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

Chapter One: Anna's Problem

"Yes, Anna, everything will be fine, honey, don't worry," her mother said. 

That was precisely the moment Anna knew for a fact that she absolutely had to worry. 

She sighed deeply, "Mom, you know when you talk like that and keep secrets from me, it makes me twice as anxious. I have saved up a little bit. 

Tell me what do you need? The very least I can do is give you some money toward your prescriptions for this month – –" 

Right now, her mother was calling from the hospital where she had been admitted for tests and monitoring. She had cancer that had been in remission for a couple of years now, but the doctors were increasingly concerned that it might have made a comeback. 

"Oh honey – –,” there was silence on the other end of the line, and Anna could tell her mother was silently crying. 

"Anna you shouldn't be doing such things for me. I'm the one that should be helping you. You have so much on your mind right now like college applications for example. Mrs. Andrews called me from your school today to tell me you've been accepted to Stanford! Why do I have to hear the good news  from her and not from you?" 

Anna shook her head. Her mom was good at trying to change the subject, 

"I'm sorry mom, I just got the letter yesterday but I didn't see it until this morning. I had a final and was cramming all night." That and pulling the graveyard shift at the club, doing my best to avoid being raped by the clientele, she thought but didn't tell her mom. Her mother had enough on her plate as it was. God knew her mother had plenty to worry about without having to fret about Anna's two jobs, the usual drama that came with high school, college applications and troubles securing scholarships without which Anna would never be able to afford college in the first place. 

"Mrs. Andrews also told me that you've been applying for scholarships. 

Any news on that front?" her mother asked barely able to conceal an undertone of anxiety. "I can't imagine there's anybody better suited, or in need, to receive a scholarship to one of those prestigious schools than you. 

With your 4.0 GPA and high academic achievements, it shouldn't take them too long to realize how bright and highly motivated you are, sweetie." 

"I know mom, but don't get your hopes up too high. There are many kids at least as smart as me, and those scholarships are national. The competition is beyond tough. Every applicant is getting their entire life gone through with a fine comb. They don’t want someone potentially embarrassing them later. 

You can take my word on that." 

Anna silently wondered if she had succeeded in hiding her clenched emotions from her mom. 

"But see what you did there!” she tried for a light giggle. "You changed the subject on me. No matter, I'm sending you a check for three thousand two hundred dollars when I go home tonight. I know it will barely cover your cancer medication." She could hear her mom sobbing on the other end and was afraid that if she stayed on the line much longer she would break down too so she simply hung up. No sense letting her mom know that this money was the very last of her savings. 

Anna took a deep breath and stretched as she tried to focus on her laptop. 

It was almost 2 PM Friday afternoon, and she had only hours before her shift at the club was going to start. The silver lining of living paycheck to paycheck was that there was simply no time to waste dwelling on the grim reality. Anna had to concentrate on the next task at hand. 

She navigated to the online book publisher's website and uploaded her manuscript. This particular website happened to be the top erotica publisher in the world. Anna had discovered a couple of months ago that publishing smut on a regular basis could earn her an even twenty dollars per week on a bad stretch and sometimes as much as fifty if she let her imagination really fly. Her friend Tiffany had clued her into the potential earnings available and the fact that many of her classmates supplemented their income with writing erotic stories. Some of them even moonlighted with their boyfriends doing online camera sex. It was super illegal as most of them were still minors but the money was good, and Anna couldn’t really blame them. However, she could hardly imagine herself stooping that low no matter how bad the financial situation at home. 

But smut was different. She had tried writing it  and discovered a side of

herself that she would have never suspected existed. Sometimes she would undress naked and sit typing at her laptop letting her imagination run totally wild. A couple of times it had even gotten to the point where she had to stop writing so that she could bring her fingers to her clit and finish off what her fevered mind had started. 

What Tiffany hadn't mentioned however was that the reviews people left after having bought and read an e-book could make or break the success of an author. Even one single one-star review was sufficient to doom a writer to a career of meager sales and nonexistent earnings. After some research Anna had learned that a great number of her competition actually paid friends and acquaintances for positive reviews. Given the fact that her only true friend was her mother and she could never dream of telling her what she did in her free time, Anna had eventually gravitated to a shadow industry of sorts that existed on the Internet. For a moderate amount of money many seedy websites guaranteed good reviews. 

After a period of trial and error Anna had discovered one particular website that for a moderate amount of money promised at least ten good reviews. Now eleven months into her career as an erotic author, she had fallen into a rut. After freshly publishing a piece of work, she would immediately go over and hire a couple of reviewers to post a couple of glowing reviews of her work. 

This carried its own risks of course. If the publishers discovered that she was paying for reviews, she would be blacklisted, and all her work removed. 

Worse yet, she would have to refund her earnings however much they were. 

At this point, that would mean that she would have to pay back a little more than six thousand dollars if she were discovered. She knew the number by heart because she had a mind for numbers, especially numbers that mattered. 

– – –

Finally, she was done! 

She hit the Publish button and watched the fruit of her labors for the past month get posted to the online bookstore. She stretched back and allowed

herself to briefly enjoy the feeling of having completed yet another chore. For she viewed her work publishing erotica on the top earning website in the world as nothing more than yet another task, she had to tick off. 

It was all a means to an end. 

After yet another heart rendering phone call with her mother Anna had realized that she needed all the money she could get. Working two shifts after school was proving not enough, and she really needed those sales of her online erotica books to come in fast and steady so that she had enough money to help her ailing mom. Her mother's savings and checking accounts were perpetually in the red. 

Anna had somehow managed to keep it all together: a 4.0 GPA in high school, college applications, scholarship applications, two jobs – – one as a waitress and one as a server at a local strip club. But God, how she counted the hours until she would be able to leave that godforsaken town in eastern Kentucky and go to college! 

Enough daydreaming! There was one last thing she needed to do. She navigated her browser to a website one of her shadier friends had recommended not long ago. Here she initiated an auction for people willing to earn a quick buck. In return, she would get a slew of guaranteed five-star reviews. 

Having checked off that one last item on her to do list, Anna glanced quickly at her email and was just about to shut down her computer when she noticed a message from somebody calling themselves <<Your Anonymous Admirer>> titled “Regarding Your Reviews”. She figured that she might as well see what all this was about and be done with her author-related work for the day. 

She started reading and soon felt as if the ground had fallen out from under her feet. 

Chapter Two: Anna's Choice

"Dear Anna," the message began, "I'm sorry that it has come to this. I truly am. If you're standing, then you might want to sit.” 

“Ready?” 

"So here's the deal, Little Girl," for some reason, Anna imagined the person's voice as she read. It sounded gruff with a tinge of suppressed violence. She read on. 

"If you don't want to end up owing thousands of dollars to some sleazy website owner, you will do as I say. Of course, it's your choice. We well get together and do everything that your characters do in your stories. Consider it field research — ,” she could almost hear the snicker in the voice in her head. 

____

A part of her still couldn't believe she was about to go do the man's bidding. For a long time after having read and re-read the email, Anna had simply sat and stared blankly at the screen. 

Did she have a choice? 

She could always ignore the man's message and hope he was bluffing. But he did sound like he knew what he was talking about and appeared to have so much information on her! Attached to the email was a spreadsheet detailing all the sales of her books, together with earnings and bank deposits. She suspected he probably had something to do with the owners of the website that handled her interaction with the paid reviewers and maybe even the online book publishers too. 

It was as if he held all the aces in the game and no matter how she tried, she couldn’t come up with a scenario where she didn't end up either doing his bidding or have her works withdrawn from publication and pay the fines. 

Shivers shook her like a leaf in the wind when she imagined what he would probably make her do. In a postscript to the email he had given her instructions to dress in the most slutty outfit she could find, and if possible, skip any meals before going over to the address he had provided. She had made an effort and rummaged through her closet to find what she considered to be the least demure clothing she had. After putting it on and seeing herself in the mirror, she had to reapply her mascara not once but twice because of

the tears that kept pouring down her face. 

The strangest thing however was that the more she thought about it, the more she realized that she was crying not because she didn't want to go and submit herself to the sexual depravities this ape of a man most probably wanted, but rather because she was looking forward to it on a deep physical level. There was something in her that was excited like she had never been before. She could swear that even her breasts felt engorged with excitement and her bra felt tighter than usual. 

The house was in the southern part of town, in the seedier, older side of the city. Ancient row houses from the time of the steel mill boom lined the streets on both sides and a heavy fog hung like an ominous shroud making everything appear darker than it ought to for 3 PM. 

She honestly hoped that whatever the guy wanted would be over in no more than the next four hours because by 8 o'clock she had to have made her way all the way up to the strip club north of the city. Anna knew that even if there was no traffic to hinder her, it would take her at least forty minutes to get there. 

She rang the bell and waited nervously shifting her weight from one foot to the other worried that she might attract more attention than necessary on the cold dingy street. A tall extremely muscular man opened the door and gave her a long probing look, and then, with a smirk that he made no obvious effort to hide, motioned her in. She desperately hoped that she would be allowed to take a seat soon as her knees felt extra wobbly with the sheer terror of the circumstances. In fact, she realized that she was shaking as if she had a fever and had to clench her jaw tight to avoid making a chattering noise with her teeth. 

"So you're that dumb bitch called Anna?" the man said, his intonation sounding more like a statement than a question. Seeing that she made no attempt to reply, he heaved a deep sigh and sat in a chair turning off a sports channel he had apparently been watching before she arrived. 

He opened a beer and took a generous gulp before repeating his question. 

This time his intonation acquired a deep menacing undertone that sent shivers up Anna’s spine. 

"Yes,” she almost fainted at the sound of her own mewling intonation that sounded so pleading and submissive she felt disgust at herself but couldn't help it. "My name is Anna and I came as you requested." 

"No, no, no, no," the man shook his head laughing. "I didn't request anything. I simply suggested your available courses of action. You had to make a choice and obviously you did. So why don't you go ahead and tell me why you're here? But just a second, I need to pop a fresh cassette.” He stood and walked over to the corner of the room where an ancient looking VHS

camera sat on a tripod. The man walked up to the camera, turned it on its side, changed out the cassette and switched on its ominous blinking red light which stared unemotional and cold at Anna like the eye of some ancient one eyed monster. 

"So let's take it from the beginning, shall we?" he sat back down in his chair and motioned to her. "Tell, me your name, tell me why you are here and tell me how I can help you. But make it convincing otherwise I might just have to stick to what I had planned for tonight. You see, life doesn't stop and start at your beck and whim, Anna. I have things planned for tonight and then you show up at my door. I'll listen to what you have to say and see if I can help . Do we understand each other here?" 

She nodded. 

"I came here – –" she started. 

“Call me Sir – –," he interrupted her. 

"I came here, Sir, to ask for your help. I'm trying to build a reputation as a writer of erotically charged stories. I feel that the best way to get a leg up on my competition is to gain some first-hand experience in what I'm writing. I was wondering if you can help me with that." 

She was blushing profusely now confident that the color of her cheeks probably matched the red sweater she was wearing. She looked down at her feet wondering if by some miracle perhaps the ground couldn't open and swallow her up thus saving her from the embarrassment she was feeling and the humiliation that  she was certain lay ahead. 

"Very well, my dear," the man replied his voice suddenly acquiring an unexpected gentleness to its intonation. "But first things first – – allow me to introduce myself properly he stretched out his hand waiting for her to take it. 

"My name is Jake. When we're with company, you can call me Jay. In private you will address me as Master or Sir. Before I decide whether I will take you on as my pupil, I need you to tell me more about yourself. Tell me how old you are, where you live, go to school, your weight and measurements… I want to know everything there is to know about you." 

He made a waving motion with his hand as if what they were discussing was just another banal interview at a typical office job. 

But there was nothing typical or obvious about the current situation. Anna surprised herself by actually feeling progressively more relaxed than when she had first entered this strange man's place. His entire demeanor exuded a deep confidence that had an effect of making her feel as if time had somehow slowed down to a trickle. Her breath evened out and she felt herself slipping into the part of a naturally submissive woman. 

"I am eighteen years old, 5'2" tall and approximately 94 pounds heavy. I have dark auburn hair and as of right now I'm a student at Gilmore High. I also work two jobs in my spare time and save money to help with my mother's medical bills." 

"Where? Where do work and what do you do?" 

"Usually I work late afternoons after school at the local grocery as an assistant manager in sales which basically means that I help out at the registers. My other job – –," her voice wavered unsure how to continue. She almost jumped when the man suddenly got up and slowly walked over to where she was standing. He cupped her face in his palms that felt oddly warm and gently tilted her face so that he could peer directly into her eyes. He towered a good foot and a half above her small frame. 

"Listen Anna, I know your situation is difficult but it is a journey you have started here today. You do realize that hesitation and noncompliance are unacceptable?" 

She nodded feeling her eyes moisten with apprehension. 

"Good." The man went back to his chair and took a seat taking another long gulp of his beer and then smacked his lips as if noticing its taste for the first time. "Before you continue, and you will continue and tell me everything

there is to tell about that other job of yours, you will now undress." 

"I want you naked as the day you were born. That means jewelry, earrings, piercings must come out. Understood?" Amazingly the man didn't seem gleeful in the slightest but merely interested in her response. His face was serious but not stern, not unlike that of a teacher quizzing a student about her homework assignment. 

"I, I'm not sure I can do that. I'm sorry Sir," Anna started blushing again and felt like she might faint. 

"Well then this interview is over and there's nothing we have to talk about. 

You can leave now." 

Chapter Three: Anna Starts on Her Journey

“What about the transcripts and the receipts of my transactions in regard to the paid reviews?" Anna’s voice cracked on the verge of breaking down in a full out bawl. 

"What about them?" The man got up from his chair and walked over to the camera turning it off. He started dismantling its tripod and putting things away. 

"Are you going to provide them to the publishers of my books? If you do that they will make me reimburse them for all my earnings." She was crying now. 

"I know my dear. $6183.26 if I'm not mistaken. That's what you'll end up owing. Well, you better find that money fast because they're getting the data first thing tomorrow morning." 

"Please! Please don’t do that!” she begged him as she fell on her knees pleading. “It will ruin me! I have no money! Don't you understand?" 

"What I do understand is that we all make choices in life and you have clearly made yours. I have no part in anything here. I have merely given you an opportunity to earn a first-hand experience in what you have been willy-nilly writing about. And mind you I'm offering it to you for free. There are lots of people that would pay a steep price for the training I have offered you. 

The reason I'm doing it for free is because I have developed a shine for your case, shall we say. And once you undergo the training, I'm sure your writing will improve accordingly, given the first hand experience you will have acquired. But since it is your choice to forgo this possibility to improve your work and thereby gain positive reviews that I'm sure will follow on your work's merit alone, there's nothing left for me to do." 

"Okay, please stop!” She stood up on shaking legs and started unbuttoning her sweater. The man looked at her questioningly. 

"Please elaborate, Anna. And make sure you are polite and address me accordingly." 

"I apologize Sir. I, I accept and cherish the possibility you're giving me to improve. I will do my best. I will, I will do as you tell me to. Please – –" she tossed the sweater to the ground and quickly pulled off her T-shirt.. She found herself staring directly at the man as she unfastened her skirt and slid it

off stepping out of it as gracefully as possible. She noticed him put the tripod back up, attach the camera and turn it on. 

Anna put her thumbs into the waistband of her pantyhose and rolled them meticulously down her long legs. Now she was dressed in only her modest bra and panties. 

He saw her eyes glaze over as she got lost in her world. She reached behind and slowly unclasped her bra sliding it off her shoulders careful to keep the cups still on until her hands took their place letting the bra fall at her feet. Anna looked at Jake questioningly and after a long minute he nodded his permission. She let her breasts fall unveiling her blushing chest and pancake nipples to her newfound Master. She put her hands at her sides slowly entangling her fingers behind her back leaving them to rest on the dimples just above her butt cheeks. 

"So tell me, what do you do after you are done with your work as a cashier?" the man asked. Anna looked at the blinking red eye of the camera recording in the corner and spoke "I work as a bartender mixing drinks at a club not far away." 

“What kind of club?” the man asked. 

"It's a strip club, Sir,” she answered quietly

"And how does that make you feel?" he asked. 

“I feel ashamed, Sir,” Anna replied lowering her eyes to the ground. 

“That’s good, my dear child. Shame is an emotion that we will use to build on.” 

“But first, interlace your fingers behind your head and arch your back forward I want to see your breasts,” He stood up and walked over to where she was standing bending to carefully look at her nipples. 

"Hmmm, interesting. I have never seen nipples like that. I have read about them, sure but never seen them," the man looked up, “Your knees are visibly shaking. Do you feel faint?" There was an undertone of caring that made the hairs on the nape of Anna’s neck stand. She nodded in response. 

"Don't move. Try to stand still. I'll get you a cold glass of orange juice with some ice. That will give you some strength.” He reached and gently moved a strand of curly hair that had fallen across her forehead and then wiped a stray tear that was poised on her cheek. He went to the kitchen and having filled the glass with cold orange juice and some ice cubes, he reached into a cabinet and took a pill that he dropped and waited until it rapidly dissolved in the yellow liquid. 

"Here, drink. I added something to make your muscles relax." 

"Why, Sir?" she asked but started drinking before he replied. 

"I need to examine you before I give you my final answer as to whether I will take you on as a pupil. You are too tense. I don't want to harm you." 

Even though her mind was telling her that he was an evil, callous man, her heart filled with boundless gratitude at his kind words. 

He started to stroke her like a father would caress a precious child. He passed his hands  along her cheeks and gently brushed her hair away so that he could peer at her beautiful face. His fingers caressed the nape of her neck. 

"Don't cry, Anna," his voice was husky and reassuring. "There is no reason to be sad. The emotional pain you're feeling today is not unlike that of a newborn baby. You are experiencing a new side that until now lay hidden even from yourself." 

"You're so beautiful," the man whispered bringing his lips so close to her ears that she could feel his minty fresh breath on her skin. "The way your hair is almost dark but not quite so, the gentle curve of your cheekbones is so symmetrical. Your full lips – – a gift to you from distant ancestors that probably lived on the Asian steppe. And your eyes," his thumb gently stroked her eyebrows as she had closed her eyes and allowed her body to fall into a trancelike state listening to the gentle sound of his soothing deep voice. "Are they blue, aquamarine or green? I can't tell. Your ears are pierced but you came with no earrings. From now on I want you to wear the jewelry I will give you." 

"I have no money, I'm a high school student," she whispered. 

"Shhh," he put a finger on her lips. “Don't talk. I want you to close your eyes and imagine you are me. I want you to imagine my feelings as I discover your body for the very first time. Don't worry about your day-to-day life. I will give you money to use, and after I'm done teaching you here, your stories will cast a spell such that money will no longer be an issue." His hands moved along the nape of her neck caressing her smooth peaches and cream skin as they made their way to her shoulders. 

"Do you work out? Your shoulders are prominent and sculpted." He brought his hands under her arms and lifted them above her head making her interlace her fingers like in prayer. This had the effect of lifting her firm breasts high in the air as if begging to be suckled on. She blushed violently

realizing without having to look at him that his eyes had to be glued on her nipples now. She had inverted nipples, their tips pointing into her breast flesh rather than peeking out forward. 

She had been told that their anatomy was unusual. Anna could still remember that first gynecological exam when her male physician had called in all the interns on the floor to lecture them about what inverted nipples looked like and how with proper manipulation they could be forced out of the breast. 

"No I don't exercise," she answered her eyes downcast. "I don't have time even though I wish I could." 

"If I take you on as my pupil, I shall give you a stipend that you will repay me in due course with your future earnings from the books you sell. You shall never have to work again demeaning yourself in a strip club or as a cashier unless I instruct you to do so." His hands gently came down along her arms to cup her heavy breasts. 

"You didn't wear the mold they usually prescribe to treat your inverted nipples?" he asked. 

"I tried wearing it but it was weird — hard and uncomfortable. I gave up on it." Anna replied her blush now traveling down her face covering her chest making her sweat as if she was in a sauna. 

"Inverted nipples make it hard for a baby to suckle on her mother's teat. I thought you ought to know that, given that some of your books are about lactation fetishes." 

His voice had grown stern and she felt as if she had to apologize. 

"That's okay," the man said, "we'll fix that in time. Your areolas are huge and I'm sure your nipples once out of your breast, will be big and prominent. 

If you become my slave, I will have them pierced. That way they will never retreat back again." His eyes caught the shiver that ran through her body as she heard his words that made her knees tremble and shake so violently that he put a hand on them to steady her. 

"Your belly is just the right amount of flabby. When I explore your insides and have a chance to cup your cervix, I will know more about what exercise

to prescribe for your particular physique." He caught himself enjoying the sensuality that this woman exuded. She was trembling and shivering while still clasping her hands above her head no doubt picturing him violating her vagina with his fist seeking out her cervix – – the very center of her body. 

"Don't be afraid, Anna," he said in a gentle reassuring tone, "what I'm doing to you today, I'll give you an opportunity to do to me at another time. 

An author of beautiful erotica needs to be familiar not only with the female body and sensations but also with the male body. In the future, I will have you explore me in every nook and cranny. I will allow you to play with me and enjoy me so that the words you write shall never be empty again." 

He saw that a drop of moisture had appeared on one of her outer vagina lips. He bent forward and inhaled her musk as he watched it slowly drop to the floor between her legs. 

Chapter Four: Anna is Accepted

“Turn around for me, please keep your hands above your head," he ordered her. He heard her sobbing but was impressed with her willpower when she followed through with his command. 

One couldn't build something great before first demolishing and clearing off that which lay in its place. He fully intended to break the girl regardless of how much he admired her internal resilience and strength of will. 

He had already made up his mind that unless she reneged on his offer, he was going to take her on as an apprentice. And given what he was seeing from her so far, he knew it would probably take at least a couple of weeks before he succeeded in demolishing the person that until now had been Anna. 

At thirty-nine years of age Jake had more than enough experience with submissives and their training. What Anna did not realize was that Master Jake was an institution in the world of BDSM. The only reason he maintained the pretense of being a redneck was that he loved dwelling in the shadows. 

Born to affluence and raised in Europe, he had many legends that he took on depending on which country he happened to be residing in. 

The only thing that remained constant to Jake was that at heart he knew the human soul as no one else did. It was an instinct he had demonstrated from the earliest age. His parents, members of countless clubs, societies, some well-known, others ancient and secret, had not been surprised but merely delighted to see Jake's gifts. They had guided and nurtured him to develop them as best he could. 

Today he owned more than a dozen top erotica and porn conglomerates across the world that included casinos, movie houses and of course – –

websites. Yet in spite of his busy life running his businesses, he always found time to peruse new authors that chose to publish on some of his online properties. 

His work was also his passion and when he had come across Anna's writings, he had immediately seen in her an author with a kindred soul. He had found in her someone who was just the right amount of different to him

to be the yin to his yang. 

For many months he had enjoyed immensely reading her books. Countless nights he had fallen asleep after ejaculating upon reading a steamy scene from one of her novels. 

When he had realized eventually that she had succumbed to the lure of debasing herself and actually paying for falsely positive reviews, he had been livid with rage. First he had actually considered outing her to the authorities and having her works dragged through the mud that he was sure would follow. But after learning more about her situation and motivations, Jake had decided that fate was providing him with an opportunity to help save her from her own worst instincts. 

He stood and walked over to a chair positioned near the camera that was still filming. 

He motioned for Anna to come stand in front of him, "You can put your hands by your side or lean on my knees. I want you to kneel down front of me here where I'm sitting and open your mouth wide. Good girl, you are a natural submissive. Here is what I will do now. I will check your mouth for any ulcers or bad teeth and test your gag reflex. Don't worry about throwing up. You will clean it up later. Let me remind you again that if I'm dissatisfied with the health of your body or your performance in general, the interview is over and I will give you the cassette from the camera and we will be done. 

The same is true if at any point you want to leave. Remember, it is all about voluntary submission here and the choices we make in life. Understood? I need to hear you reply with a yes or no please." 

"Yes, I understand Sir. I will try and perform to your satisfaction. I truly want to learn from you. I only wish to warn you that I have a strong gag reflex. I've never been able to take my boyfriend in my throat." 

"How many boyfriends have you had?" 

"Just two, Sir" 

"How big was the biggest dick you tried to swallow?" Jake asked gently caressing her forehead. His face was now inches from hers as he studied her micro-expressions. He absorbed the infinite stream of information her features conveyed like a knowledgeable Master learning which weaknesses his student would have to eventually work on. 

"6.2 inches Sir was the longest," she blushed, "the other one was 6.1." 

"This reply was rather precise, don't you think?" the man commented, a faint hint of a smile fluttering across his thin well-defined lips. 

"I have a mind for numbers, Sir" Anna replied. 

"That's good to know. If I take you as a student, by the time I'm done with you, you will think nothing of taking dildoes that are double and triple the size of your boyfriends' dicks. Do you think you'll be okay with that?" 

"I will do my best, Sir," she replied her body trembling like a leaf as goosebumps covered her flesh. 

"Very well then, enough talk. Open wide and feel free to lean forward on my knees. Tilt your head up and look at the ceiling. Since you mentioned your gag reflex, the first thing we'll do tonight is start work on that. We will not stop until there's nothing left in your stomach. Then you will clean it all up and wash the floor of my room clean as a lesson to teach your subconscious to fight and resist your gag reflex. So here it comes." 

Jake admired how she was in the process of developing a trust in him. 

Anna placed her hands on his knees as instructed and was clearly making an attempt to follow his directions. He had never before come across a woman so naturally predisposed to being a submissive, let alone a young girl only eighteen years old like Anna. It was as if her former persona was in the process of transforming itself into a docile, obedient, sensual creature. 

What was happening to her appeared to have surprised Anna as much as him. He suspected that she was going to go through some serious soul-searching later tonight when her former persona came surging back. He was somewhat curious how far he could push her but given the girl's innate charm and young age he didn't want to rush matters. Better wait and lay the seeds that with proper care would flower into the creature he knew she could become. 

He gently brushed his fingers across her lips and dipped lightly in to her mouth so as to moisten his fingertips with her saliva. Her lips had gone dry with the stress she was undoubtedly feeling. 

"Open wider please I need to feel inside your mouth." Anna opened her mouth as wide as she could. She could see Jake's hand move forward and he slipped one finger in and then began to move it around the inside, under the

tongue, between her gums and her teeth and over the roof of her mouth. It felt strange to have somebody violate her in that way but there was nothing she could do about it. As he had said earlier, it was all about decisions and she had resigned herself to her fate in the hands of this man who evidently knew what he was doing. Jake's hand moved out but now returned as two fingers again probing around between her lips, caressing her tongue. 

"I know it is difficult but try and relax and keep your mouth wide open please." 

His two fingers were now replaced by three and Anna was starting to feel very uncomfortable as they would move in and out all around the inside traveling from the tip of her tongue all the way to the back of her tonsils. 

"Concentrate on breathing, Anna he gently caressed her forehead with his free hand keeping it there holding her as if to sooth her violent anxiety. His three fingers gently pushed in and she could feel them going further than anything had ever traveled before. Jake felt the muscles of her throat start to spasm around his fingers as Anna started gagging on his hand. 

"Aggggh, gulp, aggggh,” whimpered Anna as she leaned in on his knees while he kept her head back probing her throat. Tears started pouring from her eyes and for a second she got worried she might suffocate on the hand in her mouth. 

"Here they come back in," Jake whispered his intonation quiet and steady, 

“You will learn to take anything I decide to put in your throat. If you are to take this tutelage seriously, by the end of it you will not be gagging on even the longest dildoes that reach all the way down to the center of your chest." 

Tears were now pouring down freely  Anna's sides as she felt his fingers start the return trip into the back of her throat. 

"Agggh, gulp, gulp," she moaned and shivered her entire body shaking like a leaf in a thunderstorm. 

She would have cried had her throat not been muffled and obstructed by the man's thick fist that she was made to swallow. Now suddenly her stomach began to lurch as if attempting to dislodge the fingers from her throat. The man suddenly pulled out his fist with a pop and moved aside so that she could bend and throw up the last remnants of the orange juice she had drank

earlier. 

He gave her some time so that her convulsions subsided and then gently took her chin in one hand making her face him again while squeezing the sides of her mouth so that she opened it wide for him. Without saying a word he put his fist back in this time forcing four fingers all the way back and down and spreading them out across her larynx. Her convulsions had barely subsided when they started up again. This time she pulled herself back and fell to the floor dry retching the last remnants from her stomach. 

Her face was an absolute mess, mascara running down smeared with tears, vomit and snot. She wasn't sure if she was crying, coughing or plain wailing like a dog kicked to the curb. 

"Come back please," the man said as he patiently waited for her in his chair. He looked down at her shivering wet form without the slightest hint of pity in his bottomless dark eyes. 

Slowly Anna brought her arms forward and pushed herself off the slick floor almost slipping in her own discharge. She was determined to get through this ordeal no matter what and slowly she turned to face her tormentor. She moved forward on her knees brought herself up to his lap, placed her hands to steady herself on his thighs as she looked into his stern eyes. Anna angled her neck forward opening her mouth wide for the certain abuse that was to follow. 

This time the man put only three fingers back into her throat but right off the bat started pumping in and out with a fast jittery motion careful to plunge deeper even if it was only a millimeter on every subsequent push. While he was doing that with one hand, his other hand suddenly angled down and found her clit and commenced rubbing it in gentle circular motions with equal speed. 

She was dry as the desert at first but after a good ten minutes of his exertions that made his forehead sweat, he was rewarded with a faint moisture that bubbled up to the surface of her nether skin. He kept going for another five minutes as both of them were breathing deeply now until he felt the lightest of gyrations start to shake her lower body. Suddenly he stopped all movement and sat back grabbing his beer and taking a long slow gulp. 

"Thank me," he ordered. 

Her eyes were almost dry, bled of the last tears that had flowed until five

minutes ago. Jake was sure her body had lost a good two pounds in the last half hour alone. He looked at her as she stood sweaty and shaking on her knees at his feet, in a puddle of sweat and vomit as she gazed catatonic at him. "Thank me for spending time to teach you not to gag,” he ordered again. 

"Thank you, Sir," she whispered her voice raspy from the abuse her vocal chords had just received. 

"Here is my verdict, he said. “For now we're finished with your mouth. I will take you on as my pupil for a probationary period of one month. You are free to not show up for any of our subsequent appointments. However if that happens even once, I will consider our arrangement terminated and your journey ended. You will have made your decision and I will no longer be your Master and you — no longer my slave. With all the consequences that entails for both of us." 

The bathroom is behind me," he motioned. "There's a bucket in there. Take it and clean the mess you made. When you're done, go back and take a shower. Clean yourself up and dry yourself with one of the towels hanging on the door. I want you back here clean and done with your work to present yourself to me in ten minutes. So hurry.” He watched as she tried to stand but almost slipped and fell on her wobbling knees before finally making her way to the bathroom." 

It took her almost eleven minutes to be done with her brief shower, toweling off, gargling her mouth clean with a fresh bottle of mouthwash she found in his bathroom, and mopping the floor before she presented herself dried and clean but still naked in front of him. 

He was now holding a legal size notepad in which he was taking notes with a beautiful fountain pen. 

"One minute late," the man scribbled in his pad. "I will let that slide this time as it is our first lesson together. However, next time I will expect you to be done in nine minutes instead of the ten I gave you today. Do you understand?" 

"Yes Sir" she replied still feeling weak on her shaking legs. 

“You will be receiving in the mail some things with instructions on how to use them. We will meet again twenty-four hours from now. If you are one

minute late the arrangement is off. If you have not followed the instructions you receive – – the arrangement is off. If for any reason I find to be dissatisfied with your effort and dedication – – the arrangement is off.” 

“We will discuss how you will compensate me for my time at some point in the future. I expect you to understand my services are not cheap and given the fact that you are financially challenged, I will have to give it some thought. Tonight I will write up a report for the lesson today. You will receive it as an email attachment in the morning," he paused to look at her. 

She was one of the most exquisite girls he had ever come across. He couldn't deny that he deeply enjoyed the way goosebumps had appeared on her skin and even her pancake nipples. 

"Here is a check for one thousand dollars. You are to use it to buy the items on a list I will email you tonight. It will include groceries, clothes and nutritional supplements that will fortify you for what is to follow." 

He let her stand there in the cold room shivering for a while as he gazed upon her almost nubile young body for what felt like an eternity to her but was just five minutes to him. 

"I must say that I'm impressed with your behavior today, Anna and as a result of that I will give you a choice I have never before given to my students. When one starts on a journey such as yours, one has to pick a new name. Usually, it is expected to refer or imply something that has to do with her weaknesses. Given your experience as a fledgling author with evidently vivid imagination, I will allow you to suggest a name for yourself. If I like it, you get to keep it. I will also have my people create identification documents in that name and issue you a credit card that you can use under it. Again, you ought to understand I will be remunerated for all the expenses you incur for me. But we will talk about that later. So what would you like to pick as your pseudonym of submission?" 

“Potty Bouche, Sir,” she answered almost immediately. 

Her speed stunned Jake leaving him silent for a moment. In the almost twenty years of his career as a trainer, he had never been surprised like that before. It was as if her thoughts had somehow completely aligned themselves with his and the present situation. He wondered if it had to do with the fact that she was a budding author. Perhaps her mind was attuned to developing scenarios and Anna had instinctively imagined what would be an appropriate reply to his question. 

“Please explain!” he ordered. 

“Bouche means  mouth in French, Sir,” Anna answered. 

Jake noticed with a sense of budding pride that even though the cold of the room was affecting her deeply, making her shiver and shake like a twig in the wind, Anna’s face and general demeanor had become resolute and exuded an inner certainty. 

It was as if she had just discovered a profound truth about herself and felt an acute sense of achievement. 

“I am an erotica author, and as such my words are often naughty and dirty. 

Hence my name. Sir.” 

Jake permitted himself a faint smile of satisfaction. 

“Very well, Ms. Bouche. We shall meet again tomorrow.” 

The End

(For now)



Humiliating the Waitress

Maybe her butt isn't just an exit after all…

In this more than 10,000 words dark erotica, Anna sets off on a journey of discovery and learns 5

new  ways  of  awakening  her  sensuality.    Electricity,  temperature,  alternative  nourishment  and  weight control are but a few of the methods that she's exposed to under the loving care of Jake, her Master. 

With loving care, he gradually awakens in her a lust that knows no bounds. Now that she's warming up to him, she's prepared to allow him to control her food, drink, and even capability for sexual release. 

Submitting  her  back  door  to  his  knowing  ministrations,  however  is  the  experience  that  finally  melds Anna and Jake into a bondage team like you have never seen before. 

A  true  artist,  Jake  recognizes  in  the  young  eighteen-year-old's  nubile  body  a  willing  canvas  upon which he can create the most arousing of experiences. 



The President’s Brats

President Bill Walker discovers that being Commander-In-Chief of the US is but a small part of his responsibilities as Man of the White House. 

His barely adult step-daughters have set their minds on keeping Daddy happy. Luckily for everyone, their mother is on board with whatever they have planned. 

But how will Daddy react when he learns what they all want from him? 

This is a sensually charged erotic romance meant for mature readers at least 18 years of age. 



Schooling the Teacher

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

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

Hancock into submitting herself to him. 

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

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

Thank you for reading Humiliating the Schoolgirl. I hope you enjoyed it as much as I loved writing it. 

If you had fun with this book, please consider more of my works at my

Amazon Author’s Page. 

You can also contact me at Twitter: @AlexCarlsbad

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. 

Thank you! 

Yours truly, 

— Alex
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