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 *** Warning ***






To say that this book is for grown-ups is stating the obvious.

This is not your typical romance. This series is meant for people who are not easily shocked, do not get nightmares easily, and do not mind reading about evil and awful things that happen to innocents. The ancient Greeks called it catharsis – the experience of providing relief from repressed emotions via our imagination.

I do believe in the power of fiction to shock and even though I humbly ask for your apologies, kind people, you have been warned.

I do not condone violence, sexual or otherwise. This is fiction, a place where imagination rules. I have tried to build worlds that are internally consistent. Things that are most probably going to appall you, are perfectly normal to the characters that dwell in my stories. All sexual acts performed in my stories are between people of legal age (also known as eighteen years old, or older). Any violence is non-gratuitious and crucial to the plot and character development.

Do not read this story if you are under the age of consent in your country. Do not be surprised if you feel angry, upset and/or nauseous as you read along. You have been warned. 




 Laura is Feeling Frustrated









At twenty-six, Laura Hancock sometimes felt as if she had been a teacher forever even though it was only five years since she had first started work at the prestigious and private Gordon Levitt Elementary. There were some days when no matter how hard she tried, nothing appeared to work according to plan. It was amazing how ninety percent of these days happened to be Mondays. Today was no different.





In addition to all the usual work she was expected to do covering for Mrs. Soderquist, the principal who had urgently left to attend a meeting downtown, Laura also had to somehow find time and meet with a number of parents for their scheduled parent-teacher conferences. Laura loved working with children, but the parents – – that was an entirely different matter.





Laura often struggled to understand how some people could act so entitled that they would completely ignore sound advice given to them by the teachers of the kids. Perhaps it had to do with the fact that the demographic served by her prestigious school skewed heavily in favor of the obscenely rich one half of 1% of society. Laura took a long breath and tried to steal her nerves before entering the conference room. She was just about to meet the last couple for today. 






Unfortunately, Jillian and Carter Garrett were be the epitome of the problem.





If Laura opened a dictionary to look up the word "bully", she would not have been too surprised to find a picture of their seven-year-old son Billy Garrett. However when it came to his parents, his issues with discipline were never his fault but always a result of another kid's bad behavior or even the teachers' poor professionalism. It was like as if they were completely oblivious to the boy’s naturally aggressive temperament which if left to grow unchecked, Laura knew, would develop into a serious handicap not only for him but for those around as well.





She knew that for a fact for she had grown up in a family just like that. It had been her foster family, not her own. Her foster parents had lavished all sorts of favors and cut all the corners they could for their darling son Jeffrey while completely ignoring the suffering this was causing their little adopted child.





Laura Hancock would be damned if she allowed this to repeat itself on her watch. It had taken her all her strength and determination to bootstrap herself out of her own sordid past and build a life that could be called normal the last six years or so. Laura would not allow the other children in the class to suffer the consequences of living in the presence of an unrestrained bully like Billy Garrett. It simply wasn't acceptable for other people to suffer because of the poor decisions being made by his parents.





Laura knew it was not going to be easy. When it came to Carter and Jillian Garrett, Billy was God's gift to the school and childhood in general. Laura tried to calm herself before stepping into the conference room. She knew that the next twenty minutes of the scheduled conference were probably going to be the most difficult this week. She was going to have to bring up yet another incident that had happened just this Friday at the playground when Billy had kicked and almost actually harmed a kid.





She was going to have to bring up the real possibility that Billy might be expelled. She had made up her mind to offer his parents one last opportunity to try and right the ship of their son's future. If they didn't step up and sign the kid up for counseling, there was very little she could do but initiate the process that would eventually lead up to his expulsion.



 Today is the Day That I Die









Carter was definitely looking forward to his little tête-à-tête with Billy's young teacher. Given his wife Jillian's last-minute trip to Hong Kong this past weekend, he had had plenty of time on his hands to prepare for this one-on-one opportunity. God only knew how over due their meeting was.





Ever since that first day of school almost thirteen months ago, when Carter had noticed her at Flag Salute, he had immediately been curious about the diminutive, cute as a button, young brunette teacher that had immediately caught his eye. Carter's main occupation nowadays was to consult with powerful law firms on matters of jury selection and character analysis. Over the years, he had developed a preternatural ability to judge a person's true nature in less than a couple of minutes of simple observation. These ten minutes of looking at Ms. Hancock, that first day thirteen months ago, were all Carter needed to make up his mind that she was one hot little number even if she didn't realize it herself.





Dressed in shades of gray, wearing high black leather boots, the body language of the small brunette conveyed volumes of information to Carter Garrett's trained eye. He still remembered that she was wearing one of these little silver crucifixes that through no fault of her own merely served to accentuate the suppressed sexuality that her obviously athletic body exuded. Laura Hancock was not wearing an engagement or wedding band and had clearly worked hard on her choice of professional attire designed merely to convey an air of teacherly austerity. The demure nature of her attire contrasted nicely with her beautiful oval face and high cheekbones which would have spoken of an East European ancestry had it not been for her straight black hair and olive skin that made her pale green eyes stand out so much more.





Carter had been prepared to wager his entire professional reputation on the line right then and there and bet that with the proper approach this young woman could be transformed into a tigress of sexuality.





That had been little more than one year ago.





Since then, he had spent a small fortune on learning more about Ms. Hancock's past. He chuckled to himself when he thought about how much he had learned via his friends in the police department. It was remarkable how normal people imagined that there was such a thing as privacy. There might have existed a notion of that sort in the past. However today, with the power of the Internet which when coupled to a prodigious amount of money became a veritable force of nature, there was nothing that could remain private in the real world given the slightest interest.





Carter Garrett had hit pay dirt with Ms. Laura. He had a thick folder with pictures in his briefcase that spoke to that effect. His friend Jeffrey Stiles had provided such a bevy of information on Billy's little young teacher that would have made the NSA proud. The little minx actually had a criminal record for juvenile prostitution. Apparently she had been dragged into it by some unsavory characters that had picked her up when she had been a runaway from some bad family situation in the city. Poor thing! Carter Garrett knew he should to feel sorry for her but that was one feeling that during the sixty-six years of his life he had never experienced.





The young Ms. Laura had eventually been pardoned by the court system and once eighteen, her record had been expunged. Somehow she had succeeded to jumpstart a career in education after having graduated summa cum laude from Columbia University with a national merit scholarship. Apparently the kid was smart too. That only made Carter hornier. He liked smart women. A fertile imagination was going to be of critical importance for what he had in mind to do to her later. Once done with college, Laura Hancock had secured a job as a full-time teacher at the ultimate private elementary school in New York City where only the crème de la crème of society sent their precious little ones to get indoctrinated in the ways of life.





The fact that a place such as The Gordon Levitt School had hired a virtual nobody such as her straight out of college, had given pause to Carter Garrett. He knew for a fact that there was no such thing as charity when it came to money and family, both of which would have been considerations in hiring a teacher that could potentially influence the minds of the next generation of the one half of 1% in Manhattan.





Evidently Laura had had an ace or two up her sleeve, or up somewhere else because she had quickly been promoted to assistant principal and now held one of the top jobs at one of the best private schools in the country. Additional prodding had finally provided Mr. Garrett with the answer he knew had to be hidden out there somewhere.





Today was going to be the day when Laura Hancock was going to die. Her rebirth was going to start immediately and Carter Garrett was going to guide her through it.



 Unexpected Turn of Events









Carter knew his son quite well and already had a pretty good idea of what Laura Hancock intended to discuss today. Carter smiled as he took his seat at the conference table waiting his turn to meet the good Ms. Hancock.





Too bad they were not going to stick to her talking points today.





He had made sure he had her last interview for the day not wanting any distractions. On the way into school he saw flustered nannies hurriedly picking up the last kids from aftercare. At four thirteen in the afternoon, the school grounds were probably the most deserted place in the city.





"Good evening, Mr. Garrett," Laura entered and scanned the room clearly mystified by the Jillian's absence. "I was actually looking forward to speaking with the both of you today. Is Mrs. Garrett going to be joining us in a little bit? I'm sure we can make a little time to wait for her, if needed."





Carter smiled inwardly. It was just going to be the two of them today. He had personally made sure that Mrs. Soderquist was called out to City Hall downtown for an important discussion of some matter involving inner-city kids and whatnot. "I'm afraid Jillian had to leave on an important business trip to Asia on Friday," he said. "I'm afraid she wont be back until the end of this week. Her company is going through some major reorganization and she's been terribly busy even when she's home. I'm afraid I'm all you got for the foreseeable future."





He attempted to smile encouragingly but knew that no matter how hard he tried, his expression appeared to always portray a steadfast rapaciousness. In law school his colleagues had coined the nickname of The Shark to describe him. Over time it had stuck and come to embody much more than merely his outward appearance but also his character which did not differ that much from the wild animal it invoked.





Laura Hancock took a deep breath "Mr. Garrett I was hoping to have you both here because what we need to talk about is of the utmost importance regarding your son. I must admit it somewhat unfortunate not to have both of you present given the gravity of the situation."





Poor Ms. Hancock, always so concerned with the well-being of her students and so clueless about her own. Carter almost laughed out loud.





"Has he been acting out again?" he asked. "Billy such a little torpedo, what can I tell you," he chuckled. "Oftentimes I can't wait for the weekend to be done with so I can return to the relative sanity of my work.





"Well, unfortunately then, you might not be too surprised to hear that, yes, Billy has been in quite a bit of trouble lately," Laura started, but got cut off when Carter lifted his arms in the air in a placating manner.

"Let me stop you right there, Ms. Hancock," he said. "I know my boy. To say he is difficult and merely a challenge, is putting it mildly. To be honest, I cannot say that this surprises me too much. When I was his age, I also did not make life easy for my teachers, or my classmates for that matter. What did he do this time? Did he bite somebody like you told us a couple of weeks ago? Or has he been the bully we all know him to be? Let me make things a little bit easier here and tell you right off the bat that I admire your work with the students and if you think we should sign him up for therapy or something like that, I will do it. I trust you implicitly." He looked up and saw Laura take a visible sigh of relief.





"I must admit I'm extremely happy to hear that we see eye to eye on the potential issues that have unfortunately materialized. Actually," Laura smiled broadly and Carter's cock stirred, "in that case I think our meeting today will go much easier than I anticipated. Parents are often so protective of their kids and to be honest sometimes just a little extra attention and guidance is all that is necessary to start them off on the right path," Ms. Hancock's little speech got cut short when she noticed Mr. Garrett's face suddenly morph from one of sympathetic understanding to an expression of pure unadulterated rage.





"Yeah, well, unfortunately for Billy, today's meeting will not be about him really. But rather, about you, Laura Hancock," Garrett allowed his face to relax into its naturally wolfish aspect.





"Excuse me?"





He let the silence build enjoying her consternation. The situation reminded him of the first scene in the movie “Interview With the Vampire”. In it, an old and preternaturally powerful vampire played by Brad Pitt was informing the clueless and innocent journalist acted by Christian Slater of the true and macabre reality of the dark power that lived in the shadows. Sometimes, Carter Garrett would catch himself wondering if he might also be a vampire of sorts. One who instead of blood, feasted on the innocence of young and helpless women. 


"Here's the thing, Ms. Hancock, or should I rather call you Laura? Yeah I think I prefer Laura. It has a certain je-ne-sais-quois of female fragility about it."





He noticed gleefully that her expression changed from one of pure bewilderment to unadulterated shock. She had such an expressive face!





"Please don't get angry. Here, let me put things on the table as it were," he chuckled as he produced a folder from his briefcase. “I do believe in allowing actions to speak for themselves so here goes,” with a practiced motion he fished out a letter-size blowup of her photos and stood up starting to place them methodically across the table in front of the petrified teacher. They were so many that he first arranged them in an arc and then started fanning out placing the most explicit ones further and further away thus drawing out her bewildered and shocked gaze to scan the sea of black and white nudity that covered the conference table in the teachers’ lounge.







 Ms. Laura Gets Acquainted With the Preliminaries














Shit!
 was the only word coursing through Laura's mind as realization struck her. The bastard had somehow come across the entire photo shoot from way back when. On the table in front of her were displayed what had to be dozens and dozens of candids of a young Laura Hancock in various states of undress. 


The bastard! These were private pictures where had he come into their possession? She had all but forgotten about their existence. Most of them had to be a good ten years old which made her only sixteen at the time. 


The lecherous bastard was going to try to blackmail her with underage nudies that surely had to be illegal for him to have in his possession. Now she remembered that the Garrett’s where lawyers. That had to be how they had somehow come into possession of her sealed criminal record!





She slammed her own folder with Billy's case shut and stood to leave. Laura had made up her mind to report the bastard immediately to the school and the authorities. Her record was sealed and there was nothing to be ashamed of she knew. All these photos had been taken ten years ago when she was a minor. If anything, Carter Garrett was the one that was putting himself in jeopardy and the sooner she exposed his cheap attempt at blackmail, the faster the man was going to have to face justice.





"I know what you're thinking, Laura and I fully understand. But before you leave the room and do something stupid, just one more second if you please," Carter Garrett bent over and pulled out from his legal briefcase one other manila folder from which he produced a single colored photograph that he put on top of the stack in front of Laura Hancock.





Her audible gasp filled the room and Garrett didn't have to look at her to know that she was going nowhere. He resumed his seat and patiently waited as she resumed her own across the table from him.





"I can see by your flustered expression that you do understand your predicament now.” 


False sugar imbued his intonation with mock concern. He looked down to admire the photographer’s skill yet again. This particular still of a young but clearly adult Ms. Hancock was one he truly loved. He wondered if now was an opportune moment to inform her of the exact number of times he had brought himself to gleefully climax staring at it. Perhaps not now. Perhaps it could wait. He looked at her and then stood up again and walked over to the minibar at the corner of the room where he poured her a cold glass of water and ice that he put in front of her as he placed himself behind her swooning figure. 


“Here, drink,” he told her and enjoyed her first act of obedience as she picked up the glass and took a loud gulp to steady her nerves.





“How old were you here?” he asked and then answered his own rhetorical question, “I think you were— let me see,” he fished out his smartphone and pulled up a screen. “It says here that in that particular photo, you were twenty-two years old and already gainfully employed as a full-time teacher here. Apparently the man fucking your naked little body is none other than a much younger Mr. Melrose who was the principal three years ago. How interesting, wouldn’t you say?“





"Where did you get this," she whispered her voice husky with stressed consternation.

“I will get to that, don't worry, Laura. But first, let us cover the preliminaries. Shall we?” 


He walked around and resumed his seat for a second time this afternoon. He smiled to himself openly now for he was quite certain that before he stood to leave, he would be a truly relieved man tonight.

"So as they say in court, here is where we stand. From that evidence I have in my possession I think we can be certain that building a case to show how unprofessional and outright illegal your behavior has been wouldn’t be difficult. 
 Never mind workplace ethics, I do believe you might even get yourself convicted for criminal behavior. Can you imagine the splash that this will make in the press?” He leaned back in his chair and stretched out his arms, "I can see the headline in tomorrow’s papers: TEACHERS CAUGHT HAVING SEX IN ELITE PRIVATE SCHOOL!" 


He opened his eyes and saw that Laura was crying now with tears running down her cheeks. He caught himself wondering what it was about female tears that elicited such a strong response from his manhood?





"It appears to me that given the pictures, even the best defense attorneys will find it rather challenging to prove that you were not at fault somehow. Believe me I am speaking from experience here,” More experience than you would ever be able to imagine
 , he smiled to himself.

“What do you want?”

“What do I want? I simply want to inform you of the filth that exists about you out there. It is up to you to decide what you want us to do about it.”

She looked up at him and he almost came in his pants seeing her beautiful features streaked with mascara and tears. “I don't understand. What do you mean?” she asked.

“I can see you think that you know what I mean. But I don’t think that you truly do. You probably think I'm blackmailing you for some sort of sexual favors? Or maybe so that I make you turn a blind eye on my son’s bad behaviour? Something of that sort? Am I right?” He looked over and saw her nod gingerly.

“Well that's not exactly what I'm doing here. I’m a man of certain immodest means to put it very, very, very mildly. I come from an affluent family and I have also done pretty well myself. So well in fact, that I have had the rare opportunity to explore what makes life worth truly worth living. You see, most people think that money and a sex are goals unto themselves. Suffice it to say that my affluence his enabled me to figure out a long time ago what really floats my boat, shall we say.” He looked at her and his face hardened considerably. For a minute she felt as if she was staring at one of the gargoyles that lined the old European gothic cathedrals.

“I have found my true passion in life to be breaking down the character and personality of women I like.” 


She gasped and he held up a finger silencing her outburst. “Then, I build them back up into submissive creatures of unadulterated sensuality whose only goal in life is bringing joy to their dominant man.” 


He once again allowed the silence to build between them filling the time with mental images of what he was planning to do to her innocent and pristine body. He especially had some serious designs on that wonderful heart-shaped somewhat bubbly ass that she so much insisted on hiding from the world in those tight baggy little suit pants.

“Now do you understand what I want from you? He looked at her and saw her eyes glaze over in resigned acceptance of her situation. Laura nodded briefly in his direction.

“I am doing this for my own pleasure of course but there is no reason why you should suffer. After all looking at all the materials I have on you, and trust me I do have plenty, it appears to me that you do enjoy sex tremendously. You might have been able to suppress your innate eroticism that is purely genetic by forcing yourself into a strict and solitary existence catering to your professional life here, but there is a dark undercurrent I feel in you. It once ruled your life and is hungry to break out of the chains you have imprisoned it with.”





“I see no reason why we should hurt the school, the kids’ innocent understanding of how they think life works, and the high esteem and respect that everyone has for you. Above all, however, I think that years from now you will look upon this day as the day of your rebirth and awakening.





“Okay,” she whispered her voice week and shaky.

“I didn't hear you. Speak up, please!” he ordered.

“Okay, I'll do it.” she replied.

“I’m not sure you understand what you're agreeing to,” he said. “There will be huge demands and stress placed on your body but it will be your mental state that shall be most shattered during the next couple of weeks. Once you start on this journey, there is no going back. You will have started down a path that has no links to your old life whatsoever. Even if I drop dead by some miracle of happenstance, you shall never be able to return to your little cloistered life you have been leading the last six years here.”

“Do you understand?”

“I do,” she whispered. 




 A Belly Dancer's Backdoor









“I’ll still give you a couple of hours to mull over that but first as a token of your initial commitment I want something from you.” 


She jumped as if he had shocked her with electricity. “No, I'm not going to fuck you right now. Nothing so crass. Today's Monday. Trust me, by the end of this week you will be begging me to screw you at every opportunity. No, what I'm really after right now is something very simple for me but might prove a bit challenging for you.” 


She looked at him questioningly 


“I want you to stand up right now take off your boots, your hose and your panties and look into my briefcase. There you shall find a silicon 2 inch anal plug with a diamond handle. I call him Albert for the letter A because he is the smallest dildo I have. By the time we're done with your butt and pussy, we will have gone through all the letters of the alphabet, trust me. Alfred is only 2 inches long tapers off to a small flange that will accept your anal ring. You shall take it out and insert it all the way into your butt and present yourself to me for inspection. I shall film you throughout this so that I can be sure that you will not change your mind and for some inane reason decide to press charges against me.” 


He looked across the table and saw her visibly shaking with fright. God, how was he going to be able to walk out here from here without coming in his pants?






“You can see it is studded with a 36 carat diamond worth close to sixteen million dollars at the handle. I inherited it from my mentor who got it from the old Sultan of Turkey himself. It had been used for the same purpose of starting a submissive off on her journey of surrender. I am told it dates back to Genghis Kahn. I have the handle and flange placed every couple of weeks onto a new dildo by some of my master craftsmen in Europe. Do you understand the honor you are about to receive?”

She nodded again

“Then stand up, slut for you are not to be called a slave yet. There are weeks of training before you're initiated to that level. Right now you're no different any other gutter slut and whore doing tricks for money in the street. If you do as I tell you, you shall be able to work yourself up from here.”

He observed her as she stood up her legs clearly shaking at the knees as she openly was crying in full out sobs staring at his eyes searching for compassion that was never there.

“Proceed, whore. I don't have all night for your theatrics.”





She gingerly stepped around the table to where he could see her. There she pulled off one of her boots then the other before slowly running her fingers up her toned legs and under her skirt. He had the feeling she had done that before, perhaps years ago back when she had been made to whore herself out but clearly her body could still remember the moves. 


She had a tight simple gray skirt that under normal circumstances ended right above her knees. Now she bunched it up and he noticed her slip her thumbs under the side of her hose that she then rolled down to the floor and stepped out of. Her legs were exquisite, cleanly shaven, beautifully toned with that softness characteristic of a young woman's skin.





"It appears you are no longer shaking, Laura," he said.





She didn't apply but merely grimaced as she turned her back to him and then unzipped the side of her gray dress that she shimmied out from dropping it to the floor. Her ass was phenomenal. Perfectly symmetrical it was almost a thing looked like something chiseled out from under the hand of some Italian sculptor. 


Suddenly a thought occurred to him, "Can you belly dance?" 


He wasn't sure why he even asked the silly question, but the way she was undressing for him and the motions of her body reminded him of a girl he once knew who had been a professional Middle Eastern belly dancer. He had trained her and then sold her to one of the Middle East sheikdoms where she had fetched a phenomenal price.





She looked over her shoulder her back still to him now only in a dark lace bra, "Yes, I can," she replied in a soft voice.






Jackpot!






"Very well, go on! I don't have all day," Carter said nonchalantly. 


His mind was doing small somersaults of joy thinking of what a trained submissive belly dancer from North America would fetch a broad. He didn't often dabble in the sex trade because he didn't really need the money. 


What he did enjoy however were the connections such auctions often brought. Frequently, he would meet people not unlike himself who had however come from different backgrounds and cultures and expectations. 


It was such a joy to rub shoulders with that small but very exquisite club of dominants! 


She finally undid her her bra and let it fall to the floor and turned around cupping her small girlish breasts in the palms of her hands.





"If you're trying to impress me, Laura girl, you're succeeding," he was mentally commending himself for having remembered to lock the door on the inside lest some absent-minded member of the staff happened to saunter by. 


"Please tell me now what you are going to do? Be as explicit as you can," he said, his voice gentle in intonation but laced with the menace of his power.





"There is something I want to take from your bag and slip into me. I want it in my body, snug and tight squelching my insides," she said. 


This woman had a beautiful way with words. So beautiful in fact that he might have to reconsider his policy of no fucks on first interviews. 


"I want it to squelch my insides and stay in me making me shudder with thoughts of my master until I see you again, sire."





"Go ahead," he said. Concentrating on keeping his smart phone steady from the excitement coursing through his veins.





Naked except for that silver crucifix around her neck Laura Hancock, knelt at his feet and looked into his briefcase. Her hands were small and even though the dildo was the first she was going to have to experience, they made it still look big as she plucked it from the inside of his legal briefcase and brought it out.





He noticed her look inside again and almost chuckled out loud because he knew she was searching for lube. He had intentionally omitted bringing any tonight. He wanted her to feel at least some discomfort initially lest she imagine that what she was embarking on was a simple journey of sexual adventure that she could take on in a lighthearted manner. 


He wanted her to experience the baptism of at least a moderate amount of pain and therefore had also chosen to attach the diamond studded flange onto a small but very rigid a little dildo covered in indentations meant to cause discomfort for the wearer. Her eyes grew wide when she saw the surface of the object that was about to go into her body. Carter brought his fingers over the pause button prepared to hold the recording and chastise her for her hesitation but then relaxed when she took the dildo and apparently having steeled her nerves for what was to follow, turned her back to him still crouched on the floor at his feet and brought the tip of the sexual object to her puckered opening.





Carter didn't know if she had ever head anal intercourse before but judging by the size of her butt orifice, he was willing to wager that it had been a very long time indeed, if at all, since an object or cock had penetrated her there.





In fact now that he looked at the delightful rosebud between her beautiful heart-shaped cheeks, he realized that it had to be one of the smallest almost child-size anuses he had ever seen in his life.





"Go ahead sweetie," he encouraged her in mock support. He saw a violent shudder shake that lovely butt of hers as she gingerly brought up the tip of her invader to her puckered opening that appeared to clench even tighter. She was going to have to find a way to relax herself, Carter thought. She was so nervous that unless she started doing something like perhaps stimulating herself with her other hand, the next couple of minutes were going to prove super painful indeed.





As if having read his thoughts, Laura brought her other hand between her labia searching out her bean of pleasure that she then slowly started rubbing as she forced the dildo into her body.



 Mr. Garrett Changes His Plans









Perhaps one of the things that he had found most attracting in the lithe little brunette where her breasts. Laura's breasts weren't large, but he could tell that they were perfectly shaped as he had so often noticed through the thin material of her business clothes. Apparently her tits were firm enough to make it possible for her to often go braless. Carter knew that women only did that when they enjoyed the tingling sensation their bouncy breasts elicited as they rubbed against whatever material they were covered with. He was somewhat amused that the otherwise conservative school had permitted the young teacher to walk around like that. Her seemingly always erect nipples left no illusions as to the paucity of her lingerie department beneath.





Laura was a beautiful specimen in every sense that a New York City girl could be. She was a perfect product of the cultural and ethnic melting pot of the big metropolis.





"Fuck it," he growled and stood. He bent forward and scooped Laura up like a toy doll against his business suit clad six foot four frame and spun her around to face him. His eyes locked onto hers as she stared back, her fear making it impossible to even blink, like a deer caught in a car's headlights at night.





"Change of plan, slut," he snickered. "Let's leave Albert for later. I think I shall not be able to walk straight unless I finish off what your little striptease started." He had turned off the smartphone and placed it on the table. Then he reached out with both hands and grasped a nipple between thumb and forefinger. His viselike grip on her young flesh made her nipples spring to full attention. This made him laugh at her enjoying how her body betrayed its natural wild instincts. He pulled downward on her nipples stretching her breasts into the shape of small pears. Carter was amazed however to see that instead of whimpering or pulling back Laura just stood there and stared back at his eyes in spite of the tears that suddenly started pouring down her high cheekbones. Most girls when having their tits squeezed by his viselike steel grip usually reacted by hunching back and trying to pull away. Laura however appeared to be doing exactly the opposite. She straightened out as if proudly presenting her chest for punishment and if anything, she actually arched her back forward displaying herself to him fully.





"You are a natural, little girl. No wonder the gangs in the inner-city found your talents best use as a whore. Say thank you I just complimented you," he commanded her. 






"Thank you sir," Laura obeyed.





"Elaborate, slut."





"Thank you for complimenting your whore sir," she said and blinked away tears that sprinkled directly onto his hands that was still mutilating her breasts.





"Take my cock out of my suit, Laura and get acquainted with it."





Obediently the teacher reached out and having grasped his zipper pulled it down as far as she could before she reached her tiny hand inside his fly. He chuckled seeing her surprise to find no underwear but only his thick and curly hairs. 


Another reason Carter Garrett enjoyed his hobby of training submissive females was that he was probably amongst the fraction of 1% not only among the richest men in the world but also among the most endowed in the cock department. He also possessed the libido to match. He watched her as she pushed her hand downwards through the opening until her fingers encircled his thick tumescence as she tried to wrap her fingers around it and pulled it forward. Even though she had never strayed from watching intently his expression, Carter now saw that her breath caught in her throat as she struggled to pull his prick out and three the monster that she knew he intended to torture her with.





Even though he had initially told her otherwise, to make sure she didn't dawdle and linger while undressing, Carter's evening had been cleared of any engagements. He was intent on keeping his options open in case he wanted to spend more time with the cute little Ms. Laura Hancock. 


He just remained prone his hands at his waist patiently waiting for her to unveil him. When she did, he saw she couldn't but help glance down and Carter noticed her eyes blink wide open at the sight before her. Laura had never been good at judging measurements, however she could easily see that Carter's cock favorably compared to the long side of the 10 inch photos that lay spread across the table even though he wasn't even started on getting erect. The object before her mesmerized her she couldn't stop herself from being spellbound by its size and contours.





"Go on, stroke it, get acquainted and show it how much you admire it. Treat it like you would a pet snake with loving care and watch it grow to ravish you," he instructed her as his voice dropped an octave and spoke in a cadence hypnotic cadence.





Laura noticeably shuddered but proceeded to be the man's cock slave as she started giving sweet little kisses up and down the now gigantic rock hard member. "Make sure you use your tongue, trash," Carter instructed. Obediently Laura opened her mouth and having stuck out her tongue ran it up and down the 12 inch shaft. This went on for a good ten or twelve minutes during which Carter's member started glistening with Laura's copious saliva that she lathered on dutifully using her tongue. Up above, Carter had to remind himself of the reality because she looked so much like a little girl leaking down an ice cream cone.





She was wondering to herself if she was going to be made to put it in her mouth. She had some serious doubts that it would fit. But she shuddered again as she realized that in spite of knowing what was best for her, her body really craved to suckle on the thing.





"If I didn't know any better, I would say that you actually like my long white cock," Carter said up above her head as she worked diligently spreading saliva across his length. "I would even go so far as to say that maybe you even love my cock. Go on, I permit you to take a little break and tell me how much you love my cock. But wait a minute," Carter leaned over and picked up his smartphone turning it on and pointing it in Laura's direction on the floor. "I want to make sure I got get this on film first. 


Make sure you sound convincing okay? If you want to keep your job with the school, that is. Something tells me that you wouldn't even be working here if it weren't for your prowess making men in power happy. But we shall explore that later. Now concentrate on the job at hand," he chuckled.





"I – I, I love your monster, sir," Laura said in a husky voice as her face turned beet red beneath her olive skin from the humiliation the man was causing.



 Schooling Ms. Hancock









Below him Laura tried to question why she was so eager to accept her own humiliation, without so much as a faint protest even. Was it fear? Or was it something more powerful? Was this beast of a man towering above her like a God of ancient times perhaps right? Laura gave up trying to explain it to herself as she started stroking the huge dick, first with the tips of her fingers, then with her hand half circled around the shaft. Carter let her go at it for a few minutes before instructing her to start the next step of her journey of degradation.





"Now kiss it. Put your beautiful full lips on me and kiss my dick all over. I want it nice and slick so it can easily slide into that dainty little ass you have been flaunting about the schoolyard.”





"Good! Now take it, butt slave," Carter said as he picked his cock and pushed it against her lips in a silent command smiling broadly as Laura's mouth opened to obediently accept it into her hot little cavity. Remarkably to Carter, he noticed that her tongue brushed perhaps accidentally against the dripping eye of his cock causing her mouth to instantly water. He felt the increased moisture in the slurping sounds she made as he gently rocked back and forth on his hips. This time he laughed out loud, "I guess you do love it, after all." 






He allowed her to go at it for another couple of minutes before pulling it out. She had just closed her eyes and apparently managed to put herself into a trance of gently suckling on the gigantic head of his cock now fully embedded between her cheeks. When it left her juicy little mouth, she opened her eyes and looked up at him questioningly. Without a word of explanation he grabbed her by the hair and stood her up spinning her back to him. He took hold of her arms and pinned them to her back as he bent her over the conference table.





"Now, I want some of your dainty little ass.” Carter placed his glistening cock against the petite hole and slowly but unrelentingly forced his head in working it in circles spreading his own precum and Laura's saliva over her asshole. He increased the force of his steady push with still holding her hands on her back and suddenly was gratified when Laura's sphincter gave way and swallowed the entire bulbous head with a soft slurping sound.





She didn't scream or utter a sound of any sort but simply started breathing rapidly as her back arched and her tiny fists clenched by her sides on the table. She had angled her head sideways and he could see tears streaming down her face as she breathed in big hiccuping sobs while Carter's gigantic cock pressed forward forcing her bowels to straighten and accept his twelve inch member. 


It was a slow process and took him more than ten minutes until his first movement forward was finally complete and he was completely embedded in her bowels. 


He was truly surprised that not once had she screamed or complained and even though she had started hyperventilating she now was breathing in a more even if still labored fashion.

Carter was not accustomed to complimenting his slaves but the resilience of this young woman and her 
 intuitive submission to his overwhelming will, elicited something in Carter that in a more emotional man might have resembled admiration and even perhaps compassion.





"You did very well, bitch. I don't want to harm you so I shall not fuck your ass but merely cum in it tonight." Suddenly he slapped her ass cheek with so much force that this time she yelped as her eyes blinked open and she looked back in shock.





"When I compliment you, slave you're supposed to thank your master," he hissed..





"Thank you, master for not ripping my ass apart. Please come in me for I am yours. I belong to you." She said.





She wasn't feeling any relief however as her bowels were constantly squirming to adapt to the massive invader in her ass. She was crimson with the hot blush caused by the humiliation she was receiving. Suddenly she felt a warmth in the center of her abdomen where she suspected the tip of his cock now lay. She looked up at him and saw his entire body tense and even though he had not shed a single item of his clothing except for unzipping his fly she could see his powerful chest muscles ripple under his silk shirt. He was coming in her and she felt pressure start to build inside as the volume of sperm he was injecting into her bowels kept mounting. This went on for at least a couple of minutes until he finally relaxed and breathed a sigh of relief.





His cock had finally stopped shooting cum up her ass and she felt it start to become softer. She looked at him questioningly but saw merely a lascivious grin spread across his features as he stayed in place and did not pull it out of her ass.





"There's one last thing we need to do first, before I pull it out," he said. For a second she was confused but then suddenly understood.





She felt a hot sensation emanate from his cock. He was pissing up her ass. She felt her own eyes grow wide with shame and realization of what he was doing and looked up at him in disbelief. Carter enjoyed the cascade of micro-expressions that swiftly crisscrossed her expressive and beautiful features. He was deeply amused by the conflicting emotions coursing through her body. He could see that a part of her was rebelling in indignation at the obscene act he was perpetrating upon her still freshly opened virgin ass while another aspect of her personality was somehow managing to keep her protests under control and meekly accepting the act of humiliation he was inflicting upon her.





He continued to piss in her ass for what felt like an eternity until he noticed a gentle bulge appear in her lower abdomen where the fluid now rested. Without extricating his dick from her anus, he bent to the side and took the dildo Albert in one hand. Then suddenly he pulled out from her body and before giving her sphincter an opportunity to relax, he slammed the two inch diamond studded butt plug into her rectum. He made sure that her sphincter was tightly ensconced at the base of the dildo he had inserted before finally pulling away from her crouched form on the table.





"There, done for now. You are to keep your butt plug in until tomorrow evening when I shall swing by and pick you up from here after school. Do you understand?" He looked at her as she lay sprawled out on her belly across the conference table amidst the multitude of photos from her naughty teenage years.





"Yes, master," she obediently replied.



 Laura Blushes Deeply









Laura Hancock still wasn't sure why she was doing what that ludicrous billionaire beast of a man wanted.

The house was almost completely dark except for a row of candles lined along points in the walls. They all flickered with a sense of foreboding that sent goosebumps up and down her skin. She wondered who kept all the candles lit in the immense mansion. There surely had to be a large staff servicing the extensive manor. But all she could hear was her own panting as she tried to keep up with Mr. Garrett as he led her down one corridor, then another, before going down a couple of floors into a positively gargantuan basement.

"It hurts when I walk," she complained. 


"I know," the big burly man said with a gentle effortlessness as he kept on his brisk gate. Did he actually live here? The place looked like some neo-Gothic dungeon of some sort, Laura thought. 


"That's the point, sweetie," he turned a corner and finally motioned for her to enter another vast open space that looked more like an airplane hangar than a room. For a second, she almost recoiled but for some unknown reason just stood there frozen numb with shock at what she saw. 


Shimmering candles methodically arranged along the distant fireplace cast ominous glints off of neatly stacked whips, cattle prods, needles, knives and scalpels neatly arranged throughout this veritable dungeon of torture.


What the fuck? 




Was what he planned to do to her worth keeping her job at the school? Would she leave his house in one piece?


She merely asked him, “What if I ask you to remove it?" 


It was like two different persons inhabited her body ever since she had first met Billy's dangerous father. She didn't know why, but the Laura in charge of her body now did exactly everything and anything Mr. Garrett commanded. The inner voice screaming bloody hell was not even acknowledged. 


"I will do so, of course," the man replied his voice thick and husky with a timbre that she couldn't quite place but heard reverberating in a peculiar way from the walls. It echoed in the very center of her body making parts of her never she never knew existed vibrate in anticipation of what was to come. "What happens to you is always your choice, sweetheart."

"Don't call me that."

"Why?"

"I'm not your sweetheart and you most definitely don't love me.” Why did she even say this? It wasn’t like she ought to care what the father of one of her second-grade students felt for her. And yet —

“See, that's exactly where you are wrong. I care for you more than anyone else you have ever come across." Mister Garrett gently took her hand interlacing his large fingers in her tiny palm like a father would. "You are just feeling confused because what I'm doing to you is causing you discomfort and humiliation."


Right
 .

"Let me ask you this: You are a sensual woman, clearly smart and with a vivid imagination to boot. Describe for me what you imagine you would be doing this instant, today, now, if we had never met.” He moved in closer and she could feel a musky scent emanate from the tall man still dressed in that immaculate black Armani he had worn when she had Skyped him as he had ordered her to do this morning. She closed her eyes in pain and embarrassment at the vivid memories that flooded her mind.

Just this past Friday, Ms. Hancock had shown up for a regular parent-teacher conference with the Garrett family. Little Billy had been acting up at school, and she was not looking forward to having the proverbial talk with his parents. Laura had been surprised that in spite of her letter to the Garretts earlier in the week explaining the gravity of the situation, little Billy's mother had not accompanied her husband to the meeting. She had apparently left Carter Garrett to deal with the situation all on his own. 


And boy had the conference taken a turn sideways.

Mister Carter Garrett, (my master?
 ) had screwed with her in every possible way both physically and mentally. She still shivered at the memory of how transformative the experience had been. 


At first he had started by showing her evidence of her past criminal record. It had all been expunged and forgiven but could still potentially harm her job as assistant-principal at the prestigious Manhattan private school. However, it was his presence in the room had cast a pall of dominion over the lonely teacher. His voice had an inexplicably mesmerizing quality that put her into a sort of trance. When he had looked across the conference table and simply asked Laura Hancock to undress, she had surprised even herself by standing up and disrobing without so much as questioning him.

It was at that instant that her life had changed irrevocably. Laura had stepped off a cliff into a parallel reality where her only reason to exist was to do as told by Carter Garrett.

"So?" the man asked again.

She heard herself reply in a dreamy monotonous voice, "I can clearly imagine myself without your presence in my life. I can feel how I would be, how worry-free without your presence or the presence of your little Albert up my butt for that matter too.”

"We'll discuss your butt plug in a minute, Laura,” Mr Garrett said taking her hand and guiding her over to a table that looked as if it was taken directly from some obstetrician’s office. He flipped a switch, and a bright floodlight erupted from the somewhere in the ceiling casting a searing white glow that bathed the table making the stirrups ominously glint like a tiger smiling in the dark.

"So when you imagine yourself as you would have been without having met the real me a couple of days ago, how does that make you feel, sweetheart?" 


"Free."


Yes!
 Her inner voice cheered at having regained at least some measure of control over her own speech.

“Troubled, lost—“ 



What? No! No! No! 



"Rudderless in a dark ocean—“ Laura whispered gently, her voice husky with tension. 


Carter looked at the beautiful twenty-six-year-old brunette by him and recognized in her that inward stare that didn't usually come about submissives in training until weeks into their indoctrination. Laura had already started to display the first signs of her transformation.

"It has now been almost seventy-two hours since I gave you the very first piss enema of your life,” Carter said admiring the look of helplessness as it washed across Laura's exquisite features. “Did you do as I requested and kept the anal dildo you so lovingly called Little Albert, in your butt. I will know if you took it out even if only to relieve yourself. So please be very careful and tell me the truth. Did the anal plug ever come out since I put it there Friday night?”

"No, sir," Laura replied in a husky whisper her eyes traveling down to her toes. A deep blush settled over her cream-and-peaches complexion. Mr. Garrett wondered if the redness went all the way to her chest or was only limited to her neck and face. He gently tugged on her hand stopping her so that she now faced him. Laura looked up at the wolfish grin of Carter as he towered more than a foot above her. 


“I see you blush when we talk about your butt and what I put there. I love the innocence that this indicates. Please tell me, when you normally blush, does the heat reach all the way down to your chest?”

“I—, I’ve never given it any thought, Sir.” 


Why am I so docile with the asshole?

“Lovely, I usually put off indoctrinating my submissives in the proper way to address me until later in their training. I see, however that you are instinctively taking to your inmate nature. Good girl,” he caressed her face with a slow, deliberate motion stroking her from temple to chin with two fingers. He then repeated the motion on the other side of her face. 


Her blush deepened.

“Strip for me,” he calmly said his voice a gentle hum that she felt with her body rather than heard with her ears. “I want to check your skin on your chest. Just unbutton your sweater and drop it to the ground. Pull out your shirt from the hem of your skirt and unbutton the front.”



 Laura Begins Her Transformation













He waited patiently as she eventually did exactly as ordered and slowly, with extreme deliberation, followed through on his instructions.

Carter looked on as Laura finally unbuttoned the last button of her modest white shirt revealing her simple cream-colored bra to his hungry stare.

“Reach behind and unclasp this ugly excuse for a bra. I will punish you for choosing to wear something so ugly tonight. From now on, I do not want you to wear any bra in my presence. Even if you happen to see me coming to pick up Billy from school, I expect you to take a minute in the restroom and take off any bra you might be wearing that particular day. My personal suggestion is that you avoid the undergarment altogether. Your boobs are firm enough to not need it anyway. If you feel embarrassed that someone might notice your tits flopping under your shirt, take it as but a small step on the journey you have commenced. Understood?”

“Yes—,” Laura replied and Mr Garrett noticed with delight the first tears form in her eyes. Decades of experience had taught him the importance of tears when a woman was learning to submit. They were the clearest indicator of progress.

“Drop the bra to the floor by your feet.” Now Laura was standing seminude in her gray skirt from work and black leather boots on half-inch heals. She was still wearing her white shirt but now that it was opened in front, it was in fact even more revealing in a demeaning kind of way than if she had simply taken it off too. 


“I love your silver crucifix that so erotically points at your cleavage. It will be the last item from your previous life that I destroy.” Carter gently caressed her flaming chest allowing his fingers to linger around her crucifix without touching it. 


“Yes, for your information, your blush travels all the way down your neck, to your chest, your boobs and even your abdomen, almost all the way to your navel. Exquisite!” He accompanied his words with a gentle brush as he passed his long fingers along the beautiful skin of the woman as she humiliated herself for him. He deliberately ignored playing with her beautiful breasts making mental notes for the near future.

Perhaps the most important key to the proper training of a submissive was patience. It was all about mind games and as such being a dom master required preternatural knowledge of human nature. Carter Garrett knew that he was usually aware of a trainee’s next thoughts well before they crossed her own mind. 


The poor girls never stood a chance with him. Having taken the first step on her voyage of surrender and subjugation, he had no doubt he would guide and challenge a submissive all the way to where he wanted her to go. 


In the case of the cute little teacher here, Mr Garrett suspected the destination was going to be very remote indeed from her point of departure.






Poor Laura.






"Tell me and about your weekend, Laura and please look me in the eyes when you do," Carter gently ordered her. “It must have been very uncomfortable going about your weekend holding a large piss enema up your butt which was itself capped by a diamond-studded anal plug.”

Even though still mostly clothed in her business attire that she had worn at school that day, the young Ms. Hancock was exuding such powerful vibes of sexual frustration and fragility that he could almost breathe in the energy emanating from her shivering form. 


Carter lived for moments such as these. At sixty-three he had conquered the heights of his profession and more than tripled the billions that he had inherited from his parents. Through meticulous trial and error Carter Garrett had come to the conclusion that the only thing that made life worth living for him was the ability to break down and demolish the personalities of young, beautiful and impressionable women such as Laura Hancock. 


However, it was their journey from the depths of depression and solitude that was the real spice of it all. It started at the precise moment of abject surrender to his domination, when a woman gave up herself to the total control of her master.

This moment was far away in the future for Laura, Carter knew. But her journey had already started.

Seeing a woman lose her old prudish self and transform into a vapid sexual creature of pure lust and desire was better than sex, food, water or even air, for the vampire of sadism that was Carter Garrett.

He sometimes wondered if he actually didn’t feed on the energy that a woman’s genuine submission exuded.

“It hurt, sir,” Laura started. “It still still does. I have cramps almost constantly. That first night when I went home, I barely got any sleep. Thank Goodness it was Friday night, so I could stay home Saturday and recover as best I could. I came so close to going to the commode and unplugging myself.” 


“But you didn’t.” Carter said. 


“No. I didn’t,” Laura replied.

“I think you might have earned yourself a commendation. At the end of each session with me, sweetie, we will devote time to punishments and rewards,” her master added. He took the girl's forehead in his palm as if to soothe her but merely brushed her hair back so he could stare in her eyes. “You shall learn that the human body in general, and the female one in particular, is a very fine instrument indeed. In proper hands such as mine, I will play you not unlike a grand piano at a concert. Your training is merely the tuning required to bring out your true potential.”

He saw in her eyes that she understood.

“You might be surprised to learn that societies exist in the world where people such as me get together to perform on their instruments.
 I do wonder what music you shall make, sweetie. But we're getting too far ahead of ourselves here. Go on, tell me more, 
 you didn't sleep the first evening. What else?” he inquired. 


“I haven't eaten very much the last three days,” Laura said meekly. 


“Was that because of the cramps from my piss?”

“Yes,” she said still looking him straight in the eyes. A small hiccup of worry making her voice break but then she steeled her nerves and continued, “Once I got through that first night, I told myself that it would be a shame to surrender at that point, after having gone through so much pain to make it this far.”

Silently Carter Garrett smiled to himself in the darkness of the room. This last statement indicated all by itself how right he had been in selecting Laura to be his next trainee. He was very pleased with Laura. She was an exemplary student.





“Come,” Carter gently interlaced his hand in hers and guided her to the examination table.



 Laura Learns to Present









“I have always found it best that no surprises compromise the purity of a relationship such as ours. A submissive ought to trust her master implicitly. Do not confuse that to mean that I'm a nice person. I am not,” he smiled thinly. “Ask me what are my plans for you tonight?”

“What are your plans for me sir?” Laura asked unable to suppress a whimper that crept into her shaky voice.

“Tonight will be all about your future. If you do well, I will let you cum, not once but twice. You will learn that orgasms are better than currency in our relationship and I am the bank. If you behave, I shall enjoy providing you with an open credit every now and then.”

“An important order of business will be to remove Albert and replace him with Benedict. You will find Benedict much easier on your sphincter as he is not quite as fat at the base as Albert. Unfortunately for you, however, Benedict is a good six inches long which would mean that he'll travel three times the distance in your butt. Once inserted, you are not to remove him until I say so. Understood?” He looked at her sternly and saw her nod her comprehension.

“Also what we'll do is you'll climb the table here and I will drain the sewage from your ass onto the floor.” He caught her look of consternation as she scanned the clearly expensive thick Persian carpet at their feet. “Don't worry about the rug,” he said. “You shall eventually learn about transiency in life. The rug will be gone and replaced with an identical new one next time you are here. Yes, I can see you wonder how much that will cost me. Don't worry your mind about that but concentrate on your own plight, okay?”

"I will leave you now for about an hour during which time I want you to take off all your clothes and prepare yourself to be collared. During the sixty minutes I am gone you are to stand straight and not lean on anything here. You are to wait for me patiently and dwell on your choice to become my submissive. When you hear me come back you are to remain as you were facing forward and stay silent unless granted permission to speak. From now on you are a new person, with no rights, with no will of your own. You will be a woman whose only value in life comes as a result of her master's appreciation for her."

And just like that, he was gone! For an excruciating second of paralyzing terror Laura considered her options. Yet the voice of reason was drowned out by the submissive that was coming more and more into her own. She meekly took off her shirt and then slid the black boots from her feet. They were soon followed on the ground by her hose and panties. In less than a minute she was naked and realized how cold the air in the basement of her master's house was.

"Very well, I see you are ready, sweetheart," Carter Garrett said as he returned to the basement room. She heard a disquieting jingle of some sort accompany his steps but dared not look back for fear of punishment.

“Your submission requires a token of your commitment. In your case, it will be represented by a collar around your neck. At first, you will probably find it somewhat uncomfortable and perhaps even humiliating to wear in public, but with time you shall grow to appreciate its significance and value. Cherish every sensation, and worship every thought you have when you feel the collar first squeeze your neck. The memories of this moment will give you strength throughout the rest of your life. Most people you meet day to day will probably think the collar to be an odd piece of jewelry and you are not to dissuade them from their assumptions. With time and perseverance you might even earn the honor of trading the collar around your neck for a spiked belt around your thigh. It is called a cilice. But this will not happen until years from today. I usually offer that honor to the women who accept to bear my children. Yes I see by your look that you are surprised. Sweet Laura, you have so much to learn," he caressed her cheek almost tenderly. "Jillian, Billy's mother is one of many wives I have."

His fingers tenderly swept up the free flowing hair from around her neck and gathered it up in a ponytail while he wrapped his other hand around her neck.

He heard her sharp intake of breath and he noticed her shiver when he pressed his icy fingers along that place on her neck which would soon be covered forever. She felt his fingers as they licked out to touch her skin. A trail of goosebumps appeared in the wake of his grasp as his hand left her neck.

“I love how sensitive and responsive you are to being handled,” he said.

"This particular collar is a dog collar that I bought online at discount," he smiled an evil glint reflecting off his wolfish teeth. "I did this intentionally to illustrate to you the irony of how the most important item in your life from now on, is also the cheapest. I have had my expert craftsman in Europe retrofit the collar with a GPS device that transmits your location to me constantly. It gets the power it needs to do this from the energy radiating from your skin."

"You may feel troubled that you shall have no privacy from me from now on. But recognize that this is only the first vestige of many from your old life that will eventually lose their meaning to you. Try and get accustomed as fast as you can to the notion that I will know everything about you, and your whereabouts." 


"Now, kneel on the floor by my feet. Face me the way you did when I made you warship my cock on Friday," he instructed Laura. "This time however, I want you to spread your knees as wide as possible to the side. Stand straight so that your butt rests on the heels of your feet. Your toes should be touching the carpet so that your soles are pointing upwards and available so I can spank your feet if I wish.” He waited patiently for Laura to assume the presenting position for the first time in her life. 


She looked marvelous and he felt his twelve inch cock stir in his pants as he admired the young woman go through her paces of submission for the very first time in her life. "Arch your back forward so that your boobs are prominently displayed and place your hands palm upwards on your knees. Good. Now look me straight in the eyes and gently part your lips. I want to see a hint of your white teeth without noticing the inside of your mouth. Concentrate on breathing through your nose in a steady manner. From now on you should remember this position. It is called the presenting position."

"This shall be position number one in your repertoire. It provides me with access to many of the sensitive areas on your body. In the future I will sometimes punish you in that position and perhaps even reward you as well. I can access the soles of your feet, the palms of your hands, your boobs, your back, your belly and your butt easily with a cane. If I so choose, I can even use a long bullwhip on your back and thighs."

"Now, I want you to repeat the following mantra. "Service is pleasure. Pleasure is submission. Submission is my life. My life is service." Please repeat it and do not stop until I tell you to do so."

Her voice started off husky and almost in a whisper but gradually grew in strength and resolve, "Service is pleasure. Pleasure is submission. Submission is my life. My life is service." She kept at it while looking straight into his eyes. He was surprised at how easily she remembered the words of her mantra and was delighted to see two large tears roll down her cheeks dripping onto her pointed nipples from where they trickled down her abdomen into her navel.

He left her alone in the semi dark basement of his house chanting to herself. He was careful to keep the microphones he had there turned on so that he could hear if for any reason she stopped her chant or broke her position on the floor. 


When he came back more than one hour later, he was gratified to find her presenting herself to the darkness of his basement still chanting: "Service is pleasure. Pleasure is submission. Submission is my life. My life is service. Service is pleasure…"

He tapped her head like as if she was a dog, "Very well, sweetie. You are a very good girl." For the first time he noticed her face relax in the glow of his appreciation.

"Repeat after me," he commanded. “I, Laura Hancock submit myself in body and spirit now and until the end of days to the wishes and domination of my master Carter Garrett." He saw her eyes grow large at the significance of his words but then meekly repeated them all the while looking straight at him.

"I Laura Hancock submit myself in body and spirit now and until the end of days to the wishes and domination of my master Carter Garrett,” the naked woman said.

He took the black leather dog collar lifted it up in the air above her head and said, "With this collar I enslave you to be mine in body and spirit until the end of days."

A loud click reverberated through the eerie silence of the semi dark basement as the little buckle snapped into place.

"I know it probably feels tight at first but both you and the leather will adjust in time. If you ever cut it or somehow remove it, I shall know immediately that our contract is void. I want you to acknowledge your understanding of this fact now."

"I understand, master," she said. 


"I see in your eyes you wish to ask me a question. You have permission to speak. But be brief, I warn you,” he commanded.

"What if my collar is too tight and I cannot breathe?" She quickly asked.

"That's a stupid question, slave. Your collar is the perfect size for your neck. Your master has made sure of that.”

"Now stand up and kiss me," he commanded her. "I want a nice open-mouth kiss during which you are to press your boobs and body into my chest rubbing yourself into me. I want to see you demonstrate how grateful you are to be taken into service."



 Laura is Unplugged









Her kiss was deep and long. He luxuriated in in it enjoying his first and last kiss with the woman that used to be Laura Hancock and was about to become his ardent and submissive slave. He stood as immobile as a statue merely allowing her to warship his mouth with hers as best she could. He used this opportunity to take a measure of what her lovemaking skills at base level were.





Usually at that moment in her training, a slave would try to first impress her master and use her first kiss to mollify him somehow. But he knew from experience that this first feeling of hope would soon morph into something darker and more desperate as for minutes he would simply stay and accept her ravishing of his mouth with her tongue and lips feeding him as it were her own saliva in the process. He would allow her to go on like that until he felt the submissive fall into a rhythm of sorts losing herself in the kiss.





"Good," Carter said interrupting her after more than forty minutes of passionate French kissing. "Your tongue is appropriately nimble and sensitive that I shall have it pierced and fitted with a stud. That way you will be able to give the maximum pleasure to your master when you ream out his ass." he saw utter disbelief and distress cloud her beautiful features in agony at his words.





"Now please lie down on the table and put your feet in the stirrups. It is time for me to swap out your dildos and reward you with the orgasms I promised." He was appropriately satisfied to see the beautiful brunette quickly scamper off and climb up onto the ugly looking metal table in the center of the room. He could see her body start to shake from the cold of the items her skin touched as she put her feet in the stirrups and her hands in the armrests on her sides.





Carter Garrett was not without his own repertoire of craft that he had learned during his varied and extensive travels across the world. He knew how entrancing a measured incantation could be to a woman in that fragile moment of transition into servitude.





"Lalita la vanga," he started the ancient Polynesian song of tribute to the gods. "Lata perisilam; Madnu karam karam, karambiti, luktu ah tori..."





Master Garrett knew that with proper and diligent repetition he would eventually train the young impressionable Laura to cum merely at the sound of the Polynesian lullaby.





He moved between her legs and without so much as changing the mesmerizing rhythm of his voice shackled first one then the other of her calves into the stirrups. He then proceeded to do the same to her thighs, her abdomen and hands. Then he walked over to her head where he gently planted a fatherly kiss on her forehead that he then secured with a leather strap to the back of the examination table.





He then returned to her lower body where he used his finely manicured long nails to grab a hold of the anal plug as it squirmed in her delicate ass. With his other hand he suddenly unsheathed her clitoris and started immediately rubbing it in a vertiginous speed. Her body reacted instantaneously by jumping and undulating on the table which groaned in protest as the chains rattled with her efforts. He kept rubbing her clitoris for a good fifteen minutes before she finally came squirting a tiny trickle onto his long gnarly fingers still holding the flange in her butt. In that precise moment he pulled unsheathing the two inch butt plug from the confines where it had been buried for almost seventy-two hours. A dark auburn liquid flowed out onto the rug following the diamond studded dildo.





Carter Garrett never stopped his chant but merely heightened its pace noticing the worried face of the girl who realized that he was not going to stop and give her any respite before she came again. She was almost going to protest vocally but stilled herself seeing his stern look. He admired how attuned she had become to his every expression. What a truly wonderful instrument in the rough the cute Laura Hancock appeared to be!





Her last orgasm for the day didn't subside until fifteen minutes later when her mind flatlined as she finally fainted under the expert ministrations of master Garrett. He didn't concern himself with bringing her back to consciousness but merely used the relaxation that had come over her muscles to plunge the six-inch Benedict dildo all the way into her tight little crevice.





He knew it would stay ensconced there until he allowed her to unplug it herself so she could drain her bodily waste. He knew that this would not happen again for at least another three days from now.





A submissive had to learn to adapt even her bodily functions to the whims and desires of her dominant. Laura's journey had only just begun.



 Lunch Break









"Oh my God! What a cute necklace!" Exclaimed Mrs. Jeffries. An early winter snowstorm had started outside and the entire staff, those of them that were not assigned to the student mess hall, were assembled in the main conference room for lunch break. Gordon Levitt Elementary in downtown Manhattan possessed acres and acres of real estate and made sure to flaunt it whenever possible.

Laura desperately fought to control the blush that crept up her cheeks at her colleague’s remarks.

"Where did you get it?" The elderly teacher had sauntered to her and was now fawning all over Laura.

"A friend gave it to me," Laura heard herself reply. A token of her commitment was what Master called it. Laura’s eyes fell to the floor as she thought of the ease with which she had taken to thinking of Carter Garrett as her master. Was it the frequent sessions of indoctrination, or the persistent choke of the collar around her neck, Laura wasn't sure. Whatever the reason, these last couple of days had a truly transformative effect on the young teacher’s psyche.

Laura caught herself wondering whether her dainty thong would be enough to absorb the moisture that she felt had materialized at her center. It was obvious that Carter Garrett was in the process of expertly manipulating her and brain-washing the young brunette into a 
 creature devoid of any independent thought. Laura found the process deeply repulsive and also somehow — cringe-inducingly hot. She found it unfathomably erotic that someone so rich and powerful would take the time to teach and indoctrinate her in the proper way of being a submissive. Laura hated herself for actually loving the process of objectification to which she was being submitted.

How far would he take it? 


How far would she go? 


Judging by how far she had come in less than a week, Laura shuddered to imagine what she would inevitably become if she allowed the process to continue.

Laura felt suddenly afraid.

She realized she had no choice.

"Laura, are you okay?" Mrs. Jeffries looked concerned. "You are so pale!” The old teacher took Laura by the hand and helped her into a nearby seat pushing a plate of fries and hamburger in her direction

"Here, eat. You look like you haven't had a bite in ages. You need all the strength you can spare to teach those rambunctious second graders!”

Laura smiled politely and attempted to shrug off the concerns of the older woman. If only Mrs. Jeffries knew how right she was! In fact Laura hadn't had a bite to eat in almost twenty-four hours straight. The six inch Mr. Benedict up her bum made sure of that. The incessant cramps were enough to kill the last vestige of appetite she might have had.

Luckily the old woman's attention was drawn to something the principal was saying and so she didn't notice when Laura almost jumped out of her seat. 


She brought up her hand to her neck trying but failing to squeeze a finger in and alleviate the pain that had suddenly materialized where a tiny, almost invisible probe had poked and taken a sample of her blood to analyze. She knew that Master would be reading the results soon enough. Right this moment he was probably sitting in his in the back of his 
 Mercedes limousine and checking the data coming from the small sample of her blood at her collar had taken. The pricks came at unpredictable moments throughout her day and Laura found them to be perhaps the most oppressing aspect of being constantly monitored by her master.

The leather collar looked like any cheap accessory one might buy for their pet dog at any run-of-the-mill department store. But Laura knew that Carter Garrett had paid an outrageous sum amount of money to have it fitted with a GPS tracking device and a micro monitoring apparatus that would sample her glucose levels and biochemistry when triggered by an app on his phone.

Her master had explained that during her first week of training, her collar was definitely going to take some getting used to. Laura was beginning to appreciate the understatement of his words. The incessant pricks, the tightness, and the knowledge that at any given moment her master knew exactly where she was and how she was feeling, made her feel like the object of property she knew she was becoming.

Ding-ding came the soft chime from her smartphone. 



Text message from Master!


"In 10 min during your 12 pm sub ritual, I want you to practice deepthroating for me,” read Mr. Garrett's text. "I know u will probably be using the ladies’ room for that. Make sure u lock the door, and after u have undressed kneel facing the porcelain bowl of the commode. I want u to use the 12 in flexible dildo I have put in ur purse. Send me a video txt message of ur efforts. Do not leave the bathroom until u film urself holding the dildo all the way in down ur throat for at least 10 full seconds!!!”



 Potty Break









Her inner voice that was growing fainter by the day, reared up in a silent scream that twisted her face into an unrecognizable mask of agony that stared back at her from the mirror as she closed the door of the bathroom. 


Slowly, almost mechanically, she took off her clothes folding them into a neat pile on the floor. She started shaking immediately, her nipples hardening into tight nubbins of flesh casting shadows across her ribs and toned abdomen. 


The bathroom echoed back at her as she chanted, "Service is pleasure. Pleasure is submission. Submission is my life. My life is service. Service is pleasure. Pleasure is submission –.” 






Slowly but surely the mantra of the slave lifted the pretense and forced her mind into a trance of submission and Laura felt the shivers of fright lifting.

As usual her voice started off husky and almost in a whisper that gradually grew in strength and resolve. 


"Service is pleasure. Pleasure is submission. Submission is my life. My life is –.” She kept going as she slowly sank down to the cold concrete floor. Goosebumps boiled up across her skin as she assumed the presenting position facing the toilet bowl. She arched her back forward, her breast delectably displayed, nipples gently brushing the dirty porcelain as she placed her hands with the palms up on her knees looking straight ahead. As instructed, she focused and breathed in through her nose and exhaled slowly through her mouth. She kept at it, constantly repeating her mantra until she felt her heart rate drop and fall into a cadence of tranquil acceptance.

Laura opened her mouth as ordered by her master and prepared to warm herself up for the self-abuse that was to follow. She tentatively placed her forefinger at the tip of her tongue tasting chalk and concentrating on the feel and texture of her own skin as she forced her mind away from the cramps shooting lightnings through her bowels. It was almost three days since master Garrett had placed the six-inch Benedict butt plug up her tender bum. She badly needed to go and wondered in desperation how long it would be before her master allowed her to pull it out. Maybe he would be impressed with her self-immolation on the throat dildo today. Maybe if she did a good job now, he would allow her to poop?

Slowly she wrapped her fist around her right hand’s wrist and gently started forcing her fist back into her throat. Her shivers started almost immediately but she steeled herself and ignored them as best she could leaning forward resting her chest on the white commode as she forced herself to swallow her own hand. 


Laura found happiness in the thought that today she had remembered to not wear any makeup. Tears were pouring down her face drip-dripping straight into the toilet beneath. With each subsequent plunge, she found a strange soothing sensation emanate from around where her collar squeezed at the throbbing arteries of her long and beautiful neck. She found strength in its unwavering grasp as the collar tightly squeezed her making her breathe in small tasty chunks of oxygen.

It took almost ten minutes before her gag reflex was finally beaten back and almost subdued. She quickly stood up and took out the twelve inch purple dildo that flexible and glistening appeared menacing like a gigantic worm from a different universe. She held it up and stared at it puzzled as it wiggled and writhed in the smallness of her hands.

Laura jumped when she heard someone gasp in the stillness of the restroom. She looked around and almost laughed out loud when she realized it was the sound of her own weakness. She took the dildo and having given it a tentative kiss, she sunk back down on her knees. She opened her mouth wide like never before and slowly started forcing the wet flabby instrument down across her tongue. It passed by her cheeks and smoothly slid across her tonsils down her throat on its journey to the very base of her stomach. The cramps in her intestines started up again and for the first time Laura thought herself lucky to have a distraction from the slithering monster probing its way down her throat.

A loud groan escaped her tortured vocal chords as she felt the bulbous head brush up against the sphincter-like opening that separated her stomach from her throat. She tightened her fist and pushed stronger impaling the dildo past the tight muscle straight into her stomach. She felt a deep grating in the center of her chest not far from where her heart beat its frantic cadence of stultifying terror.

Time made the awkward instrument of degradation gradually feel warmer and even though not quite accepting it as its own, her body found a measure of accommodation. She took a deep breath through her nose and ignoring the never-ending tears pouring down her face, Laura brought up her right hand slowly before her eyes. With methodical determination she uncurled first one finger and then another, slowly measuring off the seconds as time passed until she reached five. Then she hurriedly counted back and satisfied that at least ten seconds had slowly trickled by, she allowed her convulsing chest to slowly release the wet worm.

Somewhere far, she heard the school bell ring. She had to hurry and repeat the process filming herself on her smartphone so that her master could enjoy her noonday submission for him.



 Study Break









The 4 o'clock dismissal bell rang out loud and clear as the kids flew out the door not unlike a torrent of pent-up rainwater finding its release. Soon her classroom was empty giving Laura a precious moment to collect herself. 


Any moment now her phone would chime again indicating the time for her next tribulation. 


Master Garrett had insisted that during her first month of training, Laura had to submit herself at least six times a day to the ritual of repeating her mantra naked on the floor. She felt a cold draft and turned to see the door to her classroom slowly close behind the back of the six-foot-seven frame of Carter Garrett.

She saw him turn and slowly lock the room.

"Your son, Billy, he left," Laura said quietly.

Carter walked to her desk, and hungrily kissed her open mouth allowing the giant palm of his left hand to find the skin of her naked breast underneath her dress shirt. Finally he broke off the kiss and motioned for her to stand up. "I know. Billy's on his way home with his mom. I will be going to your place tonight, sweet slave," he smiled making Laura's knees feel weak and wobbly.

Laura stood in the suddenly harsh light of the empty classroom wondering what she was expected to do or say.

“It is almost time for your next submission," her master said.

"But the cleaning staff?" Laura asked in a halting voice.

"If you hurry up, you will have just enough time to complete your ritual before they come." Her master leaned back and made himself comfortable in her chair. "I saw them walk into the kindergarten room a few moments ago. I assume they will be doing the rooms in sequence so you have about ten minutes I guess. Give or take." He said looking at his heavy Rolex. 


Immediately Laura started undressing and commenced reciting her mantra, "SERVICE IS PLEASURE. PLEASURE IS SUBMISSION. SUBMISSION IS MY LIFE. MY LIFE IS SERVICE. SERVICE IS PLEASURE., SERVICE IS PLEASURE. PLEASURE IS SUBMISSION. SUBMISSION IS MY LIFE. MY LIFE IS SERVICE. SERVICE IS PLEASURE., SERVICE IS PLEASURE. PLEASURE IS SUBMISSION. SUBMISSION IS MY LIFE. MY LIFE IS SERVICE. SERVICE IS PLEASURE., – –" Laura felt a small measure of pride wash over her tortured psyche when she saw her master commend her with the briefest of nods. She sank down to her knees presenting herself naked to her owner.

"SERVICE IS PLEASURE. PLEASURE IS SUBMISSION. SUBMISSION IS MY LIFE. MY LIFE IS SERVICE. SERVICE IS PLEASURE., – –" Her voice went up an octave but she forced herself to continue in spite of seeing Carter stand up and walk around to kneel behind where she was squatting on the floor.

"SERVICE IS PLEASURE. PLEASURE IS SUBMISSION. SUBMISSION IS MY LIFE. MY LIFE —” Laura felt him spread her cheeks and grab hold of the base of her butt plug. In one brutal pull, he suddenly jerked out the full six inches of Mr. Benedict from her bottom. 


Laura almost fainted. 


A gurgling sound accompanied the voiding of her bowels which in spite of her best efforts emptied themselves across the classroom floor. Nimbly, Master Garrett stepped aside allowing the refuse to spread across the white tiles.

“Please hurry and stand up, slave,” he ordered. “I still need to give you your new companion – nine inch Mr. Carlson is what I call him. This time he will be a good inch in diameter thicker at the base. But that wouldn’t be a problem, would it?” 
 he slapped her butt eliciting a miserable whimper from the shaking girl as she stood and leaned on a nearby school bench. “Not after I give you your piss enema, it won’t. By the way, if the cleaners ask, which I am sure they will, you are to tell them that one of the kids, I don't care if you say it was Billy, had an accident, a really smelly one too," the man chuckled as he angled his cockhead past her sore rosebud. She felt a warmness spread in the center of her body as he filled her groaning behind in ecstasy.

“While I'm doing that, slave, please use the time and explain to me what you learned today," the man ordered twisting his pelvis in circles as if trying to mix in and churn the substance he was depositing high up the tight abdomen of the pretty brunette as she offered her behind for his enjoyment.

"I learned another lesson on the impermanence and transiency of things, master," Laura said her voice edgy and broken with sobs. "I had always considered my place of work, the classroom where I teach, to be beyond anything despicable or bad. I had always considered it to be a place of light and learning, but today I experienced its transformation into yet another example of a universe of darkness on account of your presence, master.” 


The silence that followed her indicated the consideration her master was giving her words. Finally, she felt him finish and slowly pull out. 


Immediately he placed a hard object where his cock had been before and slowly started pushing it forth.

"You do have a way with words, slave," the man said as she felt him apply ever-increasing pressure on her butt as the awkward object forced its way past her sphincter. "You have earned yourself another commendation today and I will make sure I deliver it personally tonight in your own bed when I visit."

She felt a gut-wrenching twisting motion and almost screamed but found the presence of mind to clamp her mouth shut with her hands stifling the scream at its source.

“This here is Mister Carlson nuzzling his way up your tender derrière, sweet slave. You might be wondering why it is that he is so uncomfortable? Unlike the previous two anal expanders, this one is not only a bit longer and wider, but also shaped differently. Where the other ones were cylindrical in shape, this one is actually a rectangle around. Probably what you're feeling right now are its edges as they force themselves across your intestinal walls. The only circular part of this dildo is its flange that will accept your sphincter muscles thus locking the dildo in place. I will let you know when you will be allowed to take it out again."

Once done, he walked over and picked up her panties from where she had dropped them and used them to unceremoniously wipe his cock clean from the unwanted materials it had picked up on its voyage through her nether passage. 


“Okay. I'll leave you to dress and clean up,” the man said. “Don't forget to tell the staff to clean the room for you. It is Friday after all and that should be enough time for the place to air out before Monday. I will wait for you in your Honda Civic. Don't worry, I have the keys,” he chuckled walking out of the oppressive atmosphere of the 2nd
 grade classroom.



 Cuming and Going









Carter Garrett opened the door to the small car, seated himself and pulled out his cock that he started stroking leisurely as he patiently waited for the docile brunette. He stroked himself and the 9 inches of languid muscle slowly hardened into a 12 inch mast of angry flesh. He had to move the seat in the small car all the way to the back so he could fit in the confines of the Civic. 


Big in every way, Carter Garrett also counted himself among the ten richest people in the world. However, he took particular care that under no circumstance would his name happen to end up on some list of billionaires. He simply enjoyed the benefits anonymity had to offer too much.

One such benefit was the freedom to act out any and all his darkest fantasies.

He had big plans for cute Ms. Laura. For the first time in his entire career as a dominant, Carter Garrett was going to take a new girl-in-training as far as he was planning to lead the cute and impressionable Ms. Laura this weekend. Whether it was because of her innate charm, or his increased confidence, he wasn't sure but he was going to seriously push the bounds of where a young barely indoctrinated slave was expected to go. 


Finally the door opened and the flustered brunette seated herself in the driver seat by him. He could see she had a lot on her mind and appeared to be extra anxious. He put a possessive hand on her knee pulling back her skirt so that he could have access to the inside of her thigh. "I can feel that you put some perfume on. That is very good, I commend you on your choice, slave." 


Suddenly he dug his fingers into her thigh and then lifted his hand and brought it back onto the sensitive flesh with a loud smack. She yelped, and delighted he noticed tears form in her brown doe-like eyes.

"Drive,” he ordered and as she put the car in gear slowly taking it out of the school parking lot, Carter luxuriated in the feel of her soft flesh as he moved his hand higher up her thigh. 


"You chose to leave your soiled panties in the trash?" He asked.

She nodded a tight whimper escaping her throat. "Tears are okay but be careful that you can see the road. I will be really dismayed if you get us into an accident,” he said lifting his hand and smacking her thigh strongly. The angry red print of his hand was a good two inches closer to her nether lips that he was slowly but surely making his way to. 


"Thank you for taking me home tonight, slave." The dominant master said and after a few moments of silence, dug his hand viciously into her muscled leg. A scream split the silence of the car. "What happened to your manners, girl? I was just nice with you."

"It is my pleasure, sir," she whimpered. 


“Sweet stupid slave," he slapped her again, this time she jumped and the car jerked as her leg danced on the pedals. 


"You need to learn to concentrate and maintain you cool regardless of the distractions around. Understood?” 


She nodded.

“At the next stoplight, I want you to lift your skirt up and around your waist so that your butt rests naked 
 on the seat.” He ordered.

“Yes sir” she said this time eliciting a smile from her master. They drove a good couple of miles before his hand finally completed its journey all the way up to her labia that he deftly spread eliciting a groan from her. Laura blushed violently as he found her bud of pleasure that he then viciously attacked with a series of blistering motions gathering it up into a blur of speed eliciting deep guttural moans from the young woman as he frilled her clit. 


“I promised to let you cum tonight. This is your opportunity. I want you to gush and squirt when you do. Don't bother with messing up your interior. I will get you a new one later.” 


He smiled when he saw her bewildered look. “Yes, I do mean car, not just interior silly girl.” He suddenly accelerated his strokes, this time making her pelvis virtually flutter off the seat as she planted both feet firmly on the floor of the car as she desperately attempted to maintain a constant speed. Her bottom flitted up and down in spasming contortions at the incessant attention of her master's fingers. 


“Ugh,” she moaned as liquid started squirting between her legs and through his fingers sprinkling the dashboard in transparent streams. 


"There you go girl. I knew you were a squirter,” he said never slowing his rubbing until a good couple of minutes later when the vibrations of her body subsided and he finally let go of her clit. He wiped his fingers in her dressy sweater making sure to cop a forceful grope of her boobs that lay beneath. 


“Here, take your right hand and stroke my cock while you drive.” She immediately did as ordered and pulled over into the slow lane as she wrapped her right hand around the massive girth of her master's cock. He smiled when he saw her bite her lower lip as she slowly started pumping up and down.

“Ask me about my wife, slave,” he saw her surprise at his order but she obeyed, "How did you and Mrs. Garrett – "

“Call her Jillian, slave," he barked and her whole body trembled in response.

"How did you and Jillian meet?"

“Online,” he said spreading his legs wide and pulling down his trousers so that his prominent and big balls covered in gray hair materialized above the dark hem of his dress pants. “Massage my balls and make sure to frill my asshole with your middle finger,” 
 he ordered and Laura immediately proceeded to do as told. 


"We met online, Jillian and me,” he said. “She's from Russia, you know. Anyway, she's a small-town girl and wanted out of the misery, or so she said. Personally, I think she was a closet submissive in search of a dominant daddy. I agreed to help her out and in return she agreed to have a child." 


Laura's pumping motion on his cock sped up. "A child, sir?"

“Yes. She agreed to get pregnant and have my baby. Being as rich as I am, you fast come to realize the importance of diversifying your assets. Please make sure you wiggle in a finger and tickle my prostate until I cum. When I do cum, do not swallow or spit it out, Laura! You're not allowed under any circumstances to spit out your master's cum, ever, understood?”

Carter enjoyed the deep redness that had again crept up Laura’s cheeks. “I want you to hold my seed in your mouth and keep it there until I give you permission to swallow. I want you to get used to the taste. From now on you will be having a lot of cum in your mouth. Every man's sperm tastes different, I am told. I want you to move my load around with your tongue.” 


She nodded again. 


They had barely arrived and parked when she felt him grab her long black hair and jerk her head into his lap. She remembered to continue massaging his balls with one hand as he lifted his ass so that she could wiggle a finger up his butt hole. She had never done that before and it felt terribly awkward. His cock had grown to an impossible size when she suddenly felt him explode in her mouth. He blasted her tongue with jet upon jet of hot cum.

"Oh you're good," the man exclaimed and as she slid her lips down over the soft skin that covered the large head of his beautiful cock, Laura shuddered as she realized that she actually liked the way it tasted and smelled. Laura took as much of her master's cock into her mouth as she possibly could which wasn't much. With his cock touching the back of her throat there were at least another 9 inches left over. 


She wrapped her lips around the head and moved her hand that much quicker as she heard him gasp, "Oh yeah bitch, that's perfect!" Inexplicably the young teacher found herself enjoying the idea that she was now his bitch but she had a little time to dwell on the moment as soon her mouth was flooded with spasm upon spasm of her master's hot sperm. There was so much of it and she was so terrified that she might spill some, that she almost gagged at first. 


Fortunately she managed to control herself and continued to gather his cum as she masturbated him into her mouth. She kept doing that until he reached down and put one big palm on her hand holding her pumping fist across his girth still. 


She looked up at his face through the tears in her eyes and saw him smile down as he said, "That was actually very good, Laura. Thank you!" She felt his cock begin to slowly grow soft. "Gently slide your lips off and sit up now." Laura carefully slid her lips off his cock and felt a measure of gratification as he shuddered when her mouth came away. 


She sat up and for the first time in her life actually took a moment to truly experience the taste of a mouthful of cum. She felt wet and excited like never before. Her master had just filled her mouth with a prodigious amount of his sperm. Laura forced herself to concentrate as she began to savor its taste. Surprisingly she found it not at all unpleasant. Perhaps a bit thick in consistency, its aroma was complex and nicely complemented the musky scent of her master's crotch.

Her master shifted around so that now he was leaning against the door as he gently reached and pulled up her dress shirt so that he could play with her naked breasts while she learned to enjoy the taste of his cum. 


Finally he ordered her, "Okay slave, swallow." 


Laura shivered her brow furrowed in concentration and obeyed. She had to swallow more than a couple of times to get the thick substance all down. Then she ran her tongue around her mouth making sure that none was left. Her master watched her for a few more moments before asking, "How did you like it?"

She arched her eyebrows in concentration not sure if her man was asking about the blow job or the taste of his cum. "The taste is very complex. The thickness of the consistency goes a long way to hide the underlying musk of your essence, master. I don't think I have experienced anything like it before." Her master smiled and nodded.

Laura found she deeply enjoyed his encouragement. "It tasted almost sweet with a hint of sudden sharpness.” Laura said lowering her eyes timidly unsure if she hadn’t been too candid. 


Carter reached over and gently caressed her cheek, "I have never had my cum be described that way.” 


Finally he released her breast and indicated her to try and arrange herself so that they could leave the car and go to her place. 


Once inside, he barked an order and she immediately undid her skirt sliding it to the ground where it was soon followed by all her clothes. In moments she was completely naked except for her leather collar.

“When we're alone from now on, you are always to be naked in my presence. Also, unless I have you doing something else, I want you to either kneel at my feet with your head bowed in submission looking at the floor and thinking how to better please me, or you may cuddle up in my lap. Make sure that I have easy access to your lower body, tits or mouth. Whatever your position, I do not want to ever see you watching TV or otherwise distracting yourself. In my presence you are only allowed to dwell on your existence as my sub. You may quietly hum your mantra to help yourself stay concentrated on the task.”

He waited patiently until he saw in her eyes that she understood.

“Do you have anything to eat?” He asked after a while. 


“Pizza,” she said. 


“Very well. Warm it up and bring me a beer if you have any. If not, give me a glass of wine,” he said.



 Laura’s First Proper Spanking









They ate in silence while he watched TV and she crouched on the floor by his feet. He allowed her to finish off the pizza leftovers and even poured her a glass of red wine that he handed her himself. Careful to avoid getting caught up in whatever was playing on the screen, Laura's mind drifted and she started wondering if there would ever come a day when her master would allow her to remove her collar. She shuddered at the thought of what it would take. Would she ever be able to actually bear his child? She had even looked the meaning of the word up late one night and found that the cilice
 was an ancient device for self-mortification. It was usually placed around the thigh of the wearer and kept unseen from the world. It's only function was to keep its owner's thoughts on the straight and narrow.

Laura almost screamed when the ding-ding chime of her phone alarm beeped from her purse. She had lost track of time and found herself cuddling her master's knee as if it were her mast in a troubled ocean.

"Do you have to go?" 


"I can do my submissions here, sir," she replied. Carter Garrett smiled appreciating the speed with which Laura Hancock was taking to her new life of submission.

"I know that you can, and you will, slave. That is not what I’m asking. I was curious, do you need to go to the bathroom?" Garrett Carter pointed at the beer bottle lying empty by the TV remote.

Now that he had mentioned it, Laura realized that her bladder was quite full indeed and aching to be released.

"From now on you are not permitted to use any of the toilets in your house or any other commodes, for that matter. They’re too good for a slave like you." Carter Garrett enjoyed the look on Laura's face when the consternation of his order set in. She looked at him, mouth agape in complete disbelief. All that Laura 
 saw in his stern wolfish face was utter and complete disdain. "From now on you are only permitted to use the outdoors when you have to relieve yourself. This ban is only in effect when you're in my presence. If you are at work, or out with friends, of course you may do as everybody else. So now, again, I'm asking you – do you need to go?"

"Yes, master," she whispered, her voice meek and docile.

She was shivering like a leaf. Mr. Garrett didn't seem to mind the frigid temperature of her apartment. It was more than a couple of hours since he had turned down the thermostat. She groaned when she thought of how much colder it would be outside, never mind the danger of actually happening upon some random person she knew.

"Please, sir, I cannot possibly –" she stopped herself when her master suddenly stood up and walked over to the dining room where he stood by her dinner table.

"I simply cannot tolerate your insubordination. Not one bit. Come and lay your belly across the table. It is time for your first proper spanking. Go on, assume the position." 


He waited patiently until Laura who had started sobbing uncontrollably walked over and first picked up the dinner plates and knives moving them to the side before gingerly laying herself down across the cold glass surface of her inexpensive table. She heard him walk over and moaned loudly when he roughly kicked at her ankles positioning them so that her legs were spread out at an obscene angle behind her body at the edge of the table where her butt hung precariously.

"This is the first time I shall not use restraints on a new girl," she felt him grab hold of her wrist that he tightly squeezed arranging her hands so that she was now spread like a starfish. "You can scream if you want to, but remember to stay in position."

She heard him unbuttoning his shirt sleeves. "Hold still," he told her caressing her oval cheeks in slow loving motions.

"Do you have anything to say before I start?" He asked her.

"I'm sorry, Mr. Garrett," she told him, her tone repentant and halting.

Smack! came down the first slap with such violent force that she almost fell off the table.

“If you do not count them out, I will simply keep going until you faint,” he said. “Either that or until you tell me your safe word.”

“Resume your position, slave,” he ordered and she obeyed.

Smack! came down the next slap making her cheeks quiver in pain as it slowly radiated across her body. "One, sir!" The slapping went on until tears started flowing freely down her cheeks and onto the carpet where a small puddle formed under the table. 






“Twenty! Sire,” she was hyperventilating and Carter knew she was mere seconds away from fainting. 


“Good. We're done for now. I want you to stand and thank me. Make sure you kiss me on the mouth and show sincerity,” he instructed. It took Laura the longest couple of minutes in her life to drag herself off the dinner table and stand quivering before master. She hugged him tight and made sure that he could feel her as she rubbed all surfaces of her body against his expensive suit before she kissed him. She almost screamed when he slowly placed a hand on each of her bruised cheeks and slowly rubbed her bruised flesh. 


“Fine,” he said at last breaking off their kiss. “You may now go and relieve yourself outside. Make sure you’ve done all your business before you come back in. I'm not opening the door a 
 second time tonight. It’s too fucking cold outside,” he said.



 Laura Sleeps on the Floor









“When your master is visiting, you cannot sleep in his bed unless he invites you in.You can curl up and sleep at the foot of the bed. Make sure you stay quiet and you better hope that you don't wake me up. Otherwise, you’ll will seriously regret it. Try and get some rest, your next submission is less than four hours from now.”

The dreams that came were hardly better than the reality of her situation. Therefore, it was with some pleasure and almost joy that Laura awoke with a start when her buzzer went off at four in the morning. For a long panicked moment of stultifying terror she wondered whether she hadn't slept through the alarm at midnight. What would master's punishment be for a recalcitrant slave who chose to do her submissions at her own beck and whim? She shuddered.

“Don't worry,” came his voice from the bed. “I turned the alarm off at midnight. I figure you deserve some more rest, I have been told my first night with a new slave is not easy on her.”

"Thank you, master," Laura felt genuinely grateful.

“You are welcome, slave. Why don't you come and join me in bed,” the man ordered and she hastily climbed up luxuriating in the smoothness of her own bedsheets. They felt so much better than the hard carpet on the floor. 


Her master was completely naked and for the first time ever, she felt his body as it scrapped up against her own. In the semi-darkness of the room, she felt the hairs along the grizzled man's chest and legs scrape her youthful skin as she moved in and hugged her master tight. 






"Do you love me?" She felt her master gently turn her face so that she was now facing him staring into his big brown, virtually black eyes as they glinted in the darkness. She was still drowsy with sleep and the unusual question didn't register at first. 






She didn't know what to say but then, somewhere deep in her mind, resolve blossomed, and she nodded her head vigorously.
 “Master, I am conflicted, sir.” She replied. “You have somehow managed to awaken a beast in me I didn't know existed.” 


The man chuckled, “You have such a way of with words, Laura.” He propped himself up on one elbow so that he could look straight into her eyes. She nodded again, “I do love you, sir,” she said slowly, the words coming slow and gray.

“Start your incantation,” he ordered and climbed on top of her spreading her legs with his knees and positioning his cock at her entrance. 


“My oh my, you’re so sopping wet, my little slave,” he said and she nodded steeling herself to be plundered for the very first time by her master. His head nuzzled into her lips plunging just an inch and then pulling out as if in hesitation. He kissed her on the mouth luxuriating in the way she tasted.

“I want to put a baby in you,” he said. “Will you do that for your master?”


Hell no!
  


A long moment passed and she nodded

“Yes,” she whispered her lips brushing his.


What? Are you crazy? The man is insane. He thinks that just because he's filthy rich, he can go ahead and inseminate anything and everything that moves and has a skirt with a brood of his little monsters.


"On one condition," Laura heard herself say.

"Oh?" Carter was momentarily caught off guard. Quite the turn of events.
 This was a first for the ages, he thought, the first submissive in all these years to actually dare place a condition on him
 .

"What is it? Name your condition, and I will take care of it,” he heard himself say. What. The. Fuck?! Garrett you’re slipping, old boy!


Her voice was so quiet, if it wasn't for Carter's preternatural hearing, he would have had to strain to catch her breath even though their lips were almost touching.

"You said that making me," she stopped herself, "allowing me
 to cum, is the currency in our relationship. You also said that you are the bank."

"I did in fact say that. Yes.”

“I want you to increase my line of credit."


Slut!
 Her inner voice screamed.


The little slut!
 Carter Garrett couldn’t hide the enormous smile that crossed his face. "Consider it done. You will be sopping wet more often than not, slave.“

She blushed violently and for the first time in a long while her inner voice of shame and rebuke remained silent.



 Laura’s Exam









The burqa made Laura feel oddly comfortable, its thick dark material swooshing around her naked body as she walked through the terminal of Ali Akbar International Airport. 
 Demure and compliant, Laura was following ten paces behind Carter Garrett as they made their way from their gate to customs in the large modern building. It was early in the day local time and the airport was bustling. Groups of young Middle Eastern people – boys and girls, dressed in skimpy Western attire would occasionally pass her casting odd glances in her direction. The idea of dressing in accordance with the local tradition had been Carter's of course. 


At first Laura had been squeamish when he had suggested it, but now she was starting to appreciate the practicality that the unusual garb gave her. It felt nice to not have to worry about what people thought of the way she was dressed or whether they saw her blush, thought Laura. And she was blushing almost permanently now. The coarse material felt nice on her reddened buttocks where her master had spanked her less than twelve hours ago. Carter had suggested that she wear the burqa with nothing else beneath, other than the ever present dog collar around her neck. That way he would be able to take her any time he wished during the long flight from New York. Based on the three times her master had made her go to the lavatory and had joined her there to make passionate love in the tight confines of the claustrophobic space, Laura decided that clearly the burqa was serving its intended purpose famously.  


Laura felt especially grateful for its headdress right now. She felt an overwhelming heat kiss her face as her memories from two nights ago came surging back. 
 "No! Please, don't pull out, master." She had said. "I – I'll bare your child if he takes root. I'm ready. Please, please fill me with your essence!" It had been an impulse then, but the more she had time to think about it, the more Laura realized her subconscious wish had been the right one.  


She was going to be his kept woman! 


She had always wanted to have children of her own, but not before being certain that she would have the resources they would need to get ahead in life. Laura simply could not risk having a child before she was ready to offer it more than what her ever-drunk delinquent parents had provided her before she ran away from her own abusive family.

Master Garrett, mean-spirited, with that ever-present evil grin of his, nasty to the very core of his bones, was also the epitome of stability. It was already more than two months since she had agreed to become his sub-in-training. In that time, Laura had seen beyond the façade of his dominant demeanor. She had seen a person with a distinct sense of responsibility. Having spent the better part of her teenage years being shuttled from one foster home to another, with stints of life on the street, Laura had learned the priceless value of a person's reliability.

Laura was certain that Carter Garrett, with all his faults and idiosyncrasies, was just the right kind of man who would provide for his offspring no matter what. Being his kept woman would solve so many of the issues that most people took for granted in life. Money, healthcare, education, did not even begin to scratch the surface of what the old kinky billionaire had to offer.

When Carter had suggested the idea to her, they had spoken into the wee hours of the morning that night. They had discussed and rehashed every conceivable detail of their putative arrangement. Slowly, Laura had warmed up to the idea of bearing his child, and what had been an instinctive desire to acquiesce and please, had grown into a full fledged certainty. Yes, she did want to have a baby with this powerful and willful patriarch. Laura had insisted on a contract in which Carter specifically accepted responsibility for the child and made sure to put aside a sizable part of his fortune for its benefit. In return, she would be the docile little doe to his dominant strong stag.

There were still many more details to iron out, but Laura and Carter had already commenced acting on their decision. She had already tendered her resignation with the school where she had been teaching. There would be no more lecturing rich bratty kids. It had not been an easy decision, to be sure, but Laura felt certain that her true professional calling was to devote her energies to help teach the dispossessed children in Third World countries could benefit best from her expertise and attentions.

For his part, Carter had provided her with detailed information on his financial holdings that spanned the world. Laura had retained the services of a reputable accountant with whom they had meticulously gone over the endless spreadsheets and bank accounts of her partner. To her amazement she had discovered that he held sizable shares in all types of corporations across the globe that dealt with ventures as diverse as mining, all the way to textbook publishing. After more than six hours of carefully pouring over one spreadsheet after another, the accountant had put down his glasses, cleared his throat, and asked whether Laura knew how rich the Queen of England was? Seeing her befuddled expression, the man had proceeded to explain that however rich the old crone in Buckingham Palace was, he was willing to bet that Carter Garrett surpassed her.

Later that day, in the afterglow of a session of passionate lovemaking, when Laura had pressed him on how it was that he had amassed such a gargantuan fortune, Carter had simply shrugged, his face acquiring that beastly grin that never failed to send shivers down her spine. Apparently most of his money was inherited. Carter Garrett's family was old and had been in the money making business for centuries. "And would be in it for many centuries to come," he had added with a chuckle.

Now here they were in the small Middle Eastern Sultanate of Zandalar scheduled to visit a friend of Carter’s. Dr Fayyad was the personal physician to the local ruler's harem. Laura wasn't quite sure what to expect from the visit. She looked up to see her master waiting for her by the customs and immigration kiosks, impatience clouding his gargoyle features. Seeing Carter angry always made her insides tingle with apprehension for she knew there would be some unavoidable retribution coming her way sooner rather than later.

"Hurry up, woman," he said. Laura hastened her gate and thought about how easy it was for him to demand that she hurry, after all he didn't have a nine inch butt plug up his bum. Or three Ben Wa ceramic balls up his front, for that matter! The burning sensation coming from her backside only went so far in distracting her from the fullness caused by the spheres stuffed up her vagina. Mercifully, at least they had fallen into an arrangement that midway through the flight, had finally stopped causing her cramps.

"We still need to go through security," Carter said. "We need to hurry. Our appointment with the doctor is less than two hours from now and there is a long drive to his office." His voice had acquired that subvocal hissing undertone that usually came about before a flogging session.

"Yes, master," Laura demurely replied and yet again felt grateful for the burqa that shielded her deep flush. She shuddered when she remembered the way the airport security people back in the States had gaped when she had stepped forward and been scanned through security. Trying to picture the image that her dildo and Ben Wa balls probably made across the monitors, would have made her laugh had it not been for the deep humiliation she also felt. The TSA agent had called over his colleagues and they had all watched for a long while before finally allowing her to step out of the scanner. Laura hoped that she would not have to undergo anything like that here again.

"Stand here," Garrett pointed to a yellow line drawn on the marble floor in front of the immigration kiosk. "Don't worry about the man in the uniform," her master explained. "Here women, especially dressed the way you are, are expected to keep silent and wait for their male companion to answer any questions there might be.” Laura was wearing a head to toe black burqa that covered her entire body except for a one inch slit through which her blue eyes scanned the airport. She couldn't help but fidget when she imagined what thoughts had to be passing through people's minds when they saw the obviously pretty Caucasian woman in a black demure headdress. 


Her squirming caught Carter's attention.

"Do you have to go?"

It had been almost 30 minutes since they had deplaned and the objects in her lower abdomen made her bladder feel extra squished today. "Yes, master." Laura whispered looking down at her feet. Besides the Ben Wa balls and the anal expander, her master had been adamant that until her process of indoctrination was over, Laura would not be permitted the use of a commode. She was to relieve her natural body functions out in the open. When they were at her place, back in New York City, Laura had almost gotten used to using a small enclosed backyard space for that purpose. She squirmed with shame trying to imagine how she would have to go about her business in this bustling airport.

"Once we're done with passport security, I will take you to relieve yourself in the small area they have for pets." Her master explained eliciting a pitiful moan from his demure submissive. Mercifully, the little mustachioed security agent appeared to be finally done with the passenger ahead of them and she saw him wave Carter over.

"Good day, sir," the man said, his eyes rapidly scanning the couple. Then Laura heard him say something in a language she did not understand.

"No, English is fine," Carter replied. "Yes, she's with me," he added motioning towards where she was standing submissively keeping her eyes downcast. However, Laura didn't fail noticing the big smile that blossomed across the man's features.

"Laura Hancock," the border agent said as he looked down at her passport. "It says here that she's a teacher by occupation, but it doesn't say that she's married, sir." The man eyes flicked over to Carter questioningly.

"She has betrothed herself to me," her master explained. "But you are correct — she's not married. In fact the purpose of our visit is a consultation with Dr. Fayyad. He is a world-renowned obstetrician. Young Laura over here wants to have my child, and so we're simply making sure she's healthy enough for it."

The man's eyebrows shot up at the mention of the doctor's name. "You have heard of Dr. Fayyad?" Asked Carter.

"But of course!" Exclaimed the little man in the blue uniform. "Dr. Fayyad was recently in the news. Our king, may he reign eternally, gave him one of the most prestigious awards in our country. It is nice to see people visit Zandalar on account of our resident experts, not merely because of our vast oil supplies," smiled the agent. "They said on the TV news broadcast, that the good doctor is an expert in something to do with female health."

"Exactly correct," Laura noticed much to her consternation a genuine smile cross Carter's features. "We're visiting with Dr. Fayyad to make sure that young Laura is properly prepared to bear my child."

"May your trip meet with success," the smiling agent handed back their passports. "I hope that the young miss over there gifts you many healthy sons. I must say I envy you, dear Sir." At his words Laura blushed violently and wished that the floor would open beneath her feet making her disappear from the leering glares of the two men who chuckled in bemusement.





*****





The offices of Dr. FAYYAD when not unlike most medical practices Laura had seen. Not that she had a lot of experience going to the doctor. At twenty-seven, Laura still had the youthful body and physique that regular exercise and healthy eating helped her preserve.

"Now remember, sweetheart," her master instructed her, "You are to listen and obey everything the good doctor asks of you. Understood?" Carter had stopped her, holding her arm and pivoting her around so that she now stared directly in his eyes.

"Yes, Master."

"He is a very good friend of mine that I have known for a long time," said Carter. "I want you to show him the utmost respect. You should treat him the way you treat me and not hesitate to carry out any instruction he gives you. If anything causes you discomfort, you are welcome to use your safe word. I have informed him of it, and he will take note." Laura shuddered at the realization that the doctor's visit would most probably include more than a simple medical checkup.

"Yes, master. Thank you, master."

"You're welcome, sweetie."





They had hardly stepped into the office when a tall olive-skinned man barked an order for her to undress. Immediately, before she even had time to fully comprehend the nature of what she was implicitly agreeing to by submitting herself to this man's commands, Laura removed her headdress, her shoes and finally bend over and pulled off the burqa. She blushed deeply when she saw the smile that her master and the doctor exchanged. Dr. Fayyad appeared to be much younger than she had initially expected.

Instinctively Laura assumed the presenting position and crossed her arms on the small of her back looking straight ahead, while breathing in small gulps of air through her gently parted lips. Her legs were at shoulder width as she stood. She felt self-conscious at the way her pale white skin was turning crimson red beneath the expert examining eyes of the doctor.

"Very good, my dear," the doctor said looking up from some document he had been typing up when they had entered. "Carter, my friend, I see you have trained her quite well indeed."

"I do try my best, Ahmet," her master replied gently slapping her butt as he went for the minibar located by the doctor's desk.

"You can put the headdress back on," the doctor said. "After all, I will not be examining your mouth or face today." Laura immediately complied bending over to collect the black sash that she slipped over her blushing face. She felt grateful for the small degree of privacy that the black hood offered her.

The doctor suddenly stood up and crossed the distance to where she was standing. Her breath caught in her throat when she felt him place a cold hand around her left breast that he gently started massaging. 


"She's quite the looker," the doctor said. She felt him use his free hand to worm in two fingers up into her dry and unprepared pussy. "Spread your legs wider please, and tighten your muscles on my fingers," the doctor ordered. His English was impeccable with a gentle hint of upper class British in his accent.

"Tell me about yourself, Laura," the doctor said as he reached and angled his hand so that now he was able to reach deeper into her passage. He was still gently massaging her left breast while also using two fingers to pump in and out of her vagina. Laura felt her mind go blank as she was overwhelmed by the cascading signals emanating from the doctor's expert fingers on her body.

"I – I'm twenty-seven years old," she started answering his question aware how dumb her words had to sound given the circumstances. The doctor however did not interrupt her but merely continued his ministrations that had immediately elicited a thrumming sensation in the center of her abdomen.

"I belong to master Garrett," she continued in a halting voice. "We have decided to have a child together. Master Garrett promised me that you are the best obstetrician in the world. He instructed me to submit to you as if it was himself." The doctor nodded his appreciation.

"You're such an excellent little sub." He looked up at Garrett who in that instance had seated himself in a big leather armchair and was sipping on a glass of single malt on the rocks. "I must say, Carter old boy, I am honored that you chose to bring her to me."

"Well Ahmet, I couldn't bring myself to trust anyone else."

Laura was finding it increasingly difficult to breathe. Her eyes fluttered behind the black headdress with the sensations roiling through her abdomen as the doctor expertly worked his fingers along the rapidly moistening walls of her love passage while he gently massaged her boob at the same time.

"Has your master told you anything about the ritual he has convinced you to undergo?"

"The collaring ceremony?" Laura asked unsure what he meant.

"No. Not the collaring ceremony, sweetie. I can see that you have already gone through it, otherwise you wouldn't be wearing that heavy dog collar around your small neck, would you? I was asking about the ritual birthing process that your master's family has been using for eons now?"

Her knees felt wobbly as her entire body shook with the sensations now coming like a torrent from the fingers that the rubbed her nether region. Nobody had ever touched her like that, not even master Garrett. The doctor obviously had a preternatural ability to find and elicit nervous tingles from every bit of flesh his expert fingers unsheathed.

Laura didn't feel she had the strength to reply to the man's question and so merely shook her head no.

"I wanted it to be a surprise, Ahmet," Garrett said from his chair. "But feel free to tell her. I don't mind, now." Laura noticed Dr. Fayyad nod at Garrett as he gently pulled his hand out from her convulsing love channel.

"I have a better idea," the doctor said. "Instead of telling you about the ritual, I can show you what its main elements consist of, sweetheart." He gently put one hand on the small of her back while used the palm of his right hand to place on her lower abdomen, below her navel. The doctor looked straight into her blue eyes as she stared back at him unblinking. Slowly he started pushing in and increasing the pressure on her tummy.

"Tell me sweetheart, how many Ben Wa balls did your master put up there?"

"Three, sir," Laura replied, her expressive blue eyes squinting in shame at having to tell the doctor such personal stuff.

"Going by what I felt with my fingers," Dr. Fayyad said, "I guess they are the 2 inch kind. Is that correct?"

"2 inches and a half," Laura corrected him. "Ungh!" Holding tight onto her waist, the doctor had pressed forward against her abdomen almost as if her body was a giant tube of toothpaste he was trying to squeeze. Laura had to use every last bit of willpower to stay in place and keep her hands clasped behind her back.

"Marvelous!" The doctor said, "This then will come close to what a genuine birthing experience will feel for you, sweetie." 


What was the man talking about, Laura wondered. "I want you to concentrate on using your abdominal muscles and squeeze those balls out of your vagina, Laura. It will be difficult, I am sure. But I will help you by massaging your tummy and helping you push until they all come out. Can you do that for me?" The doctor asked.

Laura felt cold sweat bloom across her forehead, "Yes, I can try, sir." She heard herself say.

"Very well, sweetheart. If you succeed, you will be happy to learn that it is all downhill from here," the doctor explained. "The real process involves spectators and leather straps, but it is essentially the same at least as far as you are concerned. If you are able to push out free large ceramic balls without the benefit of the natural hormones coursing through a pregnant woman's body that help relax your muscles down there, giving birth for real will be quite easy for you. Now push!"

Laura felt her toes dig into the plush Persian rug beneath her naked body while the doctor squeezed against her belly and she took a deep breath. Oddly, in spite of the tribulations, her body was submitting itself to, her eyes caught sight of the large tent that had suddenly materialized in the front of the doctor's black suit pants.

Dr. Fayyad was having a hard on from watching her force her body through mock labor!

The universe closed in on her and Laura felt her entire being coalesce around the three ceramic spheres in her center as she breathed and bore down. She felt her insides move and readjust as a quiet rumble emanated from her core where she made the balls start moving down through her nether passage.

"Ungh!" She sobbed, "I can't, I don't think I can!"

"Yes you can!" The doctor insisted, "During the real ritual, the father of the child is expected to encourage his lady by using a switch against her buttocks. You don't want me to ask your master to come help us by spanking you? Do you?" Instead of answering, Laura took another deep breath and pushed down like as if her life depended on it.

"Good girl. I can see you were spanked recently," the doctor commented. "You don't want to be spanked again, I understand. So try harder, there –“

Images flooding through her mind soon joined the electric sensations coursing through her body making Laura tremble as she slowly succumbed into a trance. 


She imagined herself – naked, an ancient offering made to submit herself to an old ritual before a 
 gathering of an ancient society. Everyone watched as 
 the naked mother was flogged while submitting herself to that most ancient of female rituals – a natural childbirth. Out of nowhere a voice filled the room with a mantra that sounded soothing and familiar to her troubled soul: "LALITA LA VANGA, LATA PERIZILAMA, MADNO KARAM KARAM KARAMBITI, LALITA LA VANGA, LATA PERIZILAMA, MADNO KARAM KARAM KARAMBITI," it took some time before Laura realized it was her own voice repeating the mantra that Carter had taught her during her collaring ceremony.

"Very good, you're such a sweetie!" The doctor said as he knelt in front between her semi-squatting form as she slowly started forcing out the first Ben Wa ball.

DING! Laura would have jumped had she been able to devote the sliver of attention that would have been required to force her muscles to do so. She squinted her eyes shut and concentrated on pushing out the remaining two spheres from her body.

DING! 


Out of nowhere a mind shattering orgasm crashed against her unsuspecting body making her entire being convulse in ecstasy! 


DING! Tumbled out the last slick sphere from her center. She fell to her knees almost meeting the ball midway before it had reached the ground. She felt her pussy explode and dribble with her juices as her eyes rolled back in her head and her entire universe closed in on her. Slowly, she tumbled to the side and curled up in a fetal position, powerful sobs making her convulse in the afterglow of her small death.





The doctor allowed the young girl to take a few moments recovering on the floor as he resumed his seat behind his desk. "She did marvelously, as I'm sure you're aware," he said to her master who nodded in agreement. "She will do wonders for you, Carter. I have to say that for the first time in a very long time, I am even a little jealous. I have never seen a woman perform so naturally and instinctively the first time. I still have to do some more tests and finish her interview, but I see in young Laura a true treasure that fate has gifted you, my old friend."

Carter Garrett couldn't but agree with his friend. For the first time in his life he was feeling a paucity of speech. His eyes were riveted on the twenty-seven-year-old former teacher, who so naturally had accepted her position of being his sub- in-training. He felt compelled to stand and kneel down by the future mother of his child as he hugged her tight against his heaving chest.




 The Doctor Tests Laura














For a moment it was as if her mind had floated away leaving only her shivering sweat-covered body behind. Suddenly, she felt herself transported back in time, to that day when she had first met master Garrett.

It was supposed to be just another ordinary parent-teacher conference. He was standing by the long table in the conference room at the school where his son Billy was in second grade. She was Billy's teacher. Laura remembered the first time Carter Garrett looked at her, the thrill of energy that had blazed through every nerve in her body had been a tingling flash that had come and gone leaving her hyperaware of every detail that late December afternoon.

Laura had immediately felt the preternatural energy emanating from the powerfully built, stern-looking businessman who had to be at least fifty years older than her. She remembered how his salt-and-pepper hair was brushed back from his wide and manly forehead. She couldn't tell the exact color of his eyes then, but now she knew for a fact how bottomless dark they were.

Tall, barrel-chested and muscular in a bulky sort of way, he had a fine Roman nose and the clean-shaven square jaw. She remembered now that all she knew of the man that would so dominate her life later, was that he was a powerful lawyer.

Oh how things had changed since then!

"Laura! Stand up please," came the voice from nowhere and everywhere at the same time. It was like the voice of God and He made her shake, her nerves jangled like never before. Where was she?





*****





Laura felt dizzy and euphoric with pleasure. She stood on shaking knees before her master, Carter Garrett and Dr. Fayed as she slowly came down from the mind-shattering orgasm she had endured mere moments ago. She had been made to expel the three large ceramic balls that had been pushed inside her more than twelve hours ago in New York. She was panting and wondering whether she had enough strength left in her to stay standing for much longer.

Dr. Fayed walked around his desk and came up to where she was standing. Laura looked straight at his gentle expression for a moment before remembering to look down respectfully as master Garrett had instructed her.

"You are a very submissive woman, Laura," the doctor said gently cupping her breast. "But you still have a lot to learn." Somehow, his comment touched her deeply making her feel warm to the core. "Usually I charge people a hefty fee for my consultations. I have patients who come from all over the world to use my expertise in fertility and obedience training," the doctor continued. "In your case however, I will help Carter for free." Laura moaned loudly as the doctor's expert fingers traced around her rapidly tightening nipples. "Carter and I belong to an ancient fraternity which traces back its traditions all the way into the mists of antiquity. We're brothers, and our bond is much stronger than blood." Laura nodded, her mind swirling around with the sensations emanating from her breast where his fingers where massaging her flesh and eliciting electric tingles running all the way up and down her spine.

Suddenly the doctor's hand was gone and Laura opened her eyes to find him standing next to her looking down at her naked body, his eyes full of passion.

"Undress me." Immediately Laura began eagerly undoing the buttons of the doctor's pale green dress shirt. Soon she was done and pushed the shirt off his shoulders.

"Fold the shirt carefully," the doctor ordered. "I will need it later." Laura diligently placed the garment on the back of a chair and quickly padded back to where he was waiting.

Dr. Fayed was lean and fit. His powerful chest displayed firm and distinct muscles but she realized that he was clearly not interested in bulking up. Unlike the smattering of gray curls that covered her master's chest, the doctor's hair was dark. Laura absently ran her fingers through it and saw him smile down on her as she enjoyed the coarseness of his chest. Her fingers trailed down to the dark line of hair that led straight past his abdomen into his dark brown dress pants.

Laura gently moved the shiny ceramic balls on the floor that still glistened with her juices, carefully nudging them to the side. She knelt before Dr. Fayed to remove his shoes and socks before reaching for his belt as she licked her lips. This was only the second time she was about to see a naked man's cock since she had been a young adult. Back when she was still living out on the streets, Laura had been abused many a time, but after having managed to drag herself out of the gutter, work had claimed her entire life leaving no time for dating.

Carter Garrett had changed all that when he had entered her life less than two months ago. Now here she was – in a foreign country, naked and vulnerable before a man she had only just met, while her master was sitting less than three feet away sipping on his whiskey. Her heartbeat quickened with her realization that these two powerful men were most probably going to take her any time now. She started working faster, eager to see this Middle Eastern man in all his glory.

She helped him come out of his pants and carried them over to the chair where she had put his shirt before quickly returning to stand naked before him. He reached out and brushed back her jet black curls that had fallen across her face during her tribulation moments before. Now her body had finally come down from the mind-blowing orgasm that she had experienced then. Laura glanced up and seeing Dr. Fayed's approval reached down to remove his black boxer briefs.

"Ready?" He asked. Laura glanced quickly checking to see that her master had no problem with what she was about to do and seeing Carter nod his approval, she looked back at the doctor.

"Yes." She wanted to see him. She wanted him inside her. The experience of having been made to submit herself naked before Dr. Fayed while her master watched made Laura feel horny and anxious, and these feelings overcame any fears she might have once had before entering the strange foreign doctor's medical office. Dr. Fayed nodded and Laura looked down between his legs to see his beautiful cock spill out in front of her eyes.

She was intimately familiar with her master's cock, and yet this man's member looked so different – it was long and curved upwards like an ancient sword, shorter by an inch than master Carter's manhood, its head more than compensated for what it lacked in length. Its big bulbous mushroom-like appendage crowned his member making the man's sex appear like an ancient battering ram.

Laura sucked in a sharp breath as she looked down mesmerized by what she saw. Clearly Dr. Fayed didn't mind one bit displaying himself for her as she studied him.

"I do not want to dilute your master's seed and so I will take you from behind." Laura moaned in consternation at the man's words. It wasn't that she feared being taken anally. For the past two months, Master Garrett had made her wear progressively larger anal expanders. That fateful day when she had first met him, Carter Garrett had given her the first ever piss enema of her life and plugged her butt with a two inch plug. It was perhaps her most vivid memory ever. Laura still remembered that the diamond-studded intruder was called Albert. 


Since then she had come a very long way and was now wearing a full-size nine inch dildo. It was called Lucius and almost exactly mimicked the size and shape of her master's cock. 


No, she was much more humiliated by the idea of having a perfect stranger fuck her butt, a place which until today she had only given to her master to do with as he pleased.

"Turn around for me, baby," the doctor said. He stepped forward and reached beneath her arms to gently rub her breasts. He rolled her nipples between his forefinger and thumb until they were hard and then pinched them tightly making her gasp out loud.

"Like that?"

"Yes, sir," Laura replied as she had been trained to do so many times before by her master who was carefully observing her behavior from the side.

"Good girl," the doctor said pinching her nipples harder still, eliciting a whimper from her clenched lips.

Her eyes got wet with tears and she blinked rapidly clearing her vision that had suddenly blurred.

"Shush, little one. You'll be fine," the doctor said, his voice almost tender with concern. "I am merely testing your responsiveness. So that your master can impregnate you easier, it is helpful that his woman be excited and on edge as much as possible. Studies have shown that pain and discomfort open up a woman's womb making it easier to accept her man’s seed." Laura moaned as the doctor massaged and pinched her nipples and soon her pain started morphing into the first tendrils of pleasure that shot through her center.

"Good girl, see?" The doctor finally released his hold on her breasts and Laura felt him take a step back using his large hand to spread open her butt revealing the end of the nine inch butt plug her master had put there.

"After I pull it out, I want you to kneel down on all fours and scoot over to where Carter is seated. I want you to take him in your mouth and offer him relief while I test your back passage. Can you do that for me?" Asked the doctor.

"Yes, sir," Laura had barely replied when she felt the man suddenly grab hold and pull on her large anal expander jerking it all the way out of her body. The emptiness she felt in her belly felt entirely unusual and made her want to breathe deeply and fill the cavity that had suddenly materialized in her body.

Laura looked over her shoulder and was ashamed to see the doctor carefully study the glistening surface of the foreign object he had just pulled out from her body. "It is mostly clean. I can see you haven't had it up there very long."

"Less than a full day," commented her master who unbuttoned his belt and shimmied his suit pants down to reveal his massive nine inch tumescence. Laura blushed deeply and felt cold sweat across her forehead but didn't have much time to dwell upon the men's conversation before she knelt down to the floor and crawled over to where her master was seated. She looked up to make sure that he gave her formal permission and seeing him nod his approval, Laura reached out to take his cock into her welcoming mouth as instructed. She wrapped her lips around the thick bulbous head that she knew so well. She pushed herself forward taking him slowly into her throat. She knew how much her master enjoyed that and waited for a long instant before allowing herself to piston back and take a breath before plunging forward again.

In the meantime Dr. Fayed walked over and knelt behind her slowly pushing his thick cockhead past her nether ring.

"Arrrgh," Laura moaned around her master's cock in her mouth at the foreign thickness that was probing past her sphincter.

"Shush, Laura," ordered the doctor. "You are already fairly dilated and should not have too much difficulty with my cock." Laura forced herself to arch her back and thus make it easier for the man pushing into her as he gently caressed her back keeping up the unrelenting pressure on her insides. Slowly, her butt yielded and a soft pop accompanied Dr. Fayed's penetration into her tight confines. She forced herself to refocus her attention on the feel of her master's cock at her mouth and thus distract herself from the discomfort that the dark skinned man was causing her bum. She pumped on Carter's cock with her fingers and luxuriated at the silken hotness of his skin as she felt him get harder with every passing second.

Laura pulled back and kissed his tip softly and then licked away the pre-cum that had materialized there.

"I love you," Laura whispered looking up at Carter.

He smiled down at her, hunger in his eyes. "I love you more, baby." Laura opened her mouth and slowly sucked him in squeezing his shaft with her hand. Her master inhaled deeply and then let out a loud moan as she took more and more of him into her throat. "Oh, Laura…," Her master groaned.

She felt him put his large hands on the back of her head pushing himself deeper yet into her spasming throat. Laura let him guide her mouth over his manhood taking a deep breath as he approached the back of her throat. She knew he was big and would block her windpipe as he passed her larynx. She swallowed and heard Carter moan deeply above. She sucked on him as she backed away before thrusting forwards again. Laura reached beneath him to caress his balls that she tugged gently. She kept moving, her tongue circling around the head of her master's cock on every backstroke while holding down and caressing his balls with her free hand.

Carter's breathing was growing increasingly shallow and dragged out as he suddenly reached out and having grabbed fistfuls of her black hair he pulled strongly. Pain exploded in her scalp but she suddenly felt wetness trickle down her thigh at the feeling of being under the utter control and domination of her master. She could tell he was getting close when she felt Dr. Fayed suddenly push all the way in bottoming out in her intestine and pushing her forward impaling her mouth upon her master's cock. Her nose was now buried deep in the white curly hairs of Master Garrett’s pubic area. She repeated her swallowing several more times as she wrapped her hand around his shaft and began pumping him in and out of her mouth to simulate the motions of fucking. She sucked him in and then released her grip on the way out just as he had taught her.

"Oh, dear Lord, baby," Carter moaned. "This feels fantastic." Laura tugged on his balls gently and could feel them trying to tighten up against his body, but she held on keeping a careful pressure downwards. She loved being cable to control her master's pleasure and so increased her head movements. Soon he began to shake.

"Yes, baby, like that," her master directed with a groan and she increased her pace even faster and heard him start to growl deeply. Suddenly his primal essence spewed into her mouth, coating her tongue with his creamy musk and she eagerly swallowed it all.

Master Garrett's hands still held her head and Laura knew not to move back until he released her. She continued gently sucking on his cock while waiting for his tremors to subside. She looked up and saw her master's eyes close and his head lean back against the chair.

All the while the doctor was pistoning in and out of her increasingly submissive butt. Now that she was done caring for her master's cock, Laura whimpered at the humiliation being inflicted upon her submissive posterior. She ran her tongue around and into the slit at the tip of her master's cock.

Carter reached down and gently caressed her forehead. "You are getting better by the day, sweet girl.” 


Still with his cock in her mouth, Laura gently nodded. She felt a profound gratitude for his approval. It meant a lot to her that he enjoyed what she did for him.

She felt Dr. Fayed slide his hand under her chest and grab her breast that he gently started massaging causing a wonderful fullness to pass through her asshole. Laura gasped and opened her eyes in surprise. She hissed as he pinched her nipples and her brain tried to accommodate and process the rapid onslaught of information coursing through her body.


Heaven, sweet heaven, it felt so good!
 Laura shuddered as she felt Dr. Fayed push forward and spread her knees further apart as he held her close as if trying to meld their bodies into one. She felt him kiss her neck as he gently cradled her breasts. Suddenly her feeling intensified enormously and she screamed.

Enormous waves of pure ecstasy steamrolled over her as she heard the doctor mumble and groan something in a language she did not understand. He started throbbing and tears of joy streamed down Laura's face as she dug her fingers into the powerful thighs of her master who was looking down on her. She gasped for breath and instinctively leaned in to bury her face in Carter's belly seeking the comfort of familiarity. She felt her master's big hand reach behind her head and gently massage the back of her neck as the doctor emptied himself into her bowels. Laura loved the warmth and care she felt as she was sandwiched between the two strong men who had her in their undivided attention. She felt this to be one of the most erotic moments of her entire life!

She looked up and met Carter's dark eyes which had grown soft as he studied her expression. Laura blinked surprised at his gentle touch and the affection of his face. She almost fainted with love and gratitude when she saw him bend forward and kiss her panting lips as she felt his large tongue wash over into her small mouth. Even though she had just had one of the most magnificent orgasms ever, Laura felt her body shudder awake yet again at her master's touch. It was as if it instinctively responded to his knowing ministrations recognizing the familiar strength emanating from the older man. As he continued to kiss and caress her, suddenly she started whimpering out loudly into his mouth as she surprised herself 
 and came yet again. A thin rivulet of clear liquid trickled down her thigh.

The three of them stood like that as if frozen in time and space for a long moment before Laura finally felt the doctor slowly start to pull out from her clenching butt. She sat back on her heels and felt herself blush deeply at the intimate moment that would now forever be hers to share in memory with those two strong men. She looked up and saw her master rearrange himself as he buckled his pants.

"You are an exquisite woman, Laura," Master Garrett said and her flush deepened.

She bowed her head demurely. "Thank you, master." She kept her position, kneeling on her heels, head bowed, her hands resting on her thighs, palms facing up, as she waited for her next command.












 Laura Meets the Sultan of Zandalar






Laura stayed kneeling in the submissive position on the floor as she looked on demurely at her master and Dr. Fayed. They had both moved to the back of the room and were pouring themselves a drink while lost in an apparently important conversation that they did not want to involve her with. Laura actually enjoyed the way the men ignored her. The freedom of responsibility that gave her was refreshing and very welcome.

Finally the two men came back and seated themselves into plush leather chairs across from where she was kneeling on the floor. Master Carter Garrett smiled at the demure young woman and for the first time in a long while Laura detected a hint of genuine warmth in his dark bottomless eyes. "You did so well baby," he said. "You make me feel proud to be a man and have dominion over you, sweetheart."

Laura looked straight up into his eyes and permitted herself to smile brightly back at him. "Thank you, master Carter." Her heart swelled with love.

“While we gave you some time to recover from the ecstasy you felt a moment ago, the doctor and I discussed some matters that I think I should tell you about." Her master said and Laura felt anxiety fill her heart. Was he going to tell her something disappointing. Had the doctor concluded that she was not fit to be his kept woman and bare his children? Tears filled Laura's eyes as she looked at her master nervously.

"Don't worry, sweetheart. You haven't done anything wrong. The doctor is very impressed with your responsiveness and stamina. He said that the fitness of your body is remarkable. You have nothing to worry about," his words were like salve to her soul.

"I just wanted to discuss with you the real reason we came to Zandalar." The real reason? As far as Laura was concerned, the only reason they were in this country, in the middle of the deserts of Arabia, was simply to visit with Dr. Fayed – a good friend of her master. What else could there be?

"Okay," Laura said slowly.

"You probably remember back when more than a month ago we had your collaring ceremony? It was just the two of us at my home," asked Carter. Laura's hand instinctively flitted up to touch the leather collar as it pressed tightly against her neck. She nodded. Of course she remembered her collaring ceremony. She could never forget that night when he had placed her naked and kneeling on the floor of his gigantic and ancient house. He had taught her a chant of words she did not understand that had since become her mantra that she repeated over the course of more times than she would care to admit. That was the ceremony that had changed everything for her.

She would never forget that.

"That was our own private ceremony, when you accepted service for me. Tonight however, is the night you receive your piercings, sweetheart."

"What piercings?" Laura stammered with a growing unease. Carter sighed deeply and the doctor deftly stepped into the conversation.

"Perhaps we need to explain to her more about the ancient society we belong to, Carter," Dr. Fayed said. "That way she will better understand the honor she's going to be bestowed."

"Very well then," Carter growled, impatience clearly threatening to get the better of him.

Laura almost expected to see anger cloud his features, though his voice wasn't angry. She was surprised however, to see his eyes grow kind as he relaxed back into his chair. He cleared his throat and looking down at her submissive form he proceeded to tell her of the old secret brotherhood he and Dr. Fayed belonged to. 


"It is a terribly ancient society and I will not burden your mind with the details of our organization. Suffice it to say that tonight I am claiming you as my consort bride." Laura felt a deep blush kiss her cheeks and slowly cascade down to her chest as she thought of the significance of what her master was telling her. "We use consorts to procreate," her master explained. "There are both male and female consorts. Female ones are marked with rings through both their nipples as well as both their outer pussy lips. It is up to the master of a consort to decide how many rings a slave has and whether he might want to add a ring through her clit as well."

"Ouch!" Laura winced involuntarily.

"Tonight you will be getting yours and I have to apologize in advance for the pain you will endure. But it is precisely this tribulation that will allow you to show everybody your dedication to the the vows you have made to me and the society." Laura was surprised to notice Carter's voice grow uncharacteristically husky with emotion and she saw the doctor bent forward in his chair.

"You see sweetheart, it is not often that one of the most senior members in our society chooses to take a consort,” said the doctor. “Even though Carter has a son that you have met, he is not the issue of a union that has been officially acknowledged in our society. What I'm trying to say here is that you are being offered a great honor – tonight you will be inducted as the vessel into which one of our cherished members will place his future to germinate and bring forth a successor who can eventually take his place." 


Laura felt instinctive gratitude at the man's words and bowed her head. Emotions constricted her throat it she didn't trust herself to speak.

Carter cleared his throat. "Tonight we will take you to the Palace of Zandalar. The Sultan of this country is our current grand master. That is where your ritual shall take place. Many people will witness your submission and vouch for the purity of our union. That is one of the reasons I took you to see Dr. Fayed today. It was the Sultan's request that his personal physician certify you as healthy and fit before the ceremony." Laura nodded. She found it easy to understand how important it had to be for an ancient society's continued success to have healthy mothers bare healthy children.

"I do find you to be an exceptional woman, Laura. I am certain you will bare many children for your master, if you so desire," chimed in the doctor. She saw him look over at Carter who nodded. "Your master asked me to offer you a choice."

"A choice?" Laura looked up her eyes shifting from the one man to the next.

Carter moved forward in his chair and Laura detected a note of pent-up tension in his voice as he spoke, "Yes, my dear. Modern medicine has made big strides. Dr. Fayed here has perfected a compound which when administered guarantees that a woman conceives multiplets."

"Multiplets?!" Laura’s eyes grew big and Carter smiled that wolfish grin of his that she knew so well. "Yes multiplets," he repeated. "Definitely more than two children. We have decided that given your enthusiasm and dedication to me, you be the first woman we offer this choice in our society. I don't want you to feel any pressure in the least. Of course we would not be offering you this, unless I was certain in the safety of the procedure which has been tried and approved by many Western medical societies. Given my resources, I will make sure that your pregnancy and delivery are as easy and trouble-free as possible."

"Multiplets?" Multiplets! Not one, but more than two children, all at once, from her – someone who until recently hadn't even been sure she wanted any kids at all!
 She was speechless, her mind almost completely ground to a standstill. When she had agreed to have Carter's child, Laura had convinced herself it had been a well-thought-out, rational decision. An arrangement with one of the richest people in the world to ensure that both their progeny is healthy and provided for. But this, this request of his, and the indoctrination in his secret society, were almost all too much to bear. Oh how clueless she had been before meeting Carter Garrett. How clueless the entire world was for the power that ran in its lugubrious shadows.

"So, what do you decide, sweetheart?" She saw concern and worry reflected in both men’s eyes as they looked down on her. She smiled.

"Absolutely, yes. Yes, master, I do want it." She said and to her amazement Laura saw Carter Garrett stand and come to kneel down next to her.

"I love you, Laura. I don't know why fate brought you to me for I suspect I do not deserve you." She heard his voice almost crack with emotions but then she saw him visibly rein them in and square his shoulders. "I want you to be mine completely, Laura. I want you to bear my children. Do you want me too?" Laura's heart was doing little somersaults of joy as she heard herself whisper, "Yes." Her master loved her. Nothing could separate them. 


She felt his fingers glide down her neck and she shivered as he gently cupped her breast and kissed her panting lips. "All mine," he whispered and slid his hand down to the apex of her thighs. Her master's eyes closed and she felt him slide his fingers gently pumping them in and out of her moistness.

Laura sighed and moved her hips to meet his hand as it slowly made love to her. She floated on fields of joy as she felt him gently nuzzle in and kiss that secret spot on her neck that they had recently discovered never failed to make her writhe in ecstasy.





*****





The drive to the Palace felt otherworldly and was over before she knew it. Soon she was being helped out of the silver Rolls-Royce and led into the old ornate hall. By her sides where her master and the doctor who helped support her wavering form as she gingerly walked the distance from the car. Laura felt her belly churn with nerves. She did not want to disappoint Carter.

“Remember to prostrate yourself before the Sultan and that means on all fours,” whispered the doctor beside her. “When we enter the main chamber, you are to go down on your knees, and then slowly lower yourself all the way so that your tits and belly and thighs are all touching the floor. You are to crawl like that all the way to where the Sultan is seated and kiss the tip of his shoe. If you are permitted, you can then crawl up and kiss his hand. From there he will probably guide you through what he wants to do next. Usually he first starts off with a light roasting of a future consort’s behind before asking her to suck him off.”


 
 Laura felt the trepidation as the words sent chills to the very core of her body. She was to submit herself to an ancient and primal ritual and genuflect and offer her body to the supreme and absolute monarch off this country. A low whimper escaped her tight lips.

“Try and stay as silent as you can,” she heard Carter Garrett's voice echo behind her as they entered the palace. 


Everything was enormous. Many levels of balconies circled the entire room. A deep blue rug with intricate designs covered the floor end to end and doors were located all around the room.

Many clusters of chairs were intermittently scattered throughout. In the far corner from where they had entered, just above the throne upon which she saw a bearded man in Oriental garb sit, was a massive gold statue of a blindfolded goddess. In her hands she held a cluster of branches tied together. Her face looked austere and menacing looking straight ahead as if peering directly into Laura’s heart.  


She felt a sharp nudge in her back. "Prostrate yourself now," hissed Carter. And immediately Laura fell down on all fours as instructed before crawling forth so that now her belly, breasts and face where touching the plush carpet. Silence befell the room. Laura felt a curious energy coursing through the room as she slowly started crawling forward towards the podium.

As she moved forward, squirming naked across the plush carpet, she felt the coarse material grate against her excited skin. It took her an excruciatingly long time before she finally got to where she could see the slippers of the Sultan. The only source of strength that kept her going was the never wavering presence of her master who she felt inches from her head as he slowly stepped forth leading the way for his future consort as she crawled forth.

Finally she arrived and hearing a sound of approval come from somewhere above, she gingerly lifted her head and carefully placed her lips on the tip of the Sultan's gilded sandal.

"Your Excellency I present to you my future consort Laura," she heard her master say. "I have already claimed her as my slave but today I present her to you and the elders as my future consort for you to approve and bless." 






Laura heard the Sultan say something in a language she did not understand and felt her master take a few steps back much to her consternation. Laura did not want to be left alone with this unknown stranger who held so much power over not only her but obviously her master as well.

“Come forth, child,” she heard the man say in a heavily accented voice. Slowly she stood on her knees feeling the embarrassment of her nudity exacerbated by her chafed skin. 


“Come nearer,” he ordered. She stepped forth and climbed up to where now she had joined the monarch on the podium kneeling by his seat. He didn't look to be much older than her master except for the long white beard that cascaded in a thick carpet halfway down his chest. He was dressed in a finely woven Middle Eastern dress that she knew was typically worn by the men in this strange country. On his head he had a heavy looking golden crown. He bent forward and seeing that he was reaching out for her, she instinctively moved to meet his hands.

They felt soothing and warm on her cheeks as he took her face between his palms lifting her head so that he could peer straight into her eyes. Suddenly she felt a sense of calm and safety overcome her. She would do anything this man ordered for she felt safe in his fatherly presence.

“You are a beautiful girl, sweetheart,” the man said. “Carter is very blessed and lucky to have you as his consort. Please realize that the ritual you are submitting yourself to is ancient and set in stone. It will not be easy for you. But it serves its purpose well and you will come out stronger.” She saw the man's eyes peer into her own as if interrogating her soul for any lingering doubts. She nodded her acceptance not sure if she was permitted to speak.

“Such a good girl. Now we can start the man said. I will slap your face three times on each cheek. This will indicate the commencement of your submission ritual.” Laura's mind felt as if it was going to overload, but she steeled her nerves as best she could and saw 
 the man slowly lift one hand and slap her left cheek: once, twice, three times. Miraculously it did not feel painful or shocking and all she heard were the gunshot like sounds of the slaps reverberate across the hall. A single tear trickled down her cheek before the monarch repeated the procedure on her right side.

This man, this supremely powerful human was claiming her as his and thereby releasing her from any responsibilities and obligations she might have had upon entering this room. Instinctively she knew the ritual for what it was, the claiming of her entire being by another powerful master. 


The monarch cradled her face in his palms as if absorbing the heat radiating from her reddened cheeks. He wiped her tears that started pouring from her unblinking eyes with his thumbs before bending forward and gently kissing the center of her forehead.

Through her blurry eyes she saw the man look to the side where she knew Carter was standing. "Has she been given the fertilizer shot?" The monarch asked in English.

“Yes, your Excellency. She has accepted to bear multiplets for me.”

“Such a brave girl, and so submissive,” the man said releasing her moving back in his seat. He tapped his lap with one hand and instinctively without having to be told what to do Laura stood and gingerly placed her abdomen across his lap. She knew what was to follow and leaned against the floor as she lay herself for her spanking across the lap of his Excellency the Sultan.

Her master hadn't told her how to behave and whether she was permitted to scream. Laura decided that she would do her utmost to keep quiet no matter how strongly the Sultan beat her. She knew from experience that her pain threshold was low and was grateful that the welts from her last spanking almost twenty-four hours ago were almost completely healed.

The first slap was expected 
 and yet was still shocking. The feel of his hand on her skin, the sting and sharpness of the pain, the way her breasts pushed against the Sultan’s thighs — it all felt so overwhelming that she had to bite her lower lip squeezing her eyes tight as her hands clenched into little fists on the floor. For a long moment the monarch admired the red handprint he had left on her skin and the way her silken black hair had spilled across the floor pooling at his feet.

Then he began to spank her again. Fifteen sharp heavy smacks rained upon each cheek before he stopped at last. Laura was breathing heavy, concentrating on staying as quiet as possible doing her best to impress the audience, the Sultan, but above all — her master with her resiliency. Her perfect butt looked like as if it had gotten a severe sunburn and hurt just as badly.

Miraculously however she was also feeling slightly aroused by the entire situation. She felt the probing member of the Sultan push from between his legs against her.abdomen.

“Kneel down between my legs, little one and take me in your mouth," the Sultan ordered. Immediately Laura complied and fighting against the lingering ache in her butt she slid off the man's lap and knelt between his knees. Afraid to offend or disrespect the monarch, she waited for him as he slowly parted his legs and revealed his thick tumescence between his flowing robes.

Gingerly on hurting knees Laura moved forward and without using her hands took him in her mouth. First, she gently kissed his head licking at the clear droplet of pre-cum that had materialized there and then took him in her mouth.

She felt the man lean back in his seat. Though she couldn't fit much more than the tip past her teeth, she soon felt the man growl with primal lust and instinctively she sucked harder as he spewed his semen across her tongue. She swallowed for a long time the warm essence of the Sultan as it shot into the back of her throat. Knowing to keep her position and wait for direction, she waited until the Sultan’s cock began to soften and he opened his eyes. 


He looked to the side and speaking to her master said, "I give you my blessing. You have my permission to claim this woman as a consort. May she gift you many strong sons and daughters." Laura felt a familiar blush cover her naked body head to toe.

"Thank you, your highness," she heard Carter's reply.

"Stand, slave," he said and immediately she obeyed. He moved forward and stood by her as she still faced the monarch he reached out and she felt him gently caress the sides of her breasts. She inhaled sharply as his thumbs brushed her nipples. They hardened immediately and instinctively Laura arched her back into her master's hands seeking more satisfaction. 


Somewhere far away she heard a low chant begin in an unknown language. Carter gently turned her sideways so that her left side now faced the monarch while her right side faced the crowd. Laura felt a slight dizziness overcome her and instinctively she bowed her head. She felt her master gently kiss her neck and felt the love and adoration of this man and the entire congregation suddenly start to flow into her.

Out of the corner of her eye she saw a man dressed like a servant hand master Garrett an object that look looked a lot like a nail gun. "Take a deep breath my sweet girl and look out and the distance," her master ordered. Laura willed herself to stay as calm and motionless as possible as she felt her master bring the piercing gun to her right breast from behind.

"Give me your pain, slave," her master whispered and Laura felt a sharp stab at the base of her nipple. Tears immediately filled her eyes and she gasped out loud but stayed motionless. 


She felt her master's lips on her neck again and his kiss felt like manna from heaven. Peace came into her soul once again. She felt Carter reposition the gun at her left breast and felt the stabbing pain come again. This time tears poured down her cheeks falling onto his hands as they still grasped her breasts. Carter kissed her again and she saw one of the attendants hand him two silver circles. With deft motions the man helped her master thread them both through her newly pierced breasts before using pliers to squeeze the rings tightly into place.

Having completed the piercing of her nipples, Carter moved around and now faced his compliant demure slave. He kissed her again this time luxuriating for a long while in a long passionate embrace before pulling back. 


"I value this woman above all others," he said announcing it in the deep voice that carried across the room. "I choose to mark her with a ring in her labia,” he announced and Laura heard a general murmur that erupted in the crowd. She felt herself begin shaking as he stroked her cheek. He looked into her eyes and reached down between her legs to pull at the left outer lip of her pussy to which he immediately applied the gun piercing it. This time a loud scream erupted from her clenched mouth and her entire body wavered. She felt her master’s strong hand on her neck holding her tight. "You are a good girl, Laura," he whispered. "I really good girl." He kissed her deeply and she felt strength from his pleasure.

He waited for a long while before her tremors slowly subsided and having reached out to the side took a silver circle that he gently threaded with two hands through the hole of her newly created piercing. 


Then he turned around and motioning at the crowd proudly announced, "This woman has been pierced and is now my consort." A loud applause broke out and she felt solace fill her heart as her master took her around the waist helping her limp out of the hall.









*****





The alarm reverberated as if emanating from the very center of her own head. Laura jumped and almost fell out of her bed. It was still dark outside. She gingerly grappled for her smart phone to silence the miscreant sound. She was still unsure of what was real and what wasn't in the dark shadows of the early morning twilight. Her fingers instinctively went to between her legs were she felt wetness meet them in her white cotton shorts. 


A wet dream!

This had to positively be the mother of all wet dreams ever! 


Her hand went up to her neck to make sure. No, no collar. 


Thank God! 


Her whole body felt hot. Maybe she was running a fever. Her T-shirt was soaked and she could feel her nipples poking through the wet material.

Maybe she ought to call the school and take a sick day off. She took her phone again from the nightstand and looked at its screen which proudly displayed her schedule for this Monday. No, it won't do. The principal was out and she absolutely had to cover for her. There were a bunch of parent-teacher conferences slated for this afternoon that she simply could not postpone. Laura's eyes fell upon her last scheduled meeting for the day: Mr. and Mrs. Carter Garrett, Billy's parents, it read.

A deep shudder shook Laura's body from head to toe. What a dream!





~The end.





 
Elizabeth, His Lordship’s Demure Body-Servant
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Strong, big, dark-haired and severe, Lord Benjamin is scouring his lands for someone young and submissive, willing to do his bidding and follow his every wish.

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






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






 Milked in London
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Jennifer and Ben are happily married and working on building their young family. A financial crisis unfortunately rends their idyllic life asunder casting the young blonde mother adrift and shell-shocked in search of a way to help her family survive.

Mr. Costas, their neighbor happens to be able to suggest a solution. Hopefully, Ben will not find out how suggestible his petite engorged wife turned out to be.






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

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


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

8,205 words.






 Thank you for reading Laura’s Submission, the Whole Story
 . I hope you enjoyed it at least as much as I loved writing it.

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

Probably the best way to contact me would be via Twitter: @AlexCarlsbad

You can also find me on:

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


Email: alexcarlsbad@gmail.com


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





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