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Amy had been a good girl. For all practical purposes all that came to an end the day a certain Mr. Adams decided to stop for a little pick-me-upper on the way home from work. By the time he left the bar, his alcohol level was well above the limit. A fact borne out by the obliviousness with which he staggered out of the wreck of his own vehicle a couple of minutes later. The vehicle that had smashed head-on into Sarah’s small Prius. That was when Sarah Smith’s life came to an end and Amy lost her mother. 

It had been Amy’s senior year in high school and everything had been perfect. Even her dad’s PTSD from his stint in the Middle East had been in remission. Until that moment, Amy had been enjoying the carefree life of the quintessential American teenager. Her skirts had kept slowly edging upward as she had grown more confident in her legs and body. With amazement she had started to discover that most boys and men considered her to be an attractive young woman. Her chestnut hair was straight and she kept it an inch or two past her shoulders, parted in the middle, with no bangs. It was thick and rich folding gently along the contours of her oval face. Her eyes were a bright shade of blue and she loved the effect they had on many a boy who would stammer out whatever they were saying when she looked down on them. Pert lips and white teeth were merely an afterthought in comparison to her breasts which although not big seemed large and beautiful on her slender frame. At two inches short of six feet Amy was tall and striking and frequently caused awkward silences when she happened to walk into a room. 

All that had ended the moment her mom passed away, of course. Her dad started slowly to unravel and was of little assistance to the girl who soon discovered the blissful oblivion of crystal meth. She cut off her hair, dyed the stubble jet black and dropped out of school. 

Then she met uncle James – her dad’s old-time war buddy. Amy never figured out what their story was exactly. But whatever had happened out there had left both men profoundly changed. James seemed to know his way around drug addiction. There was a darkness in him that seemed to make the shadows deeper and the temperature drop when he entered a room. And when he spoke – Amy’s knees felt weak. 

1. 

That night she dreamed it again! The dream where they were playing beach volleyball with daddy. Only this time she was naked and it wasn't her father she was playing against, but Master James. 

When Amy opened her eyes everything looked vibrant and extra bright. 

Amy’s experience with drugs had been uniformly limited to crystal meth, but an ayahuasca trip had to be something like that. A plethora of rainbows and sounds melded with each other as she gazed wide-eyed at the world around. 

She felt him spooning her from behind, still lost in sleep. He nuzzled in against her and she relaxed back into his warm body. It felt magical, a moment she wanted to go on indefinitely. 

She was starting to confuse her sexual cravings with her desire for drugs. 

Every subsequent time he made love to her, Amy felt herself melt and dissolve more and more into her master’s abject plaything. It was one of the strangest and most delicious feelings – to feel so completely vulnerable, yet so safe and secure underneath his rutting body. 

Last night after she had finally managed to impale herself all the way on the ugly gnarly torturous device, he had called her his "Good Girl." The deep satisfaction and joy that had suffused her had surprised Amy with its intensity. 

After that she had done the unimaginable. It was not unlike a metaphysical experience. Perhaps possessed by an otherworldly spirit or triggered by the pheromones still lingering along the obnoxious wooden dildo he wanted her to hump at least three times a day, she was the one to initiate sex that night. 

And not just any kind of sex… The night before he had started stretching her butt. He had started by using his index finger at first and then moving on to two, and then three digits. Perhaps that was when the thought had been planted. But when he motioned her to join him in bed, she found it only natural to crawl in like a happy little puppy from the foot of the bed. 

She could see in his eyes his bemused curiosity. What she did next surprised them both.. Using little whimpers that came from somewhere deep in her chest, she looked up at him, her head now between his knees. He scrunched his eyebrows and nodded. She gingerly took his heavy muscled

thighs and pushed them back. His cock engorged rapidly as his ass spread wide open. Amy slowly slid in watching him look down at her. He crossed his arms and leaned back against the baseboards. Slowly, gingerly, she brought the tip of her tongue out and moved down. Time slowed to a crawl as she made contact with his nether opening. She lightly slid the tip of her tongue up from his butt across the perineum to his balls and then all the way across his now fully engorged shaft. She licked, her mouth instinctively watering with anticipation. Saliva dribbled down her tongue as she licked across the sweet spot just beneath his crown. 

Amy wrapped her pouty lips encircling the engorged head. Loud slurping sounds filled the room. She gently suckled for a couple of instants before sliding back down to his balls. She then cupped them warming the two heavy spheres in her palms before taking turns engulfing them one at a time with her little hot wet mouth. Whatever spirit was guiding Amy in that instant inspired her to suckle his testicles for a long and tender moment before letting them gently fall across his thigh. Amy flattened her tongue and then worked her way down to his twitching rosebud. Her hands moved to cradle his balls as she lightly flicked his tight little hole. 

That was when James let out a loud groan. Amy squealed with gratified joy and increased her pace carefully probing him with her tongue. She never stopped stroking his shaft. She had never considered doing such a vile thing before in her life! The level of nastiness was in a universe all its own and knowing it made her whole body shine with sweat. Some higher element of thought made her feel grateful that her master happened to be perfectly clean. 

Still, she was certain that even if he hadn’t been, she would have proceeded anyway. His body was not completely devoid of its manly bouquet though. A deep complex, almost animalistic aroma enveloped the girl's nostrils where they pressed in against her master’s balls. She sensed the lavender of his soap entwined with wisps of musk and spice, and undernotes of something primal and wild that made her womb twitch and tighten. Amy pressed her thighs together resisting temptation to reach and flick her clit. 

Her nipples grew hard like pebbles and she whimpered like a kitten with the new sensations roiling her mind. Amy was past trying to self-analyze. She felt herself break apart looking down on her actions as if she was a third person in the room. She worked her tongue deeper and deeper before looking

up for a brief instant, "Could you please hold yourself? Master?" 

James grunted something and complied and she pushed her tongue all the way in and tightened it flicking his insides with it. She felt his body rock with a shiver and then she slowly withdrew. Her mouth was now on his cock sucking noisily on its head as she slowly worked her finger into his hole – a little by little… In and out. She took turns alternating between her tongue and her finger and as minutes fell upon each other, she felt her master relax. She slowly slid two fingers all the way in edging deep past his sphincter waiting for the tightness to relax, all the while suckling the thick crown of his head. 

She never stopped. She felt him tense up but she continued to suck and carefully move her fingers as she guided them in and out of his ass. After he was completely relaxed Amy began to rub and massage the tight little knot she found deep within him. Later he would inform her that this was his prostate. Now simply going on instinct she washed her finger across it around and around, his cock pushed all the way up against the roof of her mouth as far as it would go and his body began to shiver. Her master's moans got louder and soon his entire body began throbbing and he came… Hard! A loud grunt escaped his chest as he filled Amy's mouth with rope upon rope of thick creamy cum. Amy whimpered with genuine animal pride as she swallowed everything he gave her and then tenderly pulled back and looked up and smiled dreamy-eyed, "Thank you, Master." 

That night she slept soundly for the first time since her mother’s accident. 


***

Suddenly Amy heard him chuckle. 

"What?" 

"I have never seen such small feet on a full grown woman before," he said. 

Amy felt her cheeks redden and she looked down at her feet. He was right of course. Her feet looked so tiny, especially in comparison to his. Everything about him seemed so out of proportion. Especially to her. 

She bit her lip. 

She looked up at him and was gratified to see his brown eyes covered by his longish curls Her blush felt somehow almost painful, mostly around her face and chin. She realized she had beard burn from his roguish unshaven

stubble. 

“Go take a shower and use the toilet,” he said matter-of-factly and turned away to face the wall curling for a little catnap. Amy’s horrified gape was lost on him. 

Amy hurried to obey. She didn’t want to be caught dawdling. She was learning to be a good little slave. 

When she returned she walked in on him staring at their family picture. 

She saw him – that dreamy sadness in his eyes, but he didn't appear to mind. 

"You know I took that one," he said without turning to look at her. Amy wasn't quite sure what to say. She reached up absently to play with a strand of her hair. 

"Oh…" 

“Your mother… She was something else… Most of the times I saw her she wouldn't be doing a thing that I could see, just lost in thought standing there, gazing upon the world and holding the universe together for all I could tell." 

He had loved her! Amy wondered if her father knew about James’ crush on her mom. 

Amy was about to say something when he suddenly turned. His eyes had reacquired their steel. Gone was the dreaminess replaced by businesslike resolve. "I never asked you yesterday: did you do the research?” 

Amy blushed deeply and fidgeted almost forgetting to keep her hands down by her side. Master James had warned her that if she kept covering herself, it would be two strokes across the body part she was so shy about. 

Amy nodded energetically. 

“When I ask you a question, I want an answer. Verbalize in full sentences please,” he chastised. 

“Yes I did, Master.” 

“Show me,” his hand motioned towards her laptop on the desk. She padded over still feeling self-conscious about her nudity. She was hurting

from having to walk literally everywhere on the balls of her feet. The problem was that her desk chair was metal and the moment her naked bottom touched the seat goosebumps erupted across her flesh. 

"Hurry on," Master James said. Even though she didn't quite know what the day ahead had in store for her, Amy suspected it was going to be busy if yesterday was anything to go by. Intent on not displeasing him and bringing punishment down on herself she quickly opened the browser and navigated to the webpage. Soon a multitude of sex toys filled the screen. “Pick the one you like best and buy it," he said plopping a credit card on the desk. “Use that one. Let me know when you have to fill out the billing address.” Amy breathed a sigh of relief. She had been worried that he would have it shipped here and couldn’t imagine how she would be able to explain it away if her father happened upon it. "Like I said don't dawdle," James said from the door. 

“I'll be right back. Have it overnighted." 

2. 

His fingers trailed lazily down her side and came to play with the soft auburn curls of her love triangle. “This will have to go,” he said taking a tuft and gently tugging on it. Amy held her breath. 

“Oh, Uncle James, that's… That's kinky. I really… maybe… I shouldn't,” 

Amy was stalling. Her rebelliousness had come awake and she was wondering what would be the right way to convince him to allow her this vestige of her individuality. She wanted to keep her fluffy little personal triangle. She was testing him and he knew it. A thin sliver of a smile crossed his lips. He took her by the chin and tilted her head up to face him. 

“I’m not your uncle, so stop calling me that. Anyway, you will like it, I promise you. You can use all the sex in the world. It will do your body enormous good to stay distracted. In time I will tell you more, but for now rest assured that your body needs to be completely overwhelmed especially in the beginning. Nothing comes quite close to the pure carnal abandon of sex,” 

he said. Amy shivered. His voice was so deep it made her tremble as he spoke. For a moment she tried to imagine what it would be like to get fucked without the soft cushion of her hair down there. Even though she did her best to come up with some sort of rational justification her mind felt frozen. Why was she being so childish all of a sudden? 

“Furthermore,” he added, his wolfish smile broadening, “I would like to see you walking around with no panties, your soft little pussy shaved bare for me. That way I can always reach under your dress and feel my little slut up." 

Tears sprung unbidden to Amy's eyes. 

"But Uncle James, M-master, I… it didn't come… my hair down there didn't come in until recently and I like it, um, you know. It makes me feel like a grown-up, a woman, do you understand?" 

He let go of her face and took a step back. He shook his head. 

“No. It is readily apparent to any half-sober man that you are a woman. It is time we set down some rules.” 

“Rules?” she repeated dumbly. 

“Yes – rules.” He walked over to her desk and started writing. “From now on you will not wear any pants. You will keep yourself shaved and bare down there. I will provide you with an electrolysis machine. It will be shipped here, so keep an eye out for it in case your dad happens upon the package. You will do it yourself. Also, from now on you are not allowed to come without my permission. If you do, you will be punished.” At this he turned around and shot her a meaningful stare. 

“But what if I have… you know, a craving… for drugs? You said I can use coming to distract myself from that. Isn’t that the whole point,” she heard her voice grow in pitch and frustration. 

“Then you will call my cell phone number and ask for permission to come instead of using drugs.” He smiled pointedly. 

“Oh, my God,” she said falling to her knees, her face in her hands. “I don't know if I can do this… This is just too much… too embarrassing. I’m sorry…” James looked down at the girl's antics recognizing them for what they were: tentative hints of her first rebellion. He sighed and stood. Without a word he walked over to his black duffel bag and pulled out a riding cane. 

Amy instinctively felt his movement and looked through her hands. 

“No! Not again, please! You just flogged me with that!” She scooted back on her haunches. 

“You are correct, but I didn't flog you, I caned you. There is a difference and I'm sure you will grow to recognize it in time. Now stand!” He placed the cane on the bed behind her and held up the note and nodded. "Read it out loud," he said. "You will keep it and repeat that until you memorize it.” Amy nodded grateful that her punishment had been postponed somehow. 

"I love to suck cock," Amy said her voice gaining in pitch and emotion. 

"Louder." 

"I love to suck cock," she repeated obediently, her eyes downcast. "I am a filthy little slave who loves to suck cock. I need to be punished. I am a slave, grateful to be my master's C-C-cunt,” she stammered. 

"Good. Now, this next part you need to say like you mean it. Beg!" 

"I– P-please Fuck me, Master," Amy said her voice twisting with emotion. 

Suddenly he reached out and Amy felt his hand on her breast. 

Amy leaned into the touch as if drawing strength from him. 

“Read like you mean it,” his voice was stern and cutting. Suddenly her mind stopped struggling and she straightened her back and arched her chest out toward him. His hand rubbing her tits sent bolts of electricity sparking throughout her body. 

This time Amy did not hesitate. "Please Fuck me, Master," she read. 

“Place your cock down my throat, Sir.” She flitted her eyes at him with increasing excitement. Her mouth watered in anticipation of his throbbing cock. Amy didn’t consider herself too experienced. She had only been with three boys so far, and it wasn’t until dating the last one – Jack, that she had lost her virginity. She still felt that sucking off a man was so much more intimate than simply fucking. The idea that a man would place such a vulnerable part of himself within gnashing distance of her teeth spoke louder than any words about his trust in her. Conversely, sucking and licking along his pee-slit was both immensely humiliating and searing hot to Amy! 

It wasn’t until yesterday that she had discovered how much she didn’t know about the proper way of doing fellatio. 

She kept on reading: "Please fuck your cock down my throat and rape my face. Please use your giant cock on my throat,” Amy stammered. Her hands were trembling. She looked up at him through tear-soaked eyes. “Please…" 

He took the sheet away and let it flutter to the ground. 

"Open your mouth, slave," he ordered and without even thinking Amy opened up for him. James didn't smile but looked down on the submissive young woman as he slowly drove himself into her. "Take a deep breath," he told her and when she did, he slid remorselessly down her throat and she gulped and gagged and then her face was pressed up against his wiry groin. 

James took her hair in his fists dividing it into two long strands, holding it in place in both hands as he gyrated his pelvis in little circles opening and distending her throat. He counted to ten before slowly pulling out and giving the sputtering girl time to recover. Then he plunged back in. Amy gasped and gurgled and gagged but he went on slowly taking her throat. The wet slurping

sounds of her mouth filled the silence of the room. 

He made sure to press himself all the way in making her vibrate and tremble, his low guttural growls – the only indication of his deep satisfaction with her efforts. Then her convulsions grew stronger and her entire body started shivering visibly around his cock. Amy was shaking so violently that he grew alarmed. But then a little moan escaped her mouth and when he pulled out he realized that she was coming! 

He had never seen a woman come simply from having her throat viciously taken! Suddenly he felt himself edge to the precipice of his own climax! His powerful cock convulsed and then it erupted and he pumped his cream lavishly coating her tongue, cheeks and tonsils with his whiteness. Finally, he took a step back and she tumbled to the side. She brought her knees up to her chest making a tiny ball with her body as she gulped and breathed and hiccupped and sobbed and convulsed trying to recover from whatever had just happened. 

Amy fought to reconcile what she had just experienced. It felt as if sucking her master off like that had caused a profound tectonic shift in her psyche. It was as if her mouth and his body had suddenly formed some sort of agreement. One that didn't require the acquiescence of her conscious mind. 

Everything about Master James and the way he treated her spoke to the obvious fact that he knew much more about how to control her, how to touch her, how to make her come, how to please her than she did herself. This realization sent shivers down her spine. 

Maybe it was destiny: Maybe it was her fate to be a docile meek submissive for him: The yin to her master’s yang, the sheep to his wolf. She opened her eyes and looked over to see him patiently sitting at her table. His eyes – two dark pools of obsidian, sparkling and raking her body as he observed her silently. A deep sense of joy filled Amy's heart. She felt intoxicated, to be able to put that look in his eyes. 

“Did you come?” 

She shivered. “Yes, I did, Master.” 

“Uh-oh.” 

Amy started trembling uncontrollably. She looked down and saw goosebumps cover her thighs and calves where they lay curled up under her on the carpet. 

“We had an understanding. You disappoint me, sweet slave.” Amy didn’t even try to argue that she hadn’t agreed to anything. It was pointless, she knew what was coming. 

“I am sorry, Master,” she looked at him but saw only icy resolve in his dark glare. He tilted his head sideways and she saw the pearly white glint of his canines

“Are you willing to atone for your error?” 

No asshole. I haven’t committed any error. She wanted to scream inside but heard herself say, “Yes, please, Master. Please, punish me.” 

He crossed his arms and relaxed back in his seat. He seemed to be mulling his decision. “How will you express your gratitude, if I take the time to chastise you?” 

Her mouth fell open in disbelief. The asshole wanted her to be grateful for her own punishment?! 

“I will pleasure you any way you wish, Master,” Amy heard herself say. 

During the last couple of days since Master James had entered her life, Amy’s personality had split in two warring factions. Now it seemed certain that the reasonable, civilized one was slowly about to shrivel up and vanish. 

“Very well then, stand up please.” 

3. 

“Why do you punish me all the time?” she asked in a tiny voice her body obediently going through the motions of doing as told. He gently took her face and cradled it in the palm of his enormous hand. 

“In time you will come to understand that what I'm doing to you is not punishment. I'm setting you free.” She groaned in disbelief but he continued. 

“Rituals and discipline are always effective and often comforting. You will understand and come to rely upon these moments as an aid that will help you accept your new life. I will always spank you and punish you for disobedience, but sometimes I will do it just to show you your place. A slave girl with a healthy unchastised behind is a slave girl destined for trouble and failure. And I’m certain you do not want to fail.” Even though she mentally recoiled from his words Amy felt her face press up against his calloused hand. He lovingly rubbed her temple with his thumb. “Right?” 

“Yes, Master,” Amy said in a small voice. 

“Very well then,” he said and stepped back whooshing the cane a couple of times through the air which resonated with minute cracks of thunder as the harsh instrument rendered it in two. “You will now get ten strikes across your bottom and five on your tits,” he said and she gasped but instead of squirming away Amy found her hands gently make their way up to the back of her head where she interlaced her fingers at the nape of her neck. 

Amy heard the whistle of the cane instants before it crashed against her skin. She shrieked but kept her position kneeling on the floor. Tears sprung to her eyes and poured down her face. He had never used so much force on her before and for a shocking moment she felt it hard to actually breathe. 

“Oh God!” she whimpered. Whoosh… Splat! “Aye! " she screamed. He seemed to take his sweet time before delivering every subsequent strike. He waited until the pain of a blow had begun radiating across her body from the center of her stricken skin before delivering the next line of fire across her bottom. By the time he got to ten Amy was hyperventilating, her knees visibly shaking. James stepped up to her and took her by the neck. He gently squeezed just below the line of her jaw pressing tight up against her arteries. 

Amy was in shock – her eyes wide in disbelief as she found her vision

sparkle and narrow into a tunnel from the lack of oxygen. 

“Shhhhhh, little slut,” the big towering man growled. “You are going to hyperventilate and faint, if I let go of your neck. Concentrate on your breathing. Count to ten before you gulp down air. Understand? Either that or I will have to squeeze your windpipe shut again.” He waited for the struggling girl’s mute nod before releasing her neck. He could see in her eyes how desperately she craved oxygen, and yet she forced herself to obediently do as told. 

He smiled when he saw her lips silently form the words One… Two…

Three… She got to ten and her narrow chest expanded, her face flushing with relief. James couldn't refrain from stepping up and taking her in his arms. 

Amy pressed herself against him seeking solace from the man who was punishing her. Her mind was lost, unable to form logical reasoning any longer. She broke down into helpless little sobs pressing her nose against the warm skin of his broad chest. He tenderly kissed her hair and held her close, his hands warm and caring washing across her back and bottom in a soothing caress. 

“Shhhh, little one. Everything will be okay. I promise.” He gave her all the time she needed to compose herself before carefully guiding her to stand up again. Their eyes met and Amy was shocked to see the pain in his eyes as he lifted the cane again, this time in front of her quivering breasts. She knew this was going to be extremely painful – more so than the strikes across her bottom and yet she squared her shoulders and brought her hands up interlacing her fingers at the nape of her neck. 

“Put your shoulders parallel with your elbows. Arch your chest,” he instructed the young girl, his voice husky and Amy was mesmerized to realize that he was actually choking back tears. He was feeling her pain himself and this realization suddenly filled her with inexplicable pride. Her master cared! Somebody cared for her plight! How strange and fascinating? 

White fire erupted across her skin when the cane struck across the very center of her fat nipples. Her heart lurched sideways and soon the universe exploded in the white euphoria of much-needed endorphins released to counter her agony. Whoosh… Slap! This time the cane struck an inch below the first line of fire on the underside to her tits making them quiver like thick jelly. 

Whoosh… Splat! The scene repeated itself just an inch above cutting through the border of her broad areolae. Suddenly something new and mind blowing erupted across her world of turmoil – pleasure! A sliver of sexual heat had made an appearance exploding like a supernova in her universe of tribulation. It went out gathering strength with every subsequent blow and soon her tight little pelvis quivered with the first inklings of her passion. This did not go unnoticed by the experienced master. Had Amy's eyes been open she would have seen the broad smile of satisfaction cross the older man's lips. 

The girl's submissive nature was coming to the fore much quicker than he had expected. He could feel the wafts of her passion in the air and was able to see the first hints of dewy moisture across the auburn lawn between her delicious thighs which quivered with the electricity of her emotions. 

4. 

When he was done with her punishment he let her crumble down into a pool of flesh and sobs and gave her all the time she needed to slowly compose herself. 

His attention was drawn to her feet. He took them in his hands and gently pressed the soft cushions of her toes. “Lie back and try to relax,” he said and smiled. Without thinking Amy did as told. The carpet was new and soft. She felt self-conscious to be lying at his feet in her bedroom while he gently rubbed her toes. He softly guided her legs into his lap. A deep sigh escaped Amy's lips. Being inverted on the floor like that, gave her a wonderful tingly feeling in her thighs which grew stronger when she felt Master James's large hands glide over her skin. His fingers were so long that they overlapped where they met around her ankles. His hands felt warm and smooth and the contrast with her experience under the cane earlier couldn’t have been more sharp. Amy felt herself squirm with a mix of unease and sexual thrill. 

“Do you play sports?” Amy nodded and stretched her arms out on either side forming an inverted T. 

“I run track at school,” she said. “At least, I used to when mom was still around…” 

“I see –“ he said idly tracing the contours of her feet with his index finger. 

Master James seemed to know the exact amount of pressure needed to send a pleasurable tingle through her nerves and make it cascade all the way up through her body before having it registered deep in her innocent mind making her tummy tingle with girlish excitement. 

“It makes sense. You have long well-toned legs,” he said. “You are probably one of the fastest at the two mile run, aren't you?” 

“Uh-uh," She said and he chuckled. 

“Have you heard of reflexology?” 

Amy felt her mind float somewhere in space, its link with her body –

increasingly tenuous. 

“Um… A little… Maybe" 

She could sense the smile in his voice. “Reflexology uses gentle pressure on certain parts of the foot to produce an effect elsewhere in the body," James said. "Just like that, for example.” 

“Oh… MyGaaawwwdhh!” Amy whimpered abruptly overwhelmed with a deep sexual thrum that had blossomed somewhere behind her navel. Her eyes shot wide open and she realized that master James had suddenly applied gentle but targeted pressure at certain points along her insole, points she didn't even know existed. Somehow that made her belly quiver just the way it did before a building climax. 

"Or like that," he smiled. As he spoke he moved the tips of his fingers, caressed and then gently pressed on the soft base where her toes swept into her foot. 

"Mphtth, ohh, dear Lord…" Amy’s hands made little fists as she squirmed on the carpet. Suddenly she felt as if she needed to pee. 

“Of course reflexology is not limited to merely manipulating the feet,” he explained as he gently massaged her ankles and calves. “The human body is just a vessel. What it contains – the soul is infinitely more precious. Through gently working on the container, we can indirectly access the contents, so to speak. In fact, ancient mystics were firmly convinced that through manipulating the body, one could elevate its soul. Also, the vessel of the body happens to have many areas of interest. The mystics believed that since we use our sex to procreate, it is only natural that the penis and vagina have areas that are conduits not only straight into our minds but also to our souls.” 

Master James was now tenderly caressing the small of her ankles alternating his movements with pulsating squeezes along her calves. Amy felt like warm butter on a skillet – her muscles completely relaxed and at peace with the world, she was open to anything her master said. 

“Come,” he gently helped her to her feet. “Let me draw you a bath.” 

She gazed out the window of her father’s large bathroom. Outside leaves twirled in the air and for some reason they made her think of her master’s taste on her tongue. The thought of his cream made her swallow instinctively, and when she closed her eyes, she felt him plunging again and again – warm and heavy across her tongue. Oh God – what was happening to her! She was

missing him even though he had just fucked her mouth out only minutes ago! 

Amy was happy and yet she couldn't suppress a lingering worry. Perhaps these wonderful feelings of safety and even… love? Were simply a loan on the future, one she would have to pay back in tears later. Oh, what the hell! 

Live in the moment, girl! 

Heat erupted all across her body. It made her think back to that one time long ago, as a child, when she had stayed too long out in the sun and burned. 

Her mom had needed to get prescription-grade ointment to make her skin feel better. 

"The bath will help," Master James said. She looked up at him startled. “It will help wash away the pain from your caning.” Was she that transparent? 

How had he been able to read her mind? He smiled seeing her bewildered expression. “Remember, I know what you are going through. I also used to be a recovering addict once.” 

He stepped up to her and took her in his big arms and pressed her tiny naked body against his own. She gasped. It felt like she had wrapped herself in a warm fuzzy blanket. Her nipples hardened against his chest. Her toes curled in under the arches of his bare feet as she pressed herself more into him as if trying to mold their bodies into one. 

“That is why I am so certain that I know how to help you,” he said softly and she believed him. 

“Come into the bath." Her master's quiet voice felt reassuring and gave her the strength she needed. 

She actually smiled broadly and stood. It felt so weird to be constantly naked in her own house! As she followed him meekly, Amy wandered how difficult it would be to start wearing clothes again. Her dad would be back from his trip tomorrow, and something told her she would definitely miss her master’s direction. So much had changed during with her during the last three days, it was almost as if Amy Smith was a new person entirely. Amy whimpered when Master James lifted her and effortlessly placed her into the giant tub. Gentle swirls of scented steam filled the medium size room. The midsummer’s sun shimmered in from the tinted windows. 

"Jasmine is just appropriate for babies and young girls such as yourself," 

her master explained as he gently lowered Amy into the warm water. 

He joined her in the large tub and brought his knees on either side of her slender body. Suddenly Amy forgot all about her apprehensions. Here she was: naked and taking a bath with a man almost twenty years her senior! She focused instead on his touch as his fingers slid across her excited skin. When he reached her breasts she arched her back pressing them into his gentle but firm hands. 

“Spread your legs as far as you can, please." She didn't even think of questioning him. His hands smoothly floated down her tight tummy. "Now I will wash your pussy. I want you to do this daily from now on.” Amy shivered and nodded in demure acquiescence. Of course she would obey if that made her master happy. She rested her calves along the edge of the porcelain tub. He only used his fingers, opening up her flower with one hand and gently stroking along her slit with the other. The warmth of his touch meshed with her aroused state and Amy sank back against his broad chest. 

Her head lulled against his neck as she found herself lifted along toward another climax. Just when she was on the cusp of her growing orgasm he moved away and chuckled at her disappointed little groan. 

Next, he shampooed her hair rubbing her scalp gently with his long fingers and Amy found her building excitement return. Soft little mewling sounds escaped her throat when she felt him press his lips to her ear. "Touch yourself and come, sweet slave. You have my permission." Her hands were already on their way down between her legs, and yet she froze. "Do it now, do it for me. 

Do it for your master. Touch yourself," he urged, his grip in her hair tightening. Amy gasped and obeyed. Two fingers swept in across her sweet nether lips brushing along her throbbing and erect clit. A pleasurable shiver threw her body into a small tempest of ecstasy. Her hips vibrated up as her fingers pressed in. Her master's lips crashed down on hers, and he used his mouth to devour her scream of joy. 

Small bubbles popped all around her and Amy giggled. She was thrilled when master James echoed her laughter with a chuckle of his own. Soon they were both laughing their voices echoing back from the tiles of the bathroom. 

For a long moment James considered whether he wasn't being too hard on

the young girl. She was still recovering from her mother’s loss. That coupled to the experience of acute withdrawal probably made her feel like as if she was going through hell. Still, it was probably for the best that he kept her busy and bothered almost constantly. The sexual tension could only help distract her. Master James hoped that eventually her budding sexual drive would grow to replace her addiction. 

His free hand gently stroked her breasts. Recently he had developed the habit of fondling her tits almost constantly. Even while they talked about her mother's demise, his hand would invariably linger down her side and stroke the slight side swell of her chest. At first Amy squirmed and cringed but with time she simply grew to accept it. Now, after three days of conditioning, she had started positioning herself deliberately within his reach so that he could easily cup and fondle her if he so wished. 

Amy wasn’t stupid. She knew that he was getting her to feel at ease with his attentions and yet she didn't consider that to be terribly bad. After all, hadn't she already accepted their unspoken agreement – he was her master, and she – his slave. Late Sunday evening Amy found herself worried for the first time. What would happen if he suddenly lost interest and let her go? For some unfathomable reason she found that idea more terrifying than anything right now. Even the cold reality of her mother's untimely demise. What was wrong with her? 

5. 

When the bath was done he gently carried her over to the bed and placed her along its edge. He went to get a long razor, shaving cream and a small bowl which he filled with hot water from the sink. She felt boneless and dreamy as pearly droplets of crystal water slid down her skin. 

"Uncle James… What are you doing?" 

"Shush, sweetheart,” he said. “We talked about it. Remember?" 

He was going to shave her pussy. Amy opened her mouth to object and then stopped herself. She wasn't sure if it was still her decision to make. Her transformation had commenced – she was learning. Her master guided her to lie back onto the bed and lovingly spread her legs wide. He slipped the towel under her bottom. 

"Suck on your thumb, while I shave you. After today you will do it yourself," he said and absently Amy obeyed. It felt soothing to lie there and watch the ceiling as she suckled on her thumb trying to imagine what she looked like – her firm vulnerable triangle lewdly on display. Her master smiled. Her beautiful downy triangle, so soft and womanly was about to be gone. He carefully took a small tuft of stubble and clipped it with a pair of sharp scissors. He watched her pussy twitch as her mind experienced the sensations he was causing her. Her clit was now poking up its pink little head from the forest of curls that were soon about to be gone. He started at the top and worked down to her clit. Occasionally he would blow at her errant hairs making the girl shiver. She was wet! He glanced up and smiled when she noticed him watching. 

“Oh God,” she whispered. He moved her thighs wider apart and started shaving her soft little hairs along her labia and Amy had to let her head fall back and pray that he didn’t cut her. The room filled with the perfume of her desire. She felt his fingers slip when he attempted to hold her labia open so he could shave along its length. He chuckled. 

“You’re soaking,” he smiled. “You must like that.” Amy couldn’t speak but just whimpered something incoherent. He used a towel and wiped away the cream. They both looked down to see what he had done to her. Amy

looked to see the naked snatch of a prepubescent girl – her mound fully naked and slick with her wetness. 

“I look like a baby,” she pouted. 

“Rightly so – you’re my baby, my slave little baby,” he said and leaned down to kiss her pussy. She almost jumped at his touch which felt like an electric jolt. Waves of pleasure roiled across her body and she bit her knuckles. Oh dear God. He looked up and smiled his canines on full display. 

“You like that don’t you?” Amy felt that she should say no but she simply can’t lie. “Uh-huh.” 

“Let’s see how my baby likes that now,” he took his engorged cock and slowly stroked it. He watched as Amy nervously shifted her hips in the bed. 

He climbed atop her and positioned himself between her raised knees. 

“Reach and open for me.” 

Amy hesitated only a fraction of a moment before obeying. “Ask me to fuck you.” Amy whimpered and swallowed back tears but she obeyed. 

“Please Fuck me, Master.” 

“Tell me to put my cock deep inside your body.” 

“Put your….Cock deep inside my body.” 

“Beg for it, slave,” he said his voice suddenly husky and raspy with pent-up tension. 

“Please, master. Please put your cock inside my body and Fuck me like I need it,” Amy cried as she reached and pulled herself open wide, her fingers pinching at her tender pussy. James brushed his cock against her pink little entrance watching as her pussy quivered and clenched. He grasped his shaft and then centered his crown against her tiny opening. The sight of his large head poised against her petite pussy was almost obscene. Yesterday she had almost fainted when he had embedded himself all the way in pushing up and around her cervix. He could feel the girl tremble beneath him and could only hope her body still retained some of what he had taught it yesterday. 

He pushed in and pressed himself all the way down until he felt her resistance grow and his cock press up against the upper vault of her tunnel. 

Amy whimpered at the intrusion but James knew there was much worse to come before she would feel the glow of her desire bloom. He gave a small thrust and his cock plowed another inch into her body. Her tiny vagina felt rubbery around his shaft as it struggled to adapt to his invading manhood. 

Amy’s grip on her own labia slipped and instinctively she brought her fists up to her face and bit down on her whitened knuckles. James took hold of her waist and slowly rotated his hips forward wanting to make her stretch and strain against every inch of his cock as it invaded deeper and deeper into her warm tight body. 

“It is time to teach my slave something new,” he hissed. Amy gave out a painful little yelp as she felt her body labor against the struggle of his intrusion. He waited until he was all the way in before he gently tapped the girl’s anguished face with the back of his hand. She looked up at him through teary eyes. “Squeeze me, slave,” James said. Amy’s eyes flew wide open in a moment of deep anxiety. Her already pained expression became one of pure emotion as she looked about ready to fall apart. “Shush, little one. Don’t worry I have you,” he said softly taking her forehead in his palm. It felt soothing and made her think of the way her mother would hold her when she had a cold. “You can do it. Just imagine you are peeing, and try to stop the flow. Squeeze me.” 

Amy just stared at him for several long seconds and then clenched her belly. Her eyes became distant and suddenly her expression settled into one of peaceful resolve. Master James made a guttural sound of approval when he felt the young girl’s velvety channel embrace him. “That’s my sweet slave,” 

he said as he gently cupped and caressed her throbbing breasts. “Now, when I pull out I want you to hold and try to keep me in.” Amy obeyed silently as her master slowly started to inch his manhood out of her. 

“Good little slave,” James said. He was actually impressed. Her strength was quite unexpected given her lack of experience. When only his tip remained inside her sex, Master James told her to relax. Amy was sweating profusely now and breathing heavily with her exertion. Amy obeyed and he ground himself forward almost sheathing the full-length of his shaft into her squirming tummy. Amy found herself unable to breathe until he began to withdraw again. Somehow however, she remembered to squeeze down on him and embrace his retreating love shaft. Soon she drifted into a world

where nothing but the sensations coming from between her legs existed. 

Between her newly shaved pussy and the feeling of his cock inside her body Amy felt she could certainly lose her mind. And she didn’t care. 

“Ungh! Ungh! Ungh!” she cried suddenly forgetting everything but her own pleasure. She had almost climaxed when she opened her eyes, kissed her master full on the lips and smiled breathlessly, “Please may I come, Master?” 

He nodded and the lightning of their passions struck them almost simultaneously as he pumped her tight channel full of his potent cream. 

She hugged him tight and they both waited until her pussy’s contractions slowly subsided squeezing the last drops from his cock. 

He gathered her up and kissed her forehead and she nuzzled against his broad chest. Her heartbeat slowly came down to something approaching normal and James smiled. There was still one last thing to do before he called his slave’s training for today complete. 

“We are almost done for today. Before I go you must realize that each time you fail to obey a command, you will be punished," he said. And just like that he calmly slapped her breast making the girl squeal. Each strike made it jiggle and bounce wildly as her skin soon turned a rosy pink. Amidst the pain Amy felt a sense of outrage that anyone should ever use a woman's breasts for punishment like that. Until now the concept had been entirely foreign to her experience or even imagination. "You will learn to keep your eyes down and respond to every command I give you. Now say ‘Thank you, Master.’" 

Amy looked at Master James trying to blink back tears of frustration and shame. He slapped her breast viciously again and she cried out in pain. "Don't dawdle when given a command. Obey it immediately!" He was speaking in a calm voice that kept sending chills down the young slave’s spine. "Try again

– say ‘Thank you, Master.’" 

"Thank you, Master," Amy stammered. 

"What are you thanking me for?" Master James lifted his hand menacingly. 

"Thank you for instructing me, Master," the girl quickly stammered. 

He lowered his hand and nodded, “Good Girl.” he reached and gently caressed her cheek. She trembled in his touch. 

Amy felt great relief at having satisfied him. 

“Sit on your heels.” Amy obeyed at once. “Back straight and keep your knees well apart.” Again she positioned herself according to his demand. 

“Clasp your hands behind your neck.” She did so. “Now lie back and spread your legs. Place your feet flat on the floor. Wider.” 

Amy did as told, and waited. Master James came to tower over her. “Now, little slave, I want you to do something very simple. It is something you have done many times before. I want to watch you masturbate. Punishment for noncompliance will be a pussy spanking.” 

Amy almost jumped. It was the word that so horrified her. It was true she often masturbated in the privacy of her own bedroom. Still it was the most intimate of things she had ever done. She had never even considered doing it in front of anyone else. She felt her breath catch and her mind freeze. She was beyond humiliation and stared helplessly up at her master like a bunny rabbit caught by a wolf. 

"Remember, slave – no dawdling. Do it now. I need to see you rub your little cunt for me," the master hissed. She was quite certain that his words were deliberately chosen, made to push her into rebellion. It was only her third day as his slave and it was all too easy to remember her own cultural conditioning. She couldn't do anything but stare. She felt incapable of even the slightest motion. 

He waited for almost a full minute which felt like an eternity to the poor girl. She knew for certain that the punishment for disobedience would be severe. A pussy whipping! Oh dear God! Finally, he made her stand and then lie back on the bed. He placed her hands by her neck and told her to open her thighs and place her feet flat on the duvet. 

“Now you will understand what happens when a slave disobeys her master," the man said calmly. "You will be flogged.” Amy shrieked but kept her position. 

Until now Amy had only been caned, a punishment which though painful had however acquired a certain semblance of familiarity. She couldn't even begin to imagine what the flog would bring. Master James walked to the duffel bag and brought out the new instrument of torture. He made sure to

stand so that she could see it. It consisted of a handle and an assortment of leather straps which seemed light but had knots at the end. There were many of them and she lost count when she got to 16. Then he moved between her legs. 

“Keep your legs wide open,” he instructed and she did pushing her knees even wider than she had before. Her obedience was becoming instinctive. 

Before she had time to consider what was about to happen the flog flew in and smacked against her sex directly. The pain flushed all other thoughts straight out from her mind. 

"Wide! Spread your legs wide! Open your legs!" She sobbed and yet she did not disobey spreading her legs apart again. And again the flog fell drawing a scream from her abused throat. She felt euphoria grip her mind as frantic thoughts assaulted it. 

He was whipping her! Whipping her! Whipping her pussy! She couldn't fathom anything but the pure unadulterated shock of what was happening. 

Pain and despair assaulted her from every side. The flog snapped again and again against her obediently displayed reddening snatch. She braced herself but the leather came down mercilessly. 

And then, like a warm blanket, a curtain of pulsing heat descended to shield her from the worst. She felt a new darkness bloom deep in her soul. 

She felt overjoyed with the pure vileness of the deeds being visited down on her. She was suddenly exhausted and weak and yet she obeyed. She felt growing pride in that fact. He could have of course tied her legs spread, yet he persisted issuing his sadistic commands casting his dark magic, convincing her dazed mind to obey his desires. And she did! Every time she spread her legs obediently and the cruel flogger descended, her mind fell further into acceptance of her new status of a slave. One blow landed directly across her clit and she felt her vocal cords hurt as it ripped a gut-wrenching scream from her throat. 

By the time he was done she was beyond any notions of cultural propriety. 

When he told her to lie down on the carpet again she didn't hesitate. After that, when he told her to masturbate she did so as best she could in spite of the throbbing pain between her legs. 

“Pretend you are enjoying it and even climaxing,” he said and she obeyed. 

Following this he rewarded her by being tender and sweet to her. He gathered her up in his arms and held her until her tears were no more. Then they ate lunch. 

“Can you cook?” 

“No, not really.” He gently raised his hand and tapped her cheek. "Not really, Sir." He corrected her. 

"Not really, Sir." She said and hunched her shoulders shyly. 

"That's okay, you will learn. All my girls know how to cook their man a proper meal.” He watched to see if she reacted in any way but Amy was too far gone in her own little world to comprehend the implications right now. 

Master James was pleased. Amy was proving to be eager to learn everything. It was as if she was trying to fill some sort of void. He was forcing her to get in touch with her primal femininity and shed the civilized veneer she had been brought up to follow. Soon she would learn to relax and unquestioningly follow her own pleasure by obeying his instructions. There was sunshine in her future, he was certain. But first she had to walk through a garden of thorns and thistles. 

The end. 



Schooling the Teacher

It was supposed to be a simple meeting with a concerned parent, but Laura discovers that Billy’s dad has something else entirely on his mind. The rich older billionaire is an expert when it comes to understanding human nature. 

He senses that Laura is desperately trying to control a wild sexual beast under her demure teacher facade. 

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

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

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

years of age. 



Milked in London

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. 



My Submission to the Doctor

I am my Master’s lamb. 

I am his to use and guide. Like clay in his fingers, he will mold me into the perfect young submissive. I have no experience with men and all my life ahead to make up for it. Old enough to be my father, he will bend me to his will until I learn my place. 

Volume 1 of Lena’s Journey

Thank you for reading Training Amy. I hope you enjoyed it at least as much as I loved writing it. 

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

Amazon Author’s Page. 

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

@AlexCarlsbad

You can also find me on:

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

Email: alexcarlsbad@gmail.com

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

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