palm struck her breast. Her breast which only moments before had been the source of such deep pleasure suddenly became the epicenter of agony. She opened her mouth to scream but her shock froze her vocal chords and all that was heard was a helpless little mewling sound. 

“No questions, putita. It is important that you trust me if you want to remain a slave in my household. You need to accept that I have your best interests at heart. I shall never harm you.” 

 The irony!  God, does he even realize, thought Jamie as her vision misted with tears. She looked around the room for support but all she saw were the three men hungrily drinking cold glasses filled with her milk. With trembling fingers, she fumbled for the pills and brought them to her mouth. They tasted bitter as she hurried to wash them down with the ice-cold water. 

“You’re a slave. Tonight, I will fuck your pussy. Given that this is the first time, we will do it on the floor. Lie down by the fireplace.” Jamie whimpered and followed the man who she increasingly thought of as her owner as he took her by the arm and led her to the spot where their union was apparently to be consummated. 

Despite the terror, Jamie felt her passion rising. There was still a small part of her that wanted to revolt against this brutal manhandling of her person but overwhelming it were the rest of her soul and body that eagerly craved her master’s cock like nothing else she had ever wanted in her life. 

Jamie now understood the effect of the conditioning she had been made to endure during the past hours. She was genuinely looking forward to being fucked! It was an honor. She had earned it – a reward for taking Don Antonio’s cock down her throat and submitting to the innumerable humiliations she had endured since she had met that horrible man. 

She knelt and then lay back on the floor that felt cold and foreign against

her skin. She turned her head to look at the looming fireplace and saw that the marble tiles here were grimy with footprints. Perhaps it was only appropriate: She was a whore. She was going to be fucked on the dirty floor, and she was looking forward to it! 

She started crying. Her master who had undressed completely and positioned his entire body on top of Jamie’s much smaller one leaned in, closed his eyes and breathed in the scent of her fear. He then proceeded to gently cover her forehead and temples with his kisses tasting the salt of her tears. “Shush, shush, little one. You did well so far. You will be my beautiful whore.” 

Her crying intensified and he gently nuzzled her. Don Antonio waited giving her the time he knew she needed. 

Jamie felt lost. Racked by sobs, she felt her body vibrate against the heavy weight of her master. She wondered if he knew why she was crying because she herself wasn’t sure. Was it because she was cheating on her husband? 

Her lying, cheating husband? Or, was it because she enjoyed it so much? So many questions, so many choices… And then she realized that the freedom that this man offered her was the acceptance of his will over hers. It was the freedom of captivity, the freedom a slave enjoyed to not make decisions. 

Her sobs quieted down and her master felt the change as it washed across her soft naked body that he had sandwiched against the cold hard floor. 

“That’s it, baby,” Don Antonio murmured. “That’s it. Just let go. Let yourself go. Those pills you swallowed, they will help you with that. I want you to have no barriers tonight. I want you to cry yourself out for me. Feel everything. Every pain, every joy your body experiences must come out in the open for me to see and accept. This time, this fuck will be forever memorable. Especially for you. You will never forget it. Even after the bruising heels and time goes by, your soul will forever carry the scars of tonight.” 

Jamie whimpered helplessly and he kissed the tip of her nose and smiled. 

He placed his arms framing her beautiful face. It was a picture of distress. He kissed her eyes sucking her tears away. “I took similar pills. They will make me get bigger and last longer but it is important that the slave’s first true coupling with her master be something formidable for her. Even if I ever let you be independent from me again we will forever stay linked by this experience. I am a harsh man and my lovemaking is that way too.” 

Jamie hiccupped staring up at him like a deer caught in the headlights of

his gaze. 

She felt him move between her legs and felt her own moisture trickle out over his tip that he then masterfully rubbed along her loins thumping the outside of her wet lips. 

Then his broad cockhead started its brutal push into her. 

It felt pitiless. But also, mind-numbingly good. 

His hands moved down to cup her ass. Jamie groaned when she felt his broad prick slide through her gateway.  He was so BIG!  Suddenly panic squeezed at her chest. She was too small for him. Even after having given birth less than four months ago, she was tight again. Her lackluster love life with John didn’t help matters. 

“You’re nice and very tight, Jamie. Like a glove. I know you recently gave birth. I see no scar. Tell me, when was the last time your husband or Rodrigo fucked you?” Through tears Jamie looked up to see Don Antonio’s broad dark features above her. The scar across his cheek was clearly defined, his eyes – like two glowing ambers, he was the picture of power and concentration as he hovered over his hapless slave. 

“I am… John and I made love just this Thursday night before he left…

And Rodrigo – he didn’t have a chance,” she whispered. Don Antonio smiled. 

“Your husband must have a tiny dick indeed.” 

The girl whimpered and he felt her tighten around his head where its tip lay buried in her hotness. Don Antonio felt inexplicable compassion fill his heart. This girl was about to become his slave. She would never be the innocent little suburban housewife ever again. In her passion-addled eyes he saw a deepness he suddenly decided he wanted to preserve. Yes, he would cause her pain tonight, and many nights after that. But Jamie had so much more to offer than the simple delight of being claimed. Instinctively Don Antonio sensed this untapped depth could be summoned via the gift of pleasure. Jamie had a deep soul. Like a slumbering goddess, he knew exactly how to awaken her. He reached between their bodies and gently searched out her button of delight. It was easy to find: swollen and hot even though covered by her lush pudenda, he felt it jutting up like a hot little bean. 

Jamie’s eyes rolled back in her head. He began to gently glide his fingers again and again over the slick bud. Something deep and primal roared to life behind Jamie’s bellybutton. Suddenly the discomfort of her master’s cock stopped being unpleasant but became delicious instead. Jamie felt her pelvis

spasm up from the ground, a tiny whimper of shame filling the room. Don Antonio felt it and gently persevered forward embedding another inch of himself into her wonderful heat. 

Jamie lifted her head to peer down over her full breasts between their bodies. Whatever he had said about the pills he had taken had to be true. He felt thick, much wider than she remembered him just moments ago, in her mouth. Jenny could feel her walls expand to make room and this, in turn brought back memories of childbirth. Her entire body started vibrating. 

Don Antonio smiled down on his little victim. He allowed her to guide the first moments of their intercourse as he restrained himself to simply lavishing attentions on her clit. The little nubbin of femininity stood up like a small cock eager and aroused like a bean of hotness unveiled from the protection of its hood. He looked up and grinned at his friends who had moved their chairs and were now sitting around the couple on the floor. They smiled approvingly and he could see the spastic envy in their eyes. He looked down and marveled at the contrast of Jamie’s conflicting emotions as they washed one after another across her expressive face glowing with her youth and excitement. 

It was plain she didn’t want to feel turned on and yet it was also obvious how eager she was to please her master. She felt an all-consuming carnal desire for the man who had suddenly come to dominate all aspects of her life so completely. 

Don Antonio considered himself skilled in giving both pleasure and retribution to the hapless victims who came within his grasp. But what he loved above all else was that initial moment of breaking a new girl in. He looked down and saw that new tears had materialized along the beautiful young mother’s high cheekbones. He kissed them away enjoying her long eyelashes as they fluttered against his face like trapped butterflies. Jamie bit her lip and he could see the utter vulnerability in her eyes. Just then her blush deepened. He had been moving steadily forward and she felt him bump against her cervix. Her eyes flew open in amazement and in them he could see how empty her mind suddenly felt. 

“Please…” 

He smiled. “Please what, slave?” 

“Please fuck me, master. Please be gentle, sir.” She was so close to the edge she could feel the gaping chasm of the dark precipice looming, about to swallow her. 

 

Possessed



Jamie felt suddenly as full as she had ever been in her life, other than her pregnancy. This felt equally glorious but for entirely the wrong reasons which made her that much more ashamed, but also humiliatingly excited. 

Within instants, she was on the brink of an explosive climax. 

“Aaaaaaahhhhhh! Mmmmmmmmgh! Master, that feels so goooooood, Oh my God!” 

Don Antonio paused giving the girl the moments he felt she deserved. 

Moments to enjoy herself. “Aghhhh!… Oooooh!” With a wonderful mewling little sound he felt her tummy tighten like an accordion closing in on itself squeezing like a glove around his generous presence and then he saw her cum. 

Blissful, divine release! Jamie felt her eyes roll back into her head, her muscles tighten and her entire body writhed and shivered as one. She soared. 

Heat like a supernova bloomed deep behind her navel where she spasmed around her master’s thick manhood, her entire body squirming, massaging, rubbing him as he lay deep inside. 

Don Antonio marveled at the girl as she wiggled beneath him. The spectacle was totally worth every cent of his infinite fortune and every single hour he had devoted to getting what he had now – total control over the gorgeous goddess beneath him. It was the epitome of an erotic sight, this beautiful young mother writhing impaled on his shaft, her entire body covered in a translucent sheen of sweat, her beautiful mouth gasping for oxygen, her gorgeous bejeweled breasts shivering like beautiful globes atop her chest, her entire skin flushed with the loveliness of her excitement. 

He gave her a few moments to slowly start coming down from her high. 

Then he leaned in and brushed his nose playfully against hers. “Look at me, Jamie,” Don Antonio said. 

Immediately her eyes shot wide open. She gazed up at him, his face a mixture of severity and compassion that made her want to keep looking there. 

He waited patiently until Jamie took the breath she needed to calm herself. 

He wanted her to enjoy her orgasm fully before he claimed her the way he intended. He was going to cause her severe discomfort, pain even, there was no doubt about that. 

She was like a virgin to his lovemaking, and that was one of the main reasons he had waited to claim her vaginally until the last moment. He

considered fucking a woman there the most a man could ever do to truly claim and possess a woman and made it a point to lose all abandon. Don Antonio waited until Jamie’s body finally went limp. He reached around her head and lifted her up to give her a deep hot kiss. 

Jamie responded passionately her entire being awash with the most pleasurable feelings she had ever experienced. For a moment she even hoped that this would be it, that there would be no pain, no need for further sacrifice on her part. 

“You feel okay, baby slave?” Don Antonio stroked her cheek. She felt him deep in her – rock hard, immovable and clearly far from having lost control of himself. Jamie found it difficult to enunciate words and so merely nodded. 

“Uhuh,” despite the fact that she had never before had more than one orgasm in one night she found her hips angling up towards him, her body craving him to begin moving inside of her. His smile was somehow both welcoming and sad. Why was he sad she wondered? 

“That’s good, precious girl,” the man gently pushed up and touched her cervix again and then started to pull out. “Look at me,” he commanded. 

“Don’t look away from my eyes. I want to see your soul when I fully penetrate you for the first time.” Jamie’s heart skipped a beat, and she felt a stab of icy fear. 

She hadn’t realized he wasn’t completely inside her earlier. Her body was completely languid in her master’s grasp. She felt like a wet noodle as he took her thighs in his large hands and pushed them back towards her breasts doubling her in two. Jamie felt her butt lift up, off the mattress. She understood his intent a fraction of a second before he impaled her. “Please no… don’t fuck me, master… no!” But her pleas came too late and fell on deaf ears. 

With one powerful thundering movement, Don Antonio buried his entire shaft deep into her. He watched unblinking, his face almost like that of a granite statue gazing as Jamie’s face registered shock and her brain comprehended the stretching and expansion he had suddenly inflicted upon her tiny channel. Her body was being pushed beyond any limits nature had intended. 

“Ngaahh! Oh my God!” Jamie began thrashing like a fish on dry land, but the six-foot-three frame of the heavy strongly-muscled man above her engulfed her petite frame from all sides leaving her no choice but to take the full brunt of his actions. 

Suddenly stationary, he held his hands on her shoulders allowing her no way to escape the impalement. 

“No! Take it out! Please!” Her voice grew hoarse. A squeal was followed by a shriek of agony as her hands punched at him, clawing pushing back at his chest, any part of his body she could reach to wiggle away from him. In spite of her best efforts every motion of her body, every wiggle of her pelvis only succeeded in allowing Don Antonio’s cock to sink ever deeper into her recesses. He patiently waited for her body to slowly stretch. It was not the first time he had caused a woman to accept his full length and girth like that. 

The pills he had given her contained a muscle relaxant in them that would help the accordion-like structure of her vagina to expand and relax to better accommodate his presence. He gave her a gentle kiss on the forehead and waited until she slowly began calming down. Soon her fast labored breathing was the only indication of her distress. 

“Shush baby,” he cooed. “Your body is learning to adapt to me. I promise I’m not harming you.” He looked down to see that this time it was his words that were falling on deaf ears. He didn’t mind. The girl was experiencing what he liked to refer to as  The Awakening. He couldn’t really blame her for tuning him out during her ordeal. 

He took a deep breath, squared his shoulders, and began giving Jamie the ride of her young life. He had prepared himself all day for that. He had drank lots of water and fortified himself with energy boosters. For more than ten straight minutes his hips became a blur as he pounded into her body. The room filled with the sounds of female screams and loud squishing noises as her vagina expanded and wetted itself for the vicious taking it was undergoing. Somewhere along the way Jamie lost control of her bladder adding the lubricant of her urine to the mucus which her pussy had naturally secreted to facilitate its own taking. 

Jamie’s screams gradually subsided into little hoarse whimpers like a kitten begging for mercy. Her hair grew matted with her tears and her body slick with her own perspiration and that of her master working away like a jackhammer pounding her into the hard tiles of the floor underneath her. 

Every time his cock battered her cervix, Jamie’s hips bounced back up again lifted by the vibrancy of her youthful buttocks. 

“Oh God please!” She was now begging for the mercy to faint. She moaned and pleaded but her God did not offer her even that respite. After more than ten minutes her master finally began to feel the familiar tightening

in his testicles that soon spread throughout his loins. Impossibly Jamie felt his cock grow even wider and longer. And then he plowed himself all the way in and released his cum deep within his new concubine’s battered channel at the very gates of her uterus. “Owwww!” Jamie cried feeling as if the entire weight of his body was poised upon the tip of his cock where it lay against her cervix. 

Jamie’s last desperate scream echoed through the house, deafening and shrill. It was heard all the way at the other end of the vast building where it caused even Don Antonio’s hardened bodyguards to look at each other ashen faced and grim with apprehension. 

For long moments, they both remained perfectly still, Don Antonio resting his entire body on his elbows and Jamie’s smooth, soft form as she tried to catch her breath beneath him. Above her Don Antonio was breathing deeply enjoying the scent of her fear, recognizing the telltale signs that her bladder had given way in the utmost and primal act of submission. 

Then he kissed the top of her hair at her temples and licked at her eyes. It felt not unlike a dog lapping at an open wound, something deeply primal and soothing and Jamie heard herself keening back in acknowledgment and tentative gratitude. 

“My precious little Jamie. You did well, very well. You are my slave now. 

There’s nothing you can do without my approval, and this is your freedom. 

You achieved it.” 

His kiss and words were both gentle and profound, and she found herself wrapping her arms around him yearning to feel his comforting presence tight against her. Finally, Don Antonio rolled off to the side but kept a strong arm wrapped around her body like a blanket. “Don’t worry Jamie, sweetheart. 

Tomorrow a doctor will check you to make sure you’re not bruised or torn. 

He will take care of you.” Jamie whimpered and turned to nuzzle into her master’s chest. She just wanted to curl up into a ball and cry herself to sleep hoping that when she woke up, her nightmare would be over. 

With his free hand, Don Antonio smoothed the young woman’s hair from her lovely tear streaked face. “And don’t worry sweetheart next time I take your pussy, and every time after that, I will make sure I’m tender and gentle. 

This first time had to be that way, I’m sorry. You had to be broken in, my pet,” he spoke softly into her hair as he nuzzled her against him. 

He cradled her against his body having placed her head to rest along his bicep that served as a pillow. She was so exhausted that soon even despite the

uncomfortable position her body relaxed and he heard her breath assume a slow even cadence. She was falling asleep. 

“Honey? ” She had a lot to do yet before he allowed her to call it a night. 

“Mmmm…?” 

“The night is not over, sweetheart. It is just beginning.” He saw distress cloud her features that had relaxed from her ordeal. 

“Don’t worry. Nothing tonight will be as demanding as what just you just endured. Still, there are three more of my brothers to satisfy, putita.” 

“Brothers?” She was blinking without comprehension. 

“Not by blood. But we belong to a club with a very limited membership,” 

he smiled his dark smile again. 

“And you want to share me with them.…” She whispered softly. He took her by the chin kissed her nose on the tip and brought his face to where it was almost touching hers. “You are my slave now. It is an honor. That’s the way to think of it. Don’t worry.” He relaxed back on his elbow. “I know it is still difficult, but any thoughts of independence will eventually be slapped out of you. Trust me.” Jamie shivered and instinctively curled up tighter into him. 

Her body instinctively needed his warmth. Again, he kissed her on the head. 

“But first a gift. Remember, like I promised. Stand up and go to the small table by the entrance. There you will find a folder. Open it.” 

Jamie whimpered feeling the myriad aches and sores throughout her body from the assault it had just endured. Slowly without any help, because none was offered for she was now a slave, she gingerly stood on shaky knees. She was slightly bent at the waist cupping her pussy as she rotated about looking for her clothes

“Don’t worry about clothes. You shall not need them for a long time now.” 

She gingerly shivered but whispered, “Yes, Master.” 

Right now, Jamie’s mind was virtually devoid of any independent thought. 

Her sore vagina and aching muscles reminded her to obey. It took her several moments, but she finally made it to the folder. In it was a stack of documents printed on what she guessed was legal paper, heavy and of long, unusual dimensions to what she was normally used to seeing in school. A contract. 

Her eyes automatically scanned down the text, and she realized she was reading something that was a modern-day approximation of a contract of indentured service. A look of understanding came across her face as she ran on. At the end of it was a place for both her master and her to sign. Her signature spot had her name printed and then simply said: The Slave, 

followed by a line for her token of acceptance. 

Wordlessly she turned around to look at her master again. She was beyond questioning him at this point not even able to frame a coherent thought. Still, however, she felt this contract thing she was holding in her trembling fingers was hardly a gift. Don Antonio saw the question in her eyes and smiled. 

“You didn’t read the fine print, sweetheart. It says that upon the completion of every twenty-four hours of service with me, you will be rewarded ten thousand dollars.” There were whistles around the table, but one stern look from her master silenced the men. “I think that makes you the highest paid whore on the face of the planet, as far as I’m concerned. Think of it is an allowance. It will be deposited directly into an account under your name in Switzerland. Nobody will be able to touch it. Not even me.” He chuckled. “You can leave at any point. You do realize what that makes you after one year? It makes you a millionaire, sweetheart. But don’t worry I intend to extract just the right amount of pleasure from your juicy little soul and body by the time were done to make it all worthwhile. The first deposit has been made already. It is for two days. You can see the slip stapled to the back of the contract.” 

Her mind was numb and felt as if clouded by giant cotton balls that buffeted her thoughts preventing them from coalescing into a coherent idea. 

Jamie flipped the paper and gazed at the flimsy little receipt on the back. It read twenty thousand dollars. And then there was a number and more numbers followed by text in German. She looked up again. Her hair was in her eyes, but she couldn’t think about it right now. 

“But how can I leave you? I’m your slave?” The smile that lit up her master’s face almost blinded her with its radiant happiness. She blinked back tears, but she wasn’t even sure why she was crying. Through tear streaked eyes she watched him stand. His cock which had never quite relaxed all the way was now semi-erect again and dangled provocatively as he went to resume his seat. 

“Do you like your gift, honey?” He asked taking a generous sip from his whiskey glass. Jamie nodded demurely still wondering what she was supposed to do. Her whole body felt weak and cold, and a small part of her knew she was still in shock. 

“Yes, Master.” 

“Well then, say ‘thank you,' sign the contract, and come over here to clean my cock. Like I said, the night is young, and you have a lot of work ahead of

you.” 

Epilogue

Bogotá, Colombia. 

One year later. 





John was ushered in politely by a diminutive English-speaking assistant. 

The president’s private study! He still couldn't quite believe it and had to pinch himself as a reminder that he wasn't dreaming. Exclusive building rights in downtown Bogotá! Guaranteed by the new president of Colombia himself! Don Antonio Mendoza had personally insisted that he be the man to come sign the final document as a representative of his company. 

John was still finding it difficult to believe how much his life had changed in the past year. It had all started when Jamie had failed to pick him up from the airport that fateful weekend almost one year ago. He had alerted the police eventually, of course. But he had been rather reserved when it came to the details. He hadn’t informed the police, or her family for that matter, that he considered she had most probably fled with that Rodrigo guy, the man he had hired to entrap her into signing favorable divorce terms. 

It hadn't quite panned out as planned, but few operations ever did, John knew. Too bad she had somehow managed to abscond away with baby Brian. 

He had just started developing an affection for the little brat. Oh well, maybe he wasn't meant to be a father after all. The kid was probably best off with his mother, anyway. Especially now with the new business opportunities John suspected he would have precious little free time to devote to raising a child as a single parent anyway! 

"Mr. John!” The new president, Don Antonio Mendoza beamed from behind the desk. "Pardon me, but it is my habit to call people I hold in high regard by their first name. I have already signed the document for our future venture. Please, I cannot wait for this new chapter between your company and the state of Colombia to begin!” 

“Don Antonio you’re too generous!” John walked over, leaned and added his own John Hancock to the thick parchment paper." 

“There!” the man slapped him on the back. The president looked up at him and smiled. “I hope you're finding your stay in Columbia agreeable?" 

“Absolutely, your honor. Ms. Consuela, your administrative assistant, has been very generous with her time and spent all of yesterday guiding me throughout the capital. I'm extremely grateful.” 

The president waved his hand dismissively. "It is only her job. Do not hesitate to let her know if you have any questions or wish for anything, understood? Anything?" 

“Thank you, Sir.” 

It wasn't until he left the president’s magnetic aura that John realized that the president’s trousers had been undone at the fly when he had stood back from his desk to shake hands. John shook his head and silently laughed to himself. Evidently even presidents sometimes suffered wardrobe malfunctions! Then another thought occurred to him. Who knows, perhaps it hadn't been just the two of them in that room? he chuckled softly following the curvaceous form of the young Ms. Consuela as she led him out of the building. 

The desk was one of those antique beauties, large enough to hide a person or two under it. It reminded him of a movie he had once seen where the main character squirreled away a hooker whose job had been to give a surprise blowjob to his boss during a meeting under a desk almost exactly like the one in President Mendoza's office. 

The more John thought about it, the more convinced he felt that he had seen movement in the shadows down there. He laughed, his eyes once again distracted by the curvaceous ass gently swaying in front of him. He had a feeling working with Don Mendoza in Colombia would definitely be a lot of fun. 



–

The end. 





The Senator's New Pets

“A young submissive to warm an old general’s bed.” 

He knew he was going to claim them both the moment he saw them. Eyes darting to and fro, hair disheveled, pretty clothes torn in rags where the ruffians had obviously attempted to have their way, the guilt in their eyes, the panic in their shivering bodies simply left him no choice. Two beautiful women, one young and innocent, and the other — in search of her true self. 

Both of them on the run. From whom and why were distant concerns that would soon be elucidated anyway. Perhaps the trip to the whorehouse hadn’t been for nothing after all. Mounted on his black stallion the tall white-haired

senator glowered down on the hapless women and marveled at his luck. 

One complete story of more than 23,000 words. 



Taken by the Inquisition

In the early days of the Holy Roman Inquisition, its agents still had a lot to learn about the secrets of the female body, what made a woman writhe in passion, what made her gasp in anguish. With the devotion of true zealots, they worked hard to fill these gaps in their knowledge. Often, they would ask for the help of willing women to be their test subjects. 

Katie is one such woman. The politics of her father land her in the clutches of the dedicated agents of the Inquisition. When they offer her freedom, in return for some private tutelage, humiliated and ashamed, her choice is all too easy to make. 



Fired Up for the Sultan



“Intelligent women make the best concubines.” 

When it came, the fall of Western Civilization was accompanied by financial meltdown, disease, and nuclear Armageddon. 

Happily for Jenny, she is one of the few remaining women able to conceive and deliver healthy children. 

She is overflowing with desire for her Master who aches to father his descendants upon his submissive concubine. 

Unfortunately, a month has gone by and Jenny still hasn’t conceived. 

Summoned from the Bedouin tribes of Arabia, a shaman is called upon to awaken her body to its destiny. Sheikh Suleiman will use ancient forbidden practices to help her welcome her master's essence. 

If he succeeds in his task, the shaman will be awarded anything his heart desires. 

Anything that is, but the girl herself. 

Jenny belongs only to the Sultan even if her passions can be called upon on a whim. 

Woes be to thee who succumbs to the temptations of her beauty. 



Lena's Fall

When I fell in love with my mother's physician, I had no idea things would turn out the way they did. Strong, rich, and very assertive, he seemed just like

that person for me, and I was more than willing to be taken in hand by him. 

But just like a butterfly attracted to candlelight I burned my wings. He kept wanting so much more from me, and I only wanted to please him. He had friends, and they all belonged to a dark ancient society. As it turns out, the hive had a leader -- a monster no one wants to disappoint, a demon soul with a craving for innocence and a lust for me. 

This is the story of my downfall. 



Elizabeth, His Lordship’s Demure Body-Servant

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

It all started when Lord Dixon made her family an offer they couldn't refuse. 

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

Then she discovered its meaning and her responsibilities. 

Soon after that — she wanted more. 

With time, Elizabeth has slowly had her mind challenged and evolved, provoked into awakening to a life of carnal sensuality that knows no bounds. 

She lives, breathes and feeds on her master’s lust. Still an innocent, she pines to be made a woman. 

Lord Edward Benedict Frederick, 13th Lord of Dixon, is her mentor and guide on this journey of sensual realization. He is much older than his young body-servant and experienced in all manners of lovemaking. Yet the young girl awakens a passion like no other that makes the experienced politician forget his worldly ambitions and surrender to endless hours of exploration with his young servant girl. 



Taken by the Oligarch

Annabelle Smith is young, naïve and inexperienced. She's out of options. 

Her brother needs medical care but it requires money, and she has none. For a young girl with no money and no hope, there is only one thing to do: apply with Sterling-Silver Financial for a line of special credit. They are open-minded and their application process is tailored to every individual's strengths and weaknesses. 

This is a story of a dark dystopian future. 



Filled by the Drug Lord

What started as an innocent flirt and became a sensuous romp in the hot

confines of a truck has come back to haunt Jamie in the form of a heavily tattooed dark Latin gang member. 

Jamie wasn’t always that way. She used to be chaste, timid and very, very conservative. But getting pregnant changed something deep within her body. 

Now, when the young mother sees a good-looking man her eyes inevitably flit down to his crotch, her mind painting mortifying images of what he packs down there. 

Rodrigo doesn’t take no for an answer and soon she learns that he knows what’s best for her anyway. 

Thank you for reading Defiled by the Sadistic Boss. 

If you enjoyed reading this book, you might also want to consider some of my other works. They are listed 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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