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My Submission to the Doctor




Lena:

My name is Lena. I am twenty years old. I enjoy walking barefoot in the rain. I’m not in college. I don’t have time for it yet. No money either. At five foot seven I am not exactly small, but I still come in a good foot bellow Dr. Branigan. My eyes are blue and come across as very striking in contrast to my jet-black hair, or so I’m told. I suffer from congenitally bad set-esteem. Maybe it is borne out of my indecisiveness. 

I just cannot help it. 

Dr. Branigan, says it even shows in the way I walk. He once told me that they ought to put my photo under the term “indecisive” in the dictionary. Harsh, I know, but I also know he didn't intend for it to come across that way. 

He cares for me, you see. He always has, since that first day I saw him in the park. It was the day after my eighteenth birthday. Since then he has always interested me and conversely, always taken interest in me. Sometimes he calls me his Little Lola. At first I thought it was just another example of the eccentricity of an older man. You have to understand, when I first met him, he already had a full head of thick white hair. At first, I wondered if it wasn't just extremely pale blond, but no: his hair was white like snow.

My mom was with me that day. We were out walking the dogs. I love dogs. She has a black Labradoodle and the cutest little shih-tzu. Bonnie and Clyde. I was there, helping her walk them because she has multiple sclerosis. It tears me to bits to watch my mom, that indomitable grab-the-world-by-the-scruff-of-the-neck woman slowly slide into a helpless doddering shadow of her former self. Good thing Dr. Branigan is a world-renowned expert when it comes to multiple sclerosis. We are so lucky that he also happens to be our neighbor.  Now he takes care at both of us, you might say.







*




Master:

My name is Jack Branigan. I am almost seven feet tall, I have brown eyes that many people seem to find unsettling. I suppose my flaring temper and thick muscles might help bolster that impression. Arguably, I happen to be the world expert on multiple sclerosis. Phhht, I don’t know about that, there is a lot I don’t know, we don’t know about the disease.

At forty-two, I've no time for idiots. Life in general is too short and I only have half of it left to live. 

Lena’s mother is my neighbor. Really nice woman, her mother that is. So sad about her MS. Yes, I have pulled out all the stops. I do what I can to try and help her, but I don’t have high hopes. I have even had her sign up for the latest experimental treatments at the hospital. I don't think anything will come out of it. I've told her as much. She appreciated my candor. I think she has also come to the same conclusion as me about the brevity of life. No time for bullshit. 

Too bad about Mrs. McCarthy, and too bad about her daughter Lena.

I like to think of her as my little Lola. She's so much like a tiny bird: fragile, indecisive. Weak? 

No! Not weak. However, she would be much stronger, if she actually had someone to lean on. Someone strong  and decisive. Yes, Like me.




*




Lena:

It is almost two years since I first met Dr. Branigan. Yesterday they admitted mom into hospice care. 

On my way back from there, my entire body was shaking like a leaf. I lost control of our small VW Jetta and veered off the road into a ravine! I was fine. No injuries. The car was totaled though. Sitting there, on the grass, by the crushed and useless ball of glass and steel that was my car, I let the waterworks flow until no more tears remained. Finally I looked at my phone that I was clutching uselessly in my hands and realized there is only one thing I could do. My back ramrod straight, I wiped my face dry, cleared my throat and made the dreaded call. How often do you hear of a lamb seeking out the wolf? It ought to happen though. Every now and then. I know because I called for Dr. Branigan.

“Lola?"

“Dr. Branigan," my voice faltered.

“If you are calling about your mother, you have nothing to worry about. I just stopped by her room at the hospice. I know the doctor on call there. Real nice guy. We both agree, she will get the best possible care  there. She is doing fine." His voice sounds almost mechanical, as if he's reading off some manual on the proper thing to say to a grieving relative of a patient. I know he's trying. Probably squeezing his fists, his knuckles white, as he stares off into the distance, Jack is trying to be patient for my sake.

"It is not why I called,” I say quietly. "I know you, Jack. You are going to take good care of my mother. Because it is what you do. You are a good doctor. One of the best probably." 

Now he seems to be wondering what to say. Wind blows into the receiver of my cellphone filling the line with static.

"Where are you Lena? Aren't you home yet?"

His voice sounds so worried all of a sudden, it makes me want to hug him and tell him all will be okay. It has to be because I called him.




*




It is early in the morning and he is already in my room. I know there has to be a lot on his mind. God, why did I have to tell him all that stuff last night? The throbbing vein on his forehead tells me he hasn’t had much rest either.

"Morning, Lena."

"Good morning, Dr. Branigan," I try to sound braver than I feel but I can see in his sneer that he can see right through me. Gone is his initial shame. No, he is not here to apologize, or ask permission. He is here to exact… punishment. The word flits into my mind and lingers there like a big neon sign.

“I believe we need to talk.” He says, his eyes never leaving mine.

“Yes, sir." Oh gosh why is my voice so plaintive already?!

"Very well. But first come on out of bed and join me for breakfast. You must be starving.” 

I am about to protest. But he steps in closer and takes a seat on my bed. “Humor me, Lena, and for a few moments at least do as I say. Okay?”

I feel him move in closer. He reaches out slowly and places his arm on my shoulder. “You came to me, and after what you told me last night, the least you can do is answer some questions.” He whispers in my ear and I feel my neck burn as I can see his eyes scanning my face.

“Yes sir."

“Good,” I feel his hand where it rests on my shoulder. Slowly his thumb starts rubbing little circles against my naked skin. I ease myself into his warm palm. I steel my nerves for whatever lies ahead. 

“But first — breakfast, okay, Lena? You and I need some nourishment before we make any life-changing decisions.” His voice is low and sounds laced with genuine concern, and for the first time he smiles.

I shake my head unsure of my ability to speak.




*




I can see his eyes, they gleam in the early morning twilight.

The breakfast is sumptuous. Toast, cream cheese, chocolate croissants, bagels of every sort and a bevy of assorted jams and preserves coupled with a tray of milk, coffee and tea, are all laid out in the center aisle of his kitchen. Did he set all this up for me? I look down to the floor and see the dusty footprints my bare feet left there.

I eat in perfect silence and I catch his eye scanning me. His stare is hungry but he doesn't touch the food.

"I must say I was surprised to hear you say what you told me last night," Dr. Branigan says. "In fact, I am willing to forget you said it, if you so desire." Oh God! Oh no! He's going to make me repeat my plea from last night! A deep blush settles over my pale skin as I demurely look down at my plate that is now empty. I fidget nervously not knowing what to say or do.

"Look me in the eyes, Lena.” His voice is stern but not loud. Immediately I look up and blink away my tears of humiliation

“You're free to walk out now. Rest assured, nothing in my behavior towards your mother will change.” His eyes exude a careful deliberation that makes me squirm. Suddenly I feel lightheaded and extremely fragile. "Your mother will continue to receive the best possible care at the hospital. I will make sure if it. I want you to feel no pressure. If I so much as suspect you are trying to somehow ingratiate yourself with me just so that your mom receives better care, it will hurt me more than you can possibly imagine." I nod, my voice faltering in my chest, as I realize he expects me to acknowledge his statement.

“On the other hand," he clears his throat, “I have taken the liberty to draft a contract of service." He places a manila folder on the black granite across from where I sit. "Read it carefully. Take all the time you need. Feel free to delete everything you find objectionable, and write in anything you would like to be included.” Dr. Branigan stands and brushes away invisible crumbs from his dark trousers. “I am going to work now. I will be at my practice all day today. You're free to stay here for as long as you wish. There is food in the fridge." For a moment he stops as if deliberating something. "There are some rooms in my home I'd rather you didn't go into. At least not yet." He looks at me pointedly and I nod. I'm not exactly sure why, but it seems he expects my acknowledgement.

“I should be done by about eight o'clock tonight. If you're not here when I return, I shall know your decision.” He reaches into his back pocket and pulls out an envelope. “Here is some money. It should be enough to get you through the next month or so until you can find a job.” I am about to say something, to protest, but he stills me with his hand. "It is the least I can do."




*




The passage of time slows down to a trickle as I sit and stare at the kitchen countertop and the thick manila folder resting there. Almost an hour goes by before I finally will myself to stand. Dr. Branigan has long since left for work and I feel so very alone. I reach out hesitantly toward the folder. Come on, Lena, it is just paper with some text on it! It wont bite! I crack it open.




*

Master:

I cannot believe she actually wants to go through with it! My mind has been in turmoil since last night. She called me because she had crashed her car. I feel bad for her. At only eighteen, life is coming down on her fast. Without a father, and a mother permanently incapacitated, I am amazed how she is still able to keep it together. The stress in her life is already too much to bear for most. 

What she did when I brought her home last night…, the courage, the cold-mindedness, they make my heart skip a beat every time I think of it!

It is not that she doesn't know what she is in for. Not after that terrible time when two years ago I gave her an autographed copy of Lolita by Vladimir Nabokov. I had included a complete and rather detailed explanation of my feelings for her. She was barely eighteen at the time! 

To call it an error of judgment on my part misses the point. I am no cradle robber, mind you. But she stole my breath away and has kept doing it ever since that first time I saw her walking in the park. Her fragile demeanor and quiet sensuality still make the tiny hairs on the nape of my neck stand on edge! I cannot pretend to understand Lena. All I can hope for is that she allows me to partake in her journey. After last night I may be starting to comprehend her better. She is so much more mature than I ever was at her age. I suppose growing up knowing there's nobody but yourself to rely on will do that.

Last night, the moment she stepped into my house, she immediately knelt down. At first I panicked that the girl had fainted from exhaustion and worry. But even though she was shivering like a lamb, Lena was perfectly coherent as she looked up at me. 

"I am yours. Please make me yours." 

Those were the words I had used in my letter from all these years ago. Until last night, Lena had never even acknowledged having received the letter. She had kept her distance and were it not for the medical consultations with her mother, I hardly ever saw her again. I never expected to hear those words, especially not on her lips.

I don't think I can do any work today. I pity the patient who would have me as their doctor in my state of emotional turmoil. Will she sign the contract and accept to be my submissive? Or is she just playing games with a man she knows to be infatuated with her? I have to use every last ounce of willpower to stop myself from jumping back into my car and racing home to see what her decision is going to be.




*




Lena:

The contract. Line upon explicit line phrased in legalese.  I flip from page to page that describe in excruciating detail my surrender to his will. I slowly slide to the cold ground as I read on.

"I Lena McCarthy (the submissive), with a free mind and under no duress accept the submission of my will onto my master, Jack Branigan M.D., so that he takes me into his care and guidance so that we may grow together in trust, mutual respect and love. The satisfaction of his desires, needs, and whims correspond to my wish as a submissive to be found pleasing to him in every regard."

I hear my own heart beating in my chest like a rabbit trying to escape its cage of doom.

"To achieve this as well as fulfill my sexual, spiritual, emotional and intellectual potential, my master will have full and complete use of my body and mind anytime, anyplace, in front of anyone, to keep and give away as he wishes."

I have to wipe the tears in my eyes. Does he know I am still a virgin? Does he know I have zero experience being with a man? Oh my God! I read on skimming to the next page.

"Term: the submissive acknowledges that the duration of the contract will be until such time as the master chooses to terminate it, or she chooses to do so herself. This can happen with no warning, at any time and for any reason."

It goes on to describe how my master is free to maintain relationships with whomever else he pleased. His pleasure is the one and only goal of my existence as his submissive. From the moment I sign the contract, I am to address him as Master or Sir, and all other men as sir. All women are to be addressed as Ma'am or any other manner chosen by Dr. Branigan.

The last few pages lay out in excruciating detail the way he expects me to use my body. My choice of clothing, the food I eat, the exercise I get, and the duration of rest I get, are all up to him. “The submissive is to actively and enthusiastically engage in sexual intercourse (vaginal/anal/oral) with or without (depending on Master's choice) the use of a condom and receive any and every ejaculate when ordered to do so.”

Suddenly I feel hot and find it necessary to unbutton my pajama top. I am sweating and as I stretch out on the floor leaning back against the countertop, I realize my pussy is sopping wet! 

It is as if my body has already made all the important decisions for me and is merely waiting for my mind to catch up!




*

Master:

I park the car in the alleyway and walk in through the front door. I know she's probably long gone by now but oh my Lord if she hasn’t…

I turn the key, open the door, and there she is!!!

I can see her skin glowing with a delicate sheen of sweat as she shivers under my gaze. She is clearly uncomfortable and yet there she kneels –  her naked thighs splayed on either side, she is looking straight at me. Her back is ramrod straight and her hands demurely rest by her side. 

My breath comes in ragged gasps as I close the door behind me. I have to be strong for the both of us now. I cannot surrender to the overpowering desire to gather her up from the floor, cover her beautiful face in kisses, and hold her naked body tight to mine. 

Instead, I step forward and slowly lift my left hand to her lips. Her nipples visibly tighten and her little brow furrows as she kneels forward and gingerly kisses the gargoyle on my heavy iron ring.

A moment that will forever be etched in my mind until the day that I die.

"Did you sign it?" I ask and feel a need to clear my throat.

"I did," she replies and then quickly adds almost as if tasting the texture of the word on her lips, "Master." 

I nod and step down to the living room. I leave her kneeling facing the door and have to use every last ounce of will to stay my hand from caressing the gentle curve of her shoulders as I pass by her. I leaf through the folder scanning the pages that she has duly initialed until I get to the last one:

"My surrender as a submissive is done with the knowledge that nothing asked of me shall ever demean me as a human being." This last line that she has added herself is followed by her name spelled out in print letters followed by her signature and date. She has left the pen by the folder on the table and I pick it up and sign my name as her master. 

Done. 

Let the journey begin!




*




Lena:

The hard marble floor by the entrance of his house hurts my knees. Naked I tremble and yet cold sweat covers my body in trepidation. He said he will be home after 8 PM but it is almost 10 o'clock already. Is he giving me one last chance to change my mind? One last test to stand up, dress, and leave him forever? I sniffle and shake and for a moment I wonder if my hair looks good and then immediately I realize how ludicrous it is for me to even consider my appearance. I usually don't wear mascara and keep my lipstick to a minimum. My black hair cascades down to the small of my back and I realize I actually don't care. Disheveled and naked, I offer myself as tribute to my master.

It wasn't an easy decision, but now that I have made it, I feel a measure of relief.

After reading through his contract I almost bolted and ran. I know that if I leave now, I shall never see him again. That thought alone stills my body and I linger in mid-step. Oh the irony! The biggest decision of my life, and here I am, the most indecisive person I know, all alone and having to make it without any help or guidance. 

Perhaps that has been his intention all along? Leave me in turmoil and give me all the rope I need to hang myself one way or another. There is a pen lying tantalizingly close to the folder. I cannot stop myself as I reach out and take it…




*

Master:

There is no time like the present to start a young girl's education. I turn and look at her kneeling there by the door. Her back is to me, black curls cascading down almost to the dimples above her butt. Beautiful and gorgeous are simply words that do not begin to describe the creature offering herself up to me tonight. I smile.

"Lena, you do understand that even though I am not angry with you, you still need to be punished before anything else." I see her breath still and her body tense almost imperceptibly. She doesn't know how to respond and I find her consternation endearing. 

A deep breath…

"Why, M-master?" She asks as I see her alarm building.

"I am sure you already know, sweet Lena. Perhaps not consciously, but subconsciously your mind is guilty and I will help you realize it." She begins to protest but I interrupt her. Steel is to be tempered while hot and so are young impressionable submissives too.

"Stand!" I yell and my voice reverberates back like a whip from the walls. In less than a second the lithe little brunette is standing at attention and trembling like a leaf.

"Turn around and follow me," I order her and don't give her a chance to deliberate as I turn and start walking towards the steps at the back of my house. They lead straight down into my sellers. There she will learn all about torture. The torture she has caused me all these years of ignoring my plea of love. I hear her gentle breath and the sound her naked feet make as she demurely follows me down into the darkness of my dungeon.

~


Punished







Lena: 

The marble floors beneath my bare feet are soon replaced by rough clay as we walk deeper and deeper down into the basement of my master’s house. In some ways the fact that I have to follow him, naked but free and on my own volition, with no blindfold, ropes, or force of any kind, makes my discomfort more acute. And my pussy very, very wet. 

Finally we enter through a small door a room so large I cannot see the other side of it. My mouth falls open. My master turns to look at me. I can see him studying my face as I allow my eyes to adapt to the dim light of the room and the horror within. Chains, whips, canes, implements that rightly belong in a museum of medieval torture line the walls on all sides. A huge bed with black covers occupies center stage not far from a metal table with chains hanging off of it. One single leather couch faces them both.  On it I see a remote control and what looks to be a taser.

Oh dear God! He has called my bluff. A couple of hours ago, I accepted him as my master and signed a contract of service. Now here I am, in his own private torture chamber. He's in charge of me and so I just stand on shaky legs allowing my building panic to buffet my body as I scrunch my face up and start to cry. 

He had just spoken of punishment. He had just said that before anything else, before my training was even to begin, I had to submit myself to his punishment. Punishment for what?! What have I done to deserve pain? I have hardly seen Dr. Branigan since he sent me the book Lolita and his love letter… 

Yes of course! I cover my mouth and look at him and I see he knows what I am thinking. I never replied to his love letter. He's going to punish me for ignoring him all this time since he sent me his written admission of love.

"But I wasn't ready,” I say in a small voice. “I was too young, hardly eighteen…”

"Shhhh, little one, I know, I know,” he says and comes closer. He gently takes me and hugs me tightly against his hard body. He smells of soap and lavender. My naked body instinctively molds itself into his chiseled contours. I am naked and he's dressed. I stand shaking against the rock face that is his chest as he palms the back of my head. I feel his big, strong hands holding me tightly around the shoulders.

It has been two years since we last spoke for real. Even though I have hardly seen him, I have thought of him more often than I can count. Alone in my bed, he has kept me awake and visited my dreams too. I think I know him better than I know myself. He believes he can hide his soul from me by distancing himself behind a façade of silence and stoic resolve, but I already know more than words could ever explain. I know what he wants. He wants me to beg, to beg him for my punishment and I start bowling against his chest for I know I will do it. My body once again has made the decision for me and my mind is merely catching up. I will do anything my master wants.

I snuggle against him for a long time before I gather up the courage to look up between his pecks. "I'll do whatever you want, master." I hear myself say. I can feel his arousal like a branch of a tree where his pants brush my belly. I cannot stand to be so close to him and yet be denied the touch of his skin. I watch and wait for his next command. I can almost feel his mind cataloging all my little tremors and whimpers filing them away somewhere in his head in a database for later use.

For the first time tonight he steps back and smiles at me. He holds out his hand and I take it doing the best I can to try and stop shaking. A deep heat washes over my body as I see the hunger shine in his eyes.




*




Master: 

She's beautiful like the dawn and sunset all wrapped into one. Tears streak down her high cheeks falling onto her quivering breasts as she tries and fails to still her shaking. Gently I lead her over to the bed and prepare her for her very first spanking. A woman’s first punishment is something intimate, something to be administered with care and respect. We will both be transformed after that. I will no longer simply be another man. To her, I will forever be the man who chastised her, the one who took her first innocence away. Even after the scars have long healed, their memory will linger on in her mind — vivid and loud. We will never be able to go back once her flesh has been kissed by my strength. She's beautiful, like clay in my hands as I arrange her on her knees facing the headboard. I step aside and I can see her struggle with herself. Should she turn and look and see where I went, what I am getting? Or should she be strong? So indecisive, so innocent, so beautiful.

I flip the switch and suddenly her naked body is bathed in floodlights. Her body shines like a supernova being born in the darkness of heaven. She manages to remain motionless facing the way I have arranged her petrified body. I step closer and now she can see the leather strap in my hand. A whimper…

"Shhhhh, little one." I say. "Six times. On each cheek. Then you will tell me why you think I am punishing you. Then six more on your belly." She's crying openly again but stays in position. She has no concept of the pain that is coming for her. Her eyes drift back to the leather strap and she nods demurely. I step behind her and she tenses at the whooshing sound the leather makes as it slices through the darkness of the room. 




Bang! Like a clap of thunder, the sound is deafening. Then she screams. Her wail splits the darkness and echoes from the metal of the implements of torture hanging on the walls. Her body writhes and wiggles like a malting butterfly.

"It is okay to scream." There's so much she needs to learn.

"Bang!" Her scream is sharp and punctuated. Bang! She is breathless and I realize her mind is searching desperately for the right words to make me stop. But she cannot find them. Bang! She tilts and falls into the bed. But then amazingly rights herself back up on all fours again. My beautiful submissive! The pain continues.

Soon her other cheek is just as red and purple as the first and it is time to offer her my love. I step forth and sit by her on the bed and she tumbles into me quickly righting herself back up so that her aching cheeks are in the air. She presses herself into me like a child seeking solace. I cradle her in my arms stroking my fingers through her lush black hair and I kiss the top of her head while she cries.

"I am sorry, Master,” she says softly against my shirt that is by now soaking wet with her tears.

"Sorry for what, little one?"

"I ignored you all this time, and yet you were always on my mind,” she whimpers and I squeeze her tightly against me. I feel a tear roll down my cheek.

We stay like that for a long while until I feel her heart that is fluttering like a butterfly in a jar slowly calm down. Her breathing evens out but she doesn't move. She keeps pressing herself into me afraid of what will happen when she lets go.

"Come," I say and take her up by the arms as I she allows me to draw her away from me. Her eyes are pleading but her mouth is silent and her face resigned. "On your back." Demurely Lena lies down, her face scrunching up in a pretty little grimace where her bum cheeks touch the cold black satin of the bedsheets. Her eyes tear up at the pain and heat radiating from her abused globes as she looks at me seeking my strength. I nod and caress her forehead. "I want you to lift yourself up on your elbows and feet," I say. "These strikes will be stronger than before." She's crying again but nods and demurely pushes herself her feet small feet down lifting her belly up, her eyes still glued on mine. I can see her unshaved pussy and my cock throbs with pleasant surprise when I notice the shimmering twinkle of moisture on her dark hairs there.

Her body is trembling and her nipples are tight upon her quivering tits that point straight up on her hyperventilating chest. "You are going to hyperventilate. Concentrate on your breathing and count to five before every breath.” My beautiful little submissive nods and obeys. Her breaths come in slower now but are more labored and deeper.

"Ask me for it." I order her.

"Please, don't," she stops herself seeing the dark menace flood my face. "Please, master, spank me."

I nod. "Be more precise. Be sincere. Ask me like you mean it."

“Please, Master, punish me. Please use the paddle, the leather strap and beat my tummy," her voice is so soft and little and her body is now shaking with the tremors of exertion of having to offer herself up in the air like that. My beautiful little lamb. "Please… Please spank me, Master, please master…" 

Her eyes drop down to the leather strap hanging in my hand and she tenses again as she hears it come down through the stillness of the room. Her eyes are scrunched shut as it falls across her soft white tight little tummy just below her navel. It is deafening. And then the sharp loud pain. She gasps but does not scream, tears pouring down her face.

"Please…" I look at her questioningly.

"No, please, don't stop," I see her swallow as she closes her eyes and relaxes into submission. I aim the next strike above her navel just below her ribs. A gasp. And a nod. Third strike comes down just between the reddening flesh of the first two covering her delicious little belly button with leather and pain. I stop for a moment giving her some time to catch her breath. Her body betrays her and she falls back in the bed. I walk around her other side now. I give her a moment and then motion for her to resume the position. I know that by now endorphins are flooding her system pushing her to heights she has never experienced before. Tears are now streaming continuously down her beautiful cheeks but it isn't so much pain that is causing them but the realization of her surrender. First baby steps to her full acceptance that she is becoming mine. Then she lifts herself up off the bed offering her belly again. The strip of black leather whips across her quivering skin making her squirt tears with every strike.

Finally I am done and she falls back into the dark mattress. Her brow is furrowed but the most beautiful smile tentatively blossoms on her full lips.

I leave her and come back with a tube of disinfectant and salve. She lays staring up into the nothingness as I carefully tend to her injured skin and then I kiss her for the first time on her open mouth. I don't linger even though I have to use every last bit of willpower to tear myself away from her welcoming lips. I turn her around and tend to her red and blue backside.

"Thank you, Master," she says. I am surprised and relieved and I think I am in love.

I replace the paddle on the wall and motion her to follow me.




*




Lena: 

Mercifully we leave his dreadful dungeon. I follow him as we walk back up into the light of his beautiful and large house. All these years during which he had been our family physician, we had never visited his place. It is enormous. I look up and I can see a staircase leading at least three more floors above us. I had been so overwhelmed this morning that it never occurred to me to explore his home. My indecisive nature, I suppose. I place a hand gently on my tummy which now radiates angry heat beneath my fingers and I feel a twitching pain in my buttocks as I walk behind my master and I wonder whether I would have still signed the contract of submission had I known of the whips and chains downstairs.

“Have you had dinner yet?” he asks.

“No, not yet,” I reply. He stops and looks at me, with those severe dark eyes of his that send chills to the very core of my body. "M-master, not yet, master," I stammer. Finally he nods and we walk into the kitchen. I wonder whether he will permit me to dress again or shall I forever stay naked in his presence.

"Can you cook?" The question catches me by surprise.

"Yes, Master. Since my mom's multiple sclerosis got worse, I have been doing our home meals every day now for more than two years." My mind is flooded with unbidden images of my mother, that pillar of my life, now crushed by disease and in a hospice. I tear up again. I am such a mess today.

I'm ashamed and embarrassed but master comes back to me and reaches for handkerchief from his jacket pocket. He uses it to tenderly daub my eyes dry. He doesn't say anything but stays there as I move in closer and lean my head against his powerful chest.

"I have had the fridge fully stocked yesterday. See what you can find there and prepare me the best dinner you can," he says taking my chin in the palm of his hand and looks me straight in the eyes. "I haven't had dinner yet either. So hurry." He arches an eyebrow and I tear myself away from him scurrying nervously to the fridge. Before I know it instincts and habit have asserted themselves and I have green beans simmering on the stove while I start grilling a beef tri-tip steak that I am about to glaze with a sauce made according to a recipe my mother taught me. I catch my master's eye as he sits at the bar stool in the kitchen and I see him smile contentedly. This is all the reinforcement I need.




*




Master: 

What a pleasant surprise! Lena is quite the accomplished little cook. Watching her prepare the tri-tip steak from the fridge and the aromas that are soon wafting through the house as she dances naked from one end of the kitchen to the fridge and then to the grill, her muscles working as her breasts quiver in delicious oblivion as she goes about her work, make me realize what a fortunate man I have suddenly become.

Without even having to ask her, she goes to the living room and sets the table for me.

"Put out silverware and a plate for yourself too."

Suddenly I see her hesitation. "I don't eat meat, M-master," she says hesitantly.

"Tonight you will eat meat. I want you well-nourished. You will be needing your strength these next couple of weeks for sure." I say and she submits herself to my will and nods. The dinner is out of this world.

I look at the naked beauty sitting across the dinner table. Every now and then she casts a curious glance my way but otherwise demurely looks down at her plate.

"There is red wine in the cupboard on the left side of the living room. Get us a bottle of the 2007 Saint Emillion Grand Cru Bordeaux. Open it and pour yourself a glass as well." She shoots me a questioning look.

"My mom…," She starts and stops. Then starts again, "I have never had wine before."

"How come?”

“Mom said alcohol is dangerous for young ladies. And I guess I never felt the urge to drink,” she explains demurely looking down and blushing deeply.

“Your mother is a wise lady and was correct in telling you to avoid spirits. However tonight will be a night of many firsts for you,” I say and give her time to absorb the gravity of my words. “Wine will help you relax."

“Yes, Master,” she says and stands to get the wine.




*




Lena: 

Oh my God! What is he planning for me? This has to absolutely be the longest day in my life! My heart is racing as I concentrate on not dropping the expensive bottle of wine or breaking the beautiful crystal into which I pour the thick red liquid. I place the cups with shaking hands before Master and myself.




*




Master: 

I watch her drink the wine one tentative sip after another. She blushes deeply and beautifully and I motion her to stand and come to me. She trembles visibly as she pushes her seat back and visibly squares her shoulders, stands and walks up to my chair. Her hips sway enticingly as she tosses back her hair. Barefoot and standing she is only at eye level with me as I sit in my dinner seat. "Closer." She steps closer and I can feel her breath on my face. I can smell her sweet sweat and her musk. "Spread your legs wider and keep your hands behind your back crossed above your butt.”

“Yes, Master,” she says and does as ordered even though I can feel her breathing heavily. I place the palm of my hand across her freshly chastised tummy and she gasps. I am careful to not hurt her more than necessary as I gently move it down to cup her hairy pussy. She's wet. My hand is so big it almost covers her entire lower pelvis. "Spread your legs wider for me please, sweetheart." She obeys and instinctively arches her back pressing herself against my hand. Her pussy feels hot to the touch. “How old are you?” I ask reaching up with my free hand to tweak her pancake nipples

"I'm twenty years old, master.” Her voice is small again.

“Squat down a little bit so I can feel you inside.” She whimpers and obeys. I still don't move my fingers but merely cup her hot pussy and gently caress her nipples. I look up at her. “You will be truthful with me won’t you, Lena?”

“Yes, Master.”

“Because if you lie to me even once, the beating you just got downstairs will seem like nothing in comparison to the punishment that will follow.”

“Yes, Master,” she says. Again her voice is pleadingly whiny like that of a little girl begging not to be punished for some transgression.

“Are you a virgin?”

“Yes, Master.” Her reply actually does not surprise me. Even though she's twenty years old and in this day and age most girls her age have had at least a cursory experience with intercourse, I know Lena to be very modest. Given how busy caring for her mother has kept her, I am not at all surprised.

“Your pussy is very wet, sweetheart. I also noticed it was that way when I punished you with the leather strap downstairs. Do you know why that is?”

“I don't, Master. I'm sorry my body just sometimes betrays me.” She's apologizing. My sweet little baby submissive.

“That is okay sweetheart. I will tell you why. You are a natural submissive. Your body and mind instinctively respond with arousal when given direction and told what to do. Your body even finds it exciting when you are punished. This is nothing to be ashamed of regardless of what you might have been told. It is natural for a  beautiful young girl as yourself to gravitate towards the safety and security that an older assertive man can provide. Millions of years of evolution have ingrained it in your psyche to submit yourself to indoctrination just as my instinct now guides me to control you and protect you.” Lena nods and I feel a deep shudder push her hot hairy little unkempt pussy harder into my big warm hand.

“Tell me what you are thinking right now and look me in the eyes when you speak. If you look away, I will spank you again. But this time it will be on your pussy.” My words have an immediate effect and the hesitant little brunette immediately lowers her eyes down to look at me with her frightened little expression.

“I’m sorry, Master. I, I don't know what I'm thinking.”

I rub languid circles around her nipples and watch them visibly tighten as if muscles are controlling them like little fingers. "It is okay, Lena. It is sometimes difficult to put to words what our subconscious is telling us. Just relax and listen to it and tell me what it is whispering to you."




*




Lena: 

"I have never felt so excited, so overwhelmed before in my life." My words are coming slow and deliberate as if I'm translating for a foreigner. My subconscious mind is speaking out loud to this man that I barely know and is more than twenty years older than me. He nods. His hands are like sources of electricity where they touch me down there between my legs and across my tender breasts. I know I must be blushing crimson from head to toe. "Oh my God this is fantastic." My breath catches as I feel him slowly part my lips down there and worm in just the tiniest part of the first knuckle of his middle finger into me. My toes curl and I don't think I can’t stand straight much longer with the sensations buffeting every last nerve-ending of my body.

"Have you been with a boy before?” Master asks me.

"Only once, in high school, we goofed around in the back seat of a car. I don't think either one of us knew what exactly we were doing… Nothing much happened. I think my date came in his pants when I touched him there. I haven't been with anyone since." The finger is now well past my entrance, its progress made inevitable by the way my legs are splayed wide as I squat against my master's hand. I whimper when I feel him reach my maiden barrier.

"So you have never sucked a cock before?"

"No, Master." My breath is coming in short little ragged gasps now. I feel him pump his long digit in short rapid movements against my throbbing entrance. He reaches back with his other hand and holds me around the waist as I feel tremors of uncontrollable ecstasy start my body twitching.

"Do you know what you are experiencing now?" My master asks. It is so difficult to look him in the eye. So embarrassing and so shameful for him to touch me down there. I'm just a little girl and he is such a big, powerful man.

"No sir."

"You have never touched yourself like that before?" I hear the incredulity in his voice as his eyes look at mine severely scanning me to make sure I'm truthful. I shake my head.

"No, Master. My mom was very serious about church and adamant about not having extramarital sex,” I try to explain.

"And yet here you are," he says his voice serious and matter-of-fact. My hips rock against his hand of their own accord.

“You're experiencing the first stages of a female orgasm. Some women even squirt out a little fluid when they cum.”

"Oh no, how embarrassing," I say my entire body shaking uncontrollably now.

"Not at all," Dr. Branigan explains. "It is perfectly normal and most men actually enjoy watching the pleasure they have caused their partner. You will feel it like a heat and a thrumming down there. Just let yourself go and enjoy your first real orgasm.” I cannot help myself as bolts of nervous electricity shoot through my spine. I convulse against his probing finger and I shut my eyes twitching uncontrollably. The tremors are something indescribable that make every last fiber of my body convulse sending my mind into nervous overload.

Next thing I know I am lying on the floor and staring at the ceiling. I try to move but my body is unresponsive. I fainted! I blink away the mist and clear my eyes to see my master finishing his stake and taking a long sip of his wine up above me.

"How was it?" He asks without even looking down at me.

"I fainted."

"I know."

"It was out of this world. Thank you, Master." I hear myself say and see him nod. I continue lying naked on the cold marble floor of the dining room while he finishes his dinner. Slowly my body comes back down to earth and I am able to sit up, crouch and then stand on shaky knees.

"Come, sweetheart." He says placing the napkin across his plate as he stands. “Let me show you to your room. I think this is enough firsts for you today. Tomorrow we will resume our work. I will take the week off from work.” Suddenly he pivots and walks back to me quickly making me stand petrified in fright. "You hyperventilated and fainted on me."

"Yes, Master, I know. I – I'm sorry." I apologize miserably.

"You broke eye contact,” he says. 

“Oh no!”

“Yes, you did! What did I say will happen if you broke eye contact?” 

“You will spank me,” I say miserably. 

“Yes I will. Where will I spank you?”

“On my…, my pussy.”

“Correct. But first let's get you some rest.”




~


My First Oral Exam







Master: 

As we enter her small bedroom, I step aside and let my docile little submissive come in. I watch in admiration her beautiful tits sway as she enters. I watch her and realize that she is a girl, no, a woman, who in another age would have inspired poets and set great events in motion. Lena is one of those rare young girls whose breasts even at twenty haven't yet grown into their final shape. Gently upturned at the tip, neither too big nor too small, their pancake nipples are the perfect shade of pink as if constantly begging to be kissed and handled. 

I still haven't done either. It is only her first day at my house and I have to use every last ounce of will to stick it through with her routine of indoctrination. She is not fully aware of it yet, but from the moment she signed her contract of submission, she has commenced a regimen that with time will have her mindlessly submit to my every wish and desire. She agreed to it in her contract and I know how happy she will be when that happens. I watch her worry her bottom lip and I can see her for what she can become — a naturally submissive priestess of love. 

Her room is not big: A former closet in which I have installed a tiny bed that fills more than half the available space. Comfort is not the goal here. It is only in my bedroom that she is to find leisure and luxury, nowhere else.

I can see her consternation in the tight space as she tries to step around the bulk of my body. At almost seven feet, I tower above my little lithe brunette. Her proportions are those of a goddess and I make a mental note to schedule an appointment with an artist. He’s a good friend of mine who specializes in doing nudes. I want him to paint her the way she is now – young innocent and impressionable. I intend to keep her forever and I will have my friend paint her portrait at every stage of her development.

"Every evening, before going to bed you are to bid me good night, kneel on the floor and kiss my ring finger." Lena rolls her eyes and I make a mental note to include an extra strike in her punishment in the morning. But now she needs to sleep. No sense rushing the inevitable. I take my responsibilities toward my ward seriously. She's beyond exhausted after all she has been through today. It is completely understandable to see her little attitude flare up and if anything, I actually love it for the innocence it betrays. 

She kneels in the tight space and I offer her my hand. In spite of her obvious displeasure, her lips linger a couple of seconds longer than expected when she kisses the heavy iron gargoyle on my thick ring. Such a wonderful girl!




*




Lena: 

He leaves the room but his scent of lavender lingers and keeps me awake for what feels like an eternity. I writhe and turn in the small bed desperately trying to find a comfortable position to sleep. My butt hurts where he spanked me, the pain roiling in waves with the heat emanating from my equally reddened belly. I scrunch my eyes willing myself to sleep. But the discomfort and heat from my freshly spanked bottom and tummy cannot allow me to forget my master. Something about the power that he exerts over my body excites me uncontrollably. The bedsheets and blanket are rough against my skin. 

The darkness and the silence make my thoughts of the man who punished me so much louder. I cannot stop myself. My eyes flit open but I see nothing, hear nothing. Lying on my side, I hear myself moan. I find my own voice oddly arousing, helpless and thick with passion, I moan again turning my head to bury the sound in the hard pillow. I reach without thinking and feel my fingers in the warm hairy wetness I have never explored before. My whole body shakes and the bed creaks. I rub the tips of my fingers across my hairy center. Every follicle becomes a spark of emotion that makes me want to cry. I start sobbing into the pillow as I rub faster and faster. Soon my toes curl and I cannot breathe, my brain is frozen in time as I wet myself between my legs and I gasp into the moist pillow with the second orgasm of my life.

Finally a restless slumber overcomes me and I drift into a land where powerful men make little girls cum like banshees.

There are no windows in the room so I have no idea what time it is when I feel Master’s hands gently caressing my hair. It takes me a stultifying moment before reality comes gushing back into my consciousness and I try to sit up but Master gently holds me down.

"Shhhh, little one," he says. "Don't be afraid. There's no rush, no hurry. There is nowhere you have to go, no work you have to do, you are home now."

"But my mother…" I start but he puts his finger across my pouty lips.

"She's at the hospice, like I told you. A friend of mine is taking care of her. All will be fine." I can see he is making an effort to be patient. I have known my master since before I was a teenager. He was our family doctor and now, as a world-renowned expert on multiple sclerosis, he helps me care for my ailing mom. I take a deep breath as I feel him remove the covers. I close my eyes and then immediately open them again remembering my pending punishment for not meeting his gaze at all times.

He arranges me on my back. I am naked and I blush in the darkness as I feel his big black eyes on me.

"Try and take a deep breath and settle down.” I feel his fingers gently caress my cheeks and then slide down my long neck to cup my shoulders that he squeezes as if testing the prominence and strength of my muscles there.

"Lift your arms for me, please," he says and he moves his hands exploring the length of my shoulders. It tickles when he brings them to my armpits. I blush in the semi-darkness of my bedroom and I feel him gently tug at my hairs there. "I will get you an electric epilation machine. I want you to use it to remove the hairs here." His hands suddenly move to my breasts and I feel his fingers pinch and then squeeze viciously. The pain in my nipples takes me completely by surprise and a loud hiss escapes my tight lips. “You have to acknowledge when you're given an order."

“Yes, Master. I am sorry, Master,” I say my voice strained and pleading for him to release his grasp on my titties. “Yes, I will do what you ask, please….”

“Tell me exactly what it is that you will do,” he asks. His fingers on my body are like tunnels into a universe of pain. But also…. Pleasure. I gasp loudly with the realization that I am wet between my legs again. Oh, my God. What is happening to me?

“I will use the machine you give me to remove the hairs from my armpits.”

“Very well,” his says and resumes exploring my neck and hands. 

He seems to enjoy rubbing the little muscles on the back of my arms as I hold them above my head. It feels so relaxing and so different from the pain these same hands made me experience just a minute ago.

“You can keep the hair between your legs. I find it endearing and sexy.”

"Yes, Master,” I say.

“I have a question to ask.” He places his hands behind my neck and starts rubbing in delicious small circles my tight muscles there. “When you came to me the day before yesterday and offered to become my submissive, did you know what this truly entailed?”

“No, not really, Master.” I lift my shoulders up and feel him collect my hair and spread it like a halo above my pillow as he resumes massaging my neck and back. His hands beneath me are so big and so strong that they make my body wiggle in little waves as his fingers expertly maneuver around. “I had an idea… I read the book you gave me… And then, I also read and looked at some websites on the Internet. But this is so much more….”

“Real?”

“Yes, Master. Real”

“I can smell your wetness, Lena. Tell me did you cum during the night?”

I nod in the darkness, “I did.”

“You're a sweet girl,” he says and I feel him bend down and kiss me on the forehead.

Of their own accord my hands go up around his powerful neck and I interlace the tips of my fingers there. I can feel him smile in the darkness of the room.

“Not yet, sweetheart. But believe me, I cannot wait,” he says and I hear a little exasperated sigh escape my lips as I let go of him.

“Before we do anything today, I need to give you a full medical exam. I have already prepared the documents that you need to sign to give me access to your medical records. I will have them sent over to my office. We will go there after you have breakfast. I have put out a set of clothes I want you to wear and I will drive you to the hospital myself. I have cleared my patients for the day. You will be my only patient this week.” I can hear the smile on his voice as he speaks. “Come we have so much work to do.”




*




Master:

She looks so small in the big leather seat of my BMW seven series. Watching her in the rearview mirror makes me strain with anticipation to possess her. Young and beautiful, Lena is so willing and impressionable that she was ready to fuck me and lose her virginity right there in her own bed this morning. To think that I almost succumbed to the temptation makes me shudder. Patience is a good master's true virtue when it comes to training a young virginal submissive like Lena.

I have her dressed like yet another teenager in tight jeans, simple sneakers and formfitting T-shirt that do wonders for her beautiful proportions. Understated and demure, she lets her long black hair cascade in lustrous rivulets all the way down to the small of her back. Her elfin blue eyes are like something straight out of a Tolkien movie as she consciously makes an effort to meet my gaze whenever she can. I know how it probably weighs on her mind that she has a punishment pending for daring to faint on me the other day when she had her first orgasm. 

I have promised her a pussy spanking but she doesn't know when it will happen. It might happen at any moment. For all she knows, I might decide to pull over into some gray grimy parking lot right now and have her slip out of her jeans and spread her legs and hold her own tight lips open for her first painful pussy spanking. I cannot help but shudder in anticipation as we finally drive into the parking lot of the hospital where I work. 

It is so nice to be famous. Well renowned medical doctors are not unlike rock stars and I make sure to reap all the benefits that my research fame brings. I have her scheduled for an all-day visit with me after which I will know more about her body than she ever would.

I don't care for nurses and support staff as I have Lena demurely follow me into the examination room.

"Undress!” I order and soon she's naked and blushing violently as she shivers under the strong hospital air conditioning and the glaring white neon. 

Fifteen minutes of normal tests: eyesight, hearing, measurements, nothing out of the ordinary. The only thing out of the ordinary is the detail I go into. Not one square inch of her body remains unchecked by my experienced eyes and knowing touch.

"What is this?” I say pointing to a small scar on her left thigh.

"I had a mole removed,” she says defensively in a small voice. I guessed as much but it doesn't harm to have the pretty girl on edge.

"Up on the table. Put your feet in the stirrups and your hands in the cuffs on either side.” 

This is a special table custom-made for me by some friends of mine in China. It has some delicious additions to the normal OB/GYN exam chair. The stirrups are controlled by a small but very powerful electric motor which enables me to adjust the angle of a patient’s legs once they have been securely strapped in. Versatile and solid, the table is able to accommodate any exam position I desire.

I feel my cock strain in my pants as I watch Lena's consternation as she finally resigns herself and climbs up onto the cold hard steel. Normally I'd have the table covered with soft cotton bedsheets, but today I make her discomfort the centerpiece of Lena's experience. It is important that her mind is given ample chance to suffer through the pain and humiliation of her training thus enabling her to bask in the glory of being a fully mature submissive when it is complete.

The cold harsh steel against her soft virginal skin is merely one of many aspects of her new life that shall cause her discomfort these next couple of weeks.

I can see her beautiful white skin covered in goosebumps and shivering as she places her feet in the stirrups in her hands in the cuffs on each side of the table. I have her body placed in a horizontal position with her head gently tilted back. This will enable me to access the full length of her throat most easily.

“Why the cuffs, Master?” She finally asks.

“I don't want you to harm yourself while you are on the table," I explain placing a rubber stress ball in each of her hands as I securely shackle her wrists in place. "Some of the things I will do to you now will not be pleasant. Some will actually be uncomfortable and even painful. But you will do everything I ask you and suffer through it all for me, won’t you?” 

I look down at her and I see her already start to cry but she nods yes. “Use the stress balls I put in your hands and squeeze them to distract yourself when necessary.” Immediately I can see her little fists start pumping against the hard rubber. My sweet little darling girl.

I can see her look at me questioningly trying to guess what I will do to her first.

Sometimes a girl needs to be taught the virtues of patience and trust and there is nothing like the denial of her screaming curiosity to accomplish that task. I know she wants to ask me a million questions but I carefully ignore her pleading eyes and teary angelic face as I proceed to prepare the instruments for her first procedure today. 

I press some buttons on the table and she gasps loudly when the stirrups move and her legs are moved up and spread widely. Her little butt is almost raised in the air with the strain on her tendons as the machine forces her long athletic legs wide offering me all the access I will ever need to her nether region. Before she has a chance to realize what is happening, I use medical tape to affix a tiny remote-controlled vibrator on the apex of her beauty lips exactly on top of her clitoral hood. Powerful and operated by a program on my laptop, it will soon start sending jolts of vibrations against her inexperienced clity. The timer is set to initiate at random periods. Every aspect of today is a learning experience for her and to be treated that way. I want her to be ready to cum at any moment regardless of the discomfort or pain she might be feeling.

She's blushing deeply now and straining to look down between her heaving breasts attempting to see what I put on top of her sensitive pleasure bud.

"It is little more than one hour since you had your breakfast," I say. "This should have given your body enough time to absorb the nutrients and sugar from the honey and cookies you ate. But still…" I place two fingers at her mouth. Obediently she immediately opens and I move my hands exploring around her tongue and beneath it before gently and slowly moving to the back of her throat. 

I intend to make her gag. I push my fingers against her little ring at the back of her throat. She is so tight there. Her eyes grow big and tears spring running down her high cheekbones as I unceremoniously pump my two fingers in her throat. I bring my other hand and place it gently on her forehead holding her down to the back of the headrest.

Finally she starts heaving and I move to the side allowing her to turn her head and expel whatever meager remains of food and breakfast there might be in her stomach. I need her belly empty for what I need to do next.

“I…, oh God," she moans, "Why why did you do that?” she says taking deep breaths and trying to calm her shivering body.

"Shhhh, little one," I say. "Yours is not to ask, but to suffer through." I move my fingers back to her lips and wait. She looks at me pleadingly but then opens her mouth again. Again I plunge my fingers back to the base of her tongue and then expand them sideways in a scissor-like motion. She gags and heaves again. And again I give her a moment to expel on the floor. I use a wet towel to wipe down her flushed face and clean her up.




*




Lena: 

Why, oh why is he doing this to me? I cannot stop the millions of questions from maddeningly shuffling through my head like a storm as he takes a long moment to gently caress my face. I look him in the eyes and see genuine love and caring and I steel myself for whatever is to follow. I know I will do go through with anything my master wants to do to me today. Anything at all.

Then a buzzing noise fills the room and my hips almost fly off the table with the vibrating jolts I suddenly feel at the top of my cunny. Were it not for the tight belt holding my thighs securely attached to the table on either side, I would have surely fallen off. The sensation is the last thing I expected and takes me completely by surprise. I can't help notice a smile spread across my master’s otherwise intense expression.

"Oh my God!!!” I scream.

"Open again please,” master says and I look up to see him holding what looks like a long plastic tube with a little balloon at the end of it. I whimper and blink away tears as I open my moth obediently and he feeds me the slithery length inch by inch passing it down my tongue into the back of my throat. I feel a tickling sensation at the very back of my chest as it keeps traveling and traveling down. Finally the long slithery tube stops its journey and I realize with consternation that my gag reflex is somewhat subdued probably as a result of the mind-boggling sensations coming from between my widely spread legs. I feel the tube start its journey back out and I see Dr. Branigan write something down on a notepad.

“Open!” he says and again the slithering tickle resumes as the tube worms its way down my throat and into my chest. Suddenly I feel pressure there, a burning sensation and then something gives as the tube that had stopped its movement resumes it again and sinks in deeper down through my mouth. I would ask him what he's doing but I am afraid to do so with this thing embedded all the way down my chest.

“Lena, look at me,” my master says and I obey. “You will now feel a slight tightness in your chest. I am doing some tests there. Nothing harmful but you will feel discomfort. Just breathe through your nose and use the rubber balls I gave you, okay?” 

I nod and then the most incredible sensations explode like fireworks between my hips as I start to violently cum tied down and spread on the doctor’s steel exam table. My master smiles knowingly and looks down at an instrument panel by his side where he pushes a button and a low whirring sound starts somewhere in the room. The sensation in my chest is indescribable. It feels like that moment  after having drank a gallon of Coke or Pepsi at the breakfast stand and you have to burp. I take a deep breath and make a an effort to release the odd sensation coming from my stomach but nothing happens. If anything it just intensifies. It is as if a bubble of air is being pumped straight into my belly from above. 

My breathing becomes more labored as I discover I can only take small breaths now. Finally my convulsions subside and the vibrator down between my legs suddenly falls silent. The only sounds in the empty hospital room are my labored breathing and the whirring of an unknown machine pumping air into my stomach.

After what feels like an eternity, I see my master nod and press a button. Suddenly the whirring stops and I feel relief! The long tube starts coming back out my chest and I see Dr. Branigan make another note in his pad.

He comes to tower above my head and gently daubs away the rivulets of sweat trickling down my face.

"I have a question, sweetheart. Your throat is very tight. I can tell it will be very painful later when you have to swallow my cock. You haven't seen it yet, but my manhood is almost 2 inches thick and 11 inches long. I have been told I am a rather violent lover… In other words, once I start thrusting, I don’t slow down or stop any time soon. My personal preference is to allow you to keep the tightness down there at the back of your throat as it is. It will give me that much more pleasure when I feel my thick head slip past your voicebox. But you will feel considerable discomfort.”

“If I go ahead and simply use my cock to batter past, the trauma might even cause you to lose your voice for a couple of weeks until you heal. I want to give you a choice. I can use a catheter to artificially expand and train your throat right now. It will not be pleasant, but you will enjoy the benefits of a relaxed anatomy there later, when I take you with my cock.” 

“Tell me, sweetheart what do you prefer. Do you want me to leave it as it is and use my cock as a battering ram later, perhaps tonight? Or would you rather I do it under more controlled circumstances now?"

For a moment my brain freezes as I try to comprehend his question. Suddenly the infernal little device between my legs resumes its vibrations and I almost faint overwhelmed by the intensity of it all.

“Sweetheart," I feel his hand rub my shoulder gently. “I need you to tell me what you prefer or I will make the decision myself.”

I open my eyes with what feels like a superhuman effort. "Later, Master. Please… Use your cock to open it later. Please…" I hear myself say and my mind goes back to the sensations exploding throughout my pelvis.

“Very well, Lena, that is probably what would have been my choice anyway.” 

Dr. Branigan smiles and steps around to stand at the foot of the table between my widely spread legs. Suddenly I feel his ungloved fingers on my lips down there and I gasp with the intensity of the thrills his touch causes. I can feel him spreading me wide open as he crouches down and looks straight into me. “A healthy and tight little pussy with an intact maidenhead," he comments and I hear his pen scribbling notes. “Moistens readily and very sensual.” I hear him say in a thoughtful voice.







~


My First Deep Cleanse







Master: 

Lena’s body is my temple. Lying in my examination room at my hospital on my steel exam table, she is willingly tied down and helpless, her body covered in a delectable sheen of sweat. She is not even through her first day of training yet. I have hardly touched her at all and yet the anticipation is making every last nerve in her body vibrate with raging intensity. I have started keeping a log of her climaxes. Last night was her first. She is about to experience the fourth orgasm of her young life.

She has yet to see me unclothed. She has yet to come to grips with what it means to be my woman. She has yet to touch me. But first, I have to prepare her for the ordeal that lies ahead. I cannot bear the thought that any harm comes upon my beautiful little Lena. Her body is so soft, so delicate, I need to train it before I can even start her indoctrination. Patience is a good master’s true strength.

At twenty, her sheltered life has hardly prepared her for the tribulations that lie ahead. And yet, in her eyes I see a kindred soul. Her body speaks to me even if her lips remain silent. Her ardent needs are like those of a long-lost lover, a soul-mate whose every breath is like a book I want to devour. I have to still my galloping heart and calm my raging lust. I have to be strong for my Lena and guide her through the weeks of training that lie ahead.




*




“Lena.”

“Yes, Master,” her voice is so deliciously sweet.

“I want you to tell me every time you experience an orgasm, sweetheart. I’d like to keep tabs on the health of your body and it is important that I know how your sexual training is coming along.”

“Yes, Master.”

“I prefer that you inform me immediately when it happens, even if we happen to be out, say at a dinner party, or simply visiting friends. I want you to walk up to me, and if there are other people, whisper it in my ear. I need to know everything that happens to you. You can do that, can you?”

“Yes, Master.”

“Also, if you have a wet dream, like last night, I want you to tell me about that too.”

“I will, Master.”

“Good girl.”

“Tell me, sweetheart, what do you know about enemas?” I ask. I can hear her breath catch as I place the tips of both my index fingers at her dark little puckered opening and use the palms of my hand to open her cheeks unveiling her bum for me like the pit of a fruit. Her juices have leaked onto her rosebud covering it in shiny wetness that makes my mouth water. I bend forward and for the first time kiss her there. I taste her and feel her and sense how her little circular muscle vibrates with intensity beneath my lips. The taste of her virgin orifice, untouched and naïve is something out of this world.

"I –, oh my God, not again –" the little vibrator I have attached above her clitoral hood comes to life. It is controlled by a program running on my laptop. I can see her toes curl as she strains with the unusual feelings buffeting her innocent little body as she makes the steel table shake beneath her. I can only begin to imagine the whirlwind of emotions buffeting her innocent mind.

"Lena! Talk to me," I say in a stern voice. "I asked you a question. You know what happens when you ignore me." I move my hands and gently pass my nails across her reddened bum cheeks still recovering from the smarting I gave them last night.

"Oh, oh, oh, sorry, M-master, I don't know much about enemas," her little voice comes from the other side of the table. It sounds labored and breathless as if she is making a monumental effort to conceptualize every single syllable before enunciating it aloud.

"Have you ever had one?"

"No! N-never," she says adamantly. And just then her fourth orgasm ever takes her by surprise making her tight pussy visibly squirm beneath my gaze. I press on with a smile. "Tell me anything you know about enemas."

"Oh my God, my God, oh my God, I-I don't know…. They are done to cleanse people from the inside. People buy stuff at pharmacies that they then inject up their bums if they cannot go to the bathroom. That is all I know, Master. Please, sincerely, really, I don't know anything else. Please don't do anything. Please don't touch me," her voice is hysterical now, words tumbling out like rocks in a quarry.

"You don't want me to touch you?" I smile. "Touch you where? Touch you how? Touch you here, like that?" I bent forward and start kissing her twitching dark shiny rosebud like the mouth of a panting lover. I keep at it for a good long time during which I hear her incessant babbling that fills the room along with the humming of the merciless vibrator taped across her twitching clity. "Are you sure you want me to stop? Because if you do, I will." I say in absolute seriousness.

"N-no, please…" I hear her small voice faint and weak from up ahead.

"What? What was that? I didn't hear, sweetheart. Please speak up."

"Please, M-master, don't stop," she says, her voice all broken up by whimpers and sobs. I can only imagine what my beautiful little submissive is going through as I bend forward and resume Frenching her twitching little bud that will soon be submitted to so much more.




*




Lena: 

Out of nowhere a torrent of thoughts fill my head. I feel closer to him than I have ever felt to anyone before. Naked and tied down to his table, I am at his mercy. We haven't been together in bed yet. Not unless you count this morning when his hands barely made it to my shoulders. Every cell of my body screams for him as I close my eyes and allow the rapture of sensations to envelop me like a warm blanket. His lips, down there, doing unspeakable things to me, make me feel like butter on a hot skillet.

"Oh. My. Gaaawdd." I exhale that last word making the syllable blend into a loud squeak as I feel his tongue enter my forbidden tightness that was never meant to be touched like that.  Incoherent and disjointed thoughts assault my mind. Is he a romantic? How big is he? Will he ever unveil himself to me? I cannot wait! I giggle and then I start crying. Tears are pouring down my face. I am a mess. The novelty of it all has ruptured my world and now my entire brain is trying to readjust like tectonic plates of thought and meaning rubbing against their borders with every lap of his wonderful tongue.

He doesn't stop and I suddenly wonder if it is possible to experience a climax from merely the touch of somebody's lips down there. I suppose I have a lot to learn because the answer hits me like lightning on a clear summer day taking me by surprise and rendering my world in two. Unlike my previous climaxes, this one comes and goes instantaneously like a searing flash of light leaving my senses overwhelmed and my eyes temporarily blind to anything else as I fall back against the hard steel table and breathe gulping down oxygen like a fish on dry land.

Sounds and movement down below between my legs make me blink my eyes open and I see my master pushing forth a medical cart upon which a strange and heavy instrument lies. I can see a multitude of tubes and bottles with colored liquid attached to it as he rolls it past my line of sight.

"Like I did with your mouth, I will now test you down here," Master says and a little squeak escapes my tight lips. He takes a moment and comes to gently caress my forehead.

“It will not be painful. I will be careful. Your first enema will certainly make you feel awkward. But with time, I promise, you will start looking forward to them. Now, for your first one, I will use a very mild solution. I will also include a gentle anesthetic in it as well. The nozzle is only one quarter of an inch wide and meant to cause the least amount of discomfort." 

I hardly listen to him as I try to tame a wild beast that has suddenly awakened somewhere in the depths of my soul making me want to scream and bolt out of this place. Freedom! Let me go! This other person's voice in my head is yelling. I will her to shut up. I don't even notice at first when he places the tip of what has to be the nozzle at my tight little puckered entrance and pushes.

"Ungh," I exhale air through my teeth as I feel him push past the initial tightness. Something gives and the object travels up quickly. 

Now that the probe has passed through, all I can feel is tingling sensation on my butt where its tiny girth is being fed through. The feeling is not uncomfortable but if my hands were not restrained by my sides and locked in place, I would have definitely made an effort to reach down and itch myself. I blush deeply realizing how intimately my master is getting to know my body.

"Like I said, the feeling down there on your little muscle shouldn't be too bad," he says as he moves around to place a large warm hand across my belly just below my navel. I whimper at the sensation of his flesh against the redness where my skin is still recovering from the strapping he gave me last night. He applies gentle pressure downwards and momentarily I am distracted from the never-ending ticklish feeling on my butt. 

"The anal probe will travel quite a distance up your butt. Once it is inserted all the way, I will push through a little plug that will hold the liquid in your belly until it is time to evacuate.” 

I don't know what to say so I merely nod. Dr. Branigan knowingly massages my lower abdomen. Finally the probe seems to stop and I shudder to guess how far it has traveled. He presses a button somewhere and a low whirring sound starts. "Now it will fill your tummy with the cleansing liquid of the enema. I have set the power of the jet on low so you should not feel any initial discomfort. But because this type of nozzle only has a tiny little hole at the tip, it will take quite a while for the full volume to be forced in. At random intervals the probe will measure the pressure as it builds up in your belly. This data will tell me how much about the health of your digestive tract as well as the true dimensions of your butt down there."

Just then the infernal little vibrator he has attached above my clit comes back to life and my entire body almost vaults off the table.

"My beautiful girl," he gently caresses my belly as he looks at my wide open eyes and straining expression. A cramp makes my abdomen constrict and I hear myself pass gas loudly. My master chuckles and smiles caressing my face.

"I am sorry," I say.

"I know. It is okay, sweetheart. As a doctor I have seen it all. Nothing to be ashamed of." 

And then he does the last thing I expected. He bends over and kisses me full-on across my panting mouth. His kiss is long and even though I first wait petrified, I finally give in and kiss him back searching out his tongue with mine. Another cramp hits and its pain mingles with the delicious vibrations washing over my pussy to coalesce with the texture of his lips on mine grinding my mind into a mushy mess as I start coming yet again. My breath catches in my throat and I breathe in small rapid gulps as his lips and mine join us in our first embrace.

"Don't be ashamed of passing gas," my master smiles and moves his hand a little higher up in on my belly now covering my navel as he continues to massage me. My blush is so deep that I think my whole body glows in shame as offending noises keep escaping from my butt. 

The vibrator stops. Now the cramps are coming almost every second causing a thin sheen of sweat to boil out across my body. I feel a strange feeling not unlike the need for a bowel movement and I strain to clench myself tight lest I embarrass myself even more. Master steps around between my legs. I strain to see what he's doing as I feel something cold and hard push up against my rosebud. The pressure is unrelenting and suddenly I scream as my body surrenders and an object sneaks into me. It is thick this time and fills my rear orifice entirely. Instinctively my belly attempts to push it out but my butt ring squeezes tight into it and holds it in place.

"There, now you are safely plugged. The pressure will start building up for real.” Dr. Branigan steps around to gently wipe the sweat off my forehead. He kisses me there. His lips feel so soothing along my frowning face. "This process will take some time, sweetheart. Try to relax as best you can." I feel his thumb gently pass across my lips and instinctively I open my mouth and suck it in. 

"Such a good girl. I will be back. Close your eyes and think of me and before you know it, it will all be done. Here, this should help," he says and gently pulls out his thumb to replace it with a real pacifier. Next, he puts a blindfold on my eyes and I am too overwhelmed to even think of protesting as he carefully pushes in earplugs in my ears. Now all I can hear are the silent vibrations emanating from my very core as I remain sweating and panting, blindfolded and tied down to the exam table. I suck on the pacifier for all that it is worth and I start to feel the sensations I now recognize to be the first sparks of my next oncoming orgasm.




*




Master: 

I leave my beautiful Lena naked and submissive, chained to the table as the enema machine puts her through her paces. The procedure will not be without discomfort. I have set the computer that controls the pump to keep filling her little abdomen with enema solution and testing its pressure until a certain value is reached. Then it will allow the girl's body a moment before evacuating it with a pump. Then the process will resume until I am satisfied that the correct measurements of her intestinal volume and pressures have been collected. This procedure has the added benefit of giving little Lena her first complete cleanse as well as teaching her something about the nature of submission.

In the meantime I go back to my office to fill out paperwork and go about my normal business. Try as I might however, my mind keeps flitting back to the gentle submissive and the tribulations she is going through downstairs.

It is almost three hours before the enema will be done and I wait an extra forty-five minutes before going in to check on Lena. The girl I find there seems to have lost at least ten pounds since I last left her this morning. What had been her already skinny and beautifully proportioned figure is now visibly drenched in sweat and wrested of every last bit of energy. Even her ever so lively feet and toes seem relaxed in surrender as she lays there cuffed and tied to my exam table. Her feet are high up in the air and I can see the obscene tubes jutting out from her backside. Her lovely breasts jiggle as she pants for air. 

I step closer and realize she's oblivious to my presence. I wonder whether she's angry with me for leaving her like that for so long. I bring my hand over her belly but stop shy of touching her. I look up at the ceiling and wink at the red blinking light of the camera there. There will be enough time for me to check on how everything went later. Now, there is only one way to tell whether little Lena is angry with her Master or ready to submit. 

With preternatural care I unbuckle my belt and slowly pull out my massive cock. Still somewhat languid and in repose, it is yet much larger than an average man’s sexual organ. I know it to be almost eleven inches long when I am hard and nearly two inches in circumference. I step closer to Lena's beautiful oval face and in one smooth motion pull out the pacifier from her clutching lips. She gasps in surprise looking this way and that trying to gauge where I stand. She's just about to say something when I move an inch closer and place the large head of my cock across her sweet quivering lips. I don't push but merely linger there. The moment of truth. Will she jerk her head away in anger and disgust or will she…




*




Lena: 

Suddenly, out of nowhere I feel him on me! I tentatively reach out with my tongue and then I know, he has his cock resting on my mouth! It is enormous and heavy as it just sits across my full lips. Somewhere between the never-never land of sexual exhaustion and the next orgasm that I know is unavoidable now, I part my lips and suck him in. He is beautiful. The contours and silkiness of his smooth and bulbous head wash over my tongue as I hollow out my cheeks trying to suck on him as much as I can. I am fairly exhausted and fear disappointing my master but I do the best I can. 

I so want to hear him talk to me, guide me instruct me, but instead I concentrate on the sensations emanating from his hardening cock and throbbing veins as he expands to fill my mouth. My tongue is pushed back and I turn my head to face him where he stands at the head of the exam table. He doesn't move too much but merely lingers there as I suck hungrily. I am thirsty like I have never been before in my life. I feel squeezed from what feels like every last bit of water and energy. It is all I can do to concentrate on working my tongue and lips against my master's cock to stop myself from fainting.

Suddenly, I feel his fingers gently brush my nipples and then squeeze them tightly. My orgasm hits me just then as I feel his cock begin to throb in my mouth. It is spewing forth something creamy that I hungrily gulp down without thinking. His pinching fingers send jolts of energy through my chest as he goes on emptying his prodigious manhood into me. And I keep sucking for what feels like an eternity. Every swallow seems to bring me a renewed vigor until I realize he is done. None is left.

I hear myself moan in disappointment. I feel his fingers on my forehead as he gently removes my blindfold and unplugs my earplugs. I am too weak to move or talk and so I stay and I suckle on his manhood as he bends over and starts removing the straps from around my hands and body one by one. 

He doesn't say a word but I can tell he is proud with me. This knowledge fills my heart with joy and I smile tiredly.




~


Punished Again




Lena:

He washes me with ice cold water from a hose. He sprays unceremoniously up and down my body dowsing me and concentrating on my private areas and face. He uses his fingers to narrow the spray as he aims it straight between my legs. Its force is such that the water soon pries off and unglues the tiny electric vibrator which had brought me to full orgasm exactly 14 times since he left me alone in the room. I know because I counted. I counted because he told me he wanted to know. If the water wasn't so cold, I would have come for the fifteenth time then and there. Instead, I scream for dear life as he washes away the slick grime of the morning. Suddenly I feel a pull and a jerk and my butt hole reluctantly surrenders the plug ensconced there. 

The long probe which for the last couple of hours has been irrigating my insides and training my tummy to accept ever larger volumes, slowly starts coming out. It slithers forth like a snake until it tumbles from my bottom into a slick mess under the gynecological exam table. My master moves around and washes me down from head to toe before finally turning off the water.

He is all done. He goes to stand by the door and then turns. "Come," he smiles and I wonder if he's not kidding. I feel as if every last bone in my body has been ground to pulp and I doubt I will be able to even stand on my feet. 

"Come, sweetheart," he beckons again. Slowly, with superhuman effort, I lift first one leg and then another from the awkward foot rests. I groan feeling my blood rush back into my extremities and I squirm around and almost tumble barely managing to find my footing as I come down onto the cold cement. I feel weak and hungry, and very, very thirsty. 

I see Dr. Branigan motion me over. A deep breath and I shuffle forward. The distance to the door where my master is waiting might as well be a thousand miles for every movement makes my tummy rumble and my insides readjust as if searching out new positions in my abdomen. 

Finally I make it and I fall into his embrace. It feels warm and welcoming. I am happy, genuinely happy to have reached him and I luxuriate in his warm hug. He has put away his cock the massive girth of which I feel press against my belly through his neatly pressed dark dress pants.

Water is dripping down my body and I pull back in consternation.

"What? What is wrong, sweetheart"

"I am ruining your suit," I stammer trying to pull away from his embrace but he holds me tightly.

"Shhhhh now. You worry too much,” he smiles. “Come.”

I bring my face closer to his and peer into his dark bottomless eyes. I look at him and I feel drawn to his spell like a butterfly to a flaming torch. I can’t stop. His presence, his attentiveness to me are like a potent drug.  My tummy rumbles with excitement as I feel his lips come closer and then brush mine.

"Kiss me," he says and I immediately obey. His tongue washes over mine and our lips mash against each other vying for primacy as our mouths seek to make us one.

The embrace continues forever and I feel myself breathing through him, and him —  through me as he holds me tight against his strong body.

"How many times did you cum while you were tied down and getting your first enema?” he asks and I beam with genuine joy at being able to give him a precise answer.

"Fourteen, sir." I feel his fingers on my chin and I remember with trepidation his promise from last night. I failed him then, and now I do all I can to not fail him again. My eyes are glued to his as I feel his gaze peer straight into my soul.

"I know your mother is worried sick and expects you to call her, sweetheart. We shall do that now. Dress and follow me back to my office. It is my impression, that she would be happy to know you are staying with me." His words take me by surprise. Never has my mother indicated an interest in Dr. Branigan. Then again, she always made it a point that I accompany her when she had to go see him for her medical checkups. As an expert on multiple sclerosis, Dr. Branigan has been familiar with our family's medical history for what feels like ages. He is almost like a father to me and I think I understand what he means now.

"In fact, I want you to tell her that we are lovers now," my master says and I take an involuntary step back in shock.

"But –, I don't think she will understand!” I protest.

"Oh, but I think she will,” he smiles. “Anyway, I want you to do it. This is an order. You have no choice in the matter but to inform your mother of how things stand." Now tears start pouring down my face and I tumble to my knees. I still do all I can to look him in the eyes, "Please, Master, it will destroy her. She always wanted me to date, but not like that… Not a man so much older than me…"

I place my hands on his knees begging him to change his mind. "At least give me time to think about how I should tell her. If I call her right now, I'm so tired, I'm frazzled and weak, she will think I'm sick, or something worse…" Dr. Branigan smiles and even in spite of myself I feel reassured somehow.

"But don't you understand? She will be happy for you. Trust me, sweetheart. I have known your mother all these years. I'm nothing if not a good judge of character. I think she will be delighted that you are with me. She has told me so much about how worried she is to leave you all alone. Now that she's permanently away and staying in a hospice, I think she will be delighted to know that you're being taken care of, sweetheart."

"I – I'm not sure, Master. I'm sorry but I'm not. She has never once told me anything about you. If there were times when she encouraged me to date, it was always with my own classmates from school. Never with somebody like…" I lower my eyes embarrassed at what I was going to say. I hear him chuckle above where I kneel.

"Somebody old like me," he laughs. "That is what you were going to say?"

I nod still looking down at his shoes.

"Look at me!" He hisses angrily and immediately I whip up my head seeking out his dark glare.

“This discussion is pointless. If you really want to talk to your mother, you have to do it today. Tonight I will commence training your tight little throat to take me. You will be hoarse for many days after that.” 

“Oh my God!” instinctively I bring my hands up to my lips as if covering them could protect me from the tribulation that lies ahead. The memory of the long snake-like probe he inserted all the way down into my stomach just hours ago is still so vivid.

“This is what you wanted. You opted for the more traditional approach. I was going to use a catheter to open up your throat so you could swallow me without too much ado. Instead, you chose to have me do it naturally and use my manhood. I told you, it will most probably hurt you quite a bit and render you unable to speak for a week or maybe even two. But you were adamant. If you don't speak with your mother now and tell her that you are my mistress and that you are under my care, you will be the one causing her unnecessary worry until you are able to speak again."




*




Master: 

I love watching her radiant blue eyes and the predicament I see there. My sweet Lena's first rebellion. How curious that she has chosen to contest me over this. She didn't put up a fraction of a fight like that when I asked her to submit herself to a long and laborious enema cleanse. And yet, here she is contesting my wish to merely inform her mom that she is staying with me as my lover. I wonder how important is other people's opinion to my little submissive? I have to rein in my mind which naturally gallops away with thoughts of orgies and gangbangs forcing it back to my little girl's present  tantrum.

"Is there no other way?" She asks in a small voice. She looks like a little porcelain doll as she kneels demurely at my feet.

"No. I would have respected your choice either way. Now that you have made it, we have to stick with it. Either that or you can leave. Don't bother coming back if you do." For a moment of sheer panic my heart skips a couple of beats. I can see her mulling over her choice in her mind. She nods. Oh my God is she going to leave me? Will I be able to take it? If she wants to go, there is nothing I will do to stop her, I simply cannot permit myself, even if it breaks my heart and ruins my life forever.

I can see her silently nod her head again, her eyes still fixed on mine. Tears start pouring down her cheeks in long rivulets.

"I will do as you say, Master,” Lena says in that soft little girlish voice of hers.

I have to use all my willpower and strength to not bend down and gather her up and squeeze her with all my might. My soul is singing. My beautiful little submissive sweetheart girl! 

I'm careful to keep my expression serious and composed as I look down on her.

"Good. I know it is only your first full day with me, so I shall let this little rebellion slide. But you better forget about contesting my orders ever again. Understood?" I make sure that my voice comes across as low and as scary as I can make it.

I'm delighted to see the effect it has on her as her beautiful blue eyes mist up and she immediately nods. 

“Y-yes, Master."

“Good. One last thing before I take you to your room.”

“My room?”

“Yes, I need you to sign the admission chart. I have decided that for the next couple of weeks, it will be best if you stay in the hospital, as a patient. The nurses and other physicians will have strict orders to ignore you and defer to me in case you need assistance. They will be informed that you are part of a clinical trial we are doing for a top-secret medication with one of the companies on whose board I serve. You are to stay in your room and ignore the general hospital population. You will be in one of the best suites here and under my one-on-one care. Come now it is almost time for lunch. "

"Yes, Master."




*




I am not sure why we still use those silly hospital gowns and make patients wear clothes that appear designed to embarrass and humiliate, but God does Lena look gorgeous in hers! 

My loins stir at the thought that she must have walked here all the way from her room at the other end of the hospital. I can see her blush violently as she the starts to turn but then stops herself ashamed at what she might reveal. Instead, she reaches back and closes the door to my office. 

How charming and how naïve that somebody whose butt I just submitted to a rather lengthy and humiliating enema procedure and in whose mouth I just spewed my seed less than a couple of hours ago, is still so shy around me.

I look up from my laptop and motion her over. She has tossed her long lustrous black hair over her back no doubt attempting to cover her charming bum as best she can. The hospital gown has strings on the back and only covers her front as far as her mid-thighs. Precious little of her nubile body is left to my imagination.

She steps up to my desk and remains standing. I can see her eyes naturally gravitate down with embarrassment but one arched frown from me is enough to remind her of her obligation to keep her beautiful blue eyes riveted on her master at all times. I go back to typing on my laptop. "I see you have finally been admitted and issued a gown."

"Yes, um, about that, Master… Would it be possible for me to get something else to wear? This is just so… Revealing?”

“I’m sorry, sweetheart, but this is what everybody admitted to the hospital is required to wear. Most of our patients are here for some very serious medical conditions. You do need to understand that having to mess around with clothes is one thing we’d rather not do when trying to save a struggling patient's life.”

“Yes, absolutely, sir.” She clears her throat and tries again, “but I am not exactly that kind of a patient. Right?" I can see her genuine consternation now. She is so beautiful!

“Oh… And what kind of patient are you exactly?” Her eyes start searching for the floor again but she forces them back on me.

“I am just here to… To be with you… Not for any special treatment," the last word sounds like a question and I smile.

"But that is where you, my sweetheart are so very wrong.” I turn and focus on the young impressionable brunette. “You are here for what I might even argue is the most special treatment. Much more so than  any other patients here. You are here to submit to me, are you not?” I leave the words hanging in the air and I can see her visibly squirm with the implications.

"Yes."

“You are to address me as Master, girl and look me in the eye, and speak clearly and loudly.” My suddenly loud voice rattles the girl like a gunshot.

“Yes, Master yes of course.”

“That's better. Now let me tell you what submitting yourself to me really means. I suspect it will go a long way towards clarifying why you are admitted into the hospital as my patient. The submission of a young impressionable woman like yourself to a man like me is a process. It is not something to be taken lightly on either side. It is my responsibility to make sure that your journey brings us both fulfillment and growth. This requires time and patience and knowledge which I am lucky to possess on all counts. Here you will learn to place your trust in me absolutely, with no reserve and allow yourself to be guided as far as I think you can go. For this to happen, the hospital is a perfect setting. A young girl's body is both fragile but also very versatile and adaptable. You will understand what I mean with time but you probably already have an appreciation from the enema procedure this morning. Right?”

“Yes, Master.”

“Very well, sweetheart. Now why don't you step out of those God awful hospital shoes and disrobe for me.” Slowly with careful deliberation, Lena steps out and reaches back to pull on the ties of her hospital gown. It comes off and falls to the ground too fast for her liking. She makes a futile effort to hold up her hands for a moment before letting it drop to her feet with a little exasperated sigh.

“Stand straight please. I can see your tummy is healing nicely from the strapping yesterday. Turn around. Very well, your buttocks are the perfect shade of pink and will soon be all healed up as well. Turn around again, please. I can tell by your expression however, that the memory of your first real spanking by a grown man will stay with you for some time, perhaps forever. Right?”

A delectable sheen of sweat covers pretty Lena's entire body now. "Yes, Master."

“Here is what we shall do next. I want you to walk over and sit in the armchair over there in the back of the room and scoot forward as far as you can. I want your butt at the very edge. Go on, now don't dawdle! We don't have all day!” Immediately the beautiful young woman runs over and does as ordered. Her bouncy breasts jiggle enticingly as her tight little freshly-spanked butt wiggles as she runs over to the chair. Her entire body is just screaming, begging to be mastered.

God, how am I going to survive these days of training without jumping her every free moment I get! 

“Very well, sweetheart. Now lean back and lift your legs as high as you can.” I can see her consternation as I stand to walk over to where she's trying to comply with my request. I tower above her lithe little figure. 

I take her ankles and press them as far back as they can go and she groans but still manages to maintain eye contact with me. Her awkward position has her doubled in two. Her head now looks down her tiny torso as her ankles are all the way up by her ears. She looks like a grotesque little statue of an erotic goddess with no legs but just a torso.

I think I have just discovered my favorite position for when I fuck her later. Her face is only inches from her navel thus providing her a real closeup view of the proceedings. 

“Beautiful, I love how supple you are. Now try to reach in between your thighs and hold down on them for me with your arms. Great. I want you to hold your pussy lips with each hand and open it for me.” I marvel at her momentary look of reluctance but my expression is implacable. I cannot help but marvel at how well Lena follows directions. “Take your labia between the index finger and your thumb in each hand.”

“Oh my God!” she exhales and I know she will still soon start hyperventilating again.

“Shhhh, Lena, now none of that. I can't have you fainting on me every time we do something more adventurous. Remember, concentrate on breathing in through your nose and counting to five before breathing out again.”

“Yes… Master.”

I can see her little fingers delve into her hairy center, search out and grab her beautiful labia that lie hidden there. Her pussy looks untouched and pristine like a delicate forest waiting to be claimed. It is so tight that she is barely able to grab hold of her outer lips with the very tips of her fingers.

“Excellent, my dear. You are doing wonderfully. Try and pull your lips apart as far as you can for me.” She whimpers softly and again follows my instructions. I can see her delectable pinkness shine like a sunrise in between her hairs.

I squat down and inhale her. I revel in her beautiful musk.

“I will now use my open hand to spank your pussy as I promised you last night.”

Lena is shaking violently now but is somehow still able to keep her tiny lips open for me. "Oh my God, oh my God, oh my God,” she babbles her little litany as I gently place my palm across her quivering pussy. My hand looks grotesquely big against her upturned bottom covering her almost entirely. I can feel her hot pulsating wetness throb against my hand as I gently cup her. Her little pelvis jerks up involuntarily to meet my hand and I smile. Only one session with the remotely controlled vibrator, and my beautiful Lena is already starting to be wonderfully sensitized. Her body is simply asking to be fucked.

"I will spank you three times tonight. The first two smacks will be rather light and will just serve to warm you up. The third one will be the real thing.”

“Oh no! please…” I don't give her an opportunity to complete her sentence as I lift my wrist and bring it back down with a resounding crack that echoes from the walls. 

Her eyes shoot wide open and she stares at me for a long fraction of a second before the pain registers and she squeals. I cannot help myself. I bring my left hand up to her tear streaked face and gently caress her forehead. She surprises me by opening her mouth and moving to take my index finger between her lips and she starts suckling on. I nod and lift my wrist a second time. The smack again echoes in the room but this time she somehow manages to stay silent merely sucking on my finger in her mouth. Her big blue doll-like eyes look me straight on and it is all I can do to not cum in my pants.

“Here it comes, baby. Be strong for me now.” I can feel her nod against my finger as I bring the full weight of my forearm across her virginal pink opening. This time her scream echoes in the empty room and she wets herself dropping her grasp as she virtually flies off the seat and tumbles in a  messy heap on the floor at my feet.

I take a seat in the chair still warm from her naked body and tap my lap. “Come sweetheart you did beautifully. I need to hug my baby and make her feel better.” With little soft whimpers Lena gathers herself up from the ground and gingerly sits across my broad lap. I reach forward and scoop her up in my arms like a father would cradle a baby holding her tight against me as she nestles into my chest and starts crying.

“You are my beautiful girl. So brave, so strong, I am really impressed with you,” I whisper in her hair and cuddle her keeping her covered with my big arms trying to envelop her little body as she squirms into me.




*




Lena: 

I love hearing his soothing words of praise as I cry into his chest. He feels so hard and broad against me and yet warm and welcoming like a granite stone hearth recently warmed by a strong campfire. I cry for a long time luxuriating in his loving caresses as he carefully envelops me like a blanket of caring. Dr. Branigan is my master and I love him with all my heart. We stay like that for a long while as I doze off into a gentle slumber. I don't know how long it is before I feel his gentle caress along my arm and look up to see him smiling down on me.

The room is almost dark now and I realize that the sun outside has probably set plunging us into semi darkness.

"It is almost 9 o'clock. We better hurry and call your mom before she falls asleep." I nod silently trying to gather my wits as he reaches to pull out his cell phone and offer it to me. With shaking fingers I dial her number and wait.

“Hi, mom!”

“Hi sweetie," her voice sounds husky and I know she has been crying. “I missed you today,” she says and then clears her throat. 

“Are you okay, mom?”

“Of course honey. Just missing my little girl, is all. This place is fantastic. You definitely should not be worrying about me. This morning, when I woke up, I could hardly tell if I was at a hospital or a five star resort. They even have on staff masseuses and a Jacuzzi tub on every floor! And the cute male nurses, oh, my God…” I can tell my mother is doing her best to sound chipper and I try to play along.

“Awesome mom. Make sure you don't break anybody’s heart!” I laugh.

For a moment I almost forget I am absolutely naked and sitting in my master's lap as I talk to my mother and we idly chitchat about her day at the hospice.

“Tell me honey why are you calling on Dr. Branigan's number? Am I losing my mind, or did his caller ID just pop up on my screen?”

A cold shiver runs down my spine and I clear my throat.

“Well, actually…. I am calling on his phone. He's here with me.”

“Oh… Isn't it late to be bothering the good doctor?” My mom asks and just then I almost drop the phone when I feel my his fingers come around my waist and idly run up against my highly sensitized nether lips. For a moment my brain seizes and I am at a complete loss for words.

“Hello? Are you there? Lena? Honey?”

“Yes, mom,” I breathe deeply making an effort to sound as lighthearted as possible. “Uhm, there is something I want to tell you.”

Just then his fingers commence spreading me and I almost faint.

“What is wrong, honey? Are you okay?”

“Nothing is wrong, mom. It is just that after I last dropped you off, I stopped by Dr. Branigan's office to talk about how you were doing and his plan of treatment.”

His fingers start rubbing faster and faster delving every now and then across my entrance sending my pelvis into little uncontrollable shudders. I suddenly become very aware of my master's huge throbbing manhood just under where I am sitting in his lap. The pain his fingers elicit through my throbbing pussy where he spanked me just moments ago meshes with the waves of warm pleasure shooting through my belly.

“Yeah… And…?”

“Well… we kind of hooked up, mom.”

“Hooked up? I don’t understand? What do you mean?”

“We are dating! Mom!” I blurt out suddenly as my orgasm explodes and casts my entire body into spasms.

“Oh! I see…” Mercifully she seems to be thinking about that and I cover the receiver with my hand as I look away waiting for the waves of ecstasy to subside.

“He is much older than you, Lena. Are you sure this is wise… You probably don’t know that once, a long time ago…”

“I love him, mom!”

Where did that come from? Why would I say such a thing? For a long moment both my mom and I are rendered speechless at my outburst.

“Uhm, okay. Listen, sweetie, I trust you one hundred percent. I know…, I have faith that whatever you choose and whomever you want to be with, will all turn out for the best.”

Tears spring into my eyes. I now feel my master's hands come to rest on my belly where I still feel sensitive from the strapping he gave me last night.

“Mom. I love you.”

“I love you, sweetie. Can I have a word with Dr. Branigan.., Jake,” she corrects herself. “You said he's there, right?”

“Yes, here he is.”

“Bye, sweetheart.”

“Bye mom.” I choke down tears as I offer the phone back to Dr. Branigan.

“Mom says she wants to talk with you.”

“I wipe my tears and watch on as my master listens to something my mother says. 

"I will be exactly as gentle with her as you were with me." Dr. Branigan's voice sounds oddly strained and almost defensive. What is he talking about? I cannot bring myself to ask him the myriad questions that suddenly blossom into my mind. Naked and shivering with fright, I wait for them to finish and watch him slowly put the phone back down on the table by our side.




~


Trained by the Doctor







Lena:




When he kisses me, his lips are hungry. It is a desperate kiss. I have never experienced anything like it before. I clench and unclench my fists as I stand naked in the center of his office and surrender myself to the ravishment of my mouth. Every last muscle of my body is stiff and petrified except for my tongue and mouth and lips which have come to life, softened and moistened, and tingling with electricity at the touch of my handsome and powerful man. 

Dr. Branigan has been our family physician for what feels like forever and yet it isn't until today that his lips touch mine. Ever since I first saw him when I was but a young teenager, I have dreamt of this moment and now my mind reels with ecstasy and joy that it has finally arrived. He is impossibly intoxicating and I realize, probably good at absolutely everything he does. I cannot wait. I reach up with my arms and intertwine them behind his neck as I stand on tiptoes. My body aches with anticipation of the mysteries to follow.

His tongue washes over mine and I whimper quietly in spite of myself.

"Suck on my tongue, Lena," he orders gently. His voice is soothing, laced with velvet, but beneath its caring softness I detect shards of steel. I obey immediately even as I question myself. My mouth hungrily sucks on the smooth muscle of his tongue as he probes possessively into me. I feel him come up closer and I tighten my grasp around his thick neck as I feel his body against mine. Goosebumps cover my skin which vibrates with tingles of electricity like after a long day in the summer sun. 

I wash and lave my tongue over his for many minutes, but soon my exhaustion sets in and even though my efforts only gain in earnest, my body betrays me and my master takes a step back breaking our embrace. A doleful whimper  escapes me as I make to follow him. I feel pathetic and worthless. I do not want to disappoint him. No, not like that, not now! It is our first true kiss, our first embrace, me — his Lolita, him —my lover.

He puts a strong hand against my chest. He stops me in my tracks. I whimper again. I lean in, against his palm, its flesh soothing against my hot nakedness. He is so big, disproportionate even, against my body. The tip of his middle finger grazes at the base of my neck as his hard palm covers the center of my chest all the way down to bellow my ribs, his thumb just touching the underside of my boob. He doesn’t even appear to acknowledge my breasts that throb for him a small fraction of an inch away. Like pushing against granite, he doesn't budge as I keep my eyes, teary and pleading on his. 

Just now, I felt his body for the first time against mine and my soul yearns to return to his embrace.

“Please," I keen again. Then I scrunch up my face and start openly crying at his denial. It is as if all the bleakness of my life suddenly comes barreling down on me in this instant. Alone and poor, my sick mother — in a  hospice, and only an endless stream of bills and collectors’ phone calls to fill the emptiness, I have clung to this older man's attention like a drowning animal to a branch during a thunder storm. 

I so want him to be my harbor, my shelter from the dangers of the  unknown world outside. Dr. Branigan would care for me and protect me. And now I have disappointed  him. I can see it in his eyes. They are cold, austere even. A chill runs down my body.

He is fully dressed in his business suit and I can see his corded muscles ripple beneath his white cotton shirt as he brushes up against my nakedness.

"Touch me," he orders, his voice rough and needy. I swallow hard.

"Where?"

“Kneel and unzip my fly. Pull out my cock and hold it,” he instructs me and I hasten to comply. I almost trip and fall but somehow manage to retain my balance as I go down on my knees at his feet and reach up to unbuckle him. 

I gasp when I feel the naked warmth of his manhood as I reach my fingers through the opening of his fly. I am surprised to find he is not wearing underwear. 

Then it occurs to me this has been his plan all along. He will take my throat tonight and teach me to please him with my mouth. He promised as much this morning while he had me chained on his examination table. I shimmy forward on my knees licking my lips as I use both hands and wrap my fists that look so tiny and dainty against his thick girth and pull it out from within his confines.

His cock, its glistening length, springs forth from the confines of his pants free and beautiful and softly slaps against my cheek as I gaze up at it mesmerized. For a long moment my mind freezes as my eyes are overwhelmed by this part of my master that is soon to become my all, the center of my universe. 

Girlish thoughts and childish giggles notwithstanding, this beautiful penis… 

No! Not a penis, but a cock! His cock, his manhood, looks made to be worshiped. Velvety to the touch but hard against my tight lips that I gingerly kiss against his pulsing cockhead without so much as realizing what I am doing. It is the embodiment of everything that can be called fun and alive in my world now. 

I have never until this moment seen my master naked before. This first unveiling is like a whiff of a delicious dinner awaiting to be devoured, an overture to a beautiful symphony, the glint of a priceless ornament yet to be fully unveiled.

I am fascinated by his cock as I instinctively move my hands back and forth rubbing his thickly veined skin. His manhood feels increasingly warmer and I watch with shocked fascination how it grows in my touch. He gets longer and thicker with every pump of my fists until it is all I can see. 

He is less an inch from my mouth. His thick manly scent fills my lungs and I breathe in deeply accepting it as an appetizer of what is to follow. I hear him groan with pleasure as I respond with a soft little mewling sound that sounds eerily like a baby kitten. I see clear beads of moisture slip across the tip of his cock.

I blink and I don't wait for his command as I move to take him into my mouth and start sucking on him hungrily. My throat makes little keening sounds as I work my tongue all around the velvety head. It occurs to me now that I have never before wanted something so much in my entire life. Yet, I cannot fit much more than the tip past my lips.

I don’t care. I will not disappoint him again. Even if he wants me to swallow him all the way, I will do it.




***




Master:

“Hold on sweetheart,” I place my index finger on her forehead and gently push her back. I can see puzzlement cloud her expressive features. “I do appreciate your enthusiasm but first, I want to know, have you done this before?”

“Done what, master?” God she looks so innocent! Like an angel straight out of Heaven! “Given head,” I explain patiently.

“No, not really, sir. I'm sorry,” she looks genuinely sorry to not have more experience. My sweet little submissive, she's too precious for words. 

“That's okay, sweetheart, but I want you to take your time and appreciate the moment then. My cock will be the first one you take between your lips, in your mouth and down your throat.” I bend forward as I speak and take her beautiful little oval face between my hands and tilt her head back so that I can gaze straight into her eyes. They are wet and glistening with pent up tears, like blue lakes in a wild mountain. “I want you to take my cock and slowly get acquainted with it. Learn its contours, have its image sear itself into your impressionable young mind. Memorize every vein on its skin, every twist and turn of its length. Inhale its musk and taste its texture. Claim it as your own personal toy that shall bring you both pain and pleasure too. Can you do that for me, Lena?”

“Yes, master,” she looks away from me and centers her undivided attention on my manhood that twitches in her cold little fingers.

I straighten up and look down on the pretty young girl at my feet. She's so tiny! I can actually step over her where she kneels on the cold cement floor without so much as touching her head! The difference in our sizes has a magical effect on my cock and I feel it grow longer still.

“Come, sweetheart. Give me your hands,” I feel her cold fingers in mine as I take her trembling palms making them cup my balls.

I dare not look down lest the sight of her tiny hands cupping my big hairy scrotum makes me cum. 

“Tell me, Lena, describe for me what you are doing?” My voice sounds husky in the twilight of my office. 

“I am holding your testicles, sir,” Lena whispers in a soft voice that quivers with palpable emotion. Instinctively the girl knows what to do as I feel her gently massage and squeeze around the base of my pulsating cock. 

“What can you tell me about them?” A longer moment of silence passes before she speaks again. 

“They are full of sperm.”

“And?”

“They are warm to the touch…”

I feel her little fingers massaging and exploring all around this most private of spots on my body. 

“Of course you know what sperm is?” For a moment I think I sense her consternation. 

“It is the cream that shoots from the tip of your manhood when you cum.” Lena offers helplessly.

“Yes, but can you tell me what function it serves in the human body besides feeding it to my lover and teaching her learn to enjoy its taste?”

“I-I’m not sure, master… It contains your seed? Which when injected in my belly will make me have your baby?”

“Exactly, sweetheart.”

“May I ask you a question, master?” Her request given the situation and her obvious inexperience takes me by surprise.

“Go ahead, Lena.”

“I was just wondering… Aren't you concerned of running out?”

“Running out of sperm?”

“Yes, to make babies. My mother told me that after a certain age, women can no longer have kids. In school they taught us that girls are born with a set number of eggs in their ovaries. I was just curious… I didn’t see any family pictures around your place, master. Have you given up on having a child of your own?”

Her question shocks me into speechlessness. I am impressed at how deep her curiosity runs and how sweetly naïve my tender little Lena is.

“I wasn't planning to discuss my past or my family history with you just yet, slave.” My reply sounds harsher than I intended and I see her visibly shrink back at my words.

“I am sorry, sir. I-I didn’t mean to offend you…, master.”

“No, that's okay. It is perfectly fine to ask me questions. In fact, I want you to ask me any questions you might have about anything you feel curious about. Just have in mind that I may choose to withhold answering them fully until I believe you are ready to understand what I tell you.”

“Yes, master,” Lena says and I see genuine gratitude in her eyes. I reach down and brush back a stray curl of jet back hair from her forehead.

“Right now, I don't think I want to talk to you about my sexual history. But I promise you that soon we will get to discuss it in detail. To answer the first part of your question though: No unlike women, men have a virtually inexhaustible supply of reproductive cells. In fact it is not uncommon for older, affluent men in power, to take to bed young girls of their choosing such as yourself and put babies in their tummies even at the ripe old age of eighty and beyond.” I see a shiver run through Lena's body but her eyes, clear and blue, stay riveted on mine.

“Now enough questions, sweet girl. Kneel forward and kiss my testicles, Lena. Lick my balls and try and take them in your mouth.” She does immediately as told and I feel her little tongue lapping at me. I am amazed at how good she is at following orders for a first timer. Lena is incredibly diligent and soon I feel wetness cover my scrotum. Loud slurping sounds fill the room and I allow myself to enjoy the sensations her beautiful lips are causing me. She keeps at it for a good long time until finally I tell her to resume ministering to my girth. 

At eleven inches and a half, I know I have to be one of the better endowed guys on the planet. I know that fully hard, my cock is almost three inches wide and guaranteed to cause pretty little nubile Lena's throat serious discomfort as I batter past her tonsils and into her belly with my ram.

"Tell me sweetheart, do you accept the discomfort you will soon experience? Are you at peace with the pain you are going to offer me?” 

I am well aware that what sets a true submissive apart are not the manacles that hold her but the fact that she doesn’t even want the key. 

My words seem to have ruptured some sort of daydream as I see her wide open eyes stare blankly at me from below. She had been slowly licking up and down my length and was now delectably perched at the base of my cockhead where her pretty little pouty lips were covering its edge in dainty little kisses. Delicious consternation fills Lena’s eyes with a beautiful air of supplication. She is a natural. Just like her mother was all these years ago.

“I-I’m not sure, sir,” she stammers, her brow deliciously furrowed as she looks up at me. 

I can see the impression of her recent pussy spanking still lives strong in her mind. I had promised to punish her if she ever broke eye contact with me again and now she is careful to  follow my eyes wherever I might look.

“Earlier today I offered you the choice to use a catheter to artificially open up your throat so that later it wouldn’t be quite as painful when I made you deepthroat me. Instead, you opted for me to use my cock and do it the natural way. It was your choice really.” Never mind that when she made that choice, she was in the throws of one of the very first mind-numbing orgasms of her young life.

Lena seems to have suddenly grown smaller as she sinks back down on her heels, her face a study in anguish. I can see her mulling her words. 

“Is there any way to go back on my choice and do it with the catheter like you offered this morning?”

Finally reluctance! I was beginning to worry it would be difficult to find a way to get her to commit herself to sacrificing at least a little bit of her comfort for her training.

“I’m sorry sweetheart, but no. You have made a decision and the sooner you learn to not look back and second-guess yourself, the better. It will be painful and you will have to endure the consequences for some time after that. But you will do it. It is the only way.”

“What consequences?” she asks in a small voice.

“Well, Lena,” I say. “You have seen my cock. Fully erect it is almost twelve inches long and three inches in diameter. Usually I would first use a dildo of comparable size to give you a chance to gain some familiarity with the dimensions, but given  your passion and the dedication to become my submissive that I can see in your eyes, I think you will do just fine with the real thing. That way the memories will imprint fastest on your impressionable girlish mind.”

“Oh, God,” she whimpers and looks down and I growl and immediately she straightens back up to stare at me openly with those pretty blue tearful eyes of hers.

“There, there, sweetheart,” I reach down and gently caress her thick mane of black hair. “There is actually something I can do to take your mind off from the pain in your throat.”

Hope blossoms across her open and expressive face.

“Kneel up on your knees for me and reach and cross your wrists on the small of your back. I want your palms to touch and your fingers to lay along the curve of your ass.”

Immediately Lena does as instructed, her lithe little frame standing ramrod straight as she crosses her wrists over her tight cheeks holding her palms together  fingertips pointing down toward her heels. I love how long and exquisite her proportions are and can't help myself but bend and kiss her gently on the forehead. She closes her eyes and I know she understands and feels my love. I feel our bond growing with every instant.

I step out of my shoes and pants and walk over to the cabinet at the side of my office where I soon find the two implements I was looking for.

I see her eyes grow wide as she sees the metal instruments in my hands. 

“What is this?” She asks her voice shaking in fright but I can't fail to notice that she maintains her posture and position. She will truly become a gorgeous submissive once fully trained.

"These are called sponge forceps. They are normally used to hold a patient's skin taught so that it can be pierced,” I explain holding the instrument in my hands. 

Except for the fact that there are no blades but merely flattened metal ovals like pincers at the end, the instruments look like your run-of-the-mill scissors, albeit for a clamp that allows them to stay tightly closed once they have been squeezed shut on a patient's flesh.

“Oh…,” Lena’s eyes are now glued to the glint of the steel in my hands. "And what are you going to do with them now?” She asks in a small voice.

“I will use them to pinch your nipples tight.”

“Oh my God!” She gasps and immediately breaks her stance making to stand up and run. One menacing step in her direction and a stern look from me is all it takes to freeze her in place. 

"Stay where you are, little girl and don't you dare move!” I can see her eyes flash back and forth between the implements of torture and my cock which appears to have suddenly doubled in size at her obvious reluctance.

“I am doing you a service here. I promise you, no harm will come to you. The sensation on your titties will serve to distract you nicely from the discomfort in your throat.” Slowly, with obvious hesitation, I see Lena start to come to terms with what I am saying and resume her kneeling position with her hands clasped on the small of her back. Her tribulations are so mesmerizing!

“Will it hurt?”

“Yes it will, baby. But you will take it for me. Your pain and endurance are what help us seal our relationship and build on our bond.” I place a hand and gently caress her cheek and wipe the rivulets of tears running down her face. 

“Your commitment to accept what I deem you need is what makes you mine, sweetheart. I don't expect you to understand just yet, but you have to trust me. As your master, I simply know what is best for you. Fatherless and with virtually no male guidance in your life so far, you have a lot of catching up to do. My job is to fill this void, to hold you, to protect you, to punish you, to fuck you, and to caress and love you till kingdom come. Do you accept that?” 

She nods mindlessly staring up at me and I kiss her open panting lips.

“Good.”

I reach out and gently touch the very tip of her still developing upturned little breasts. Her nipples are puffy and thick and I know it will definitely hurt her plenty when I clasp at their base. Her breasts are just like her mother's in that the areolae are puffed up. They practically coalesce into one with the nipple on top. This makes it virtually impossible to only clasp her nipples like I would on any other woman. Instead, I will have to clasp at the base of her inch-wide areolae thus eliciting a correspondingly larger pressure on her beautiful breasts. 

My finger barely touches her sensitive little pinkness as I rub little circles this way and that across her nipple that grows visibly beneath my touch. 

Little dimples become evident  as if begging to be kissed and worshiped. Instead of that, in one smooth smooth motion, I reach out with the forceps and having pinched the thick areola in one hand, I close the powerful steel jaws of the forceps at its base with a resounding click.

“Aieeee!!!” Lena’s loud scream echoes in the room and she almost falls to the ground bringing both her hands to her tortured flesh. She fumbles with it. 

“Don't you dare remove the forceps, slave!” I hiss. “If you do, you are free to go and never return. It is your choice!”

A long minute passes during which her trembling hands fumble around the obscene steel of the dangling medical implement that hangs from her right breast but she does not unclasp it.

“Come. Take a deep breath and put your hands at the small of your back now!” I order her and slowly, with obvious reluctance, she complies.

This time I bring the forceps up to her eyes and then slowly lower it down again to her left nipple that seems to have tightened and grown erect of its own accord. This makes me wonder… I reach down and she gasps as I palm her pussy. It is wet like I have never felt it before! Again I kiss her forehead and she whimpers in abject misery as I reach to clasp her breast from below and unceremoniously and viciously close the forceps at the base of aureola.

“Aiiie! Her cry again fills the room and this time I see she wets herself. A thin rivulet of pee slides down her legs and forms between her knees. 

“I-I’m sorry, master.” She sobs. 

“It's okay sweetheart,” I say and hug her close turning her head sideways against my throbbing crotch where I hold her tightly as she cries her hands still clasped at the small of her back.




***




Lena:

Slowly, too slowly, my mind understands that the pain at my breasts is there to stay and I am able to focus again. My vision centers on my master’s giant cock, throbbing and leaking before my face.

"Use your hands," he instructs me. Then he uses his own hands to show me. He collects the moisture that my mouth has spread across his tip to coat his shaft and lubricate my fingers. He guides my hands into a twisting motion at the base as he embeds his cock back in my mouth.

"Pump me harder with your hands," he says. "Cover your teeth with your lips and suck harder," he gasps, "Oh, this is excellent, Lena." I hear my master's sudden harsh intake of breath as I feel him move his wide cockhead deeper over my tongue. He spreads his legs wider and moves forward and I gasp as I feel his fingers in my hair. Almost by instinct my mouth responds and I draw him in deeper as I curve my back and arch my neck up. This movement makes me lower my haunches further yet and I feel the cold floor rub against my aching pussy. My lips are stretched painfully around his velvety girth and I feel my master's grip on my hair tightly preventing me from moving back. 

So I move – forward, taking him in deeper into my mouth sucking and working with my tongue as I feel a wild sense of elation bubble up into my mind from somewhere deep in the pit of my stomach as my clit rubs anxiously against the floor.. 

I feel the first tantalizing hints of an oncoming climax and I impale my throat in deeper, as deep as I can, amazed and happy when master suddenly jerks violently and slides down further and further and further yet! 

He is so long! And thick! 

I have no time to think but merely feel with every inch of my body as his thick glistening cock pushes straight into the back of my throat and stops there. 

When he tested me this morning, he said it would be painful as my throat was tiny and would need training to accommodate his size. 

I realize now what he meant.

I feel the pressure build, and build, and build against the back of my throat and take gulp after gulp trying with no success to swallow him in. My eyes tear up as I realize the immense length of him still out and waiting to plunge into my mouth. 

Just then the convulsions of my climax hit at the very base of my spine and make my body shake. Something in my throat gives and I feel his length slide in like an endless rope of slick hot throbbing muscle. It drives past whatever impediment was holding him back. 

I blink away the tears as I feel the pain from my throat and the shame of what I am doing lift up and turn around and dance with the pleasure and ecstasy emanating from my pussy causing a whirlwind of sensations that buffet my mind to the brink of fainting. He keeps driving down through my throat past my neck and into my chest for a long while before I feel my face and nose finally come up against his groin!

The ordeal is almost entirely too much and I realize I have even forgotten to gag! I realize I am deepthroating my master and now instead of subsiding, my climax only intensifies. My butt wiggles against the floor as he embeds himself deep into my chest. 

My mind is wildly aroused and spinning with ecstasy and I forget to breathe as my eyes flutter and I see sparks shimmer in my line of sight. Finally, he eases up on his grip in my hair and begins to slide back up. It takes a long while before his head comes up against that tightness at the back of my throat this time pulling it out and making me shudder until he finally comes free. 

I gasp and cough and gulp for air lightheaded from lack of oxygen as master keeps only the head of his cock at the very entrance to my mouth. I feel him lean forward and gently caress my neck rubbing where the pain is worst.

"You did wonderfully, baby girl.”

I try to thank him but all that comes out is a raspy whisper. 

I feel his hand on my head as he gently passes his fingers through my black curls. "You are so brave, sweetheart," he says. "It will be some time before you can speak. Your vocal cords were bruised when your throat had to let me pass through, but you did it. For me,” he kneels down and places his hands at my chin to cup my face and look straight into my eyes. “You gave me your pain and you cannot imagine how grateful I am, sweetheart.”




***




Master: 

I am in awe! Lena is so very young and yet so full of devotion and dedication, it is as if she has set her mind on becoming mine no matter the challenges ahead or the tribulations I choose to put her through. I can see in her adoring eyes that she will endure them all. 

For me.

I was wrong earlier. 

I had always considered her to be yet another spoilt, indecisive, weak, impulsive girl, a product of her time. Yet, now I realize that these facets of her character are merely the deceiving glints of the multifaceted gem that is her true personality. Like in a molting butterfly, these traits which in a lesser person would be weaknesses, in her meld with each other into a beautiful and charming personality that I find enthralls me. I am spell-struck.

What a lucky man I have suddenly become! To possess a dedicated and devoted submissive such as nubile Lena! I wonder how far I have to take her before I can truly find the edge of her resolve? How much pain and humiliation will it take to weaken her determination and then shatter it so that I can justly reclaim ownership over her training as my slave? 

For the first time I feel the cold tendrils of doubt slither through my belly. Have I bitten off more than I can devour? For her sake I hope I am strong enough to resist the overwhelming impulse to cover her in kisses and snuggle her tight. I have to persevere and be strong to train her well. 

For a girl’s true training can only begin after she has first been broken.

And I know that to break such a docile little creature like Lena, I will have to push her perhaps further than any submissive-in-training has ever been taken before. I know this because I have had to do it once before. The girl was a tad younger than Lena is now but just as docile, dedicated and in love.

The same way her daughter is today.

I haven't cum yet. I don't know if Lena knows it or not. She makes little hiccuping noises and I look down at my feet and I cannot help myself but admire the erotic sight I see. 

Her head is now down to the floor, her buttocks raised high and her long thick black hair strewn like a halo around her. Her body undulates as she tries to catch her breath, her long slim back is prettily curved past her lowered shoulders to the gentle slope of her waist and the swell of her hips. 

I cannot wait to place the first collar on her. I have it already picked out and ordered with my favorite jeweler. It will be made of shiny little metal links, like an expensive wristwatch strap that will be locked tight around her beautiful neck. I feel my cock throbbing as feelings of power and pride of possession fill me.

“Do you have anything to tell me, slave?” I bait her. Impressively she has somehow retained enough of her composure to remember her instructions.

“Yes, master. While down at your feet, just moments ago, I came.” Her voice is nonexistent. A raspy croak is all that I can hear and I have to guess most of what she just said. I kneel down by her side and gently caress her forehead as she looks up at me in obvious discomfort.

"Good girl. Your accident not withstanding, it has been some hours since you last went to the bathroom. Do you need a break?” 

I can see her eyes grow wide. And I smile. 

“I have not yet cum,” I say looking down at my throbbing cock which hangs like a branch inches from her face. She groans loudly and for a moment I debate punishing her. It is her first time after all and I let that one slide.

“Yes, master, please,” she whispers. “If you don't mind I need a minute or two.”

“Very well, sweetheart. Go right ahead. There is a small bathroom in the alcove to the side here in my office,” I say motioning her in the direction of the door. “Be quick.” 

I watch as she gingerly places a dainty little hand and leans in on my knee to right herself up and stands to walk on shaky knees to the water closet in my office.

When she returns, less than five minutes later, the forceps clamps still viciously biting into her breasts, I waste no time at all. I take her by the hair and bring her down to her knees tilting her head upwards as I place my glans in her hot little mouth.

Now that I have claimed her throat, there is no need for unnecessary brutality and so I opt to ejaculate with barely a fraction of my entire length in her mouth.

"Place your hands on the small of your back again and look at me. I want to see your eyes when you feel the taste of a man's cum in your mouth for the first time. I will not push my cock past your throat now. I want to give you some time to heal up there," I say gently massaging her neck as I see her gratitude in her eyes. 

I can see her budding trust in me slowly start to develop and solidify as her faith in me grows. I am her master, her protector, the one to trust with every clingy need she might ever have from now on out..

“Just keep your mouth open as I pump my cock. In a couple of minutes I will cum. Sometimes it is hard for a girl the first time or two, but I know you can take it. When you feel me start to cum, I need you to make sure that your lips are tight around my head and hold everything I put in there without swallowing. I want you to hold my cream in your mouth until I tell you to swallow it. I want you to take a long moment and get used to the taste. From now on, you will be having a lot of cum in your mouth." I see Lena shudder visibly as she demurely rests back on her heels awaiting my cream.

Soon I feel a familiar tightening at the base of my cock, "Now Lena, I'm cumming now." She quickly wraps her lips sealing them tight around the head of my cock. Soon I flood her mouth with my hot sperm which at this point is a lot after a day of watching my naked nubile little submissive in training. I see her brow furrow in consternation as she obviously tries to keep it from overflowing. Amazingly she never breaks eye contact with me even through the tears in her eyes and I smile down at her. 

"That was great Lena. Thank you, sweetheart" I feel my cock slowly begin to grow soft, "Now gently slide your lips off and sit up. Keep your hands on your back. Think about the cum in your mouth. Play with it and swirl your tongue. Think right now it is warm because it just came from the center of my body and entered yours." As I speak I gently caress her head before finally nodding, "Okay slave, swallow." I can see her visibly try to swallow more than a couple of times to get it all down. Then she runs her tongue around the inside of her cheeks and I know she's mine.

"How did you like it?"

“I don't care very much for the taste, master, but I will suck your cock anytime you want me to." She croaks I lean down and squeeze her left titty harshly, "This is the perfect answer, sweetheart."




~~~







One week later.




Master: 




She's back home at last!

God knows I love the hospital, after all I have spent the vast majority of my adult life working as a doctor there, but it is truly wonderful to have my beautiful little Lena back home. She is back and so is her voice — beautiful and sonorous, gentle and little like that of a girl half her age.

Sometimes when she speaks I see her own surprise at the higher tones and gentler cadence her voice has recently acquired. It no longer sounds like that of a young woman, but more like that of a child, and I smile inwardly every time she speaks. Like now, for example as she reads poetry kneeling on the hard floor of my bedroom.

I smile as I steal a glance at her kneeling form just to the side of my bed. It is only six in the morning and the first tentative rays of sunshine twinkle from behind the heavy curtain. Her posture is impeccable. She sits on her heels, knees primly brought together beneath her, her elbows on her thighs as she holds the old volume in her hands. 

What a lovely way to wake up! And then I feel familiar stir in my loins as I detect a whiff of Lena's arousal whip by me. She is wet. I squeeze my eyes shut like a child on Christmas morning trying but failing to extend the delicious anticipation of the day ahead and all the joys it is certain to bring.

“Lena, sweetheart.” I smile broadly as I see her look up.

“Yes, master.”

“Come,” I say tapping the bed by me. It is winter and the air in the house is crisp. I can see her beautiful upturned puffy little pink nipples quiver and get covered in goosebumps as she stands to walk over to my bed. I can see her yearning to lay down in the soft warmth of the covers with me but I she knows better and stops just shy of the bed's edge, her cute dimpled knees brushing against the dark cotton of my sheets and instinctively without having been told to do so, she places her hands on the small of her back arching her body forward as she seeks out my eyes with hers.

“Open the curtains, sweetheart,” I instruct her. “I want to see you in the daylight.” Immediately I can see a deep crimson bloom across her girlish chest at my words as she skitters off to do my bidding. I lick my lips and sigh as I watch her tightly muscled little body stretch up and pull back the thick velour curtains bathing us in the gentle white light of dawn.

Task completed, she walks back and resumes her position on the right side of my bed.

“Bend forward, please. I want to play with your titties.” Her blush deepens with a vengeance as she shimmies forward and bends slightly at the waist. Slowly I reach up and envelop her left breast with my big paw of a hand that seems like a python devouring a quivering little pray as I envelop and massage the heavy but firm mammary of my charge. Yep, it is almost there. I think as I squeeze and grab alternating gentle caresses across her extremely sensitive nipples with harsher squeezes that make her little face scrunch in discomfort. I can clearly see the first hints of blue veins beneath her radiant skin and again I cannot help but smile at the power of modern science.

“Lena, sweetheart, I am so very happy to hear your beautiful voice again.”

Thank you, master.” I can see how much of an effort she's making to stay concentrated on my words in spite of the feelings that I am certain are boiling up in her little belly. I suddenly notice tiny undulating little quivers shake her pelvis. My grasp on her breast becomes more persistent and careful as I fix her with my stare and concentrate on covering every last square inch of sensitized flesh on her boob. Her little pelvis starts rocking back and forth and then sideways as if somebody has turned on a sultry Latin song and little Lena simply cannot stop herself from dancing to its rhythm. Her lips part and a thin sheen of sweat blossoms across her forehead as her breathing grows labored and deeper with every subsequent squeeze of my hand on her conical upturned little breast. 

I sit up staring down on her naked form as I watch her body begin to quiver like a leaf in a storm. This is when I suddenly feel the first hint of wetness across her nipple beneath my fingers. 

I bend forward in disbelief. A tiny little bead of white has suddenly been coaxed at the tip of her reddened breast. Lena is lost in her world of ecstasy and doesn't notice me kiss it away suckling that precious first hint of the bounty ahead. Soon I wrap my hungry lips around her scorching flesh kissing her boob. I lave her sensitive nipple and I hear her gasp audibly as her orgasm slams into her in that very instant. I notice her body sway and I quickly grab hold of her dainty little waist steadying her against the throes of ecstasy buffeting her right now. 

I suckle and kiss and soon my pretty little sub slowly coming back down to earth.

“I came, master,” Lena says in her new little dainty voice.

“Good girl,” I kiss her on her panting lips. Since day one I have instructed her to tell me every time she has an orgasm and so far she has been the picture diligence in that department.

A gentle tiredness relaxes her exquisite features as she slowly regains some semblance of composure. I lean back in bed and see as Lena screws up her face in a little mien of consternation at what is to follow. She knows her morning duties include an enthusiastic blowjob after gently waking me up with a reading from a book of her choice. I have been as careful as I can but her discomfort is unavoidable given the tightness of her throat and the twelve inch length of my cock.

The room feels suddenly much warmer than before and I toss away the covers revealing my naked self to my charge. This is only the second time she has has seen me totally naked. The first was a couple of days back in my living room, when I asked her to give me a blow job before bedtime. It was dark then, the TV providing the only light, casting weird reflections all over our bodies as she had gone about her duty. Now I can clearly see her reaction at the sight of my rather big and heavily muscled body. At forty-two I still retain a lot of my physical prowess that in my college years contributed to an above average success in sports.

“Oh. My. God.” She says and then covers her mouth in shame. “I – I'm so sorry, master it's just that you are so big – everywhere…”

I cannot suppress a smile, “I know, little one, hop on and wrap those beautiful pouty little lips of yours around me.” Her body seems to still betray her a little bit as she wavers but then climbs up in bed with me. "Face me and go down between my legs, sweetheart. Suck it like a lollipop.” 

Soon wet slurping sounds fill the room and I lose myself in the sensations her now expert tongue and mouth elicit from my rapidly growing cock.




***




Lena: 




He is so big! He looks more like a grizzly bear than a human. Heavily muscled and barrel-chested, he makes me think of pictures I have seen at school of what cavemen used to look like thousands and thousands of years ago. It is with a certain degree of joy that I hasten to wrap my mouth around his cock. It is that part of him I am most familiar with, and I seek solace in the comfort of his velvety skin and tingling scent. Today is day ten since I signed my contract of service with my master Dr. Branigan. Since then, he has trained my mouth and my throat into willing receptacles for his gigantic cums. I still tremble to think of the pain and soreness that first time he pushed himself all the way down into my chest. 

I doubt that I will ever forget the memory of that first deepthroating. The pain, his raw power as he buffeted his hips against my lips and face, the sensation the bending tip of his manhood caused as it battered its way into me have changed me.

After many days of training my throat, it is now more than accustomed to taking my master's cock. Sometimes I get wet merely at the memories of the unyielding steel of his flesh as it pushed into me in that unnatural way. 

I close my eyes now and reminisce as I lave his cockhead with my tongue moistening his shaft before I take him into my mouth so he can spend his morning seed in me.

I feel my nostrils bristle and my skin grows hot as my knees shake with the aroma of his nightly musk that buffets me as I slowly start to swallow him. Soon I feel my nose push up against his pelvis and his hand comes to rest on my neck where millimeters away, his cock pulses with unbridled energy.

He shivers and trembles and I know his massive balls are spewing their precious cream straight into my tummy. 

We lie in bed a long while after that. I have wrapped myself around his left side resting my head close to his penis, my nose inches from that part of him with which I have become more than familiar. His hand rests on my head and I feel him languidly play with my hair. I know he loves doing that and it makes me happy.







~


Learning to Nurse My Master







“Lena.”

 “Yes, master.”

“Yesterday was your first full day at home since you came back from the hospital.”

“Yes master, it was.”

“Aren't you also happy to be home?”

“Yes, master. I’m very happy.” I reply in earnest honesty. “I am especially happy that there are no more shots.”

“Me too, sweetheart, me too," he hugs me tightly. "But they were necessary, believe me, sweet girl. I can already feel how much your breasts have changed since you got the first one.” I feel his strong fingers around my boob that he gently squeezes. 

I look down to see his fingers gently rub around my engorged flesh and for the first time I notice a couple of veins that have gained in prominence since I last looked at myself there.

“As my live-in slave what do you think should be expected of you as far as chores around the house, sweetheart?” 

His voice is pleasantly dreamy and casual but I feel my own heart speed up at his question. Is this a test? I do not want to disappoint my master.

 “Anything you wish me to do, sir.”

 “Of course, sweetheart. But I'm asking for your suggestions. What would you expect of your slave if you were the mistress?”

 I take a deep breath. “I would expect her to run an immaculate household for her master. I would expect her to wash all the hardwood floors and tiles in the home, vacuum and clean the toilets.”

 “Very well. Anything else?”

“I would make sure she knows to do his laundry, polish his shoes and have a warm meal and wine waiting on his arrival in the evening.”

 He ruffles my hair. “Excellent, my dear. There you have it. These are going to be your chores for the day.”

 “Master…?”

 “Yes, sweetheart.”

 “I have a question…”

“Yes, sweetheart…”

“Recently, since I met you, the last couple of weeks, I am almost constantly aroused in your presence. I just don't know…, but I wanted to ask when would we… You know…”

It is early morning as I lie in my master's bed. A few moments ago I woke him up as per his instructions with a quiet reading from a book of my choice. I followed this with an enthusiastic and loving worship session of his manhood. 

It is the tenth day since I signed my contract of service as a submissive-in-training in Dr. Branigan's household.

During the first eight days, I was admitted into the hospital where he works as Dr. Branigan's only patient. I spent most of the time there being measured, weighed, having my endurance tested on various machines and frequently stretched and cleansed. As a result of a rigorous regimen of daily enemas I have not had a bowel movement for almost two weeks now. 

I also got shots. Lots of shots. 

I got most of them in my arm, but also a couple of painful ones that Dr. Branigan placed in the center of my left butt cheek. They were all uncomfortable but the most painful one by far was the shot my master gave me in my shoulder. This one he placed on the last day before I was discharged, and my arm is still sore from it.

As I lie snuggling against his heavily muscled thigh and feel the ripples of his quads beneath my naked body, I can see the unblinking eye of his giant penis resting merely an inch from my mouth. 

He's older than me, much older, and yet the raw power I feel leaves me no doubt of his vigor the receptacle of which my mouth has been numerous times already. I'm still a virgin. Pure and untouched, my hymen is intact, but my mind and my soul thrum with a sexual hunger like that of a common whore.

Suddenly my mind goes limp at that thought. Is that what I am becoming? A whore! Is this all I’m meant to be? 

I'm tired and groggy from a restless night and two mind-blowing orgasms my master already made me have, one of them merely by squeezing my breast. 

And yet everything feels as if I am in a dream, as if the world is suddenly blurry around me. I feel the cool satin bedsheets and the heat of the naked man under my belly as we lie in bed, my head barely reaching above his waist as my toes play with his. I feel the strain and tension of his knee as it gently, mindlessly, rubs against the wet darkness of my triangle. 

And I know I’ve never been happier in my life. 

Is that what I am becoming? A mindless whore?

A whore. Or am I to become his slave girl. That is what he keeps calling me after all. The words swirl all around my mind as I feel his long fingers play with my hair and I cherish the relaxed repose in his bed that is so much warmer and softer than my own.




A slave. The idea is absurd and outrageous but I feel the familiar thrum in my belly that is now constantly there when I’m in his presence. It grows in intensity as I mull it over.There is a strange sense of attraction to being his slave. 

His slave girl – his property.

I am going to be owned by someone strong and powerful who I would have to obey in everything and always. But I do I really want to be owned? Is this life for me? 

At only twenty I am a girl of the twenty-first century, mindless and blissfuly forgetful of women's past burdens. Because I have been the sole caregiver of my ailing elderly mother I have had little time for a real social life, little time to be brainwashed into a mindless little strumpet addicted to social media and the Internet. Surely my lack of worldly experience is a rare virtue and not something to be ashamed of!

The very idea of me being a slave strikes me as outrageous. But then, it also fascinates me. 

A slave girl is an object, a possession and so I couldn't also be a slut or a whore. Nothing I do or happens to me is my fault. Just as long as I obey my master. I smile. There is freedom in being a slave. 

Mother would call this irony.

“Lena." His voice makes me jump. I was lost in thought.

“Yes.”

I feel his hand tighten in my hair. "You were asking me a question. Were you daydreaming?”

“S-sorry, master," I stammer. “I wanted to ask you if we could hurry up and do it already. It's just that the wait — it's killing me.” 

I can see him looking down at me, a mischievous twinkle in those beautiful bottomless dark eyes of his.

“What wait is that?” He asks but I can tell from his voice that he knows and is playing with me. I breathe and groan in exasperation. Then I giggle and blush choosing to look away at his throbbing tumescence that appears to have reawakened. Its sight has become something familiar to me, its musk and taste — something of a welcome relief to my anxieties.

“My virginity,” I whisper, my lips brushing against the velvety hardness of his head. Where I am on his body I virtually spoke at his penis like into a microphone and this realization makes me giggle with nervous tension.

“I didn't hear you.” His fist now painfully tightens in my hair that he pulls and makes me look up at him.

“Ouch! You're hurting me,” I state the obvious but instead of lifting my arms to push him away, my left hand absently finds the familiarity of his testicles and I wrap my fingers around them. The sheath of his flesh is thick and hot and still wet with my saliva from the blowjob as I massage it and look at him pleadingly.

I can see him smile but his eyes grow deathly serious.

“I want you to form a proper question, Lena. Not speak in little girlish innuendos.” His eyes bore like daggers into mine and I blush in shame. “I know you have not been to college yet but you're a smart girl and if you don't push yourself, I will. In fact that makes me wonder about homeschooling you.”

“Homeschooling?”

“Yes I don't know if your mother told you, but besides my degree in medicine, I have a PhD in biochemistry and a bachelor of arts in medieval literature. I think I am more than qualified to be your teacher. Don't you?”

“Oh… I – yes, master.”

“Now, ask me your question properly.”

“I, I'm… I was hoping that by now we would have… You would have slept with me!” I finally blurt out. He smiles and his free hand comes to rest on my face. He is so big that his fingers encircle my jaw from ear to ear. 

“My sweet little girl,” he smiles and pulls me up to him and kisses me, his tongue is strong and probing as it washes over mine. I realize his cock that I now have in my hand, has grown immensely making it impossible for me to encircle it with my fingers. I keep pumping across its head as I look back at him. 

His fingers move down from the cusp of my jaw to squeeze at the base of my neck. I can breathe but his expert hands apply pressure at the arteries along my neck cutting off my blood supply and soon my vision narrows and I start feeling increasingly lightheaded. His grip relaxes and he kisses me again. 

“You have beautiful eyes, slave.”

“Thank you, master.”

“You are welcome. The deepest sexual penetration is of the mind, Lena.” He sees my befuddled look and elaborates, “Do you know who said that?”

“No, Master.”

“Marquis De Sade. One of the greatest, if misunderstood geniuses of our past. If I undertake your tutelage, we will be sure to include a lot of readings from his works.”

“Yes, master.”

“But back to your question. I cannot wait to take you, sweetheart. If you have longings for my cock, rest assured that scarcely a moment goes by without me having to restrain myself from grabbing you and ripping your tight little body apart, plunging deep into its center and cumming until you see stars in daylight.”

My eyes must have grown big like saucers because he laughs in that manner which I find increasingly endearing. 

“But if I just went ahead and did that, what would that make me? Lena? Tell me.”

“My lover?”

“Exactly. But I am not your lover. Am I?”

“You are not?” I'm genuinely mystified now. I thought that having me naked virtually twenty-four seven and having free access to my body definitely made a man my lover. 

Maybe not all men treated their women the same way as my master treated me, but surely most of them did! Didn’t they? How naïve can I be?

“It is okay, sweetheart,” he gently pats me on the top of the head, in the way that owners would pat a well behaved dog. “I know you're not yet versed in the formality of our dynamic. Do you remember the contract you signed ten days ago?” 

“Yes, master.”

“Good! And there it stipulated who I am?”

“Yes.”

“So, who am I?”

“My master.”

He kisses me now for a long, long time and the thrumming in my center shifts into little convulsions that start to come slow but ever so violently, rocking my pelvis where it leans into his heavily muscled upper thigh.

“Good girl. Yes, I am your master and not your lover. You will soon learn that being in charge of you puts me in a position of responsibility. I am now somewhere between a lover and a father to you. Perhaps even both in your mind. We cannot allow my lust for you to overwhelm my responsibilities. Especially not during this most fragile time in your life when you are getting your first training as a submissive.”

“Training?”

“Yes, training. Training in obedience. You are a natural submissive and have done wonderfully so far. But there is still a long way for you to go. There is much you need to learn.” 

A violent spasm rocks my body and he let's go of my neck with one hand still holding onto my hair with the other. He cups my pussy and starts rubbing gentle circles around my clit. I pump him harder with my first and soon my mind seizes up as the third orgasm of the morning slams into my body blotting out my vision for long moments until I regain my breath.

“I came, master,” I whimper softly informing him of my climax as per his instructions from before.

“Good girl.” He kisses my forehead.

“Do you love me, sweetheart?” I should be outraged that he should even ask but I merely nod. Surely he overheard that I told mom as much earlier. He brings me in against his powerful chest and I snuggle into his warm embrace. 

“You're precious, little baby. In time, I will take you. I promise you. Your pussy, and your butt, and your mouth, and your entire body, are all mine and I will claim them soon enough. But first we need to firmly establish your trust in me and teach you things that require time.”

“Do I need to earn it? Earn the right to be taken by you, master?”

“Yes, in a way you do. But rest assured I truly hope this moment comes as soon as possible. Every instant that I don't claim you for real is pure withering pain for me.” His voice is husky and deep.

“Really?”

“Yes, sweetheart. Really.”




This morning we have breakfast in the living room. He is wearing his gray three-piece business suit and blue tie that nicely accentuate his dark tan. 

He eats what I consider to be a gargantuan portion of ham and eggs morsels of which he feeds me as I kneel affectionately at his feet by the couch. I'm still getting used to the taste of meat. My mom raised me strictly vegetarian but master says I need my strength, and that I need to eat meat, and so I obey.

“I have a gift for you sweetheart.” My heart skips a beat. It has been a long, long time since my mother could afford birthday gifts and beside the good doctor, we knew next to nobody else. He laughs when he sees my surprise.

“Yes, a few gifts actually,” he smiles. “Go on! Go get them. They are wrapped in black paper and tied with red ribbons on the table by the entrance. Bring them over.”

I can hardly contain my excitement as I run over and bring four beautifully wrapped boxes. I lay them by the couch and kneel down expectantly.

The packages are numbered. Something in the way my master looks at them and then at me makes me shiver and for the first time, I question my eagerness to unwrap them.

"Hurry on now, sweetheart," he says. "I have to be leaving for work soon and you have a long list of house chores to get through before the end of the day. So let’s best get started shall we?"

"Yes, master." I reach out for the first package and gingerly pick it up from the ground. I have to use both hands for it is quite heavy. As I start unwrapping the expensive thick paper, something metallic clings within. Finally I open it and gasp.

"Stand, please and hand them to me," my master instructs. I take the heavy gold chains from within the big black box and hand them to Dr. Branigan as I gingerly stand from my knees and approached him where he is sitting on the couch.

“This here,” he says picking up the longer chain, “Is to be worn around your waist. It is very long and even though the links are not big, the gold it is made out of and its length, make it heavy indeed. It will serve many functions but first and foremost you will wear it around your waist.” He looks at me to make sure I understand.

“Yes, master,” I say and he reaches around my waist and starts weaving the heavy chain once and then twice and then a third time around my pelvis just below my navel. I look down and a deep shiver traverses my body.  The shimmering gold links of the chain make a strangely erotic sight as they press against my tummy. 

A soft click secures the ends of the chain together and I yelp when he smacks me once on each butt cheek.

“Beautiful,” he says and turns me around again to face him. “Now hold onto my shoulders, sweetheart and put your foot on my knee.” Immediately I obey and using him for support I stand on one leg placing my bare foot on his knee. My toes look so dainty and small against the black expanse of his trouser leg.

He kisses me on the side of my knee and sucks in my skin there. His strong lips and teeth hurt exquisitely as I gasp again and look down to see the reddened hickey he made there.

“These are anklets,” he says picking up a dainty little silver-and-gold chain that shimmers in his giant hands. Little bells line its length emitting wonderful little chimes as he reaches down and puts it around my ankle.

"Now, the other one," he says and repeats the process on my other ankle. He gently places the big palm of his hand below my navel and guides me a few steps back. His voice is serious and very deep as he gives me his instructions.

"From now on, Lena, you are to never take off those anklets. Not unless I tell you to do so. Understood?”

“Yes, master.”

“Together with the chain around your waist they are going to forever stay on your body reminding you of your master. The little bells will announce your presence wherever you might be.”

“Yes, master.” I look down on these new additions to my body and cannot help but feel excited at the control my master has over me.

“One other thing, sweetheart. I want you to start tiptoeing when you walk or stand upright. It will be difficult at first, but I know you can do it." He reaches out and gently caresses the shins of my legs his hands possessively squeezing the delicate muscles between my heel and the back side of my knee there. “Your muscles here are not yet well developed and are still somewhat childish and small in appearance. With time you will see them gain prominence as you make an effort to stand on tiptoe whenever you walk. Okay?”

“Yes, master.”

He looks at me for a long while. 

"Well, what are you waiting for?” He says and I breathe out a little exasperated sigh. 

“You want me to stand on tiptoe for you now?” I ask in surprised disbelief. 

“Why, yes, of course, sweetheart. I don't like you questioning me like that. In fact I think that your talking back to me merits a little punishment. Don't you?" 

Oh God. No. My mind suddenly flies back to that first day when he took me downstairs in his basement and flogged me mercilessly across my butt and belly with his paddle. The bruises healed eventually but I still feel the pain in my mind.

"No, master. I'm sorry. I didn't mean to talk back like that. I was just…" 

He lifts a finger in the air and looks at me sternly making the words die on my lips. I know any pleadings from now on will be pointless . He has made a decision. There is nothing I can do. I take a deep breath and feel my body start to tremble. 

“Go to the kitchen and bring me a bottle of virgin olive oil. Then, lie down on your tummy, slave.” 

With a little whimper I rush to follow his order. I prostrate myself on the shiny hardwood floor at his feet whimpering as I feel the cold wood press up against my quivering belly and sensitive nipples.

“Normally I would use a birch switch for this," he says. "But today I am in a hurry and so my hand will have to suffice. Turn around and scoot over so that your feet are close to where I sit.”

“Come, sweetheart. Scoot back and lean forward on your knees. Place your face sideways on the floor and lean your chest down. I want you to place most of your weight on your breasts as you lift up your butt and ankles and scoot back on your knees. There almost perfect. Now put your hands out in front of you, palms down on the floor. Perfect.” I whimper softly as I hear him open the bottle of olive oil.




***




Master: 

My beautiful Lena is the picture of submission as she lies there on the floor — prostrate and whimpering submitting herself to whatever punishment I am about to administer.

“I will now use my hands to rub in some of the olive oil in the soles of your feet.” Her toes curl in anxiety and the tiny bells of her gold anklets chime delectably as the beautiful girl shivers in submission. My hands guide her feet leaning them back against my crotch as I slowly start rubbing in the oil. 

Her skin is baby soft and tender. I feel my cock stir as my thumbs work the insole of her feet one after another. It will be her first punishment on that part of her body and I am sure it will leave a very long-lasting impression on her still childish mind. 

“Tell me, Lena, why are you about to be punished?” I ask rubbing her cute little toes one after another. Soon her feet are pink and rosy and shining healthily, ready to be chastised.

“I-I spoke back at you, master,” comes her little voice racked by small and dainty sobs from where her face is pressed down against the floor at my feet where I'm sitting on the couch.

“Exactly right, sweetheart. And why is it that I do not tolerate insolence?”

“B-because you are my master…”

“And?”

“And my principal caregiver, and the only person who knows what is best for me.”

“Correct again, sweetheart. You will receive ten slaps with my hand on the heel and insoles of each foot. I will spare your toes and the balls of your feet as I want you to concentrate on walking on tiptoe throughout the day as you do your chores. I want you to thank me now.”

“T-thank you, master.” Lena says, her voice breaking with emotion.

“What are you thanking me for?”

“For-for sparing my toes and the balls of my feet?”

“That is exactly correct.”

Without further ado I strike the full force of my open hand against the heel of her beautiful soft pink little foot.

“Aiiieee, oh Gaaawd!” she screams. There is no sense in delaying the inevitable and I proceed to administer the remainder of her nine strikes on that foot before kissing it and resuming the punishment on her other leg. It doesn't take long, perhaps less than five minutes, but at the end Lena is crying like a little baby, her tears puddling beneath her face on the hardwood floor.

“There, sweetheart. You did beautifully. You are my strong little girl. Turn around and come to me so I can hug you and tell you how much I love you.” 

I wait patiently for my beautiful little submissive to gather herself up from the floor and scoot around to crawl into my lap. I hug her tight and cover her face in kisses. 

“We will wait to open the other boxes. I think you have been through enough as it is today,” I say. “The only other gift I will insist we put to use is in box number two. The rest can wait.”

“Thank you, master she hiccups against my chest where she snuggles up against me tightly. As I reach down to open the package, I see her eyes grow enormous as I unveil its contents. 

“Do you know what this is?”

“No, sir, I don’t,” she says in a hollow voice her eyes scanning the glass cylinders with the little rubber and plastic valves on top.

“Here, let me show you,” I say and place the open side of one of the cylinders across her puffy pink little areola. With a twist and a turn I deftly secure the suction cup there and use a syringe from the box to evacuate the air within. Her little face scrunches up as her breast is sucked up into the now vacuumed-out space of the glass cup. 

“This is called a suction cup. It will help your breasts grow and develop the way I want.”

“Unghh… It is not very comfortable, master,” she moans, her hands gently supporting the weight of the heavy glass cylinder affixed to her right breast that is now obscenely sucked into a cone within its confines. 

“I know sweetheart. It will be somewhat unpleasant for you but I want you to submit yourself to the discomfort and do it for me. Can you do that?”

She takes a deep breath and finally nods. 

“Good girl. I know you can. Now let's do repeat that with your left breast and I will be off to work. Remember, try to walk on tip toes as you go about your chores today and I will be back to relieve the tension from your beautiful titties before you know it.” 

She gasps loudly this time as I place the suction cup on her left breast and repeat the procedure sucking in her puffy nipple deeply inside. I kiss her panting lips and use the last ounces of my willpower to draw myself away from the beautiful virgin suffering for me in submission on the couch.
















Two Weeks Later




Master:




We are out visiting the grand opening of an art exhibit of a good friend of mine downtown when Lena's milk comes in. 

The art in question is of the conventional type — oil-on-canvas and mixed media even though its subject tends to be on the raunchy side. It all happens when Lena has planted herself in front of a particularly erotic work depicting a not-so-virginal Mary losing herself to some rather carnal worship by the twelve apostles, all done quite masterfully in the old Dutch style reminiscent of Rembrandt.

Lena is wearing high heels and a delicious little black dress that merely serves to excite and exacerbate the ravenous hunger of any and all male attendees that happen to glance on my beautiful and very virginal charge. 

I am pretending to listen to a rather dry and boring lecture on the abysmal state of modern art in our country from one of the charmingly conflicted attendees. Luckily the elderly widow happens to get more and more carried away with her own point and so does not see my eyes stray over to the twenty-year-old virgin behind her. My mind dances with ideas about how Lena’s gentle soft skin would feel against me when I inevitably take her to bed later that night.

I am so lost in my own thoughts that I almost fail to notice her sudden blush and mortified expression as she looks down at her own chest. Her beautiful full lips part and even at a distance I can hear her gasp. I can’t quite make out what says but then she turns and I know.

Time has come for me to take matters in hand and to get Lena out.

“Mrs. Havensham,” I say looking down at the octogenarian’s taught face. I’m sure she is the pride of the local crème de la crème in plastic surgery. Her twinkling eyes and lively glances notwithstanding, her face is sure to make many an Egyptologist proud. "It is a shame, an absolute shame isn't it?” I say and quickly keep on talking, "Unfortunately I my pager buzzed. I’m wanted at the hospital. But I definitely want to talk with you some more about that project of yours. I seriously think our city and especially our up-and-coming neighborhoods would benefit from a more lively art scene. I would love to touch base with you later and see what we can do to help your foundation."

“Oh, Dr. Branigan you're such a sweetheart.” Her voice becomes husky all of a sudden and out of nowhere I have the unwelcome vision of Mrs. Havensham wearing a strap on. 

I have to leave now! 

“Why oh why didn't I meet you at least ten years ago?” She says shaking her head in remorse. “I would have had so much fun wooing you into my life, sweet boy.” 

I shudder and hope to God she doesn’t notice. Then I kiss her waxy forehead. I wonder if any nerve endings are still alive there as I bid the heiress good night. I lunge forward and grab Lena's hand dragging her towards the door. I wrap my arm around her waist fearing the inevitable faint I know might come any time.

“Come, Lena, we must go,” I whisper through clenched teeth as I guide her to the exit.

“I-, I am leaking!” she whispers, her sparkling blue eyes big as saucers as she clearly is unable to make sense of her own words. “My boobs are leaking. How is that even possible?” she whispers. 

My poor little Lena if you only knew how much more is possible. 

“Shhhh, little one. Everything is going to be fine. Come. I'll drive you home.” I help her semi-catatonic body into the passenger seat of my champagne-colored Bentley. The valet I had previously tipped with a crisp Ben Franklin has already brought it out waiting for me. I sit in the driver’s seat and I revv the twelve cylinder monster to life.

Downtown breezes past like a Star Wars hyperdrive, its city lights – contrails along the tinted windows of my car. I drive home at top speed, all the while gently rubbing soothing circles along the inner thigh of my beautiful submissive.




***




Lena: 

I remember nothing of the drive. It is as if my mind has short-circuited somewhere and is locked into a stupor that doesn't begin to lift until my master finally ushers me into the safety of our home and I hear the melodious click of the door close behind me. 

I stumble and fumble and almost trip but Dr. Branigan's strong arms hold me up. I go through the motions of undressing like an automaton on autopilot. I wiggle my feet out of the six inch Manolo Blahniks and pick up and lift my dress over my head and off my body dropping it to the floor. 

The only sound in the room is my labored breathing and the chime of my anklet bells as I finally find my footing on the cold cement floor. I have no panties to take off and no bra either. There hasn't been a need for either in a long time. Not since master has made it clear how unpredictable and unyielding his requests to grab a feel of my nakedness can be. 

I look down and see a little white droplet of what can only be milk perched atop my upturned nipple. Like in a dream I bring my fingers to it and then lick it off my hand tasting myself.

“I really don't understand,” I say but then I realize that I do.

"The injections," I whisper. My master is silent, his face severe, but in his dark eyes I see I am right.

“Why?” This one word keeps flashing in my mind like a glaring neon sign that I can see all too clear through the fog of innocence.

“Why?!” I hiss and for the first time I realize I am angry like I have never been before in my life. 

But master does not answer me. Instead, he merely crosses his arms, big and heavy like the limbs of a tree, in front of his chest and smirks down on me. I lunge at him and pound my fists against his immovable bulk like a wave against a cliff but with less effect as I slowly lose balance and tumble to the ground sniveling with rage. He snorts and walks off and soon I hear him making himself a martini. Extra dry with a twist of lime. I know because I have made it for him countless times before.

“Why!!!!” I scream, the keening vowel reverberating from the crystal in the room, but he ignores me as he makes for his bedroom. There shall be no answers tonight.

Just questions and frustration.




***




Master: 

It is all I can do to pretend that I'm stoic and strong when in fact my heart is being rendered in two by the vision of my beautiful girl tearing herself emotionally apart like that. 

It is a necessary evil I know, and yet, I so wish that cup of bitterness had somehow avoided me. Alas, it is not to be for a slave has to learn to surrender and submit and a master needs to know to be strong. Especially when she's weak and lost.




I sleep little that night. I toss and turn throwing away the assaults of guilt and weakness until a restless slumber overcomes me. At about three in the morning a loud noise of broken glass shatters my nightmares and I look at the night clock — 3:12 AM. More breaking plates and shattered crystal, and cries, and loud whimpers, and curses even. I turn around and seek after my last thought following it across the valley of darkness into dreamland.

When I wake up again a short hour later, I walk out my bedroom to find Lena curled up sleeping naked and disheveled on the floor by the door. My kitchen looks like a category five tornado stopped by and spent many hours shattering anything breakable and grinding the rest to splinters. I make a mental note to look up the number of my favorite interior design people and schedule an appointment. It was time to remodel the kitchen anyway. 

Next, I scoop up the sleeping terror from the floor. Her body is covered in sweat and her chest — in a thin sheen of white milk but she remains sleeping and merely mumbles a soft nothing that sounds suspiciously a lot like an obscenity as I carry her gingerly over to my bed. I kiss her forehead and swaddle her in like a baby and bid her good night as I settle in to wait for her re-awakening.




My beautiful Princess doesn't wake up until mid-afternoon. The sun is already tinged with flecks of pink and rose when her eyes flutter open and settle on mine. Her breathing is deep and measured making her chest swell like the rolling waves of a deceptively pacified ocean.




***




Lena: 

I look at him sitting there within my reach in the twilight of dusk that envelops him as I search out his dark bottomless eyes. In them I see tenderness beyond words. I still simmer with anger that he didn't ask me first, but I also feel painful tendrils of guilt shoot through my belly. How could I have been so selfish? Can I really be angry with the one person in my life who deeply cares for me and dotes over my every heartbeat?

“Are you still angry?” he asks.

I nod my head in the affirmative but my conflicted emotions make me want to hide in the bedsheets. Slowly like a rerun on some otherworldly sports channel, my master stands and peels off his shirt revealing his grizzly physique of knotted muscles and thick scars that crisscross his big chest. Then he undoes his belt and allows it to fall to the side as his pants pool at his ankles. I blush deeply for I have not yet had an opportunity to get quite accustomed to the beastiality of my his body. 

I shy back into the warm confines of his large bed as a thin keening sound escapes my throat. Even though he shed his clothes, I still feel unusually naked and exposed beneath his icy stare. 

Slowly, he climbs in the bed moving in between my legs, his hands sliding up and down spreading them wider and wider. I feel myself pushed into the mattress as he lays atop me, his tongue sensuously sliding against mine as my mouth eagerly opens to accept his hungry kiss.

My hands slide around him as I moan and stroke feeling myself get lost in the seductive pleasure of his body. 

It is the first time he covers me on top like that and I whimper at the realization that perhaps now will be that moment of exquisite finality that I have so eagerly waited for. I am wet and dripping, my sex vibrating with anticipation as I feel his lips lave my mouth and then move to gently seek out my puffy nipples where he draws in a first delectable suckle. 

It is like my breast has been latched on by a tentacle of some alien monster. Every pull of his hungry moth draws the very essence of me into his mouth as he drinks gulp upon gulp of my first milk. Wet slurping sounds and heavy gulps accompany my deep breathing as he then moves on to the other breast emptying it too.

I haven't cum yet but the sensations shooting from my breasts and cascading down to roil against my clit make my body shake in a never-ending swirl of emotions that bring tears to my eyes.

He straightens his arms so as to raise his upper chest from me and looks down on me. His expression is tender like that of a doting parent. "My baby sweetheart," he says.

I lift my chest up, "Master," I pant.. 

Then he reaches over and fumbles in the night table and pulls something out from there. I gasp as I raise my head to try and see what it is. What is it he's going to do to me? And then I see he has a kind of fat, bulbous-shaped thing in his hands. 

He scoots down over my heaving chest, past my quivering belly, and kneels between my outspread legs. I feel the odd stubby object, cold and metallic, as he presses it against my butt. It begins to ache, then it starts to hurt and then suddenly, it slides into me as I close in around it. I gasp as my body accepts it in deeper still. It feels as if I have taken it all in, yet I feel a small part sticking out, like a base. Then he suddenly bends forward to lick around and over my wet clit.

Soon enough I have forgotten about the thing in my butt, except as a dull, somewhat exciting presence, while my hips hungrily seek out his talented tongue. Suddenly I feel his hands rub up and down along my slippery wet sex parting my lips that he then explores with his mouth, his tongue penetrating me and thrusting deep. The tip tickles all the way up against my hymen.

I cry out, my scream of pent-up lust echoing back from the ceiling of the spacious bedroom as a long wail of pleasure. I moan loudly, feeling my insides stretch and strain against each other luxuriating in his attentions. My head rolls from side to side, my back arches and then he suddenly stops kissing my clit. Instead, his fingers slowly find that awful bulbous thing in my ass pulling at it, drawing it out slowly, making me groan at the new sensation as I feel myself open up, from the inside out this time, sensing the thing slowly slide out of me.

I have merely an instant to luxuriate in the blissful emptiness before I feel his giant cock slide in there. Miraculously and in spite of my worst trepidations, it doesn't hurt! It simply sinks in deeper and deeper before I start to feel any real resistance. And then, just at the first hints of displeasure, my orgasm slams against my nerves, making my muscles spasm and shake as I feel my master cover me head to toe beneath him while his cock thrusts all the way deep into me.

This deep, body-splitting thrust does something incredible to my already roiling orgasm kicking it even higher making it sweep stronger over my frayed nerves as I scream in total abandon arching my back and twisting sideways against his heavy body as he rams his cock deep into my ass. 

I feel cramps which add their throbbing pulse onto the twisting maelstrom of sensations ripping through me. He thrusts into me faster and harder as I keep on cumming until my mind suddenly seizes and shuts down and blackness envelops me.







Slowly, my eyes flutter open again and I come out of my faint. I feel weak and drained, but I take strength from the warmth of my master's body as I feel him lying stretched out by my side.

“Master…”

“Yes, slave?”

“May I speak?”

“Yes, Lena.”

“Why did you do it?” I ask. 

A long moment of silence…  

I'm certain he mulls over my question. He probably wonders whether he should challenge me on it but decides against it. I am at peace with the animalistic plunder of my butt. I am his perfect little slave and I know it. This is not what I'm asking about and he knows it.

“A beautiful young girl's body is like a sleeping set of eyes that need to be awakened. A loving, caring master will help her do that.” Long moments pass. I lie in his embrace, my head against his chest. His heartbeat is slow and steady – like an a metronome, it is counting down. But to what?

“Why didn't you ask me first?”

“You mean, ask for your permission?”

“Yes! It is my body!" I look up and see him smiling down at me. Then his face becomes serious again and his eyes drift away and his voice sounds distant.

“I did it for three reasons," he says. "One is that you needed to be taught a lesson in trust."

“But I already trust you," I say.

“Then why are you angry?”

“Because you didn't ask me first.”

“A master is not a master if he needs to ask for permission.”

“But what if something… Bad happened to me?… From the chemicals in the injection?” I ask, my voice husky with trepidation and concern. Immediately, he sits up and wraps his fist in my hair. He tilts my head sideways and I peer into his steely eyes.

He speaks slowly.

"I. Will. Never. Harm. You. Lena! Ever. I will die before anything bad ever happens to you. Besides, I didn't use any "chemical" in the shots I gave you. You just assumed I did, but I didn’t. It was only hospital-grade saline solution. No chemicals. No mind-altering drugs of any sort. No hormones. These shots were mere placebos – something meant to trick you into thinking I was actually administering a medication or drugs of some sort into your body. Something I will never, ever do to you for real.”

“Oh… But, how then?… I really don't understand," I whisper in disbelief. He sits up and wraps his legs and arms around me looking me straight in the eyes.

“You are a true gift, Lena," he says gently. His is voice barely audible. "You're not only sensuous, beautiful, smart and loving, but very, very impressionable. I cannot begin to tell you how lucky I feel every morning to have you in my life." His hands are soft and soothing against my skin as he caresses my cheeks. 

"When I was a young man, I traveled the world. I traveled a lot,” he explains. “I already knew I wanted to be a doctor, but I also  believed that Western Medicine is merely one of a set of tools that can be used to heal the human body and soul. I spent a lot of time in  Asia and various islands in the Pacific. I learned many new ways to control the human mind and use it to make the body heal itself and do things naturally that doctors in the West can only do with drugs and nasty invasive procedures." 

He bends forward and kisses me on the lips, and I kiss him back. "You sweetheart, are so impressionable, that all I needed to make your sweet titties come in milk, were a set of gentle suction cups, which I then coupled to your moments of ecstasy." 

He kisses me again. "I love how big your eyes get when you are surprised." He laughs and I love the sound of his joy. 

"Do you understand now? I merely nudged your body to do naturally what it already felt ready to do anyway."

“But why…” I say, still trying to grasp the significance of what he is telling me.

“Why, what, sweetheart?”

“Why would my body want to make milk? I have no baby to feed. I'm not even pregnant.”

“Excellent question, sweet child. This brings me to reason number two." He smiles and then takes me into his arms. I feel warm and safe in his strong embrace.

"Do you know what ANR is?"

"ANR? No, I don't." I reply.

"Of course you don't," he sighs regretfully. "Very few people in the West know what it means. Even the most sexually aware amongst us tend to gloss over that technique. It is only still practiced among the more traditional hunter-gather cultures in the world. And even then, it is done so very infrequently. Adult Nursing Relationship, ANR, is when a woman nurses her male partner with her breast milk, even after she has weaned off her baby as it has grown older." I gasp audibly at his words. The thought of an adult man feeding from a woman's breast has never even crossed my mind as a possibility. I find it grotesquely strange, weird even. But then I realize how intensely erotic the experience has to feel to the participants, especially if they are already in love. 

I think that my master knows what I'm thinking and  gives me a couple of moments to digest the new information before pressing on. 

"This creates a bond between a man and his woman like no other," he says. "From what I have learned and seen, the experience is beyond words. I have been told it is akin to the development of another sense in the human body – one of pure love and infatuation like a channel of unbreakable trust between two persons."

I feel my master's body gently rock back and forth as he holds me tightly against his strong chest.

“There is also one added benefit to having you in milk," he says. "One that is especially important seeing as neither of us is keen on putting you on any sort of medications." I don't say a word but look up at him questioningly.

"Nursing, when done the right way, can play the part of a natural contraceptive," Master says, his voice husky and deep as he looks me in the eyes.

I grow tense in his grasp.

And then relax.

"Does that mean that we will soon do it?" I ask in a small voice.

"Yes, it does, sweetheart. It does, and I cannot wait."




The end.




To be continued.


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.


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

His professional instinct is proven right yet again when he provokes the young and reserved Ms. Hancock into submitting herself to him. 

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




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


Elizabeth, His Lordship’s Demure Body-Servant: Volumes 1 through 5
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This is the story of Elizabeth's awakening to a life of service.

It all happened in less than one full day:

Lord Benedict made her family an offer they couldn't refuse.

She accepted to be his body-servant, not that she knew what that meant.

Then she discovered its meaning and her responsibilities.

Soon after that — she wanted more.


Unusual Passions
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Unusual Passions: a Bundle of Four Erotic Stories 


Taken by the Warlord
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When Jason, my husband suddenly passed and left me alone to fend for myself and our three month old son, I thought the world had come to an end. Alone, nursing a small baby in the middle of a Third World country where I did not speak the language, I felt as if I had run head-on into a concrete wall.




Then they kidnapped us for ransom. Up in the high mountains, hidden away from the world, I watched people be tortured and murdered and I awaited our fate. Every night I lay awake praying for freedom and safety.




Then we were set free and I discovered that if He truly loved me, God would have never listened to my prayers.




My name is Michelle and this is my story.




Thank you for reading Lena’s Journey, Volumes One through Seven. 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.

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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