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1. 

The heat of the drug felt like jet fuel in her veins. Everything was going to be okay. She was like a leaf, a snowflake in the wind of destiny carrying her to success. Amy managed enough presence of mind to lower the seat before plunking herself down on the toilet. Her fingers had bunched up the skirt of her school uniform holding it around her waist and now that she thought about it, she decided that it was perhaps best that she undress completely. It was so hot anyway! She unbuttoned her white shirt and tossed it somewhere in the bathroom. She didn’t know where. She was blinded by the glaring neon that seemed like a window into the Sun against her dilated pupils. She leaned back and giggled mindlessly at the sound her pee made as it trickled underneath her. 

Where had she put the darn pipe? She grasped for it blindly behind her along the tank. She had dropped a two-hundred-dollar crystal into it, for God sakes! There had to be more of it left. Surely she couldn’t have smoked through it all! She felt something! Yes! There it was – the pipe! She had it in her grasp and then a loud hissing erupted somewhere off to her right. It was followed by a loud bang like thunder and the bathroom was plunged into darkness. “Ouch! Fuck!” She had touched the hot end of the drug pipe and had burned her fingers. 

James was almost done with the last 2 x 4 when his drill gave out. It just ground to a halt. Had he shorted it out already? That would teach him to not buy cheap crap from the hardware store again. He took a sniff along the backside of the electric drill. No, he couldn't detect any lingering telltale smell of burnt wire. He looked down the extension cord but it seemed in place as well. Had the mains gone out? Too bad! He was almost done, just another fifteen minutes’ worth of work remained. He stood to check. James wondered where the breakers were located. He hated the thought of having to call his buddy at work. The whole purpose for coming to help Philip out with the work on his porch was to give his best friend some free time away from home. Sarah’s loss still felt like a pall on the entire household. Almost exactly one year ago a drunk driver had slammed head-on into her Chevy murdering her on the spot. James winced at the thought and the gaping chasm her death had left. Still, he wasn’t the single-parent left to raise a lonely teenager. Helping out his best friend Philip was the least he could do. 

No sense calling Phil and bothering him at work. He cursed himself again. 

Damn cheap equipment! He walked into the house and started closing the sliding door of the veranda behind him. He didn’t want to let the cool air-conditioned air inside escape. Then he remembered that Phil had mentioned something about the AC not working either. It was hot as all hell inside. 

James wondered how his buddy and his daughter managed sleeping at night here. James thought he knew a good friend who worked at Sears. He made a mental note to check in with him about getting Phil set up with something to carry him through July and August. 

He made for the basement. On the way over his eyes were drawn to a family photo – Philip and Sarah hugging their lovely daughter Amy. It looked recent. Perhaps taken no more than a year ago, probably mere days before Sarah's accident. A happy family grinned back at James and he felt sadness clutch his heart. Around the picture were a multitude of birthday cards haphazardly arranged: “Happy 19th!” most of them proclaimed. Amy had missed her senior year in high school and was now making up for it. It couldn’t be easy for the girl. On top of the normal worries of a young adult she now had to learn to cope without her mother. Being around her crestfallen dad couldn’t be easy either. James looked again at the family photo. Amy was a looker already. Just like her mom. He wandered whether she was still a virgin. Girls these days… His cock came to life. 

2. 

What the hell? James shook his head angry with his own galloping thoughts. He opened the door to the basement and headed down. He was gratified to find the early evening light from the windows outside sufficient to see into the electric box which was attached to a massive girder downstairs. He wouldn’t need a flashlight. Small blessings. 

He opened the box and flipped the switches. Electricity flowed through the wires of the house. Instantly lights flickered on and then a loud bang and darkness subsumed everything again. Shit! He would have to find what was shorting out the fuses before he set the house on fire. He would have to come back tomorrow to finish the porch. Now he had to fix whatever electrical issue had sprung up. James sighed deeply and climbed back up to the kitchen. 

It took him a while to discover that the fault was not with his drill. He scanned the house wondering what it could be. Then he heard something that sounded a lot like a glass object fall somewhere upstairs. 

Amy was home? He checked his watch – only four-thirty. Wasn’t she supposed to be still at school? Strange… She must have let herself in while he was working out on the porch and probably hadn’t even seen him. 

“Amy!” He bellowed, “you okay? Are you upstairs?” 

In her bedroom Amy froze. Oh no! How could she have forgotten! Last night her dad had mentioned something about his buddy from Desert Storm coming over to fix the porch today. Today she had completely spaced out and forgotten. Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Amy rushed back towards the bathroom. She absolutely had to close the door before the telltale fumes from her pipe snuck out! She had barely gotten to it when James’ voice froze her in her tracks. 

“Amy? Are you okay?” 

Oh boy! Amy turned to see James standing by the door to her bedroom. 

The hairs on the back of his neck stood on edge. What was that smell? 

Hell no!!! He could never forget the pungent odor of crystal meth. Had the girl been? James shined his flashlight around from the naked form of the petrified teenager – drooling and glassy-eyed in front of him to the sink. 

Water was pouring down from it in a slow but constant little waterfall. James stepped forward and turned off the tap. In the sink a bunch of lacy bras in different colors were soaking. Water had flooded out of it onto the countertop where it had shorted out a curling iron which had been left plugged in. Jesus! 

James’ eyes grew big. It was by pure luck that the hot iron had shorted out before it had a chance to melt through the plastic box on which it was leaning, and set it on fire! 

James looked back at the girl who now seemed to finally start to come to grips with what had happened. “Oh my God! Oh sweet Jesus! Uncle James, oh my God, oh no! I'm sorry! Shit!” Amy started babbling and tumbled to the floor in a helpless little naked heap. 

James looked at her for a long silent moment. Even now, in her distress, he couldn’t stop himself from admiring her body. Watching the small ways it moved with her anguished breaths he marveled at how perfectly in sync every bit of it was with every other. Her breasts looked large but firm. She had a tight little belly from which beautifully proportioned hips flared gracefully. Her ass made him hard again. But it was her graceful neck and face that truly set her apart from most pretty teenage girls. She had dark brown hair cut into a kind of disheveled pageboy. It neatly framed and contrasted with her face which was beautifully angelic in the vaguely austere manner of a classic model. It reminded James of Sarah, an impression which was solidified when Amy kept having to reach up and brush aside her unruly bangs. 

3. 

James silently cursed. There was no way he could see himself telling Phil about all this. But what the hell could he do? He couldn’t just leave. He scanned the room. The girl was still high like a kite. If he left who knows what trouble she might get herself into next. His mind already spinning with possible alternatives, he reached under the sink and took out a large soft bath towel. He walked to the girl and wrapped it around her shivering body. She giggled nonsensically. Yup crystal meth, he could write a textbook on it – the bane of his life. The irony didn’t escape him. He gently helped her to her feet and guided her to sit on the bed. 

One could say that crystal meth was the very reason James was here in the first place, the reason he would forever feel indebted to Amy’s father. One sordid night many years ago, during the first Iraq war, Philip had found James strung out high just like Amy was now. Back then they were both in the Army: Philip serving as First Lieutenant in the military police, and James

– as Sergeant of the US Army Rangers. They weren’t friends yet. Just knew each other from cafeteria lines and the odd late night LAN parties. That night instead of arresting him as would have been required by regulations, Philip had beaten James to within an inch of his life and made him swear on the soul of his unborn kids never to touch the thing again. 

James could never explain why he actually stuck to his promise. Perhaps it was the shame of having been caught; or maybe some superstitious fear that his oath might actually carry some sort of weight. Sometimes, much later, when the raging monsters of the Thirst would come calling in the dead of night, James felt certain that if he gave in and indulged his craving, he would never recover from it again. A ghastly conviction had persuaded him that even one little taste of the drug would be the death of him. 

Whatever it was, that incident had actually done it for James. He had gone cold turkey after that encounter with Amy’s father. He had turned himself in voluntarily the next morning and resigned himself to a dishonorable discharge, rehab, and the whole nine yards of blood, sweat and hard work that it had taken to drag himself off the addiction. When that had happened, he had reconnected with Philip and they had both hit it right off. Now they were the best of friends. 

Now here he was gazing at the strung-out daughter of the man who had saved his life. In fifteen minutes James had found the pipe with the dope, 

cleaned the mess in the bathroom, cleaned the toilet, flipped the breakers back on, and was in the process of searching for fresh clothes for the semi-catatonic girl. 

“Put that on!” He growled and she just stared at him. “Listen, you need to put those clothes on before somebody sees you,” he said motioning towards the large floor-to-ceiling windows. Phil's house was on a small hill that overlooked the local community playground and even now he could see a gaggle of moms and kids playing not far. He knew most of them had been good friends of Amy's mother. There was no telling when one of them might happen to look their way. He couldn’t fathom why the girl or her dad hadn't put curtains on the darn windows. 

“I ripped them down,” Amy said sullenly answering James’ muted question. “The night my mom didn’t come home. The first night I tried smoking…” The way Amy said the words sounded so childish and vulnerable that something deep in James’ soul stirred and awoke. 

“Would you like me to help you put them back up again?” He didn’t even know why he asked. She could always make her dad pay somebody else to do it. She looked up at him and nodded. “Good, but first let’s clean you up,” he said out loud putting down the clothes he had been holding in his hand and stood. 

Amy blushed crimson when she realized what he was about to do. James stepped back and one by one started peeling off his clothes. Then he caught her looking and for a flash there was something triumphant in his gaze. Then his eyes turned impassive as though a curtain had fallen and he was all Mr. 

Efficiency again. He continued undressing and Amy couldn’t help but watch him. He was wearing jeans and a simple T-shirt which was the first to come off. His upper body was a work of art – corded muscles, smooth tanned skin and broad shoulders. Amy felt weak and was happy to be seated on the bed. 

She felt self-conscious all of a sudden staring mindlessly at the semi-naked man in her bedroom. His chest was dusted with dark hair. For a moment he stopped as if having just realized there was suddenly some sort of unforeseen problem. "Do you know where your dad keeps his swimming trunks?” he asked. 

Amy made a childish raspberry sound through her pursed lips which for some reason seemed terribly hilarious to her and she started bawling with laughter. He turned and angrily walked out of the room in a huff. When he

came back he took her by the arm and led her straight into the shower. He stared at her large brown eyes and clearly defined eyebrows which dominated her graceful face. James had to shake his head. For a moment he had the disconcerting feeling that he had somehow traveled back in time and Sarah stood naked before him. Amy looked too much like her mother – exotic and lithe like a princess from some faraway Arabian kingdom. Her eyelashes were unusually long. He saw her big sparkling eyes watching him. Even now, in her state of utter helplessness she illuminated everything around with her feminine charm. 

Amy didn't remember the shower. Her mind was foggy, her thoughts –

jumbled as she lay limply in his arms like a rag doll. He washed her as she found herself in the shower with him. 

She giggled mindlessly when she saw that he had found some of her father's swimming trunks. She was vaguely astounded that her legs could hold her up right. She felt numb and detached and then she remembered why. 

He had found her strung-out on meth. She had nearly burned down the house. 

What would dad think when he found out? What would mom say… Mom? 

“Mom!” She started crying and then her cries became a wail and then she craved her pipe and the blessed high. Amy couldn't remember how it was that she ended up sitting on her father's bed. She looked about and saw her reflection in the large mirror on the wall. James had dressed her – she had been naked! Her hair was still wet. And then she saw him sitting his arms crossed in the big chair in the corner not far. 

4. 

James was struggling for a solution. Even the sanest man under the most sedate conditions might find it difficult to deal with the discovery that his daughter has been doing meth.… and who knows what else? 

How would the conversation go? "Hey buddy I know you're busy at work, and your wife just died, but I came across your daughter who was doing meth in the bathroom. No worries though – I dropped her off at the rehab. You should go pick her up in six to nine months from now.” No! There had to be something else he could do! A loud crack sounded in the room and James realized he had been cracking his knuckles. 

"Just drop me off somewhere downtown. I beg you, uncle James. Dad may come home any moment and I don’t want to be here when he does. Let me be. He doesn’t deserve to see me like that,” the girl babbled softly. He looked at her to see tears streaking down her cheeks. That was good. She wasn't dehydrated. He looked at her dope pipe lying on the floor and the jagged crystal that was almost burned through. And then the solution struck him – it probably wouldn’t work, but still it was better than doing nothing. It was worth a try. 

“Put on your shoes,” he growled and picked up the pipe. James was happy to see that the girl actually scurried to do as told. He almost laughed. She was probably thinking that he would actually do as she had requested and drive her somewhere downtown and leave her to her own devices. The poor kid was delusional. He wondered if she was always that way or it was simply the effect of the drug. Then he felt guilty at judging her like that. She had to have been extremely close to her mother. Her dad had retired from the military only recently and the two women had probably spent a great deal of time together. Amy’s loss had to be much greater than anything her father was going through. Hence the drugs. 

Then James wondered how she had come by them. It wasn't like crystal meth could be purchased down at the playground. Or was it? James walked over to the window and cast a dark look at the playground that suddenly appeared much less inviting. Was that why she had torn off the curtains? 

Trying to demonstrate something to somebody? The somebody who had sold her the drugs? Could the darkness have crept up so close to the girl’s own bedroom? Questions for a later time perhaps. 

Now he had a plan. Now he had to show her something. It took them

almost an hour through noontime L.A. traffic to get to Skid Row. Once they were there, he could tell that the girl was having second thoughts about being left out alone on the street. She brought up her knees to her chest and was lightly shaking. 

“Don't worry,” he said his voice sounding rougher than he meant. “I will not leave you on the street, silly girl. We all make mistakes. There’s time to fix what you have done. But first you need to see what could happen if you don't.” He parked the car in the corner of Maple and E. 6th St. A bum was slowly pushing a cart loaded with a gargantuan mass of stuff down the sidewalk ahead. A sudden dry gust of desert wind blew in from the east picking up trash and newspaper sending them flying down the street. 

"The Santa Ana winds are early this year," he commented almost to himself. He was holding the passenger-side door open for Amy. “Come on girl. I want you to meet someone.” He started walking and soon enough she followed. She looked nervously this way and that. He chuckled softly. She couldn't be that far gone down the rabbit hole. Her self-preservation instincts seemed to be coming back just fine. He turned into a dark alley where he found the man he was looking for. 

“Howdy Sergeant," James said. 

At first Amy couldn’t see who he was talking to. Then a heap of trash slid to the side and a head appeared. 

“Sarge, I want you to meet Amy. Amy – Sarge.” Two rheumy blue eyes stared back from a mess of disheveled hair and a couple of days’ worth of beard. The man focused and scanned from James to Amy and then back again. 

“Jimbo,” the head spoke. 

“Sarge,” James smiled. 

“Isn’t she too young, even for you?” 

James itched at his chin as if actually considering the words seriously. 

“Meh – you think?” James said and Amy blushed deeply. She felt certain that the men were kidding but still… It made her feel uncomfortable. 

“Maybe I should call the cops on you, child molester," the bum chuckled. 

His laugh sounded more like the consumptive throws of someone soon about to die. 

“Maybe you should, but before you do, Amy here has come for a job interview,” her mouth fell open and she stared at James in utter disbelief. 

“She wants to be your dealer from now on.” The hobo started chuckling and

then laughing and for a moment Amy was certain he was choking himself to death. 

“You’ve lost your mind, Jimbo, my boy. Can’t see what’s your fuckin’

angle, but you are wasting my time.” The bum spat something shiny and green in Amy’s direction and she jumped. “Good reflexes, though. You know what, hos – here is a piece of advice. No charge: hit it and hit it real well, hos. 

Don’t waste your time with her otherwise. Now let me be.” A puddle of yellow liquid spread out from underneath where the bum was sitting. He had peed his pants! The stink that registered in Amy’s brain wasn't just the smell of urine but also the odor of human decay and garbage and a certain nauseating sweet smell of rotten meat that made her gag. 

James seemed unfazed. “Let me know if you change your mind. She has a line on some good shit. Here you can try it for yourself,” James stepped closer to the bundle of human refuse and boxes and placed Amy’s pipe on a tin can. And then by it, he placed the remainder of her stash of crystal.” Amy was beyond caring at this point. Tears were pouring down her face. All she wanted was to flee and started backing out, but James caught her in time holding her in place. 

“Ouch! You're hurting me, let me go!” 

“Why? Where do you want to go? I thought you’d like it here – didn’t you say you wanted me to drop you off on the street?” Suddenly his eyes became deathly serious and he stepped closer. Amy could feel the heat of his body now. “You are hours away from becoming just like him. The next time you take dope – you will be minutes away.” He wasn’t yelling or even speaking loudly. Amy had to strain to hear his words over the drumbeat of her heart. 

But they made her whole body shiver like a leaf in a gale. 

A faint gurgling sound came from the bum. Amy couldn’t stop herself from turning to look. His eyes had rolled back and his face contorted in the throes of some sort of mini-seizure. His head sunk back in the boxes and James reached out to cover him with a loose page from an old newspaper. 

They drove back in silence. James pulled out his smart phone and speed-dialed a number. 

“Nancy, this is Jay.… I found him. Yes, in the usual place. I think he could use some help. Thanks I'll catch you later.” he put the phone away and looked up to see Amy staring at him. 

“What?” He growled. 

“Who is Nancy?” Amy wasn’t sure why she even asked the question. She

just wanted to know if the bum would be okay. 

“Someone I trust.” He said simply. 

“You told her about the bum.” 

He visibly winced at the word. He kept on driving at a steady pace but his knuckles grew white where he squeezed the wheel. 

“The bum, as you call him, was my commanding officer in Desert Storm. 

One of the bravest men I know, one of only three men alive to have been twice decorated with a Purple Heart for bravery in combat.” He was speaking with obvious effort now. His eyes scanning left and right, his words sliding out almost painfully through clenched teeth. Amy was breathing heavily, her mind spinning with what he had told her. “Nancy is my sister. She works in the hospice where Sarge is supposed to stay. Every now and then he finds his way out in search of a quick fix.” James shot the girl a soul-wrenching glare. 

“I believe you can relate to his cravings.” 

Amy shrank back into her seat and grew intensely pale. She didn’t ask anything else the rest of the ride home. James pulled up into her father's driveway and flipped the locks on the car doors. She lingered for a while hesitant to step out. 

“You have a cell phone?” James asked. She looked at him puzzled. 

“Yes.” He pulled out a business card from his pocket and gave it to her. 

“This is my cell phone number. Call me anytime you have a craving. 

Anytime – Do you understand?” Amy nodded silently and took it. She stepped out of the car and he could tell she was still weak on her feet. 

“Anytime?” She asked. 

“Anytime,” he repeated and put the car in gear. He saw her wave it him in the mirror as he pulled out of the driveway. 

That night, he couldn't fall asleep for a long time, but that was normal. It usually took him at least a couple of hours before his demons got tired and let him rest. What was unusual was that when he finally dozed off, he had brought himself relief with his fist tightly wrapped around his engorged cock, images of the girl swimming across his fevered mind. 

5. 

“Did I wake you up?” At first he wasn’t sure if he could actually hear her voice or it was a figment of his imagination. 

“Yes,” he said. 

“I'm sorry. I'll go,” she said. 

“Don't.” he let the silence build. He felt her hesitate. “I have to get up in ten minutes anyway.” 

“Okay…” And then she added, “I can't go back to sleep.” 

“Are you feeling the craving?” 

“Yes.” 

James closed his eyes. The pain. It was back – his old familiar, the one he thought he had lost, was back, only this time it was visiting not him but somebody he cared about. 

“What should I do, uncle James?” 

“Don’t call me that. I'm not your uncle,” he growled. 

“I don’t know how to call you something else. I’ve always thought of you as Uncle James.” 

“Just James will do,” he felt tension building in the back of his neck. 

“Okay, Just James. You said I should call you, so here – I’m calling you.” 

He felt the wisp of a smile on his lips. “Help me.” 

His smile vanished. His knuckles cracked. “Go for a walk. Distract yourself. You have to weather it. There’s no other way.” His voice sounded hollow and lacking conviction even to himself. 

“I'm delirious I want to itch at my skin from underneath,” he felt her pain like a throbbing behind his heart. He was afraid. He was losing her to her craving. 

“There's one other way…” he started and then caught himself and stopped. 

He heard her breath catch on the other end. 

“Other than cold turkey?” Now, for the first time, there was hope in her voice. It made his heart bounce. He mumbled something. 

“James are you there?” 

“Yes, I am…” 

“What other away?” 

“I'm not sure I want to tell you. You’ll end up screwed up in a different kind of way. Probably. Also, I don’t want you making some kind of assumptions.” 

“Oh…” It was like all the air had suddenly gone out of her. He realized she had already made plenty of assumptions. “I think I want you to tell me though,” she finally said. “I insist.” His alarm went off and he swatted it silent. He felt the fingers of darkness reaching for her. 

“Help me,” she said softly and in those two simple words he felt a world of pain. He just couldn’t ignore it anymore. Fuck! 

“It will not be easy.” James, you are a fool. He was still not certain he was going to go through with it. But his subconscious felt as if it had made the decision for him already. 

“I don't care,” she said. “Anything but this. I’m in pain – real pain. 

Something tells me you know what it is like.” His silence told her she was right. “I want out,” she said. “I don't want to be like Sarge. Please! If you don't help me, I don't know what will happen.” 

James sat up in his bed and leaned his forehead into his cold clammy palm. 

“I am coming over today at eleven in the morning. For the porch.” He could hear her breathing. “Can you manage till then?” 

“11 AM,” she repeated. He could hear the tightness in her voice and wondered if she had the presence of mind to gauge her own capability to resist the infernal urge. “Yes, yes, I think I can.” 

“Good. Perhaps you can distract yourself by doing some research before I

arrive. By the way, don't you have school today?” 

“I cannot. Are you kidding me?” she hissed. “If I got to school like that, I might end up getting myself arrested.” 

James nodded silently to himself. Drug addiction was a strange kind of devil one he knew only too well – a devil who liked to dance. If Amy went back to school in her fragile state of mind, there was no telling what craziness might ensue. Not to mention that chances were good her supplier was probably waiting for her there. James frowned in the silent darkness of his room. He was hesitant to send his best friend’s daughter to school because she might just run into her drug dealer. 

"What kind of research?" She sounded hopeful as if he had promised her a caramel sundae. 

“I want you to go online, Amazon perhaps, and read the reviews there. I want you to see about a certain kind of toys they have available.” 

“Toys?” 

“Dildos,” he said darkly. 

“Oh…” 

“Do you still want me to come over?” 

“Yes,” she said softly. He hung up. Jesus Christ wept! James suddenly imagined telling Amy’s father that he was about to use displacement theory on her. Pain erupted behind his temples. 

Maybe one day he would tell him, one day when, if, it worked. The pain intensified causing white flashes behind his eyelids. It had worked on him, no? Perhaps there was hope after all. 

6. 

The first thing he did after he entered the house at eleven o’clock sharp was undress. The casual way with which he stepped out of his shoes and started unbuttoning his shirt stole the young girl’s breath away. 

Amy had never been with an older man before. She watched him with a mixture of instinctive curiosity and deep distress, his body – a complete mystery to her. As she watched him reveal himself Amy marveled at how beautiful he was. His close cropped sandy brown hair fit perfectly with his broad face and lively dark brown eyes sparkled with obvious lust when he looked at her. The chiseled muscles that covered his arms and upper body came into view when he lost his white cotton shirt letting it tumble to the ground by his feet. His severe jawline seemed to belong on the face of an ancient warrior and Amy found herself imagining him wearing a Roman helmet waiting for his turn in the gladiatorial arena. His mouth was exquisitely shaped as if by the hand of an ancient sculptor. His arched eyebrows and thick lashes were just a shade darker than his hair drawing attention to his eyes which were like black pools of obsidian that sparkled at her. James had a straight nose that flared appealingly at the tip and sat perfectly in his symmetrical face. Amy realized that calling him handsome just didn't do him sufficient justice. He was simply beautiful. Beautiful, but in a perfectly rugged male way – tall and lean, and thickly muscled, he was perfection personified. 

When his hands found their way down to his waist and began unbuckling his belt Amy blushed pressing her thighs together in an effort to stem the moisture that had suddenly materialized at their apex. His pants pooled at his ankles to reveal him fully aroused, his cock proudly standing out at her. His shaft was long and thick and for some incomprehensible reason made Amy think of the ones she had seen in porn. With a shiver she wondered how would he be able to fit it inside her. 

Then he walked over and put the black duffel bag on the bed and took the handcuffs from it. He placed them neatly on the side. Next he took the ankle restraints and the chain arranging everything so that the girl could see. 

“What are you going to do to me?” She asked in a small voice. 

“I will do whatever it takes to help you rise from the filth you have covered yourself in. It is up to you if you want to accept my offer.” She looked at him and in her eyes James saw that she understood perfectly the importance of her choice. The couple of steps separating them right now might as well have been an ocean. Once she crossed the distance and knelt in front of him, she would commence the journey of submission. As her master it was his duty to make sure that no amount of pleading would ever allow her to step off the path to salvation. 

7. 

Displacement theory had been crazy psychobabble bullshit to him too back in the day. But it had worked. Somehow, through some vagary of fate, it had changed him from a slobbering delirious junkie into a functioning if not entirely sane member of society. He had somehow fallen into the clutches of Madame Kosikova. One year after that she had released him to the world – a rehabilitated drug addict and a functioning sadist addicted to sex. Since then James had done a lot of reading on the matter. Whatever initial bitterness he had harbored at Madame for making him the man he now was had been quickly dispelled. James had come to the conclusion that the only efficient way to fight addiction to one bad thing was by replacing it with addiction to another. Fighting fire with fire was what Madame had called it. 

The great cravings, or the Thirst, as he thought of them, never quite vanished for James, but after his twelve months of training, he now knew how to displace his urges into more natural desires for sex. The transition had actually been quite rapid – from craving drugs to craving sex. What had taken almost eleven months was learning the ins and outs of the BDSM lifestyle and how to control his urges. Time had apparently come for the student to become the master. 

Under normal circumstances James would have long since forced the girl to bend to his will. But in Amy’s case he simply couldn't bring himself to force her choice. More than simply being the daughter of his best friend, there was something about the girl that resonated at a deeper level with him than he cared to admit. Even now, at the lowest point of her addiction, disheveled and sweaty, he could see beneath the veneer of her dire state the glimmer of the person she could become. She was not only beautiful, but she also possessed the rare kind of grace that hinted at the beauty of her soul. Her charm was only intensified by her inner turmoil and naivety. 

“Are you going to abuse me? She asked in a small voice. James shrugged, a wolfish smile washing across his features. 

"What might pass for abuse to one person, could serve as an educational experience for somebody else." 

Amy looked at him and James almost came in his pants seeing her

beautiful features streaked with tears and sweat. "I don't understand," she whispered. "What do you mean?" 

He sighed and crossed his arms in front of his chest. His cock bounced and Amy blushed. 

"I can see in your eyes that you think you know what I mean. 

Unfortunately, however I can assure you that you have no clue. You probably think that I am going to abuse the situation. You think I will use the fact that you really want to hide your addiction from your father. You probably expect me to rape you or something like that. Right?" James cast her a dark stare and Amy nodded gingerly. 

"Well, you are wrong. There is nothing about the events today that will be forced upon you. It is your free choice to do as you wish. The door will always be unlocked. You can leave right now. What I am offering comes from my own experience. I know it can work. But it will not be easy. As you correctly guessed earlier drug addiction is not foreign to me. A long time ago I was a junkie too. I was inches away from perdition, but somehow fate chose to intercede. I was taken in by a very unorthodox mentor.” James looked around the room and went and sat in the chair by her desk. Amy couldn’t take her eyes away from his heavy dangling sack and a deep dark throbbing cock. 

He smiled thinly and leaned back against the simple plywood. 

“Like all deals with the devil, my salvation came with a price. Madame Kosikova showed me how to subsume one addiction for another. The day my dependency on drugs was gone, it was replaced by an all-consuming addiction for sex.” Amy visibly flinched at the word he had just said. James chuckled and used the back of his hand to wipe off a droplet of sweat that had started making its way down his forehead. Then he took his cock and stroked it a couple of times clearly enjoying the consternation he was causing the pretty young girl. Amy's skin turned a deep shade of red. 

“Put in the simplest possible terms, I can promise you that the same kind of therapy could work for you as well. The only question is this – do you want to be cured from your addiction to drugs? Even if the only possible way to achieve it is by becoming a wanton slut instead?” 

Amy looked at the naked man sitting and watching her with his quizzical

expression. Her big brown eyes blinked rapidly as the stark nature of her dilemma became apparent. Nympho or drug addict – those were her two choices! She knew she ought to be outraged at the nature of the man's offer but she also realized that his offer was no real surprise. He had already hinted about its gory details when he had suggested that she go online and look for dildos earlier this morning. Amy reached to wipe a couple of tears that were obscuring her vision. There was no real choice for her. Remaining an addict meant her certain perdition in the gutter. She simply didn’t have the strength to go cold turkey. Not without the guidance of somebody who had done it before. Somebody like James. She looked up wiping her tear-streaked face. 

Her eyes glimmered with hope. He had been in her shoes once. He knew exactly how she felt and what he had to do to guide her to salvation. 

James saw in her eyes that she had reached a decision. She was just about to move when he stayed her with his hand. 

“Before you make your choice, however, you should probably know this –

if you choose to accept, there will be no going back. Your life will never be the same again," the man said his face having hardened considerably. "I’ll release you from my control only when I decide you are ready to live independently. This means I will wait until you’re not only free from your addiction, but also until you are able to contain your new urges too. I don't want you going out and falling into the wrong hands as a result of an uncontrolled craving for sex you have gained from my treatment. During my own training, I frequently came across people who were never able to achieve sufficient self-control. They were not able to live independently. In you I see some of the same traits they had – a natural desire to please and a genuinely sweet nature. If after twelve months from today you’re still unable to be independent, I will find you a master. Somebody who will care for you and nurture you, the way you deserve.” Amy brought her hands to her mouth stifling a gasp at his words. 

“You will have nothing to worry about. I will screen any potential candidates well in advance and make sure that whomever I pick is safe and sane." He saw her expression change and her eyes grow big. 
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"You want to ask me something?" 

Amy nodded. James made a mental note of how innately subservient the girl was turning out to be. He hadn't yet forbidden her to speak and yet she had already instinctively picked up on waiting to be given explicit permission before voicing her thoughts. 

"Go ahead and ask now." 

Amy licked her lips which had suddenly grown dry with stress. "What about my father?" 

“What about him?” James shot back. “Speak in full sentences and elaborate. You are 19 years old. You need to learn to behave like a well-educated woman. Rephrase your question appropriately or I will whip you." 

Amy flinched visibly at the casual way with which James had just threatened to chastise her. Her blush vanished and she felt herself grow pale. 

"He is still very lonely," she found herself speaking quickly, her nerves getting the better of her. Her voice grew small and almost cracked with emotion but she cleared her throat and pressed on. "You know how difficult my mom’s passing has been for him and I both. If I leave him, he will be devastated. His heart might break and I cannot agree to do that." Amy said surprising herself with the strength of her conviction. James nodded approvingly. 

"Fair enough. If you accept the treatment I am offering I will make sure to tutor you so that up to six months from now you will be able to start taking the required tests for applying to college. Some education will sure do you good. And besides – when you are at college, you will not be living with your father. As far as scholarships and money are concerned, we will cross this bridge when we get to it. Something tells me that you are smarter than you are letting on,” his said a half smile crossing his roguish features. “You will move out of your dad's house and move in with your future master who will pay your expenses until you graduate.” 

Amy gasped at that. “Don't be surprised. Most of the people who seek

live-in submissives are used to a certain lifestyle and have the means to support it. Don't worry about that right now. When you are accepted into college, it will provide a good enough reason for your dad to let you go. He will still be able to see you during holidays and school breaks and such. Any other questions?” Amy found herself looking down at her feet tears pouring down her face. So many questions and profoundly scary thoughts were chasing each other around in her mind that she couldn't separate them from one another. What if the treatment didn't work? What if she became a crazed nymphomaniac? What if she became a crazed nymphomaniac addicted to drugs as well? 

The various horrible alternatives were innumerable and so, finally, she just shook her head in an effort to empty her mind. She squared her shoulders and looked up meeting the cold hard gaze of her future master. 

“What will you do to me now? If I accept?" Amy asked in a small voice. 

James arched an eyebrow at her question. 

"Normally I would not indulge questions of that nature from a slave but now I will make one exception for you. Once you agree you will come and demonstrate your symbolic acceptance of me as your master. You will kneel in front of me and reverently warship my cock until I come in your mouth. 

You will swallow everything I give you and with this act your submission will be sealed and for all intents and purposes your decision will be finalized. 

After that you will be submitted to your first chastisement. I will use the cane on you to start you off on your journey. Every human being is born with certain predispositions. As it happens mine tend towards sadism and domination. Something tells me that you will find control and punishment exciting. Once we are done with that aspect of your commencement, I will instruct you on what to do when you feel the cravings for your drugs return.” 

James had spoken in simple stark terms, and yet his words felt like jagged daggers through her heart. Amy's pallor had intensified and she now looked like a ghost. Her knees felt as if they were made out of rubber. Her mouth felt dry all of a sudden. Her whole body was shaking like a leaf. 

"In case you are wondering, sweet girl," James said his voice imbued with a sudden tenderness she hadn’t heard before. "I will never allow any irreparable damage to come to you. Everything you and I do from now on

will only be small steps on a journey that will hopefully lead to your healing and self-discovery.” 

He looked at the sullen girl shivering in the middle of the room. He took a deep breath and steeled his nerves. 

“Enough pussyfooting around. Come here." 

“Now?” Her voice sounded eerily calm. 

“Are you ready to become my slave?” 

He saw her take a deep breath and nod. “Yes.” Her voice sounded suddenly much more resolute than instants ago. 

“Then it is time for a slave to show her contrition. Come kneel and warship me,” his voice brokered no discussion. It was her moment of truth. 

The deep primal symbolism of the fact that she was now expected to actually take his cock and warship it struck a chord that resonated throughout her body. 
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James watched long rivulets of sweat streak down her skin. He could see her innermost thoughts mirrored across her beautiful expressive face. With this small but stark act she was symbolically submitting herself to the will of her master. From now on her only objective would be to strive to please him and do exactly as told. James suspected that she probably couldn't quite comprehend the entirety of what she was about to do but it didn’t matter. She would have enough time later to mentally digest the events of today. 

He waited and then saw her step forward gingerly, like in slow motion. 

Soon she was standing in front of the naked man. Her legs felt wobbly and she swayed a little as he tenderly undressed her. He continued taking off her clothes until she was naked. Slowly, like in a daze, Amy felt herself kneel. 

She looked up at him and blushed feeling the heat of his erection less than a couple of inches from her face. Beyond it she saw his dark stare and severe face looking down on her. 

"Do you know what you are to me now, Amy?" He asked, absently stroking her cheek. 

"No, Sir." He smiled again noting her instinctive humility. She was a natural. 

"A slave, especially in the beginning is no more than a series of warm holes to her master. If you please me, I'll show you kindness and guide you to more pleasure than you ever thought possible." Amy flinched. A soft whimper escaped her lips. "Deep down you are a lustful little animal. Aren't you, little slave?" 

"Yes, sir." Amy looked down. Her entire body felt hot, flushed with a deep irrepressible need that seemed to edge higher and higher with each icy word that her master uttered. "Yes, Sir," she said almost to herself again. He cupped her chin with one hand raising her face so that their eyes met while he traced a thumb over her lower lip. 

"Open and show me what a good little cocksucker you are. I want to claim this hole." Amy's lips parted and she felt his warm sex enter her mouth. 

She wasn't sure which was wetter – her private little triangle down between her aching thighs, or her mouth, which had started salivating the moment his cock prodded her lips. She closed her eyes and inhaled the musky male sent of him. She felt herself slipping deeper under his control. It had begun. Her submission was about to be complete. Soon she would no longer have the choice to leave him even if she wanted. How had he broken her so fast? She wondered absently whether it was some odd sense of guilt on her part that made her submit so demurely. Was she somehow trying to punish herself for being weak and taking drugs? So many rhetorical questions. As her master's cock flowed into her mouth, his hand holding the back of her head trapping her in place, Amy wandered if she wasn't wrapping herself in yet another bubble of denial. Anything to shield her from the pain of losing her mother. 

She opened wider and took him in, sucking, washing her tongue over his velvety soft skin. She tasted the first glistening beads of his pre-cum as they fell across the inside of her cheeks and pulled back to lick the tip of his cock, tasting him. She reached up to hold his balls and cradled them in her palms, rewarded with a sharp intake of breath. Then he put an end to her preliminaries and started thrusting faster. Amy pressed her tongue out and relaxed her jaw. All he wanted from her right now was a passive hole. She submitted to his will and allowed herself to be fucked in the mouth, finding herself growing wetter the more coldly he used her. 

He then spilled himself across her tongue. "Swallow," he ordered and she instinctively obeyed. Slowly her master went soft in her mouth and finally pulled out of her. Amy felt herself primed like a bundle of electrified nerve endings all poised and waiting for whatever was to come next. 
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"Stand and go lie on the bed," his voice sounded oddly husky. Swallowing a couple of times, tasting his potent remnants in her mouth, Amy stood on shaky knees and walked over to her bed. Her insides squirmed with anxious anticipation as she caught sight of the ominously displayed handcuffs and chains there. 

He handcuffed her hands and placed chains on her ankles. Then he attached a long steel chain connecting both and dropped the hogtied girl to thrash about on the bed. How odd that her dad had asked him to look in on her for the weekend. A work trip had sprung up and Philip had nobody else to cover at home. Sometimes life had a way of making an old soldier like James wonder if he shouldn’t give believing in faith a second chance after all. 

James secured a wide strap attached to a thick leather prong around her head. He buckled it filling her mouth tightly with the prong which was kept in place with a strap which went under her chin. It was so perfectly sealed that only the most violent screams could emerge and then only as muted whimpers. Amy mewed meekly when he stepped away from where she lay on the bed. Instinctively she knew bad things were about to happen. Her introductory torment was about to start. James steeled his voice and spoke coldly. 

"From now on, when we are alone, you will address me as Master. To start you off tonight, there will be fifteen strokes. The first ten will serve to initialize deep in your mind your duty to always be a good girl and be obedient in all things. The last five are for daring to ask me all those questions earlier. With time you will learn to trust me implicitly.” 

Fifteen strokes! Amy's fevered mind swung between levels of disbelief and liquid anger. I will never survive it! “James!” she screamed. “Please! 

Please! Please!" He was behind her, his cold disembodied voice announcing what was to come next, his words sounding like something out of a nightmare. 

Amy had never been physically punished in her life. She did not see him raise his arm but she heard the ominous buzz of the cane as it sliced the air on its way down towards her body. Her desperate wail was cut short when a line

of fire blossomed across her squirming buttocks. Amy's body jerked and shuddered and then the second strike landed almost immediately after the first slashing across the back of her thighs. It hurt so bad that for a moment she forgot to breathe. Amy's eyes rolled back and she just heaved. The third stroke christened her lower back sniping through her like a hot knife through butter. James paused. He waited. Her body was shaking as the girl tried to recover her breath. It took her a couple of efforts and then she screamed. 

The sound barely made it out from underneath her gag. She kept screaming when she saw him cross in front of her. Her eyes pleaded for mercy. Tears were streaming down her face when she saw him raise his arm backwards. The cane came down so fast that it seemed like a blur. It fell across her breasts and her body froze again as a high-pitched barely-audible keening sound emerged from her gagged mouth. Two more strikes careened down in quick succession slicing across her youthful flat tummy and the front of her defenseless thighs. James expertly waited until Amy had fully digested the impact of the blows. He waited until her body came down from the delirium it was experiencing and its twitching subsided. 

He walked around the bed slowly and without unnecessary haste. He struck her back and buttocks again and then crisscrossed the back of her thighs. Amy's screams returned. He came back to the front. He waited. When she was ready he gave her three more strikes. Her body shook and flopped impotently on the bed, the room was again bathed in her barely audible high-pitched screams. 

He had three more strikes to deliver. James stepped back to his duffel bag and calmly, with no hurry placed the cane inside. He picked out a heavy leather whip next. It had nine strands that were tipped off with knots at the end. He positioned himself at her back and gave her almost a minute. Then he let the whip fly. It struck her across her lower back scouring her muscles there. It landed with a loud "splat" like a gunshot in the room. Her sobs morphed into a deep drawn-out gasp and he moved to her front. She looked up at him and in her eyes he now saw the desperate lucidity of despair and misery. Her nose crinkled and her beautiful features flushed and sweaty above the heavy leather strap holding her mouth shut closed. He lifted his hand and struck the front of her thighs. Next he moved slightly up and delivered a strike across her quivering breasts. When it landed Amy's body

shook and convulsed for the final time. She continued to whimper and cry while he replaced the whip into his bag. 

By the time he was done, Amy was sobbing into the mattress. Worse than the pain, she felt some sort of irrational betrayal. He had told her to go online and research sex toys. During the time it had taken him to arrive Amy had convinced herself he was coming to fuck her. She had discovered to her own amazement that the thought that someone like James – the age of her father and a veteran to boot, was on his way over to make love to her excited her like never before. But the moment he had arrived and taken the handcuffs out of his infernal duffel bag had immediately destroyed her dream. It had vanished into proverbial smoke. Her backside felt like it was on fire, painful agony throbbing in time to her heartbeat. Obviously she was a fool to have ever trusted the man. With her entire body shaking Amy couldn’t stop crying. 

James stepped forth and with quick exact motions released her hands and ankles. His skin felt soft where his fingers lingered to touch the chafed areas that had been covered by the austere iron. Maybe the way he touched her was her imagination, but what he did next shocked her at least as much as the thrashing she had just received. He turned her over and lifted her into his arms. 

He took her on his lap and gently rocked her back and forth cooing sweet nonsense into her ear as if she was a child he was trying to console. And despite everything, Amy buried her face into his shoulder and sobbed desperately craving the tenderness and comfort only the man who had just hurt her could provide. She found herself questioning his actions and expecting him to apologize. Had he punished her for being a junkie? She didn't want to be one anymore. She would do anything to make him happy, if that was what he wanted, she discovered she wanted it too. But he remained completely silent. After many long minutes he quietly placed her on her feet. 

He could see in Amy’s eyes the realization of what lay ahead. The young girl was a natural submissive – she was dripping wet after having been viciously caned. She was one of those rare women who grew wet with excitement in the presence of danger. For a fleeting moment he wondered if her mother had been the same way. That would explain why Sarah had married a man living on the cusp of danger. Philip’s postings with the military police couldn’t have been a picnic on his young wife. 

Looking down on the trembling girl James saw himself through her eyes. 

He felt the frightened desperation of a cornered creature. She frantically looked left and right from him as if gauging her chances to escape. It was not going to happen and she knew it. She was standing completely naked in front of the man who had beaten her! Conflicting emotions roiled her mind and made her skin bloom with goosebumps. When his big thick and calloused hand closed around her tiny wrist she almost jumped. She found herself clenching her pelvic muscles repeatedly without realizing. The mortifying warm feeling of sexual desire and anticipation in the presence of this man lanced through her petite body. Her nipples tightened and vaguely hurt. Her knees brushed against his and their eyes met. 

Amy’s small stature ensured that they were both at eye level even though she was standing and he was sitting, his thighs spread on the bed. Amy felt a dark excitement bloom as she watched him slowly look over her body. He raised his hand and gently slid his finger along her forehead brushing back her bangs that had fallen there. Her lips were moist as she panted looking straight at him. 

“Lie down on my lap,” he tapped his broad thighs. “Belly down, ass up.” 

Amy blushed violently at the rude words and gingerly struggled to do his bidding. She reached out for balance holding herself against his thick shins awkwardly squealing when she felt his cock bounce against her tight tummy. 
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"Good, he said. "Take your hair and bring it to your front." Oh Lord, what was he going to do? Then she felt his large hand suddenly come to rest across the naked skin of her behind. It felt oddly gentle and soothing where her bottom still smarted from the punishing she had received earlier. James' hand caressed her naked ass as if appreciating its soft firmness and shape. Amy felt sweat dripping from her chin and elbows as she leaned her hands for support against the soft carpet of her bedroom. His palms felt surprisingly gentle as they traversed both of her rear globes lightly flitting in between her thighs. 

Amy felt mortified at the nude display of her compressed vagina she was undoubtedly providing. 

She knew he could certainly feel the musky scent of her excitement and she whimpered miserably. Then she felt him reach down and trace a long finger across her love lips. He followed up and over sliding between her soft cheeks until his digit came to rest on top of her dainty little brown hole. Amy whimpered in abject misery. She had hoped that the punishment she had just received with the cane would be enough to satiate her new master's sadistic appetites. Now she was wondering whether the punishment wasn't in fact about to continue. She mewed in misery when she felt his finger gently press forward and penetrate her most intimate opening just dipping past her squirming ring. Amy gave out a little squeal. "Please…" The finger suddenly withdrew. 

SMACK! She heard the resounding echo of his open handed slap across her quivering behind before the pain it delivered registered deep in her fevered mind. 

"Ouch! Aiiie!" She screamed. This time, when the finger came back, Amy stifled her protests. While he gently massaged her rosebud her master moved his left hand down to hold her by the neck. The man had such tremendous power over her that she felt pitiful in his grasp. There was nothing she could think of that could be more humiliating than what James was doing right now. His long thick finger traced back and forth gently at first, penetrating her small anus shallowly, then deeper and deeper until it bottomed all the way in and she could feel the knuckles of his fist as they gently pushed against her cheeks. 

She hated it. She clenched her feet. It felt wrong and offensive, but she steeled herself and took it nonetheless. James kept stretching her out first with one, and then two fingers, for a long while until he saw the girl's body relax and gradually grow soft. She bowed her head forward in resignation. 

His cock had grown steely hard and even though he did not enjoy humiliating the girl, it was important to teach her the basics of her new position right from the start. 

In this very moment Amy was having the strangest little thoughts about James. Little snippets of realization were sparking in her mind as she thought of all those years she had laughed and played in the presence of her father's best friend. Feeling him manipulate her now in the most intimate way made her feel incredibly close to him. She hugged his leg tighter and wondered whether he had feelings for her too. Earlier this morning she had been embarrassed at the idea that an older man, her father's best friend, might have designs on her, but now feeling herself wet with wanton need it was all she could do to not squirm in his lap. She sighed deeply and felt herself open up and relax. Yet somehow her thighs were trembling against his as little waves of pleasure and increased arousal washed over her body. His left hand slowly drew back, his fingers gently tracing across the nape of her neck and then along her shoulders down her side and to her waist. He finally withdrew his offensive fingers from her bum which stayed open gaping a little while longer in the suddenly cold air of the room. "You are a precious girl," he whispered almost to himself. "I can feel your excitement, sweet slave. Are you ready for me?" 

His voice was husky and deep. Amy nodded her head against his side and he helped her to stand and then guided her down between his feet. Amy tumbled to her knees with a little gasp that he stifled with his mouth. The man suddenly broke the kiss looking down into her doe-like eyes. What he saw was fear, but also hope, and oceans of lust. She was almost about to say something when he stifled her questions with his lips again. It was but a small act – just a simple kiss by the man who had just whipped her. James would forever be the man who had used corporal punishment on her for the very first time ever. She would never forget him or what he had just done. 

This time he kissed her slow and sweet and she accepted him. She felt his hand slowly travel lower and take hold of her breast giving it a delicate

squeeze. His tongue pressed in and washed across her mouth. Amy sighed and kissed him back as hard as she could. She felt his fingers come down her belly and stop on her sex. His hand felt marvelously cool and gentle as he stroked her slowly. Amy felt her passion rising. She felt him rubbing his thumb against her clit carefully running around it, teasing it, stroking it. She moaned into his mouth once and then again as he kept stroking her faster and faster until her whimpers started coming long and steady. He felt her trying to move her hips, gyrating them against his thighs. Soon she took over pushing her little tongue into his mouth, sucking and lapping as she got into the heat of the moment. Sexual hunger gripped them both in that instant and he effortlessly took her by the waist and lifted her in the air slowly depositing her atop his straining cock. She brought her legs up and opened herself for him. His hands stood out like two massive branches of oak holding her as if she was weightless hovering above his engorged cock. 

"I want you to show me how much you want me," he ordered and the girl whimpered and reached down and felt her small fingers wrap around his girth guiding him into her. 

He moaned loudly as he felt her tight wetness envelop him. Slowly she descended and her eyes rolled back and she pressed herself hugging him tightly as her pelvis ground down and she rubbed up at him. 

"Look me in the eyes," James said taking her nipples between his index finger and thumb gently. Then he squeezed her. "I want to see how you come apart," he told her while squeezing her nipples stronger and stronger. Amy squirmed and frowned a little, her eyes riveted obediently riveted on him. He squeezed tightly and she instinctively tried to pull back. Immediately his left hand shot around her neck pressing down. She whimpered. 

"Shush, little slave," he ordered growling like a ravenous beast. His breathing was deep and labored. 

Suddenly Amy felt herself blow apart and her velvety channel started milking the long thick shaft where it lay embedded deep within her belly. 

And then she felt him come. She never strayed her eyes from his and there she saw a forlorn distant look of tenderness that made her feel soft with emotion. She scrunched her face and broke down crying. She pressed in against the crook of his neck. He hugged her tightly and laid himself back

gently allowing her to lay across his chest. Slowly he shifted sideways guiding her down by him on the bed still staying inside her, ensconced tightly in her pulsing channel. 

"You are too precious, little slave," he said covering her face in little kisses marveling in the taste of her tears. Amy heard his words allowing them to etch themselves deep into her soul. 
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They lay snuggling in bed for many long minutes until James felt Amy's breath slowly return to normal. He held her close kissing her gently. He pressed his lips to the top of her head and wrapped his arms around her. Amy felt his hands where they came to rest on her waist. Then suddenly, with a strangled sob, she turned, burrowing her face into the warm curve of his shoulder. Her uncontrollable trembling resumed as did her tears which coursed down her cheeks soaking his chest. James held her tighter cooing sweet soothing words to lull her back to sleep. With her snug little body wrapped tightly in his arms he relaxed back into the bed. He gently traced her narrow back seeking to calm the conflict and frustration running through her innocent mind. Her tears indicated to her master that the suddenness of her first chastisement which had been followed by the tender moment of intimacy had awoken her deepest emotions. With gentle love he now had to guide the girl into coming to terms with the complexity of her first interaction as a slave with her master. It would take some time before she learned to feel at ease spilling her emotions for him. Only then, after she had been completely deconstructed, would it be possible to commence building her back again into the individual he wanted her to become – a submissive girl in touch with her lusty nature that was no longer addicted to drugs. 

James did not want to tax her emotionally more than was necessary. As Amy’s sobs began to subside, he turned her so that she rested her head against his massive biceps. He used the edge of her soft bedsheet to dab away at her flushed, damp face, wiping her tears. At long last a final shuddering sigh escaped her and her breath evened out. Soon she was fast asleep. James was going to allow her a couple of hours of rest in recognition of her willing acceptance and dedication. Even her struggles earlier when he had used the cane on her had been merely instinctive – the token resistance that was completely natural from somebody who had been put in irons, handcuffed and hogtied to be caned for the first time in her life. Madame Kosikova had been adamant when she had explained to him the importance of a new slave's first chastisement. Beyond the shame and humiliation, a properly administered whipping served to drive home the fact that she was now chattel

– a person in bondage, whose life existed merely for the gratification of her trainer. James cringed silently at the thought that he would have to repeatedly flog the girl from now on. It wouldn't do for any slave in training to assume

that by managing to please her master during the day, she had somehow elevated herself above her station. No, until her period of deconstruction was complete, she had to learn that she was living each moment of her existence on parole. Suffering and tribulation had to be driven home as the norm. 

Freedom from pain was not a right but a privilege that had to be earned. 

Sensing the girl’s deep sleep, James slowly withdrew his hand and arranged her head carefully on the pillow. He stood up and went to silently crouch by his black duffel bag. In it he carefully rearranged the whip and cane he had just used. He placed them in their respective compartments adjacent to the handcuffs and chains he had temporarily removed from Amy's wrists and ankles. Next he withdrew a wide, unusually shaped heavy looking wooden dildo. He stood and went to place it in an obvious position on the girl’s desk. 

When she awoke, it would be the first thing she would see. 

The end. 
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Elizabeth, His Lordship’s Demure Body-Servant

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

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