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      This book is intended for adults only. Spanking and other sexual activities represented in this book are fantasies only,
         intended for adults.
      

      	
      

      
   
      
      Prologue

      	
       

      	
       

      	
      What price would we not pay to feel, at last, that we could live our true selves?
         Rose certainly didn’t know the answer to that question as she signed the contract.
      

      	
      A million dollars from the man who chose her, with the requirement that he pay a million
         more if she stayed with him for a year.
      

      	
      But the money wasn’t the reason. The reason was the fantasies.

      	
      “Alright, Rose,” said Leo Hastert, her case-agent (as he called himself) for the Institute’s
         concubine program, which was the only name this strange—what? company? system?—thing
         she was doing had. “I’m going to go over this one more time, as I’m required to by
         the Institute, OK?”
      

      	
      Rose nodded, swallowing hard.

      	
      “After you leave here today, you will deposit a copy of this contract, along with
         any documentation you choose to add, in a safe-deposit box monitored by our program-agents,
         but kept at a public bank. Then you will return here, and you will be hypnotized by
         a skilled professional. Your memory of the program, and of signing this contract,
         will be deeply hidden. At some point, over the next few weeks, you will be abducted,
         and trained as a concubine in a secret location. During your abduction and training,
         your progress will be monitored by us and by your friend Joanne Goshen, who referred
         you to us, though you will not, of course, remember that she is monitoring you. If
         at any time we think, or Joanne thinks, you are being harmed in any way, or that your
         training is not resulting in the psychological well-being you were seeking when you
         came to us at her suggestion, we will intervene, and you will be returned, with your
         memories restored, to your existing life-situation, one million dollars richer.
      

      	
      “If, on the other hand, Joanne does not intervene, you will in due course be delivered
         to our client, who will have chosen you as his concubine. As Joanne continues to monitor,
         you will serve him as he sees fit, and he will treat you exactly as he pleases, according
         to the list of requirements we supplied.”
      

      	
      Rose felt her hands tremble slightly, as she remembered all the terrible things on
         the list of requirements, the punishments and the humiliations, but she nodded anyway.
      

      	
      “Again, if intervention is necessary, you will be returned, restored, and enriched.
         But if you remain with your master for a year, you will gain an additional million
         dollars, and another for each year of service.”
      

      	
      Leo looked at Rose for a long moment; then he said, “Are you prepared to sign?”

      	
      “Yes,” Rose said.

      	
      

      
   
      
      Chapter One

      	
       

      	
       

      	
      “I want to make sure, Joanne,” said Abigail Podret, the academic dean of the Institute,
         “that you understand why we have accepted Rose into the program.”
      

      	
      “That would be very helpful,” Joanne said. They were speaking via secure video chat—the
         same technology that Joanne would use to monitor Rose. Joanne felt a little faint
         as she thought about what she would witness, on her computer screen, over the next
         year and more. She told herself again, as she had told herself at least five times
         a day for the last few weeks as she had planned Rose’s induction into the concubine
         program, that her referral of Rose to Abigail had nothing to do with the free, high-quality
         BDSM porn it was going to provide. As often as she told herself that, though, she
         imagined, with an accompanying dampness between her thighs, watching Rose broken,
         and trained, and used, all by Rose’s own consent and with Rose’s own approval.
      

      	
      Joanne had never thought, when she had met Abigail Podret at a BDSM munch meet-up,
         and then had met her again a few days later for a long coffee and a torrid, lengthy
         discipline session in Abigail’s hotel room afterward, that one day Joanne would have
         a candidate for the program. But Joanne had also never forgotten Abigail saying, those
         years ago, “Mrs. Goshen, it seems to me you understand the purpose of my program.
         I would be happy to consider any candidate you might decide to recommend as a volunteer,
         or for pick-up.”
      

      	
      Now, on Joanne’s screen, Abigail continued, somehow looking lovely even over video
         chat, her black hair pulled back in a chignon and her porcelain skin luminous, “We
         accepted Rose because of the family issues.”
      

      	
      “Oh,” said Joanne, “you mean the way her parents were about the marriage?”

      	
      “Yes—they didn’t try to stop her from marrying her college boyfriend when it was clear
         she was only doing it because she didn’t know what else she should do. There’s no
         doubt at all that she’s a yearning sub—not that her parents could have known that,
         of course!” Abigail held up her left hand in a sort of ‘whoa’ gesture whose charming
         innocence made Joanne want to spank her silly, the way she had five years before in
         that hotel room.
      

      	
      “But you think that she’d be able to acknowledge those desires…”

      	
      “If her family background had given her more assertiveness about her inner life. Yes.”

      	
      “So what are you thinking the program will do for her?” Joanne asked, sure now that
         she had done the right thing in referring Rose.
      

      	
      “We think Rose needs to find a new kind of family—a decidedly non-traditional family
         that will nurture and support her submissive desires. Frankly, her new owner and his
         wife may not be the right match—not because there’s any reason to think it won’t work
         but simply because we won’t know until Rose serves him for a while—but having the
         experience of that family structure will, we think, give Rose the self-knowledge she
         desperately needs, in order to find in that family, or in some other family, a way
         to feel like she is living the way she’s supposed to live.”
      

      	
      

      
   
      
      Chapter Two

      	
       

      	
       

      	
      Leo Hastert smiled as he put on his cable-guy outfit. Rose Hutchison, blond and blue-eyed,
         had called him back, as he had known she would, to do the hack he had told her he
         could do for twenty bucks. She had also made it clear that she was hoping he would
         service more than her cable box. He had called Abigail at the Institute, and Abigail
         had given final approval for the pick-up. After Rose had been accepted, Abigail had
         circulated her picture to the clients with whom the Institute was currently working
         to find concubines. David Handelson had called back within a few minutes of seeing
         Rose’s picture. He would take Rose—and did Abigail have a nineteen-year-old to go
         with her? David and his wife were hoping to bring a pair to Saint Martin—and to their
         other houses, on Long Island and in Paris, of course. One for him and one for her?
         Leo wasn’t sure, but the program was adept at filling this sort of request, and Abigail
         had told David she would see what they could do.
      

      	
      Leo loved his job.

      	
       

      	
      * * *

      	
       

      	
      Rose Hutchison, twenty-five and already divorced, petite and lovely, let Leo into
         her apartment with a sly smile. She wore a cute pink T-shirt and tight, classic jeans.
         He was sure she had on some sort of special panties in his honor. That would be fun.
      

      	
      Leo didn’t even glance at the place where he had installed the camera in the kitchen
         the day before, when Rose had been out shopping. He would know from a buzz in his
         implanted earpiece if that camera stopped feeding video—or any of the five others
         he had installed throughout her apartment, so that the Institute’s monitors and Rose’s
         safer (as they were called) Joanne could see everything that would happen.
      

      	
      Rose closed and locked the door behind Leo, 6′2″ and, from outward appearances, all
         alpha—just what girls who are coming to terms with their submissive sides are looking
         for. The reality had more complexity, but Leo didn’t wear his love for opera and French
         cooking on his sleeve.
      

      	
      Leo looked down at her and said, “Take off your clothes.”

      	
      The look on Rose’s face changed to confusion, and then to fear. She reached for the
         lock on the door, but Leo easily grabbed and held her wrist. She started to yell,
         but he covered her mouth with his other hand and said, “I can gag you if I have to,
         Rose. Wouldn’t you rather I didn’t?” A long moment passed, and then she nodded. He
         took his hand carefully from her mouth; sometimes they bit, but Rose didn’t seem to
         be that kind of girl. Still, he had learned to be careful.
      

      	
      “You’re going to take off all your clothes, or I’m going to take them off for you,
         after I cane your disobedient backside,” Leo said calmly.
      

      	
      “What?”

      	
      “You thought you were going to get a little action with the hunky cable guy. I’m afraid,
         Rose, that you’re going to get a lot more action than you thought. You’ve been purchased
         by a wealthy man: in a month I’m going to deliver you to him, ready to pleasure him
         when and however he chooses.”
      

      	
      “This is a joke, right?” Rose said weakly.

      	
      “No, Rose, it’s not. If you are an obedient girl for your master, you will have a
         wonderful life with him, but I am afraid that if you are disobedient, the way you
         seem to have decided to be now, your life will be very hard and painful.”
      

      	
      “But—”

      	
      “It looks like we’re going to have to do this the hard way,” Leo said, grimly. He
         turned Rose around, and held both her wrists in his left hand, at the small of her
         back. Then he bent her over the kitchen counter. With a practiced hand he got a length
         of rope from his pocket and swiftly bound her hands behind her.
      

      	
      That was when Rose started screaming, but at that point it was almost too easy to
         take a dishtowel, stuff it in her mouth, and secure it with the leather strap that
         was in his other pocket for exactly that purpose. He lifted her and threw her across
         his shoulder. He could tell from her breathing that her arousal was beginning to emerge,
         and she was fighting hard against it. Right on schedule, he thought to himself.
      

      	
      Leo thought often about the nature of the post-hypnotic suggestions the program used,
         which were the Institute’s most closely kept secret. Did they leave behind, he always
         wondered, a sort of trace memory that made it easier for girls like Rose to come to
         terms with their fantasies of non-consent? If he had done to Rose what he had just
         done before she had joined the program and received the post-hypnotic suggestion that she forget
         that she had signed a contract with the Institute, would she still be panting as he
         manhandled her onto a high-backed armless wooden chair in her living room, and began
         to tie her to it, as she struggled uselessly against him?
      

      	
      “Rose,” Leo said, when he was sure he had tied her securely, “we’re going to have
         a lot of fun, you and I, over the next forty-eight hours—but only if you make up your
         mind to be a good girl. If you decide that you can’t be a good girl for me, well,
         I’ll still have fun… but I’m afraid you won’t. Do you think you can be a good girl
         for me?”
      

      	
      Leo could see fear in her wide eyes as she nodded.

      	
      It was time to heighten things for her emotionally. Without another word to her, Leo
         began to go through the things on her shelves, knowing that she was watching his every
         move. He walked to the bedroom door—he had studied the simple floor-plan carefully
         that morning—and opened it.
      

      	
      He looked back at Rose. “I’m just going to have a little look in your bedroom, Rose.
         Do you think I’ll find anything naughty?”
      

      	
      Her only response was to widen her eyes. She knew what he would find, as did he. He
         went into the bedroom, and straight to the top dresser drawer. Under her lovely panties
         and bras, he found a copy of Penthouse Forum dated two years before and a worn copy of a spanking book called Schoolgirl Tales. He also found a cute little pink vibrator. He brought all these out, and laid them
         on the couch in front of her.
      

      	
      “Naughty,” he said. She mewed through her gag at that, but he was sure even she didn’t
         know what she wanted to say in response to the revelation.
      

      	
      He reached down, casually, with both hands, to her waist. He worked his fingers inside
         the waistband of her jeans, treasuring the first feeling of her soft skin there. Her
         sounds through the gag grew even more frantic, as did the shaking of her head, but
         she could not prevent his unfastening the button at the waistband of her jeans and
         tugging them down to the middle of her spread thighs, to expose her lacy red panties.
         He could see the fair hair on her cunt through the lace—this revelation was always
         one of his favorite parts—and he felt himself growing hard.
      

      	
      “You have been a bad girl, Rose,” Leo said, “and your bottom will have to pay the
         price.” Slowly, so that she could see exactly what he was going to do, he moved his
         right hand between her thighs. He laid his middle finger just where he knew her little
         clit lay hidden. Her mewing became a little whimper, as, ever so slightly he urged
         the finger further down, between the wood of the chair and her pert little bottom
         cheeks.
      

      	
      The mewing through the gag turned into little sobs of shame and frustration. Leo knew
         from long experience that she was trying desperately to figure out what she had done,
         and who it was who had put her in this horrifying situation. The continual litany
         of “You’ve been wicked, naughty, bad” was a key element of the psychological part
         of the training: Rose would be able to find the essential rightness of living her
         submissive nature if it began from the realization that being called a ‘bad girl’
         was something she craved and needed. The next step would come when she realized that
         she was not, in fact, a bad girl at all; she was not being punished for wickedness,
         but rather because she wanted to be punished. That stage sometimes took years, though.
      

      	
      “A very, very bad girl,” Leo murmured, into her ear, and gave her a light caress,
         up and down her cunt lips. Then, abruptly, he withdrew his hand and stood up.
      

      	
      “Alright,” he continued, “I’m going to take your gag off. Then I’ll untie you from
         the chair. You’re going to get up and show me that you’re a good girl by taking off
         all your clothes for me.”
      

      	
      Along with the fear now, Leo could see that her desire was beginning to take firmer
         hold. The idea of taking off her clothes for him had, as he had known it would, ignited
         a little spark in her pussy.
      

      	
      “Does that make you wet, Rose?” he asked, as he reached behind her head to unfasten
         the strap he had buckled around the dishtowel.
      

      	
      She shook her head violently.

      	
      “Lying to me isn’t the kind of thing a good girl does,” Leo said. “Once those clothes
         are off we’re going to have a little check, and we’re going to see whether you’re
         telling me a fib right now. I bet you know what happens to girls who lie to me, don’t
         you?”
      

      	
      Leo took the dishtowel out of her mouth.

      	
      “Tell me, Rose, what do you think happens to girls who lie to me?”

      	
      “They get spanked,” she whispered.

      	
      “Good girl,” he said. “Now do you want to save yourself a spanking by telling me the
         truth about how wet you are?”
      

      	
      “Oh my God,” she said. “I… I can’t…”

      	
      “Last chance,” Leo said. “Is your pussy wet, Rose?”

      	
      “Yes,” she whispered, “but… but that doesn’t mean I want any of this.”

      	
      “Oh, I know,” Leo said. “It will be quite a while before you want this. Or, let me
         put that another way. It will be quite a while before you tell me that you want this.
         Really, it will be quite a while before you can tell yourself that you want it. For
         now, all that I’m looking for is for you to be a good girl.”
      

      	
      He untied her.

      	
      “Do you remember what you’re supposed to do now, Rose?” he asked.

      	
      She nodded. “Do I have to?”

      	
      “Yes, Rose, if you want to be a good girl for me you have to.”

      	
      She stood up from the chair, her jeans still around her thighs, exposing the sexy
         lace panties even more fully to Leo’s admiring view. Leo sat on the couch, not taking
         his eyes off her. He had wanted to see her without her clothing since the first time
         her photo had crossed his desk. Trembling, and unable to look at him, of course, she
         pulled her pink T-shirt over her head, and dropped it to the floor.
      

      	
      She was wearing a cute little lace bra to match the panties. Her breasts were, as
         most of the Institute’s clients preferred, on the small side, but definitely distinct
         and very pert.
      

      	
      “Lovely,” Leo murmured. Rose’s eyes flashed up to meet his just for a moment. She
         blushed crimson, instantly, and lowered her eyes again.
      

      	
      “Take the bra off now, Rose,” Leo said. He watched her reach her hands behind to unhook
         it, and then couldn’t suppress a little sound of arousal in his own throat, when she
         shrugged the bra off and onto the floor, and he could see the lovely pink and white
         curves of her breasts, with their little pink nipples surmounting them, bouncing just
         the tiniest bit with the motion of removing the bra.
      

      	
      She heard the sound, and it seemed to send a shudder through her.

      	
      “Even lovelier,” Leo commented. “Lower those sexy panties now, please.”

      	
      Rose’s hands moved to the waistband, and her fingers began to tug downward, but then
         she stopped.
      

      	
      “I can’t…” she said. “I want… I want to be a…” She gulped, and her brow furrowed in
         the battle against herself that Leo knew was raging inside. She whispered, “I want
         to be a good girl, but… please don’t make me take off my panties.”
      

      	
      Leo reacted instantaneously, as he knew he must. He got up from the couch and grabbed
         Rose’s left arm and twisted it behind her back. He did it casually, but he could see
         the effect it had instantly upon Rose. The fear and desire in her eyes rose together
         to engulf her.
      

      	
      Using her left arm to control her, he pushed her down over the chair that she had
         been tied to.
      

      	
      “This is a shame, Rose,” Leo said. “You almost showed me how good a girl you can be.
         But it seems like you’re a naughty girl after all.” He got the rope again and with
         skill born of much practice, he tied her over the chair, bottom up, with her arms
         and legs secured to the legs of the chair.
      

      	
      “I hope you didn’t pay very much for these jeans, Rose,” he said. He pulled a pair
         of surgical shears from his bag, and began to cut the jeans off her legs.
      

      	
      “What… what are you doing?” she asked.

      	
      “I’m doing what needs to be done with a naughty girl,” Leo replied, calmly. “Maybe
         next time you won’t be so slow to take off your clothes for your master.” He cut along
         one outside seam of the jeans, all the way, and then the other, and they fell away
         from her into pieces when he tugged at the denim.
      

      	
      “Don’t be mad at yourself, Rose,” he said sardonically. “You were going to have your
         first spanking sooner or later.” He looked down at her backside, offered to him helplessly
         over the chair. The lace accentuated her lovely bottom so well that he decided to
         keep her in her panties for a bit.
      

      	
      “I think a girl’s first spanking should always be with the open hand, don’t you, Rose?”
         He let the question stay rhetorical, as he began to spank her.
      

      	
      “Oh God, oh God, oh God,” Rose wailed through deep, panting breaths, as the first
         dozen or so blows landed hard on her panty-covered backside.
      

      	
      “Are you going to be a good girl for me now, Rose?”

      	
      “Yes!” she screamed.

      	
      He kept spanking, as he continued, “I think we had better have you address me properly
         from this point on. You are to call me ‘Master.’”
      

      	
      He ripped her panties down to her knees, and kept spanking the already very red bottom.
         The cheeks bounded delightfully under his hand.
      

      	
      “Yes, Master!” she screamed.

      	
      “I wish I could believe that, Rose,” Leo said. “But you’ve already disobeyed too many
         times. I think you need a taste of what real discipline is going to be like in your
         life from this point on.”
      

      	
      “What?” she yelped.

      	
      Their research on Rose—much of it of course supplied by Rose herself before she had
         been hypnotized—indicated that the cane was a very important implement for her. Leo
         went to fetch his from his bag.
      

      	
      “Rose,” he said, as he did so, “do you know how teachers used to punish schoolgirls?”

      	
      “Oh, no…” Rose said.

      	
      “I think you must,” Leo said, “judging from the book I found in your dresser drawer.
         Tell me, Rose, what’s the best way for a teacher to punish a schoolgirl?”
      

      	
      “The cane,” whispered Rose.

      	
      “Yes, indeed,” Leo replied. “And this weekend, here, and then later at the Institute,
         I and your program-officer are going to be your teachers. And, when you are naughty,
         you are going to be receiving some old-fashioned discipline.”
      

      	
      

      
   
      
      Chapter Three

      	
       

      	
       

      	
      Her backside was positioned perfectly, so he brought the cane down, hard, so that
         she would know what he meant. The wail that came from Rose’s throat as she had her
         very first taste of real discipline was delicious.
      

      	
      “Do I have to gag you again, Rose?” Leo asked. He gave her another hard stroke with
         the cane, and saw with satisfaction that the first one was already becoming visible
         as a proof of his skill. Rose would be able to contemplate her punished backside very
         profitably that night during her review session, and in each review session for the
         next few days. Leo liked to give the cane as soon as possible, as a kind of level-setting
         for new concubines. It meant that care would have to be taken with spankings, but
         there were so many other ways to discipline a concubine that Leo felt the visible
         marks, as perfect as he could make them, that lasted, and stung whenever the girl
         sat down, and gave her the chance in bed every night to run her fingers along them
         and think about how she had earned them and why she was in the program, well worth
         the trouble.
      

      	
      She screamed again. Leo put the cane down on the couch. He fetched the surgical shears,
         and with two little snips, freed Rose’s panties from her legs. He walked around so
         that he was standing in front of her, as she looked up at him with the tears streaming
         down her cheeks.
      

      	
      “Open your mouth, Rose,” he said, gently. She shook her head. “Last chance before
         I make you, sweetie,” he said, just a tiny bit more sternly. She shook her head again.
      

      	
      Leo moved a little to the side. The satisfyingly damp, ruined panties were in his
         left hand, and he brought them to Rose’s helpless face, and rubbed them over her mouth,
         and her nose and her eyes. Then he started to spank her, with moderate force, with
         his hand again.
      

      	
      “Naughty girl,” he murmured. “You are a very, very naughty girl, Rose.” Through her
         closed lips she was emitting little whimpers.
      

      	
      Without warning, Leo delivered a spank with the full force of his arm, on Rose’s sit-spot,
         and when she opened her mouth to scream, as he knew she would have to, he popped the
         ruined panties inside.
      

      	
      “There we go,” he said. “There’s no nicer sight than a naughty girl with a panty gag,
         is there?” He stood up in front of her again, and looked down into her face, looking
         up at him with fear and discomfort and, yes, the lust he was looking for, that she
         couldn’t hide. The red lace peeping out of her mouth made her look a picture of girlish
         wantonness used for man’s pleasure.
      

      	
      “Now that you’re gagged again, sweetie, I’m going to give you your full twelve with
         the cane. Then we can talk again about being a good girl.”
      

      	
      She shook her head frantically, and mewed through the lace, but Leo went back to his
         position. Mercilessly, he gave her nine more with the cane, as she gasped and shrieked
         into her gag. Her bottom writhed over the chair, making it rock back and forth. Her
         arms and legs strained against the ropes; by the ninth stroke Leo had to hold her
         down despite the bonds because her desperate movements were threatening to overturn
         the chair. Her head reared back, then, and her blond hair thrashed from side to side
         as she shook it as if to refuse the discipline she had earned. He stepped back to
         survey his work.
      

      	
      It was really one of the finest rows of weals he’d made, he thought. He put the cane
         down, and left Rose there to sob and to consider, while he went to get his provisions
         from his van.
      

      	
       

      	
      * * *

      	
       

      	
      When he moved back into Rose’s field of vision, he was carrying a beer and a sandwich.

      	
      “Now, Rose,” Leo said, “it’s not my intention that you should be hungry or thirsty.
         That’s not the kind of discipline that we’re interested in, in our program. So I’m
         going to take your panties out of your mouth now and ask you whether you’re hungry.
         OK?”
      

      	
      Rose nodded miserably. Leo put down his beer and took the edge of the ruined panties
         between his thumb and forefinger. He pulled them out of Rose’s mouth, and set them
         atop her head.
      

      	
      Rose shook her head wildly, and the panties flew off, but Leo picked them up and put
         them back on top of her head.
      

      	
      “No, no, Rose,” he said. “That is the kind of discipline that we’re interested in, in the program. Those panties are
         going to stay on top of your head until I’m satisfied that you understand how important
         it is to be a good girl for me. If you try to shake them off again, it’s going to
         be the cane for you. Do you understand?”
      

      	
      “Yes,” Rose whispered.

      	
      “There we go,” Leo said. “Now, are you hungry, Rose?”

      	
      “No,” Rose said.

      	
      “Alright,” Leo said, “but I’ll keep asking. Usually when a girl is being trained,
         in the beginning, her body is too overwhelmed for the first few hours to think about
         food. But I think in an hour or two your hunger is going to hit you like a ton of
         bricks. I want to make sure you know, though, that it would be very foolish to try
         not to eat as a way of defying me. That kind of defiance gets punished very severely.
         Also, I’m going to untie you in just a moment, and have you drink a glass of water.
         You may even have something harder if you like, as well. I see you have a bottle of
         wine open, and I brought beer. But the water is not optional. One of the most important
         things of all for a new girl is to make sure she stays hydrated. So I’m afraid I’m
         going to be in the bathroom with you when you pee.”
      

      	
      “What?” Rose asked desperately. Her head moved in a jerk that brought the panties
         down to the floor again. Leo tsked, and gave her a hard spank across both cheeks.
      

      	
      “Naughty,” he said. “Rose, why do you think your panties are on your head?”

      	
      “I don’t know,” Rose said, with an attempt at defiant refusal to answer such a humiliating
         question.
      

      	
      “Let me ask you a question, then,” Leo said in a friendly tone. “Does a modern girl
         who gets to make her own decisions about her life—and in particular her sex life—wear
         panties on top of her head?”
      

      	
      “No,” Rose whispered.

      	
      “Exactly,” Leo said. “How does it make a modern girl like that feel to have panties
         on top of her head?”
      

      	
      “Ashamed,” Rose replied, in the same whisper.

      	
      “Embarrassed,” Leo said, “degraded, humiliated, debased, and abased. You’re a clever
         girl, Rose,” he continued. “Can you connect the dots? Why does it make you feel ashamed
         to be wearing your panties on your head?”
      

      	
      “I don’t know,” Rose said, a sullen note now entering the tone of her voice.

      	
      “Oh, I think you do,” Leo said. He put down the plate with the sandwich on it, and
         picked up the Penthouse Forum magazine from the couch. He leafed through it. “Look at this, Rose,” he said. “I
         bet you read this one a lot.” He held up in front of her eyes a story entitled ‘Backdoor
         Pleasures.’
      

      	
      “The magazine just fell open to this place,” he said. “I wonder why that is? What
         is this one about, Rose?”
      

      	
      Rose made a tiny shake of her head, clearly trying not to let the panties fall off.

      	
      Still holding the magazine up in front of her in his left hand, Leo gave her another
         spank with his right. Her head jerked, and the panties once again fell to the floor.
         Leo gave her three spanks for that, and then returned the panties to their position.
      

      	
      “Oh, please…” Rose said.

      	
      “Please, what?” Leo said.

      	
      “Please, Master?” she asked.

      	
      Leo chuckled. This was going very well. “Please, Master, what?”

      	
      “Please don’t spank me.”

      	
      Leo spanked her. Rose cried out.

      	
      “We’ll continue our discussion of your reading material in a moment, Rose,” Leo said.
         “But now I think we had better inspect the state of your pussy.”
      

      	
      “Oh, Master, please, no… I…”

      	
      “Do you want to confess something, Rose?” Leo asked.

      	
      “I’m wet,” she whispered.

      	
      Leo put his right hand on her bottom, and began to caress it, and Rose sighed and
         moaned. Leo worked his fingers down further and began to caress her along the pussy
         lips that would not have their cute blond hair for very much longer. Rose cried out
         in her forced pleasure.
      

      	
      “What is this little essay about, Rose?” Leo asked again.

      	
      “Oh, please, don’t make me, Master,” Rose said.

      	
      “Do you want a spanking, or a wanking?” Leo asked, and gave her three hard spanks.

      	
      Rose yelped at each one, and said, very quietly, “A wanking, Master.”

      	
      “Then tell me about this lovely article, Rose,” Leo said. “What is it about?”

      	
      “Anal,” Rose whispered.

      	
      “Anal what?”

      	
      “Anal sex.”

      	
      “Oh, really?” Leo said, as if surprised. He turned the magazine back so that he could
         read it, and read out loud, “The first time my boyfriend had my sweet ass, I was so
         ashamed I thought I would die.” He turned back to Rose. “If I had to guess, Rose,
         I would say that you probably had that first sentence memorized. Let’s have a little
         game. If you can recite that sentence for me, I will give you a little reward. Understand?”
      

      	
      “Yes, Master,” Rose said, her voice fearful of what Leo might mean by a reward.

      	
      “Alright, go ahead, Rose,” Leo said, beginning to fondle her cunt again.

      	
      “The first time, oh my God, the first time… my… oh, Master… my boyfriend had my… sweet
         ass…”
      

      	
      “You’re not doing very well at getting to the end of the sentence, are you, Rose?”
         Leo asked as he pumped three fingers in and out of her pussy. “It seems like this
         could take a while.”
      

      	
      “Oh my God,” Rose groaned, “the first time my boyfriend had my…”

      	
      Suddenly Leo withdrew his hand. “Why do you think she was ashamed?” he asked. “I mean
         the narrator of the essay.”
      

      	
      “Oh, please, Master… Don’t stop.”

      	
      “This is part of the game, Rose,” he said. “To keep going, you’re going to have to
         answer my questions.”
      

      	
      He patted her little pussy very lightly, and gave it the tiniest of wanks. “So,” he
         continued, “why do you think it made the narrator ashamed for her boyfriend to have
         her sweet ass?”
      

      	
      Rose gave a whimper of frustration, and said, “Because it’s dirty!”

      	
      “Really?” Leo asked. With his middle finger he worked between her lovely bottom cheeks,
         and brought the tip of his finger up against her cringing anus. Rose gave a little
         cry of astonishment and humiliation.
      

      	
      “I suppose I can see why people think that fucking an ass is a dirty sort of thing,”
         Leo said, casually. “I mean, it’s all about what comes out of there, I suppose. At
         the same time though, when we’re talking about a backside as lovely as yours, Rose,
         you would think that after a girl has played with herself to a story like this one
         as many times as you must have, she would stop feeling quite as ashamed. But that’s
         the wonderful thing about shame, isn’t it, Rose? It never really goes away, does it?
         I mean, a girl who has Penthouse Forum and Schoolgirl Tales and a cute little vibrator in her dresser drawer—you wouldn’t think she would think
         twice about having panties on her head.”
      

      	
      Casually, he returned his hand to her pussy, and began to stroke and rub it again,
         and Rose whimpered in response.
      

      	
      “But I know that when I tell you that the time will come when you will go out in public,
         with your new master, and he will tell you to take your panties off, and give them
         to him, and he might very well then put them on top of your head—I know that when
         I tell you that…”
      

      	
      Rose’s hips were bucking against his hands now as he brought her closer and closer,
         and she was moaning uncontrollably.
      

      	
      “Well, let’s just say that I know it has its effect on you, Rose,” Leo said. He withdrew
         his hand again, and Rose screamed with frustration this time.
      

      	
      “Alright,” Leo said, “let’s have another try at that sentence.”

      	
      Rose gave a little sob, and said, “The first time my boyfriend had my sweet ass, I
         was so ashamed I thought I would die.”
      

      	
      Leo returned his fingers to her pussy, and began to move them very quickly. “Let me
         tell you a secret, Rose,” he whispered in her ear. “Your master has reserved your
         anus for himself. We’re going to be getting you ready there, to be sure, but it will
         be your master who fucks you in your bottom for the very first time.”
      

      	
      Rose sobbed in shame and pleasure. “When?” she grunted, sounding like an animal in
         heat.
      

      	
      “Oh,” Leo said, “I’m estimating a month from now.” He put the magazine down, so he
         could bring his left hand atop her bottom, and touch her anus with his middle finger,
         as with his right he brought her over the edge. She came, with a sob of submissive
         pleasure that told him everything he needed to know about the state of her erotic
         imagination.
      

      	
      

      
   
      
      Chapter Four

      	
       

      	
       

      	
      Rose was developing right on schedule. These first forty-eight hours were crucial,
         but the Institute’s philosophy was that they should serve as a kind of mini-course
         in submission. Nothing was to be too severe or discussed in too much depth, but the
         girl’s fantasies were to be brought before her and she was to be made to feel that
         her trainers, and then later her owner, would know how to take her in hand entirely.
         Rose was new, but she had to be made to feel that she was just as completely owned
         as a concubine who had been in her owner’s possession for a year or more.
      

      	
      As Rose’s muscles relaxed after her orgasm, Leo patted her bottom gently. “You did
         very well, sweetheart,” he said. “Did you like your reward?”
      

      	
      “Yes, Master,” Rose said weakly.

      	
      “That’s the kind of thing that will happen when you’re a good girl,” Leo said. “It
         will happen here, and it will happen at the Institute, and then it will happen with
         your owner. Do you think you’re ready to be a good girl, now, and come have some water?”
      

      	
      “Yes, Master,” Rose said.

      	
      “Very well,” Leo replied.

      	
      He untied her wrists and ankles from the chair, and helped her to her feet. She looked
         up into his eyes, clearly unsure of what she was supposed to say to him, or whether
         she was supposed to say anything at all. Leo knew that a part of her mind was now
         racing to catch up with events. That was the part that could be expected to attempt
         to find some way to escape. One of his most important tasks was to make sure that
         voice of flight never got so loud inside her mind that she did something foolish that
         might hurt her, to try to get away from him. Leo’s job was to walk the line between
         her consent and her pleasure, to let her feel for the very first time how much her
         wanton nature yearned to be made the instrument of a master’s lust.
      

      	
      “In general, Rose,” Leo said, kindly, “you are not to speak unless you are addressed
         directly. The exception to that rule is expressions of gratitude. You may thank me
         for untying you.”
      

      	
      “Thank you, Master,” Rose whispered.

      	
      He took her hand, led her to the sink in the kitchen, and filled a glass of water
         from the tap. He was fairly sure of what would happen next, so when he handed the
         glass to Rose, he didn’t take his eyes off her. That was when he realized she was
         crafty, as she waited until he pretended to look away, with the full intention of
         looking back instantly, to do what he had been expecting: she threw the glass at him.
         Sometimes it was the glass, sometimes it was just the water, but the ones who threw
         the glass were his favorites. Most of the time, like now, he was actually able to
         catch the glass, as the girl went running past to try to open the door. Leo put the
         glass down, and took the three steps necessary to grab Rose, who was screaming bloody
         murder. She only screamed for the tiniest of moments, though, before Leo’s right hand
         was once again across her mouth.
      

      	
      “Think, Rose,” he murmured into her ear. “Do you really want to be gagged again?”

      	
      Rose sobbed, and shook her head.

      	
      “Will you be quiet, then, sweetheart?”

      	
      She nodded, and he removed his hand from her mouth.

      	
      He put his arm around her shoulders, as if in a friendly way, and led her, hesitating
         only a little bit in the knowledge of her necessity, back to the living room. “I’m
         going to show you what you just earned, Rose,” Leo said. “You’re going to be frightened,
         and that’s exactly the way I want it. Look at my bag, Rose. Do you see the outside
         pocket with the zipper?”
      

      	
      “Yes,” Rose said, in a mousy kind of whisper.

      	
      “I want you to go over to the bag, and open up that pocket and take out what’s inside.”

      	
      Rose shook her head violently.

      	
      “Oh, sweetheart,” Leo said, “I know how hard it is. But I promise you that if you
         don’t do as you’re told, you have much, much worse coming.”
      

      	
      With a little sob, Rose took the two steps to the bag and knelt on the floor. Leo
         watched her unzip the pocket that had the anal punisher in it. He pulled his phone
         from a pocket in his shirt, flipped the camera on, trained it at Rose, and started
         the video. This was the kind of thing that an owner would always be grateful for,
         as well as being a staple of training.
      

      	
      As if on cue, when Rose reached her hand into the pocket, she gasped, and pulled her
         hand out again as if she had been stung by a scorpion. Her cheeks flushed crimson.
      

      	
      “What is it?” she asked, turning to him, with a pleading look in her eyes.

      	
      She saw that he was taking a video, and she said, “Oh… no… please…”

      	
      “Your owner is going to enjoy this video very much, Rose,” Leo said. “If you haven’t
         already figured it out, it’s your owner’s pleasure that I’m concerned with.”
      

      	
      “What is the thing in the pocket, Master?” she asked again, pleading with him to end
         the mystery that was causing her fear.
      

      	
      “Take it out, Rose, and look at it, and I’ll tell you.”

      	
      She pulled it out. It was made of black rubber. It was long, and bulbous, and very
         thick.
      

      	
      She gasped again when she saw it.

      	
      “I think you know what it is, Rose,” Leo said. “Tell me, where do you think I’m going
         to put that in a few minutes?”
      

      	
      “Oh, no…” she cried.

      	
      “Never had anything like that up your butt, Rose?” he asked casually. “Ever put your
         little pink vibrator up there?”
      

      	
      Her blush, which had faded slightly, returned even redder.

      	
      “Tell the truth now, Rose,” he chided. “I know you’ve been lonely for the last few
         months, since your divorce. Lonely girls get up to all sorts of tricks with their
         vibrators, don’t they? And yours is so nice and slim, it must go right up there easy
         as cake. My anal punisher isn’t going to be that easy.” Leo looked into her eyes for
         a long moment, then said, with authority, “You have an important choice, Rose. You
         can tell me about how you put your little pink vibrator up your butt, or I can spank
         you until you do. And I’m sure you can see that having me spanking you on top of your
         cane marks yet again isn’t something that would feel very nice. Can you be a good
         girl for me, and confess that you like to have a vibrator in your little asshole?”
      

      	
      Rose gave a little puppy cry of frustration, and blurted out, “Yes, OK, I do. I put
         my little pink vibrator up my butt!”
      

      	
      “How many times, Rose?” Leo asked. “How often do you shame yourself that way?”

      	
      Rose shook her head at the relentless progress of the humiliation.

      	
      “Oh, come now, sweetheart,” Leo said. “This should be a lot easier than the last question,
         shouldn’t it? I mean, when a girl admits that she puts her cute little vibrator up
         her butt, doesn’t it stop mattering how often she does it?”
      

      	
      Rose closed her eyes, and just kept shaking her head. Leo could see that there were
         tears leaking out from under her eyelids.
      

      	
      “That’s the trouble, isn’t it, Rose?” he continued conversationally. “It still matters,
         because you always have your shame. It’s quite clear that you’re a little ass girl,
         but when you were small, your parents told you that you had to be modest, and demure,
         and that lesson never, ever goes away, does it? Unfortunately for you, I know it,
         and your training master at the Institute knows it, and the man who has bought you
         knows it too. Frankly, that’s why you’re so very valuable. I’m not sure you even have
         the slightest idea what it does to a man like me to see a girl like you blush. One
         thing I can promise you, though, is that by the time you leave the Institute with
         your new owner, you will understand a great deal more about that.”
      

      	
      He took the two steps so that he was standing in front of her, his crotch only an
         inch or two away from her face. He took her chin in his right hand. “The problem is,
         Rose, that the more you blush, the more I want to do terrible things to you.” He grabbed
         her upper arm abruptly, pulled her to her feet, and took her over to the chair from
         which she had now been untied twice. Still holding onto her arm, he sat, and then
         he pulled her across his lap roughly. He held her down with his left arm, while without
         saying anything, he began to spank her once again, upon the cane welts, which were
         now purple.
      

      	
      “Are you ready, Rose?” he asked as he continued to spank, and she began to scream.

      	
      “Master! Master!” she shouted. “Yes! Almost every night!”

      	
      Leo stopped spanking her. “Now why was that so hard?”

      	
      “I don’t know, Master,” Rose sobbed.

      	
      “I do,” Leo said. “Shame. Stand up, now.” He helped her to her feet.

      	
      “Alright, we’re going to go into the bedroom, and you’re going to have your punishment
         for throwing the glass and trying to escape. Before that, though, I want to give you
         the choice of whether to drink your water. One thing I haven’t told you is that I
         have an IV needle in my bag. I can hydrate you that way if I have to. As I said, when
         a girl is starting out, in these first forty-eight hours, staying hydrated is a very
         important thing. Would you like to drink the water now?”
      

      	
      “Yes, Master,” Rose said quietly. She probably had one more escape attempt in her,
         Leo thought. The next morning would be the logical time for that, when she thought
         that he was asleep. Thinking about the way he would punish her for that got Leo uncomfortably
         hard. That in turn made him think about what he would do after he had put the plug
         in Rose’s backside. He smiled, picturing his cock in Rose’s sweet little cunt at last,
         as he retrieved the glass of water, and filled it again. He handed it to Rose, and
         she drank it down.
      

      	
      

      
   
      
      Chapter Five

      	
       

      	
       

      	
      He took the glass from her and put it in the sink. Then he said, “Go into your bedroom,
         Rose, and take two pillows, and put them at the end of the bed. Then lay yourself
         down over them, with your feet on the floor. Leave your hands lying by the sides of
         your hips, palms up. I will be in in a moment to punish you. Right now I’m going to
         finish my sandwich and my beer.”
      

      	
      Crestfallen, with head hung low, she obeyed, disappearing through the bedroom door.

      	
      It was actually quite an important moment for her. Being told to go and do something
         submissive, while her master did something else, would be a staple of her life with
         David and Grace. To suppress her flight instinct, and to lay herself out, ready for
         punishment, the way Leo had specified, was a deceptively simple thing: whether she
         did it, or didn’t do it and was punished, this would be a moment that she remembered
         as setting the tone of the entire time of Leo’s breaking her. In fact, the one most
         essential aspect of the training that needed to be accomplished before Rose was brought
         to the Institute was that she follow commands without an imminent threat of punishment.
         Every girl broke rules at the Institute, of course, and was disciplined for it, but
         that was a further stage of training: a girl must have interiorized the larger disciplinary
         structure of her new life as a concubine before she entered what was actually the
         relative freedom of the Institute and its grounds. Leo and his fellow case-officers
         were so adept at this that it was only perhaps once in every two years that a girl
         tried to run away from the Institute itself. By the time Rose got there, Leo would
         have brought out the submissive part of her nature so prominently that it would probably
         not even occur to her that she could flee—and, if it did occur to her, she would not
         want to.
      

      	
      It was very important, nevertheless, that there be bars and gates and fences at the
         Institute. But just as Leo’s threat to punish Rose if she should try, say, to climb
         out the window of her bedroom, was largely symbolic, those bars and gates and fences
         were not manned by security guards. The girls of the Institute were held much more
         tightly by the chains of their hearts than by the bars on their windows.
      

      	
      Nevertheless, based on Leo’s experience, and the experiences of other case-officers,
         at a time like this in the first twenty-four hours of a breaking, there was perhaps
         a 5% chance that Rose in fact would try to flee at this point. So as Leo ostentatiously
         (so Rose understood that he was pleasing himself and taking his good time to come
         in and deal with the naked girl waiting to be punished) finished up his sandwich and
         his beer, and cleaned up after himself, he was checking surreptitiously every minute
         or two to make sure that Rose had stayed in line.
      

      	
      When he finally joined her in the bedroom, though, he found her exactly as she should
         be: naked, and waiting for punishment, the lovely cane marks accenting the shapeliness
         of her backside. He put his phone on a little tripod atop her dresser, and lined it
         up so that her punishment would be fully recorded for her master’s viewing—that night,
         Leo imagined.
      

      	
      Rose twisted her head around to try to see what he was doing.

      	
      “Keep your face to the covers, Rose,” Leo said.

      	
      Then he went back to the living room to get the punisher and the lube.

      	
      “Reach back, Rose,” Leo said, as soon as he had re-entered the door of the bedroom,
         “and show me the little asshole where you put your cute pink vibrator. You’re such
         a smart girl that I’m sure that you’ve figured out how important that part of your
         body is to your training to be a concubine. You may even have started to understand
         that it’s not just about the way your master is going to put his cock there when the
         time comes, and how good it’s going to make his cock feel to fuck you in your tight
         little anus. No, it’s really about who you are as a concubine. We know that you’ve
         wanted to belong to a man for quite some time now. In our program, we believe that
         the most important way a girl can belong to a man is in the way her bottom belongs
         to him, specifically. You’ll learn a great deal more about this as your training continues,
         Rose, but while I punish you for throwing the glass and trying to run away, I want
         you to think about what I just said, and to understand that what I’m putting in your
         little asshole is a kind of symbol of the way you now belong to your master, and are
         for that purpose in my care, and the care of the Institute. This is a very special
         moment for you, Rose. When you used to put your little vibrator inside your bottom,
         before you belonged to your master and you were free to play with yourself as you
         pleased, you were just being dirty. When I put my big black punisher there, I’m claiming
         you for your master.”
      

      	
      He had the punisher in his left hand, and the lube in his right. He put just a bit
         of the lube on the tip of the long, thick black rubber. He put the tip against Rose’s
         cute little rear-dimple, and watched her head rear back at the feeling. She gave a
         little moan as he began to push, slowly but firmly, and with increasing force.
      

      	
      While he pushed, he continued the lecture. “I’m afraid this is going to hurt, Rose.
         If you want to keep from having many sessions like this, bottom-up for something much
         too big going up your backside, you’ll think about how you got here.”
      

      	
      He pushed a little more firmly, and she cried out into her navy-blue comforter. The
         anal punisher had four bulbs, each one thicker than the last, and Rose hadn’t even
         taken the first one—only its pointed tip was inside her rectum, and Leo was just pushing
         rhythmically there to teach her that he would treat her anus as he liked. But that
         was the best way for a girl’s first anal training: the moment of feeling her bottom
         held open at a master’s pleasure was a priceless one, and she needed to be made to
         anticipate it for a long time.
      

      	
      “How did you get here, Rose?” he asked, quietly, as he kept pushing, pulsing the black
         rubber against her sweet, crinkly bottom-hole.
      

      	
      With each pulse, Rose was making a little noise in her throat of fear and submission.
         Leo stopped the pushing, and began to turn the punisher back and forth, applying only
         the slightest pressure as he did so.
      

      	
      “I’m waiting,” he said. “If you’re a good student, I can be gentle with my punisher.
         But if you’re not…” He pushed, suddenly, very hard, and overcame Rose’s resistance.
         She shrieked in pain as she felt the first bulb enter, and then sobbed when she realized
         it was inside her, and that her anus had closed around it. Leo pushed again, to let
         her know the second bulb was there, waiting for her, but then let up the pressure.
      

      	
      “See, Rose? I think you should answer me, don’t you?”

      	
      “I… oh, God… I threw a glass at you, and… oh, Master, please, no… I tried… to open
         the door.”
      

      	
      “There we go, sweetheart,” Leo said, giving her a little pat on her right bottom cheek
         to let her know he was pleased. “Now, I have lube here, and I can put a little on,
         if you continue to be good. Would you like that, Rose?”
      

      	
      “Yes, Master,” she said, in a strained, resigned voice.

      	
      “Alright, since I’m a kind master, I’m going to put a little lube on just because
         you responded properly.” He let a tiny drop fall from the tube onto the place where
         her anus was held so beautifully open by the black rubber, then, hardening uncomfortably
         in his jeans at the sensation, he gently rubbed it in while Rose gave little sobs
         of discomfort. He tugged and pushed on the punisher, just a little, experimentally,
         and she cried out. “That’s better, isn’t it?”
      

      	
      “Yes, Master,” Rose moaned.

      	
      “Now that we understand each other, we can begin. I want to hear about ‘Backdoor Pleasures,’
         first. Can you give me a synopsis?” He turned the punisher just a little, with the
         tiniest bit of inward pressure, to encourage her.
      

      	
      “It’s… it’s about a college student… and… and… oh, please… and her boyfriend says
         it’s time for her to… to try anal, but she… she thinks it’s dirty… oh, God.”
      

      	
      Leo added a little lube. “You’re doing fine, sweetheart,” he said. “How does the boyfriend
         convince her?”
      

      	
      “He brings a… porn video… and… and she’s hes—hesitant, but she watches it… and…”

      	
      “And she’s more turned on than she ever thought she would be, right?” Leo chuckled,
         and put a little more lube on. The punisher was turning very easily, now, and he could
         tell that Rose had started to give into the submissive pleasure of the thought that
         she had a master punishing her anally.
      

      	
      “Y—yes… and she… I mean, they… she has to lie over the pillows…”

      	
      “Like you are now?”

      	
      “Yes! Oh, God… and… oh my God…” She screamed, as Leo forced the second bulb inside.

      	
      “Hush… there you go, Rose. I wonder if you’re beginning to understand how a girl can
         be a good girl and a bad girl at the same time.”
      

      	
      “Yes, Master…” she groaned. “Oh, God… it hurts…”

      	
      “It’s supposed to hurt, Rose. You’re being punished. I need to teach you not to disobey
         your masters.”
      

      	
      “I’m so sorry, Master… I won’t… I’ll be good… I just don’t…”

      	
      “You don’t think you can take the rest of the punisher, do you?” He pushed, with the
         next, even bigger bulb, which had no lube on it, and Rose shrieked.
      

      	
      “Oh, no… oh, please…”

      	
      “Here’s the thing, Rose,” Leo murmured confidentially. “You’re going to, because I’m
         going to make you.”
      

      	
      He pushed hard. Rose screamed, and began to thrash around on the bed. Her hands flew
         off her backside, and reached back, trying desperately to find him and make him stop.
         Leo pinned them behind her back, and pressed down there as he kept pressing with the
         punisher.
      

      	
      “You had better open up, Rose, or this is going to be very bad for you.”

      	
      With another heart-rending cry, Rose obeyed. Leo watched her backside surge, and relax,
         and the third bulb went in, dry. Her bottom-hole closed around it, but now her ass
         had been made to open wider than she had ever felt it opened. Rose wept, quietly,
         at the pain of it. Leo let go of her wrists, but she kept her hands where they had
         been, at the small of her back.
      

      	
      “Get those hands back on your ass, Rose. Right this instant,” Leo commanded sternly,
         and Rose complied.
      

      	
      “A man likes to see that a girl knows how to give him her bottom, and keeping your
         bottom open when you are told to do so is a sign of your submission.”
      

      	
      “Yes, Master,” Rose said. “Thank you, Master.”

      	
      It was yet another very important moment for her—and right on schedule: she had thanked
         him spontaneously for a punishment.
      

      	
      “Alright, Rose. Because you thanked me, you don’t have to take the last part, but
         I’m afraid that there’s something else that’s going to happen now, while you still
         are being punished, that will be hard for you.” And then Leo couldn’t resist adding,
         “In more ways than one.”
      

      	
      “What, Master?” she asked.

      	
      “I’m going to fuck you now, Rose, for the first time, but most certainly not for the
         last.”
      

      	
      

      
   
      
      Chapter Six

      	
       

      	
       

      	
      “Oh, God, Master, please…”

      	
      Leo swiftly removed his clothes, stepping out of his pants and boxers, then stripping
         his black T-shirt over his head and throwing it aside.
      

      	
      “Stand up, Rose.”

      	
      “I can’t,” she wailed.

      	
      “Yes, you can,” Leo said sternly. “Do you think I care how much it hurts? You are
         a bad girl, and you are being punished. It’s time for your first fuck, and when I
         want to fuck a girl I’m not a patient man.”
      

      	
      Gingerly, Rose began to obey, whimpering with every movement she made. With satisfaction,
         Leo watched her bottom cheeks clench and relax, over and over, as she desperately
         sought comfort there, and found none. At last she was standing, in the extremely unnatural
         position of a girl who has an anal punisher firmly implanted: bent knees, bottom pushed
         out. She was looking at the floor.
      

      	
      “Look at my cock, Rose,” Leo said, in a much softer tone, though still with a note
         of sternness.
      

      	
      She could not help obeying, he knew; he saw her eyes take in his massive erection.
         She gasped. Leo was endowed like a porn star, like the rest of the masters at the
         Institute; it was a job qualification.
      

      	
      “We are going to fuck, now, Rose, but you will be surprised at the way we fuck. I
         am going to lie on the bed, on my back, and you are going to face my phone, which
         is recording all of this, and ride my cock, until you come three times.”
      

      	
      “Oh… no…”

      	
      “Yes, sweetheart. You need to understand how very thoroughly you belong to the Institute,
         and to the master who has bought you, now.”
      

      	
      Leo sat on the edge of Rose’s bed, and took firm, but not forceful, hold of the base
         of the punisher, where it emerged shamefully from Rose’s bottom. “The best thing about
         the posture we’re going to use for our first fuck, Rose, is that I get to see you
         with my punisher in your backside the whole time you’re riding my cock. You can expect
         that when you’re coming, I’ll remind you that you’re being punished, like this.” He
         turned the punisher just a bit, and Rose gave a whimpering cry.
      

      	
      He let go, and pushed himself backward, until he was lying on his back, just as he
         had told Rose he would. His cock stood up eight inches from his loins. He saw Rose
         looking at it with apprehension.
      

      	
      “Rose,” he said, gently but also with a slight mocking edge, “I’d be very surprised
         if you told me that you’ve never fantasized about being filled this way. One thing
         you have to understand about your new life as a concubine is that we would never have
         chosen you unless we knew that you were what we call ‘trainable.’ That means that
         we know that as much as you pretend you don’t want to ride my cock, looking at the
         camera, with an enormous punisher in your bottom, I know that you do.”
      

      	
      “I don’t!” Rose wailed. “I don’t!”

      	
      In fact, Leo knew from her application that both the filling fantasy and the punishment
         exhibitionist fantasy were very important ones to her. The application asked candidates
         for concubine training to rank a very long series of fantasy elements in the order
         they masturbated to those elements. Filling was Rose’s number one (five times a week
         or more), and anal humiliation was her number two (also five times a week).
      

      	
      “I don’t care, Rose,” Leo said calmly. “Come get on Master Leo’s cock and show him
         how good a girl you can be.”
      

      	
      She looked at him desperately. In her eyes he could see that she was poised between
         obedience and defiance. The problem for her, as it was for every concubine who came
         to the program this way, by means of what the Institute called ‘pick-up,’ would be
         admitting to herself that obeying Leo was the right thing to do, above all when her
         body cried out to her to obey him, but her modesty and her shame—her repression—told
         her to defy him. She had applied to the program because she had been desperate to
         be forced to the sexual acts she craved. The disconnect that lives within so many
         people, between their desires and what they have been taught about sex—about modesty
         and lewdness, about the clean and the dirty—was so powerful inside Rose that it wasn’t
         possible for her to enjoy sex unless she felt someone—a master—was giving her no choice
         in the matter.
      

      	
      Leo’s job was to set up Rose’s entry into the program so that she would feel that
         he was forcing her, but also so that she began to understand that she wanted to be
         forced. That was the only way to give her what she needed, which in turn would ensure
         that David Handelson would get what he had paid for. The transition from real reluctance
         to the show of reluctance had to be seamless, and Rose had to be guarded for as long
         as possible from the realization that for example the thing she wanted most in the
         world was to ride Leo’s cock, with the punisher in her backside, not just to three
         orgasms, but to as many as Leo would let her have.
      

      	
      Unless, at the end of the process, Rose could still feel that her masters were forcing
         her, her extraordinary value as a pick-up—that is, really, as the unwilling concubine
         of a man wealthy enough to afford to buy and keep an unwilling concubine—would be
         destroyed. It happened frequently—perhaps in as many as a third of the cases Leo handled.
         The Institute still got their money, but the concubine almost always left her master
         at the end of the year.
      

      	
      Really, the volunteers were much easier—they just commanded only a tenth of the price.

      	
      Leo looked at Rose, still hesitating, standing at the end of the bed in the awkward
         posture of a girl with an enormous anal plug firmly implanted. It was going very well,
         but there was a great deal of work to be done.
      

      	
      “That’s a lovely pussy you have, Rose,” Leo said. “Come let your master feel it on
         his cock. And you should enjoy the feeling of having your hair there while you can.
         Your owner wants it taken off, and we’re going to do that later tonight.”
      

      	
      That got the reaction he had expected: Rose moved her hand instinctively to her cunt.
         He watched her feel the soft hair there, and know that her fantasy of forced depilation
         would soon be realized. At the thought, he was certain, she made a low moan, and he
         could see her erotic imagination exert its control over her body; she climbed onto
         the bed, wincing as she felt the punisher, but wincing in the passionate way of the
         submissive, whose pain transmutes itself into pleasure.
      

      	
      She knelt on the bed, now, looking at Leo’s enormous, hard cock, and he could read
         in her expression the play of fantasy that was running through her imagination: all
         the times she had fantasized about being made to take a cock that big. She put her
         right hand down, and then her left, and she was on hands and knees, turning her eyes
         from his cock to his face. Her countenance betrayed the kind of fear that includes
         a wish to be forced to do the frightening thing.
      

      	
      She was on the edge, and if Leo did his job right, she would ride that edge for a
         very long time. For the moment, one more, simple threat would suffice, he knew. He
         said, “Rose, get that pretty little cunt on your master’s cock right now, or I’m going
         to make you take the biggest part of my anal punisher with no lube, right this instant.”
      

      	
      Rose closed her eyes at the sound of his voice. Balanced on her left hand, she put
         her right again between her legs, as if she were by herself and in a dream of lust.
         Leo watched the way her fingers moved against her pussy as she came to an understanding
         of what he was saying, and then, as, with her eyes still closed, she turned herself
         around and got ready to swing her left knee across his abdomen to comply with his
         order. The end of Leo’s anal punisher, saucily protruding from her cane-marked backside,
         came into view; the sight made Leo’s cock give a little leap of anticipation.
      

      	
      “Rose,” Leo said quietly, “did your ex-husband ever truly fuck you?”

      	
      She stopped the movement of the knee she was about to lift off the comforter. She
         opened her eyes, and looked into his.
      

      	
      “I mean,” Leo continued, “I know you made love, but fucking and making love are different
         things. And one thing we know about you, Rose, is that you need fucking.”
      

      	
      “No… he… oh my… Yes, Master…” Rose sobbed, and in an awkward series of movements of
         her hands and legs, turned herself, and got over Leo’s thighs, the way he had ordered
         her to. The punisher was too close to his right hand to resist giving it a tiny little
         shake to remind her that she was still being disciplined, and she yelped very satisfactorily
         when she felt how he could command her thus so easily.
      

      	
      Then her knee brushed his cock, lightly, and she seemed to shudder all over at the
         contact. It would not be long, Leo thought, before she knew his cock so well that
         to touch it with her knee would seem to her a profanation not of her but of him.
      

      	
      “Oh, God… oh, God…” she kept murmuring, to herself, as she tried to put herself into
         the position she thought Leo was requiring of her, crouched on hands and knees, straddling
         Leo’s legs.
      

      	
      Leo reached out and grasped Rose’s hip in his left hand as he took his cock in his
         right, and moved it to the exact angle where, when Rose was ready, she could slide
         herself down upon it, in obedience to his command. With the hand upon her left hip,
         he gripped just tight enough to let the girl know he could control her that way.
      

      	
      Still his cock had not touched her cunt, and though Rose, as Leo knew she must, fought
         weakly against his left hand, instinctively, like the wanton slut she truly was, trying
         to bring her pussy-lips to where the enormous cock she had seen could soothe the ardor
         she could not acknowledge, Leo had a lesson to deliver before he allowed it.
      

      	
      “Rose,” he said quietly, “the reason you are having your first fucking in this position
         is that I want you to understand that to please your masters—me, and your training
         master, and then above all your owner—your submissive pleasure, the pleasure that
         you do not want and cannot help, is required.”
      

      	
      He loved this moment, and as he spoke he was jerking himself off gently, both to keep
         himself ready to fuck her and because the arousal made the speech both more enjoyable
         to give and more effective, since he knew Rose would hear in his words an intimation
         of the way men’s desire worked, where concubines were concerned. Then, before continuing,
         Leo pulled just a little bit upon her left hip, and brought her pussy, its pink inner
         lips peeping out, against the tip of his manhood at last.
      

      	
      Rose moaned in response. The lesson was having its effect: Leo’s words, he could tell,
         were freeing her to feel the pleasure he needed from her, but also making it clear
         to her that her body, and its pleasures, belonged to him. That idea in turn would
         feed her submissive desire so that when something shameful was required of her by
         her owner, or he administered a punishment, Rose would display the paradoxical gratitude
         of the submissive concubine while at the same time believing with the utmost strength
         that she had been captured, and that she did not truly consent to be used by her owner
         as the instrument of his pleasure. That was what David was paying for: Rose’s belief
         that she had not chosen to belong to him, to be whipped, spanked, flogged by him,
         to be fucked by him along every bodily avenue where he might take pleasure, to serve
         him in the most shameful ways he might imagine.
      

      	
      “You are going to ride my cock, Rose, until I say you may stop. You must either come
         three times, or deliver three award-winning performances as a repressed girl having
         an orgasm. I know you do come, Rose—” she whimpered very nicely at that—“so I’m sure
         that if you find yourself unable to do as I’ve ordered, you’ll be able to muster your
         finest acting skills to convince me.”
      

      	
      Leo tugged at her hip, peremptorily, and Rose whimpered again, to feel that the head
         of his cock had entered her, so close to where the black rubber arrogantly filled
         her back passage. Leo took his right hand from his shaft and rested it on Rose’s right
         hip. “Time to ride your pony, sweetheart,” he said.
      

      	
      Daddy/little girl age-play stood third on Rose’s list of fantasies, and so Leo expected
         the deep moan that she gave as she began to slide down his cock. Leo himself couldn’t
         suppress a grunt of pleasure at the incredible, slick tightness of her cunt, as she
         began to bounce, sobbing with each little movement, to feel how full she was of what
         Leo had put, front and back, into the places where Rose Hutchison, newly captured
         concubine, had been told from childhood were naughty and not to be thought about,
         let alone mentioned.
      

      	
      “Put your hands on my thighs, little girl,” he said, “and just ride. You can take
         as long as you like.” It was a kindness that was also a cruelty, for the longer she
         took riding his cock with the punisher firmly placed in her rump, the sorer she would
         be, after, but the point of the game was to show Rose that her masters commanded her
         pleasure, and that she could not deny it; only they could do that, and that part would
         be coming up very soon.
      

      	
      Rose obeyed him, and began really to ride, with cute little up-and-down motions that
         brought her sweet cunt less than an inch up his cock. It was of course not enough
         friction to get Leo even particularly close to an orgasm of his own, but he had plenty
         of time to enjoy her his way, later, and he contented himself with twisting the punisher
         in her bottom a bit from time to time, to make her whimper and then, eventually, scream.
      

      	
      Rose’s training master at the Institute would teach her to ride a cock for its owner’s
         pleasure; Leo just enjoyed holding her slim hips and helping her bounce while he murmured
         things like, “There you go, baby. There you go. I like to see you ride.”
      

      	
      Her first orgasm seemed to catch her completely by surprise: at the end of a downward
         bounce she gave a strangled cry, and Leo watched her back arch in a way he knew only
         very gifted feigners could do at will. When he saw it begin to happen, he took the
         end of the punisher between his thumb and the knuckle of his forefinger, and shook
         it quickly and rhythmically. As often happened with the girls Leo broke, that extended
         and transformed Rose’s orgasm, until she was panting, desperate to resist the feeling
         that her body craved so strongly. “No, no, no, no…” she whispered as the climax faded
         from her body.
      

      	
      “Yes, Rose,” Leo growled. “There you go… that’s one. Good girl.”

      	
      “I can’t,” she wailed. “I’m not… I can’t…”

      	
      “You are, Rose,” Leo said. “Your ex-husband’s cock never made you come more than once,
         but that doesn’t mean your lovely little body can’t be awakened by concubine training.”
      

      	
      Leo thought about what Rose’s first orgasm with a trainer’s cock inside her would
         look like for the camera and exulted.
      

      	
      

      
   
      
      Chapter Seven

      	
       

      	
       

      	
      Rose looked into the tiny camera on the man’s—Master Leo’s—phone, and into the mirror
         beyond it, and saw herself both as a reflected image and as the subject of the video
         being shot of her… being taken of her… for her new owner.
      

      	
      Her mind recoiled at the word, but Rose’s mind was not in control of Rose, at that
         moment, in the slightest degree, for Rose was riding the cock of a man she had met
         (truly you couldn’t even call it ‘met’) two hours before. Master Leo, the trainer
         who would give her to another trainer, who would turn Rose over to her new owner…
         once Rose was a trained concubine.
      

      	
      She had come… she had come on Master Leo’s cock, with the horrible thing in her bottom,
         and the climax had been even bigger than the one Master Leo had forced her to in the
         living room.
      

      	
      Now, though her mind kept saying, “Stop,” and “No,” she was echoing his word, “Yes,”
         as if she were a girl in the porn videos she bought and then deleted the very same
         night as soon as she had the one little orgasm she was used to.
      

      	
      “Yes,” she moaned. She tried to stop bouncing, then; tried to get off Master Leo’s
         enormous cock, but he gave her a little spank that moved the punisher inside her backside
         painfully, and said, “Don’t even think about it, Rose. Do you want the cane again?”
      

      	
      He gripped her hips even tighter, and encouraged her to bounce again, too, and the
         feeling in her pussy started to build even after the huge climax she had already had.
      

      	
      “No, sir… no, sir…” Rose’s voice had departed from her conscious control; her body
         seemed to be answering Master Leo. Yes, another orgasm; no, sir, please, not the cane
         again.
      

      	
      Rose was so full of cock, and the rubber thing; so full, and she had to come again,
         and then again, before her punishment for trying to run away would be over.
      

      	
      She remembered the look on the face of a girl on a video she had bought and deleted
         and then downloaded again, two or three times over the last month. The girl was supposed
         to be a soldier, who was being disciplined by a lieutenant and a sergeant in a unit
         called ‘Black Ops DP,’ where such discipline had to be carried out without reference
         to the code of military conduct.
      

      	
      The lieutenant had sat on the couch, and the sergeant had put the girl on the lieutenant’s
         cock, facing away from him, her backside stretching painfully to take him, and the
         expression of woe on her face at having him there, and at the thought that the sergeant’s
         enormous cock was going to have to go in her pussy in just a moment, too, according
         to the unit’s own code of justice, gave Rose the faint feeling that only the dirtiest
         things could do.
      

      	
      Rose looked in the mirror, and the expression on her face seemed to her to be the
         same one that girl had worn: woe—passionate discomfort—submissive pleasure.
      

      	
      Looking at her face in the mirror, knowing that her new owner would see that face,
         as she bounced shamefully up and down on the porn-star cock of a man who had invaded
         her apartment and said he would take her for training as a concubine, she saw a wince
         cross her face as Master Leo twisted the punisher in her bottom-hole, and shook it
         a little bit, and it was as if she were in a porn video of her own. The thought somehow
         caused her next climax to hit her like a proverbial tidal wave, coming out of nowhere;
         not as big as the first one, but building over a longer period and keeping her muscles
         tight for long seconds. Her pussy, stretched by her master’s cock, and her bottom,
         punished by filling, clenched hard, and the pain of that made the orgasm seem to last
         forever.
      

      	
      Then she was on the other side of the wave, and Master Leo was saying, “Good girl,”
         again, and, “See, Rose? I hope you never forget that you’re multi-orgasmic. Now come
         on, get going: it’s time for number three.”
      

      	
      What did it mean? Why was Master Leo here? Why had they chosen her?

      	
      The image of the Penthouse Forum and Schoolgirl Tales and the little pink vibrator on the couch where he had put them came into her mind.
         She remembered when Joanne had told her that she should try playing with herself,
         and the way she had blushed furiously, there over coffee. She had bought Schoolgirl Tales first. Joanne had recommended it, at the same time she had said to Rose, “This is
         going to be hard to hear, sweetie, but you need to explore your sexuality.”
      

      	
      Rose had given a false kind of laugh, and said, “What sexuality?”

      	
      But Joanne had smiled patiently and looked into her eyes and said, “I saw you when
         the cowboy spanked that girl in the movie.” It had been some forgettable Western,
         and the only thing Rose could remember from it now, full of Master Leo’s huge cock,
         was that one scene in the saloon, when the cowboy was displeased with the way the
         girl was comporting herself. Somehow, even though Rose had now gained quite a bit
         more experience of the kinds of spankings that one could find in movies of all sorts,
         and above all the ones that one could find in books and magazines, and on the Internet,
         that spanking in the western still was the thing that her mind went back to when the
         cute vibrator was in her bottom and she was rubbing her clit furiously, while pumping
         three fingers in and out with her left hand. It was always the cowboy’s big hand coming
         down hard, over and over on the Victorian bloomer-style underwear of the western girl.
      

      	
      Thinking about that now, and watching herself think about it in the mirror, the orgasm
         was building even more easily than the second one had, and it seemed almost an afterthought
         when it broke over her and she realized that once again her back was arching and that
         Leo was stroking her hip, saying, “Good girl, good girl. That’s three. There you go.”
      

      	
      He lifted Rose off him, like she weighed nothing at all, and put her on her hands
         and knees on the bed.
      

      	
      “Time to take your punisher out, sweetheart,” Master Leo said. He gave a little tug
         on the big black thing, and Rose looked again in the mirror and saw her terrible,
         shameful, submissive pleasure. She whimpered loudly, at the way, now on its path out
         of her bottom, the big bulbs of the punisher stretched her once again. Would her backside
         ever be the same?
      

      	
      No, she thought, giving a sob as the first bulb came out, and it felt shamefully like
         she was on the toilet. No, for Rose had been punished anally. Girls who were punished
         anally weren’t the same as other girls. The stories in Schoolgirl Tales made that clear.
      

      	
      Girls who took it in the ass were different. And, oh, how she felt that difference,
         when she played with herself. As she put the little vibrator in her bottom, she would
         say, “Take it. Take it, bitch.”
      

      	
      “Go on the net,” Joanne had said, “and buy yourself a book called Schoolgirl Tales. That’s the place where I started. Read the first story, the one called ‘Lady Amherst
         at School.’”
      

      	
      “What is it about?” Rose had whispered, fascinated despite herself.

      	
      “Let’s just say,” Joanne had replied, “that judging from where I saw your hand go
         when we watched that spanking scene, I think you’ll find it interesting.”
      

      	
      “Oh, Joanne,” Rose had said, trying to laugh it off. “I don’t know what you think
         you saw, but I also don’t know what any of this has to do with sex.” Rose remembered
         now the way she had said ‘sex.’ It was the way she always said it, as if she just
         couldn’t see what the big deal was.
      

      	
      “Push for me, Rose,” said Master Leo. “We need to get this out of you now.” There
         was one bulb left, and Rose felt even more like she was a dirty girl on the toilet.
         She gave a final groan, and pushed, as Master Leo pulled, and it was out of her.
      

      	
      Master Leo got out of bed and went to his phone and pressed the stop button on the
         camera. He looked at her where she was positioned on hands and knees on her own bed,
         at the end, in this unnatural arrangement. He held the punisher up in front of her
         face, holding it by its end. Right behind it, she could see his huge cock, so much
         bigger than her ex-husband Joe’s had been, still rigidly pointing at her.
      

      	
      “In a moment,” Master Leo said, “you’re going to take this punisher and wash it in
         the bathroom. I’m afraid you’ve gotten it very dirty, you dirty girl, and so you will
         have to scrub it well. First, though, my cock needs a little relief, after that nice
         pony ride. You just hold still.”
      

      	
      He put the punisher on the dresser so that she could still see it, and then he approached
         her face, holding his cock.
      

      	
      “Oh, no…” Rose said. “Oh, please… No.”

      	
      “Oh, Rose,” Master Leo said, “did you think I was going to fuck your face? No, you’re
         going to beg to take me in your mouth before your breaking is over, but right now
         I just want you to watch. Your mouth isn’t ready to have something this massive in
         it.”
      

      	
      Rose gave a little sob of shame and fear. “That’s right,” Master Leo said, “just watch
         me jerk off, Rose. Did your ex-husband ever come on your face, Rose?”
      

      	
      “No,” Rose choked out. No, they had barely even had sex, truthfully, Rose thought.
         After the fifth or sixth time she had shuddered when Joe touched her, he had given
         up. How could he know, that what Rose really wanted was for him to take her—to take
         her the way Master Leo was taking her.
      

      	
      But it hadn’t been shuddering at first, of course. At first the lovemaking was the
         way the women’s magazines said it was supposed to be, even if she could not seem to
         figure out what an orgasm was supposed to feel like. She lay on her back with her
         legs spread, and Joe went about his business, the way he had before they were married,
         when she had pretended she liked it. But in the second year of their marriage, she
         had seen the movie with Joanne, and she had bought Schoolgirl Tales, and the shuddering began, because she knew what an orgasm felt like, and she knew
         that Joe could never give her one.
      

      	
      Joanne had encouraged her to talk to Joe, and she could not blame Joanne for the fact
         that the conversation had precipitated her divorce from Joe, because in retrospect
         being married to Joe had been a mistake.
      

      	
      But the question of what was supposed to happen then, beyond reading ‘Backdoor Pleasures’
         and putting her little vibrator in her bottom every night, was one she had not been
         able to answer. She could come that way, but she felt like there was something more
         that was missing. Sometimes she tried to find places on the net where she might actually
         meet men who would try to give her what she needed, but the moment she looked at one
         of those landing pages for a site for kinky people, she instantly closed the window,
         her face red with shame.
      

      	
      That had gone on for a year now, And it seemed like she was no closer to doing anything
         other than what she did in her bed at night, wishing that these strange fantasies
         could be taken away from her as soon as possible, but then reading the very same words
         the very next night, with her vibrator in the very same place. So when the cable-guy,
         whom she knew now as Master Leo, had said he could come over to give her cable box
         something special, she had tried to flirt with him, because he seemed big, and even
         a little dominant. Was all this her fault, then?
      

      	
      Somehow they had known. Somehow the people from this program at this Institute had
         known about her. And now this man Master Leo was pumping his porn-star cock right
         in front of her eyes. Rose whimpered at the shame of it… of being made to watch a
         man masturbate. On the porn videos they did this all the time, as they got ready to
         fuck, got ready to give a girl pearl necklace, but what Master Leo was doing was different.
         He had ordered Rose to watch him masturbate—to watch up close the little bead of moisture
         come out of the tip of him, and smell the arousal smell that came from his crotch.
         And she knew he would spank her, if she looked away.
      

      	
      And it was all about her, for now Master Leo said, “Are you going to be a come-slut,
         Rose? Are you going to have your master’s come all over your face? Show me you want
         it, Rose. Say, ‘Master Leo, please come on my face.’”
      

      	
      Rose’s only response was to shake her head. It was too shameful. She didn’t want to
         be spanked, but there were things she just couldn’t do.
      

      	
      “Don’t make me spank you, Rose,” Master Leo said. “Say it. ‘Master Leo, please come
         on my face.’”
      

      	
      Rose’s resistance seem to make him go faster, and a part of her could not help being
         fascinated and even aroused by the sight of his hand flashing up and down and the
         arrogant length of his cock beginning to jerk a little.
      

      	
      “Say it or get a spanking, Rose,” Master Leo said.

      	
      He reached out his left hand, and gave her a hard spank with it on both cheeks. He
         gave her another one, as his right hand steadily increased its rhythm on his cock.
      

      	
      Rose cried out at the spanking, but she still couldn’t say it. Master Leo increased
         the force and pace of the spanking and Rose’s fresh cane marks began to sting more
         and more until she thought she could not bear it
      

      	
      “Say it, Rose,” Master Leo growled.

      	
      Another spank, and Rose felt her bottom begin to squirm and heave with the agony,
         and she could not take it anymore, and she shouted, “Please, Master Leo, come on my
         face!”
      

      	
      “Here you go, Rose,” Master Leo said, and with a final pump Rose saw his seed shoot
         out of his cock and felt it splash warmly on her cheek, and then her forehead and
         then her mouth and then her neck. He kept coming for ten or fifteen seconds, and the
         white fluid seemed to fall in torrents all over her face.
      

      	
      “There you go, come-slut,” Master Leo said with an air of satisfaction. He put his
         left hand on the back of her head, and with his right he began to rub his seed into
         Rose’s skin. He murmured, “How does that feel, Rose? Does it feel nice to have Master’s
         spunk all over you?”
      

      	
      Rose gave a little sob at the feeling of Master Leo’s ministrations.

      	
      “Answer me, Rose,” Leo said again. “Does that feel nice? You look so pretty with my
         spunk all over you. Tell me, does it feel nice?”
      

      	
      “No,” Rose said, shaking her head.

      	
      Master Leo chuckled. “Well, you get points for honesty, Rose.”

      	
      But it wasn’t true, Rose knew. Or at least the question of whether it was nice was
         entirely inadequate to her feelings. She didn’t like having a man’s semen rubbed into
         her skin, but, as Master Leo took a little of the semen and began to rub it onto her
         breasts and her nipples, she was trying desperately to push down the feeling that
         he was giving her what she deserved. She was a bad girl, who played with herself and
         put a vibrator in her bottom. She liked to think about spanking, and anal sex, and
         schoolgirls getting punished. To be mastered by a man like Master Leo, and to have
         him rub his semen into her breasts, made her feel like she was becoming the concubine
         she had always truly been, but would never be able to admit to anyone, even herself,
         that she was.
      

      	
      “Alright, Rose,” Master Leo said, “when you’re ready, go wash the punisher in the
         bathroom. Then you may join me in the kitchen, and we can discuss food.”
      

      	
      “May I put on my clothes?” Rose asked.

      	
      Master Leo laughed. “No, Rose, what do you think this is about? Once we get to the
         Institute, you’ll get some special things, but while you’re being broken you’re not
         going to wear a piece of clothing until we get to the Institute.”
      

      	
      Somehow she had known that would be the answer, but it had not prevented her from
         asking. It was as if she needed to hear these things to be certain that her training
         was what Master Leo had told her it would be.
      

      	
       

      	
      * * *

      	
       

      	
      Leo ordered in pizza, and before it arrived he tied Rose to the chair, placed it in
         the bedroom, and put her panties again in her mouth to gag her. When she heard the
         door open for the pizza, she tried to make a noise by shifting in the chair and screaming
         through the panty gag, but to no avail. The cavalier way Leo had handled asking her
         what she wanted on her pizza, and then securing her to the chair, seemed to suggest
         that same assurance that made her heart quail and her body tremble.
      

      	
      After Leo had removed the panty gag and released her from the chair, he said, “Time
         to pee, Rose.” Thinking of what he had said, about how he would watch her pee, she
         felt her face flush. She squeezed her eyes shut. “Better not disobey me, sweetie,”
         Leo said, “or you’re going to end up peeing on the floor, aren’t you?”
      

      	
      Chewing on the inside of her cheek at the shame of it, she walked quickly to the bathroom.
         The urge to shut the door in Master Leo’s face was nearly irresistible, but instead
         she gave a little wail of frustration, and went to sit on the toilet. She closed her
         eyes so that she wouldn’t have to seem him there, but he said, “Remember I’m here,
         Rose. A man who likes to watch girls pee wants to make sure they know he’s watching—so
         open your eyes, please.”
      

      	
      Rose made a little whimper as she tried to obey. Her eyes seemed glued shut with the
         shame of it.
      

      	
      “Do I have to cane you here in the bathroom, Rose?” Leo asked softly.

      	
      Her eyes opened, and at the same moment she felt her bladder release. The sound of
         the pee sounded unimaginably loud, and she bit her lower lip at the sensation, as
         she saw Leo’s broad smile. “There you go, Rose. Good girl,” he said, when she was
         done. “Wipe yourself now.”
      

      	
      After that, he escorted her to the table, and served her pizza. He had been right,
         and she was absolutely ravenous. She ate half of the pizza by herself. Master Leo
         seemed completely comfortable with the silence that reigned between them, but it made
         Rose more and more anxious as it lengthened, and Master Leo had not said anything.
      

      	
      Finally, when the pizza was nearly gone, she said, “Master?”

      	
      Leo’s response was instantaneous: he got swiftly out of his own chair, came over to
         her, took her forcefully from her own, and then laid her over it, with her head hung
         down and her backside in the air, and began to spank her.
      

      	
      “Are you going to speak without being spoken to again, Rose?” he asked calmly as he
         continued to spank her.
      

      	
      “No, Master,” she said. “No. I’m sorry.”

      	
      He stopped spanking her.

      	
      “You may get up,” he said. “Then come and stand in front of me.” When she came over,
         he opened his knees, and took her hands and brought her inside his thighs. She shivered
         to be naked, between his legs in their jeans.
      

      	
      “You may be wondering, Rose,” he said, “what you’re supposed to do if you absolutely
         have to say something, like, ‘Master, there is a man with a gun behind you.’ Not that
         you would warn me about that, at least right now.
      

      	
      “I can give you two answers to that, Rose,” he continued. “The first is that we are
         the best judges of our safety and of yours. We can tell if you are falling ill, and
         we can tell when you’re faking illness. The place of a concubine, if she sees a man
         with a gun behind her master, is to assume that the master has asked the man to stand
         there with the gun, to test the concubine. There is no reason for you to speak unless
         you were spoken to, because you are a concubine. And that is the second answer, as
         well. There is no emergency great enough that a concubine should dishonor herself
         by speaking out of turn.
      

      	
      “Do you have any questions about that, Rose?”

      	
      “But what about the bathroom,” Rose said plaintively.

      	
      Leo smiled. “That you should worry about least of all. Your masters will ask if you
         need to go to the bathroom every once in a while. If you do need to go, and you have
         not been asked, you will hold it, or you won’t.”
      

      	
      “Will I be punished…?” she whispered.

      	
      “Perhaps,” Leo replied.

      	
      She felt Master Leo’s hands run up and down her legs and her bottom and her back.
         He held her whole bottom in his right hand, and said, “Poor little bottom. We should
         get some lotion on you. Rose, go into your bedroom and lie on your tummy on your bed.”
      

      	
      When she had done as Master Leo had said, and was lying on her bed, her cheek to the
         pillow and her hands down by her sides, Master Leo came. He sat down on the side of
         the bed. She saw that he had a tube of the old-fashioned kind, with a metallic sheen.
      

      	
      “We make this lotion ourselves, at the Institute,” Master Leo said in a gentle tone.
         “It works wonders.”
      

      	
      Rose whimpered as he began to rub it into her bottom, across the welts of the cane
         which had begun to sting less, but still made her wince when she moved.
      

      	
      “See what happens when you’re a good girl, Rose?” Leo said.

      	
      “Yes, Master,” Rose said. The response was simply instinctive. Something about the
         kindness of Master Leo rubbing the lotion into her skin seemed to bring a certain
         matter into focus: he was right; there was an essential part of her that was already
         a concubine. That was when she decided she had to escape, because to let that part
         gain control of her was unthinkable. He would have to sleep, wouldn’t he? The strange
         thing was, that it no longer seemed to her that she wanted to escape from Master Leo.
         Instead, she felt like she wanted to escape from herself.
      

      	
      Master Leo had begun rubbing the lotion into her upper thighs, and now he pushed them
         apart, and began to take the sorts of liberties that she was growing used to. “There
         we go, there we go,” he murmured. “Nice little cunt. Oh, Rose, I don’t think I can
         resist. You got to ride me before. Now I’m going to ride you. I bet you haven’t even
         been fucked doggy-style, have you, Rose?”
      

      	
      Rose said nothing.

      	
      Master Leo sighed. “I really don’t want to have to keep spanking you, Rose, to get
         you to tell me the answers to the questions I ask. Like I said, the lotion works wonders,
         but we need to make sure that your bottom is nice and fresh for more discipline at
         the Institute. Do I need to get the punisher again?”
      

      	
      “No!” Rose said. “Please, Master Leo… No, I’ve never done it doggy-style.”

      	
      “Thank you, Rose,” said Master Leo. “I don’t think I have to ask you whether you’ve
         always wanted to, do I? Get up on your knees and bend over, with your cheek on the
         pillow. I want that ass nice and high for me.”
      

      	
      This was what she needed to escape from: the way Master Leo was slowly but surely
         turning her against herself. Yes, she had always wanted to be fucked doggy-style.
         Sometimes when she was thinking about what might make things better with Joe, she
         imagined him coming in and telling her to do exactly what she was now doing in obedience
         to Master Leo’s command. She had imagined Joe saying just that: get that ass nice
         and high.
      

      	
      Now Leo was on the bed behind her, and he was putting his cock right at the entrance
         to her pussy, without any ceremony or the sort of formal notification Joe had always
         used, like “Are you ready?” Master Leo didn’t care if Rose was ready to have a cock
         in her pussy. A concubine, she thought, must always be ready to have her master’s
         cock in her pussy.
      

      	
      And then, immediately, he was fucking her as hard as she had ever imagined she could
         be fucked. His hips were pressing into her bottom, and making the cane welts hurt,
         and her cheek was being driven down into the pillow. Rose was Master Leo’s fuck-toy,
         she thought to herself, over and over. And then, perhaps the fourth or fifth time
         she thought that to herself, she just came. She felt her pussy tighten around his
         cock, as it pistoned into her, and she felt her back arch and her bottom push even
         farther out for his taking, and she let out a cry.
      

      	
      “Good girl, Rose,” Leo grunted. “You’re a good piece of ass.” Then, again without
         warning, he held her hips in a tight grip, and came inside her. He held her on the
         saddle of his cock for a long moment, and then he simply thrust her away and pushed
         her down onto the bed. She was a kidnapped concubine, and she had already come more
         times that day with a man than she had come with a man in her entire life to that
         point. She had to escape, so that this terrible part of her didn’t claim her forever.
      

      	
      

      
   
      
      Chapter Eight

      	
       

      	
       

      	
      After Leo had fucked her on the bed, it was time for Rose’s review session. Leo stood
         her up in front of the dresser, facing away from the mirror so that she could look
         back over her shoulder and see the cane welts on her bottom.
      

      	
      “Now, Rose,” Leo said, “what have you learned today? No, don’t look at me. Look at
         your bottom. What have you learned about your bottom?”
      

      	
      “Um…” Rose stammered.

      	
      “Put your hand on your backside, Rose, and run your fingers along those pretty welts.”

      	
      Hesitantly, she complied, a look of woe on her face. Leo snapped a picture with his
         phone, for David.
      

      	
      “What does that teach you, Rose? You can start with ‘My bottom…’”

      	
      “My bottom… I’m sorry, Master. I don’t know what to say.”

      	
      “That’s alright, Rose. This review session is for you, so you can learn to please
         me and your other masters. Say, ‘My bottom belongs.’”
      

      	
      “My bottom belongs… to you, Master?”

      	
      “There you go. That’s a good start, Rose. Why did I cane your bare bottom?”

      	
      “I… because… because I didn’t obey you?”

      	
      “That’s right, sweetheart. You disobeyed, and you got caned. What happens to disobedient
         girls, Rose?”
      

      	
      “They get caned.” Rose gave a little sob, probably from the coincidence of the sight
         of her own caned bottom with the lesson. It was exactly what Leo was looking for.
      

      	
      “That wasn’t so hard, was it, Rose? That’s enough for tonight. Time to tie you up,
         sweetheart.”
      

      	
      The way Leo did the tying was an essential part of the breaking process: he made a
         big shibari-like show, with great lengths of doubled rope wound round and round her
         legs and arms. But, pretending to be careless, he left one of the ends of the rope
         around the wrists loose. If she was as determined as he thought she would be, it would
         take her about 10 minutes.
      

      	
      After tying up her wrists and ankles, Leo hogtied her on the bed. “We’ll wax you between
         your legs tomorrow, Rose,” he said. “I think you probably need some good sleep.” She
         looked absolutely lovely, in the rope there on the bed, looking exactly the way an
         owner wanted to find a concubine. He took some pictures for David. Her expression
         was unreadable; Leo knew that Rose still stood a great distance away from being able
         to analyze the emotions she felt at what he was doing to her. Abigail had said that
         the most important part of Rose’s process would involve giving her the sense of a
         solidity in her new life—getting her to understand that she had come into a kind of
         fellowship of Dominants and submissives: a strange, but real, family. To trick her
         into a final attempt at escape, oddly enough, would be an essential part of that process:
         only when she realized she was not going to get away would she start to feel the solidity
         that would finally make her part of her new family.
      

      	
      “Rose,” he said, “do you think you’re about as comfortable as a hogtied concubine
         can be?”
      

      	
      “Yes, Master,” she said.

      	
      “Alright, Rose, I’m going to go sleep on the couch. It’s important that I keep my
         distance from you during the break-in period. Owners like that because they want to
         be the first master who gets to sleep next to you.”
      

      	
      This was nonsense. He was going out to sleep on the couch to allow Rose to make her
         escape attempt.
      

      	
      “Good night, Rose,” he said. “Now you say good night to me.”

      	
      “Good night, Master,” she said. She was, fortunately, very transparent. He could hear
         even in her words ‘Good night, Master’ that she was going to try to escape, for she
         had uttered the phrase as if she were not intending to sleep—the intonation was subtle,
         of course, but very noticeable to Leo’s trained ears. That transparency had all sorts
         of implications for how good a concubine she was going to be, as well. Owners prized
         very highly concubines whose little rebellions and defiances they could predict and
         enjoy chastising. And Leo knew that he was going to enjoy chastising Rose for her
         escape attempt.
      

      	
      Leo puttered in the kitchen for just a little while, to give Rose a chance to work
         out her plan, and then he turned out the light and went to the living room to lie
         down on the couch. He doubted that Rose would be crafty enough to recognize a true
         sleep rhythm of breathing, but he could certainly do a very convincing one. He gave
         it five minutes, and then he began to pretend to be asleep.
      

      	
      It took two hours. Longer than some, not as long as others. It was always an intensely
         boring time for Leo, but over the years he had developed a series of mental games
         that he played with himself at such times. He also had a large store of memorized
         poetry whose continuing presence in his mind he valued highly, and of which he generally
         would run through as much as he could during these moments, to make sure for example
         that he was not forgetting the tenth line of the first book of Virgil’s Aeneid.
      

      	
      He was halfway through a long passage of memorized Wordsworth when he heard Rose coming
         out of the bedroom. For the past half hour he had been listening to the sounds of
         her quietly freeing herself from the ropes. He continued with his sleep rhythm until
         she had passed the couch. Then he said, quietly, “Rose, this just got a lot more serious.”
      

      	
      She ran for the door, and tried to open the lock, once again screaming, but he was
         upon her instantly, with his hand over her mouth. He dragged her over to the middle
         of the living room, where his bag still sat. He pushed her to the floor, kneeling
         next to her with his hand still over her mouth.
      

      	
      He got the ball gag from his bag, and buckled it on her. Then, the detail of her voice
         taken out of the equation, he made her lie flat on the rug.
      

      	
      “Don’t make this worse than it already is, Rose,” he said. “Stay in this position
         or you’re going to wish I were putting the whole punisher in your ass.”
      

      	
      He got the cuffs and locked them around her wrists and ankles. He got the belt and
         put it around her waist. Then he got the collar.
      

      	
      “This is your first collar, Rose,” he said. “What color is it? No, don’t answer. I
         know you can see what color it is, even in the dark. Why do you think it’s red, Rose?
         You don’t have to answer that either. It’s red because it’s a bad girl collar. Bad
         things happen to girls in red collars at the Institute, Rose, when they get taken
         behind the blue door. Let me assure you that you don’t want to arrive wearing a red
         collar.”
      

      	
      The look of fear on her face was exactly what he wanted to see.

      	
      “You’re a lucky girl, though, Rose. In the morning, I’m going to let you earn your
         good girl collar. For now, though, you really do need your sleep.”
      

      	
      He locked the cuffs together in front of her, and then locked the wrist cuffs to her
         collar. After taking the ball gag off, with a promise to make her take the whole punisher
         dry if she made a sound, he left her there and went and slept in her bed.
      

      	
       

      	
      * * *

      	
       

      	
      In the morning, he laid a big bath towel on her bed, and carried her from the living
         room and put her on it. She was asleep when he picked her up, but she woke as he was
         carrying her to the bed. He watched her go through the disorientation attended upon
         waking in such strange circumstances. When he saw that she had remembered, he put
         the ball gag back on her and said, “It’s time to wax your cunt, Rose.”
      

      	
      He went to the living room to get the waxing kit and the little scissors from his
         bag. When he returned to the bedroom, Rose began shaking her head. “If you think I’m
         going to untie you, Rose, you’re fooling yourself. Girls in red collars don’t get
         what they want; they get what their masters want. And I know what you want to say,
         too. You want to say ‘Master Leo, please shave me instead.’ Well, if you had been
         a good girl, Rose, perhaps I would have considered it. Your owner specified waxing,
         but because you aren’t going to be given to him for about a month, we could have started
         you off with a shave. But like so much else, Rose, you lost your chance at that when
         you tried to escape.”
      

      	
      Leo sat down on the bed. He put the waxing kit next to him, and seized Rose’s knees
         without warning, lifting them and separating them, while her ankles stayed locked
         together in their cuffs. He stroked her cunt lightly. Then he took the scissors in
         his right hand and showed them to Rose.
      

      	
      “We’re going to start with a little trim.”

      	
      Leo bent to his work. Rose squirmed and tried to close her legs, but Leo pushed his
         left hand between her thighs and said, “Better not, Rose. These scissors are sharp.”
         Rose gave a little mew of frustration and stilled her legs.
      

      	
      He could see, as he began to take bunches of the soft, springy hair in the fingers
         of his left hand, and cut them off, how aroused the shameful process was making Rose.
         At the fifth or sixth tug on her quickly vanishing pubic hair, she was giving little
         sighs despite herself, and by the time her golden curls all lay in a little heap on
         the towel between her legs, there was a wet spot there, too.
      

      	
      “You stay just like this, sweetheart,” Leo said, “while I go get the kit ready. I
         want you to look at your sweet little cunt, and think about what it means that I’m
         taking your pubic hair away.”
      

      	
      He got up and took the kit and went to the kitchen to heat the wax in the microwave.
         He returned to find that Rose had managed to obey him, and was actually looking down
         at her pussy, with a look of submission in her eyes. The escape attempt, as so often,
         had done her good.
      

      	
      “Alright,” Leo said, “this is going to hurt, Rose.”

      	
      The thing about waxing a girl under these circumstances, Leo thought, as he listened
         to Rose scream into her ball gag, was that a real concubine like Rose always got wet.
         The strange truth about waxing, Leo had concluded, was that there were probably a
         lot of women who did not undergo the process simply because they were embarrassed
         by how aroused it would make them, despite the pain involved—or, perhaps, really,
         because of the pain involved.
      

      	
      After the first strip, Rose tried again to close her legs. Leo said, “Naughty,” and
         slapped her face. “Open up,” he said, and slapped her again, and she obeyed.
      

      	
      “See, Rose?” Leo asked, teasingly. “You’re a very good concubine.” He stroked her,
         up and down, in between her labia, partly bare, now, and partly sporting only the
         short, trimmed hair that he would soon pull out with the wax. He gave her a little
         flutter at her clitoris, and Rose moaned loudly around the gag. “See how wet it makes
         you to be prepared for your owner?”
      

      	
      After that, it didn’t take long. Rose Hutchison lost the hair on her pussy, and she
         looked as smooth as an owner could ever wish.
      

      	
      “Lovely, Rose,” said Leo, giving her a little kiss there which made her cry out again
         into her gag. “I know I say all the time that this or that is a special moment for
         you, but I want you to think about the way you’ve now become part of a group that
         I think you’ve probably fantasized about joining since the first time you touched
         yourself, when the curls on your pussy were just starting to sprout: girls whose pubic
         hair has been taken away because a man wanted it that way. I know how strange it seems,
         but that makes you part of a kind of family, and when you have your training, and
         even more when your owner takes possession of you, you will understand that your submission
         can be a gift that many others in that family—not just your owner—will value greatly.”
      

      	
      Leo looked into Rose’s eyes, and saw that although she did not understand the words,
         she would remember them, so that they would make sense to her someday.
      

      	
      Then Leo said, “Now we have to feed and water you.”

      	
      He stood her up from the bed, as she winced at the lingering pain from the waxing,
         and held her around the shoulders to help her shuffle toward the kitchen, her feet
         moving only an inch at a time because of the lock on her ankle cuffs. He looked at
         her cane welts, which were beginning the fading process. He still wouldn’t be able
         to administer a serious spanking, but the discipline he had planned for today didn’t
         require it.
      

      	
      “I’m going to un-gag you now for a little while, so you can eat and drink. Remember
         that I can hydrate you with my IV needle, if I have to. As I said before, it wouldn’t
         make sense to defy me.”
      

      	
      Leo stood her at the counter, and unbuckled the gag and took it out of her mouth.
         “Are you going to try to be a good girl, now?” Leo asked, gently.
      

      	
      “Yes, Master,” she said. The fear of what the red collar meant was clearly weighing
         on her mind.
      

      	
      “Now, Rose,” he said. “I think what you’re failing to see about your situation as
         a new concubine is that trying to get away is the opposite of what you should be thinking
         about. As a new concubine, selected for our program, you should be thinking about
         why we have selected you, and what that means about you, and about your sweet little
         cunt.” At those last words, Leo put his hand down, and gave her a rough, squeezing
         caress that made her jump back from the counter. But Leo seized her backside with
         his other hand, and for a full thirty seconds, saying nothing, he showed her the extent
         to which her body belonged to him. With his right hand on her clitoris and then thrusting
         deep inside her pussy, he told her about her sex, while with the fingers of his left
         hand he held her bottom arrogantly and, at the same time, penetrated her anus roughly
         and repeatedly. He made her gasp, and moan, and finally cry out, “Master…, oh, Master,
         please… Master…”
      

      	
      Leo released her. “Perhaps that helped a little, Rose; perhaps not. But we’re going
         to have an extended lesson on exactly that topic now, and then you are going to go,
         in my van, to the Institute. Maybe you will be wearing the red collar when you get
         there, and maybe you won’t be. It depends on how you do in your lesson.”
      

      	
      Rose whimpered, clearly at the thought of wearing the red collar to the Institute
         and what it might mean. The charming, submissive little sound gave a distinct, unambiguous
         indication that the idea of the Institute, and its program, had become real for her.
         That was when Leo knew that he had broken her. The next two hours, before the ride
         over, would merely serve to put a bit of polish on her submission.
      

      	
      

      
   
      
      Chapter Nine

      	
       

      	
       

      	
      “Positions, Rose,” Leo said after he had brought her back into the center of the living
         room. He unclipped her ankle cuffs, and clipped her wrist cuffs to her belt. “Positions
         are one of the most important parts of your life as a concubine. Your owner isn’t
         one of the men who have a list of positions to be memorized, you may be glad to know.
         Some of those owners make their girls learn to assume positions according to whistle-signals—it’s
         quite charming, though it takes a long time to learn. At any rate, your owner likes to experiment, and so it’s necessary that you learn to respond instantly
         to his commands and to position your body for his pleasure—his pleasure in looking
         at you, his pleasure in punishing you, and above all his pleasure in using you with
         his cock.”
      

      	
      Leo began to walk around her. “Eyes downcast, Rose,” he said. “Always downcast, except
         when you are told to look at something other than the floor.”
      

      	
      He stood in front of her. “We’ll start with that,” he said. He unfastened his jeans
         and dropped them to the floor, then his boxers. “Eyes on Master’s cock, Rose.”
      

      	
      He saw her eyes dart to his face, before they fell to his crotch. He reached out,
         casually, and slapped her face. “Did I tell you to look me in the eye, Rose?” He watched
         her instinctively try to bring her hand up to her slapped cheek, but then realize
         she couldn’t because her wrists were bound to the belt around her waist.
      

      	
      “No, sir,” she said.

      	
      He slapped her again, on the other cheek. “Are you going to forget again?” Another
         slap.
      

      	
      “No, Master!”

      	
      He thrust his right hand between her thighs, and she cried out. Really, the gesture
         was for her, because he knew exactly what he would find.
      

      	
      “You’re wet, Rose,” he said. “Because I slapped you. Think about that.”

      	
      Without giving her time to respond, or, really, to think (for she would think about
         it later), he put his hand to the back of her head, cupping the base of her skull,
         and pulling gently there. “Down, Rose,” he said, softly.
      

      	
      Leo knew how to make sure Rose didn’t land painfully on her knees; as he saw her knees
         buckle, he put his other hand around her waist to hold her up as she tried to kneel
         without benefit of the knowledge that, when she couldn’t use her hands, she needed
         to put one knee down first, and then the other. Her deportment master at the Institute
         would teach her that; for now, Leo helped her find her place, supporting her until
         she was on her knees in front of him. The way that, in the process, she had to feel
         his hard, enormous cock all over her body as he let her down to the rug was all to
         the good.
      

      	
      In the course of getting her there, he saw her eyes flitting here and there, but every
         time he saw them move he murmured, “Eyes on my cock, Rose,” and she obeyed him. The
         transition, then, to taking his cock in his right hand and beginning to move its tip
         all over Rose’s face was entirely natural.
      

      	
      “Rose,” he said, “you can get a black collar instead of that red one this moment,
         if you learn quickly.” He slapped his cock against her right cheek. “It won’t be easy,
         sweetheart.” Under her chin, and against the other cheek, wishing he had thought to
         set up his phone on the little tripod, because David would love to see the moment
         when his new concubine had to endure a big cock all over her face for the first time.
         “It’s fair to say you won’t like it very much.” He lifted his cock with his right
         hand, and with his left brought her face in so that he could lay her cheek against
         his scrotum. “But the lesson will be valuable, even if you fail. Kiss, Rose.”
      

      	
      He watched her purse her mouth to obey, but she hesitated, not knowing what he meant
         she was supposed to kiss.
      

      	
      “When your master tells you to kiss, Rose, and his balls are right in front of you,
         you kiss his balls,” Leo said, and gave her a little slap on the cheek just to reinforce
         the message. Still she hesitated. He gave her another little slap, and said, “Have
         you kissed a man’s balls before, Rose?”
      

      	
      “No, Master!”

      	
      “Why is that, sweetheart?”

      	
      “I… I don’t know?”

      	
      “It really is a mystery when you consider it, isn’t it? I mean, don’t the girls in
         your stories have to kiss men’s balls?” He saw the thrill of arousal go through her;
         she closed her eyes. “How about the girls in the porn videos you download and then
         delete and then download again? If I’m not mistaken, one of them is called LA Face-Fuckers.” He made a show of furrowing his brow as if thinking hard. “I’m not sure, because
         you download so very many, but I think you’ve watched LA Face-Fuckers at least a dozen times.” He looked down at her. “Why is it, then—just give me your
         wildest guess—that Rose Hutchison, who plays with herself while watching other girls
         get their faces fucked, has never kissed a man’s scrotum?”
      

      	
      Desperately, Rose started to kiss, and lick, Leo’s hairy scrotum. The sight was delicious,
         but his pleasure wasn’t the point here. He slapped her, put his hand in her hair,
         and jerked her face away from his crotch.
      

      	
      “Just as it is naughty to speak when you haven’t been spoken to, Rose, it is also
         very naughty not to answer your master’s questions. I’ve made it easy for you, by
         saying that I’ll accept your wildest guess, but I need to know now, Rose, what that
         wildest guess is. I’m pleased that you now seem willing to have your face fucked like
         those girls in your stories and your videos, but I have asked you a question, and
         I want an answer.”
      

      	
      Her terrified but impassioned face, pulled back by his hand twisted into her loose
         blond hair, looked up at him with wide eyes. “Because… because… no one… no one ever
         m—made me?”
      

      	
      Leo released her head. “Open your mouth, Rose,” he growled. “Open your mouth and stick
         your tongue out. I knew you were a clever girl, and now you’re going to learn just
         how right your answer was.”
      

      	
      Her eyes grew even wider, and her mouth seemed to open of its own accord. Her little
         pink tongue poked out just a little, as if it were uncertain what would befall it.
      

      	
      “Tongue farther out, sweetheart,” Leo said. “I’ve got an awfully big cock to lay on
         it.”
      

      	
      She made a little whimper at those words, and stuck her tongue out farther.

      	
      “There we go,” Leo said, taking his cock in his right hand and letting it rest on
         Rose Hutchison’s prim pink tongue. “Oh, very nice. Time to see if you can get that
         red collar taken off.” Leo brushed away a lock of hair that had fallen across her
         cheek, obscuring his view of his cock in Rose’s pretty mouth, and gathered all of
         her hair into his right hand so that he could control her head just as he pleased.
      

      	
      Then, suddenly and without warning, he drove her head onto his cock, and held her
         there for a silent five count, the tip of his cock against the back of her throat,
         while she gagged. He withdrew, but left the head of his cock inside her mouth, to
         remind her that girls’ mouths belong to their masters. Her eyes were streaming.
      

      	
      “You’ve never had a master, Rose,” he said. “Only a master can make a girl lick his
         balls and then fuck her face this way.” Using his right hand to keep her head still,
         he began an easy shallow rhythm with his hips. Rose’s eyes were closed and on her
         brow sat an expression of concentration. “You’ll be getting face-fucked a lot, Rose,
         at the Institute and then later by your owner and his friends. So today is only the
         beginning for you, and I understand that—” (a deep thrust to make her gag) “—you aren’t
         going to be able to make your mouth as much like a pussy as a master likes to have
         a girl’s mouth be. That’s not how you’re going to earn your black collar.” Quicker,
         shallow thrusts, then one final deep one, and then Leo pulled out and pushed Rose
         down to the floor, with his arm around her shoulders to make sure she didn’t fall
         hard.
      

      	
      He unclipped her wrist cuffs from her belt.

      	
      “Ass up, Rose,” he said. “Back arched. Cheek against the rug. Knees apart and arms
         between them, with your wrists against your ankles.”
      

      	
      It was a position he knew she must have read about a thousand times, and seen on video
         almost as many. More important, Leo knew it was a position that dwelled in a place
         of honor in Rose’s imagination, as in the imagination of almost every concubine. Rose
         assumed it quickly and unquestioningly.
      

      	
      After he had clipped Rose’s wrists to her ankles, Leo picked up her cute pink vibrator
         from the coffee table where he had put it, and turned it on. “You know that sound,
         don’t you, Rose?” He put a little lube on the vibrator. “Push that bottom out now,
         Rose, and show me that you want your naughty toy inside it.” With a little sob, she
         arched her back even further, and Leo watched her backside, with its pretty little
         anus open even further to his gaze.
      

      	
      Leo put the tip of the vibrator against the crinkly hole, and Rose whimpered very
         satisfyingly. Without ceremony, he pushed it into her bottom two thirds of its six-inch
         length, as Rose cried out, “No… oh, please…” and then began to moan as Leo started
         finger-fucking her with three fingers deep in her cunt.
      

      	
      “No, Rose. The way you’re going to earn your black collar is by showing me that you
         get it.” Rose made little cries with each thrust of his fingers. “If I come down your
         throat, Rose, and give you that black collar, it won’t be because you’re good at taking
         a cock in your mouth. No, it will be because I see something in your eyes that tells
         me that you want to be my good girl, that you would do anything to have my come shooting
         into your pretty little mouth, that you would live only on my semen if I let you.
         Do you think you understand, Rose?”
      

      	
      “Yes, Master,” she moaned. “Oh, please, Master… please give me your cock in my mouth…”

      	
      “You really want that red collar off, don’t you, sweetheart?” Leo said. “Well, I’m
         afraid you’re going to have to convince me that you want me to come in your mouth
         because you love Master Leo’s big cock more than anything else in the whole world,
         and that your need for my seed doesn’t have anything to do with the collar. Do you
         understand, Rose?”
      

      	
      “Yes, Master… Master, please may I have your cock in my mouth?”

      	
      “In a moment, Rose,” Leo said, and found her g-spot with two fingers. Rose cried out,
         and came, hard, while with his left hand atop her back Leo pushed her down and kept
         her from rearing back or wriggling sideways as her body naturally wanted to do, in
         order to make the orgasm stronger, and also and more important to make it feel like
         a punishment. Pleasure as discipline was a complicated lesson to which Rose needed
         to become accustomed as much as possible before she reached the Institute, where she
         would be required not just to accept it but also to bestow it.
      

      	
      Quickly, then, before the shaking could leave her body, Leo released her backside,
         with the vibrator still on, still protruding from her anus, unclipped her wrists from
         her ankles, and moved around in front of her. He sat on the low chair he had positioned
         there, and again seized Rose’s hair at the base of her neck. He lifted her face off
         the rug, noting with satisfaction the look of utter confusion on her face, and pulled
         her firmly toward his crotch.
      

      	
      So involved was she in her positioning, and so deep was she in subspace, that she
         forgot that she had arms for a long moment, and let Leo control her entire upper body
         with her hair. She would have fallen flat onto her belly, with her head arched up,
         trying to take his cock in her mouth if he had not said, gently, “You may get on your
         hands and knees, Rose.”
      

      	
      She did, making little panting whimpers at the feeling of the vibrator in her backside.
         Leo spread his knees and put his hands upon them. “Alright, Rose. Show me how much
         you want me to come in your mouth.”
      

      	
      

      
   
      
      Chapter Ten

      	
       

      	
       

      	
      Rose looked at Master Leo’s splayed crotch. She had given Joe a blowjob once, when
         they were in college. He hadn’t even seemed to like it very much, let alone demand
         it of her, or tell her to kiss his balls, or drive his cock into her mouth.
      

      	
      The red collar. She couldn’t be wearing the red collar when they got to wherever they
         were going, wherever the Institute was, because bad things happened to girls around
         whose necks their masters put red collars. Rose was, to her distress, terribly good
         at imagining bad things that masters could do to girls they had decided were in need
         of correction.
      

      	
      Oh, God, what was she supposed to do? She looked at his huge cock, at his scrotum
         with its curly brown hairs. She smelled his arousal, the muskiness that lingered around
         his balls. He would get impatient, and slap her, and she would never get the red collar
         off. And he had said that it was alright that she didn’t know what to do.
      

      	
      She leaned in, shakily, and kissed the side of his scrotum. She put out her tongue,
         and gave a little lick, and she heard him say, “Good girl. That’s a nice way to start.”
      

      	
      She moved her head to the other side, and kissed there. Her heart quailed at the thought
         of what she was avoiding, but couldn’t avoid for much longer if she wanted Master
         Leo to change her collar. His cock was so big that the very sight of it frightened
         her. She had it inside her; it had made her come more pleasurably than she had ever
         come before in her life, but it was much too big for her mouth, and when he had been
         thrusting in there, holding her head, she had been sure she would faint.
      

      	
      Now she had to take it in her mouth, and not only that but she had to show him somehow
         that she loved it, that she wanted to have him come there, wanted to swallow his come.
         When she had given Joe that one blowjob she had then lain down and let him make love
         to her; there had been no question of her having to swallow semen.
      

      	
      If she wanted to arrive wearing a black collar, though, she would have to swallow
         Master Leo’s come. She had no choice. The thought brought on again that strange compulsion
         that seemed to lie under the things that Master Leo said about why she had to be a
         good girl and serve her master exactly as he liked. Somehow the thought of the red
         collar and how desperate she was to get it taken off—as if it were burning her neck—made
         her feel that taking Master Leo’s massive cock deep into her throat was the right
         thing for a girl like Rose. Rose Hutchison, a voice inside her said, was the kind
         of girl who sucks big cocks and loves to have them shoot come down her throat.
      

      	
      She had no choice, though, and so, with her heart beating wildly in shame and fear,
         she licked Master Leo’s thick shaft of rigid, swollen flesh from its beginning in
         his wrinkled hairy scrotum all the way to its top, so much like a plum that she had
         to open her mouth, and take it in, to taste it. It filled her mouth, hot and pulsing,
         and disgust at herself, as if a stern woman teacher were standing there, saying, “You
         ought to be ashamed of yourself, Rose Hutchison! Were you raised to suck big cocks?”
         seemed to fill her mind, but that very disgust seemed to make her force her face down
         farther, farther, farther, feeling her mouth become terribly distended, and hearing
         Master Leo groan in pleasure, and feeling the huge cock claim her tongue and her palate.
      

      	
      Rose had no choice. She was a concubine now, and concubines suck enormous cocks, because
         they have to, because their masters tell them to suck cock, and punish them terribly
         if they don’t.
      

      	
      “Just like that, Rose: just like that… there you go…” Master Leo was saying. Rose
         knew instinctively, perhaps from the rhythm he had used when he was holding her head,
         that she shouldn’t try to do what the girls in the videos did, bobbing their heads
         to try to pretend their mouths were some kind of reverse pussy. She knew that a master
         likes to have his way with a girl’s mouth, even if she is the one who is worshipping,
         and moving, and suckling. Above all she knew that a master demands that a girl respect
         his cock, and that she show him that she knows what a precious gift his cock is.
      

      	
      So she did not bob, but she tried to move, desperately hoping to hear his grunt of
         pleasure, and his praise. She heard the shameful sounds emerging from her mouth, and
         then she felt the thing that was both worst and best: Master Leo taking hold of her
         head with both hands.
      

      	
      “That’s it, Rose,” he said. “Take it now.” He began to move her mouth up and down,
         and to thrust his hips a little, and she could tell that he was going to come very
         soon, and the thrill of relief and pride that went through her was overwhelming. The
         tears started to stream again, but somehow she was far off, and it didn’t matter at
         all that she could never admit to herself that it felt good, in a way too complicated
         ever to understand, to be tortured by her master that way.
      

      	
      Then he gave a final shout, and held her firmly, and his cock was spurting with little
         jerks, and Leo’s powerful thigh muscles were hard as rock around her. She swallowed
         the bitter, salty seed of her master. She swallowed all of it, and then he stood her
         up in front of him, and said, “That was very nice, Rose.” He reached up, and unbuckled
         the red collar, and took it off her. Rose felt herself starting to cry with relief.
         “You are going to be a very valuable concubine, Rose,” Master Leo said.
      

      	
       

      	
      * * *

      	
       

      	
      After that, Master Leo got a black collar from his bag and put it on her in place
         of the red one. Then he put the gag back in her mouth. At least when she was gagged,
         he couldn’t expect her to answer his shameful questions. But then he pulled a chain
         with two clips at either end of it out of his bag. Rose knew exactly what it was for,
         and she began to shake her head immediately, but Master Leo smiled and said, “I’m
         sure you’ve wondered what they feel like, Rose. Every girl who watches naughty videos
         does.”
      

      	
      He adjusted a little screw on one of the clips. “I’m going to start you off very easily,
         Rose, because you were such a good girl just now, but it’s time for you to learn what
         nipple clamps feel like. Your master will use them for punishment sometimes, but most
         of the time he will just want to put them on you to remind you that you do not own
         your nipples any more than you own any other part of your body. You are a concubine
         now, Rose.” He put the first clip on her left nipple, and Rose yelped through the
         gag. It hurt, but it hurt in a way that, as Master Leo had said, was a reminder of
         her status, rather than a true agony, or even a real distraction.
      

      	
      He put the second clip on her right nipple.

      	
      “Look down, Rose,” he said, and she obeyed, and saw the black chain running between
         the nipple clamps. They made her little breasts look so strange, like she was a girl
         in a BDSM video, that she felt herself gasp at the sight.
      

      	
      Master Leo took the chain lightly in his hand and gave it a little shake. Rose made
         a small puppy-sound of pain, but the pain was so complex that she could hardly think
         of it as pain at all. Really, it was a huge excess of sensation that radiated from
         the tiny pink buds that crowned her breasts up to the roots of her hair and down to
         her toes, and seemed to send electric shocks to her loins.
      

      	
      If she had not been gagged, she would have been saying, “Oh, God… oh, God…” but the
         gag, in taking away her voice, seemed to free her body to shudder at the feeling for
         endless seconds of that terrible pleasure that Master Leo had started forcing upon
         her the previous afternoon, and which it seemed was now her lot in her new life as
         a concubine.
      

      	
      Still holding the chain between her nipple clamps lightly, Leo brought his mouth to
         Rose’s ear. She smelled his masculinity and it seemed to overpower her simply by virtue
         of the way it signified He is a man, and you are a woman, and, so, as you always knew, every time you touched
            yourself in bed, reading Schoolgirl Tales, and whispered to the night “Oh, sir, please, no… please don’t… No, I’ve never been
            fucked, sir…,” he is your master.

      	
      “Congratulations, Rose,” Master Leo murmured into her ear, “you passed the test, and
         earned your nipple clamps. You are a lovely little slut, with a lovely, smooth, bare
         little cunt, and it’s almost time to take you to the Institute. There’s only more
         thing I need from you before we go.”
      

      	
      He paused. What would it be? If she didn’t do it, or do it properly, would Master
         Leo put the red collar back around her neck?
      

      	
      “You’re going to put on a little show for me, and for my colleagues at the Institute,
         and above all for your new owner. I’m going to read you your favorite bedtime story,
         and you’re going to play with yourself until you have a nice little orgasm. So I want
         you to go into your bedroom and choose your favorite story, and put a bookmark there
         and leave the book, or the magazine, on the dresser. Then I want you to lie down on
         your back on your bed, with your knees up and spread, and your hands under your backside,
         holding your ass cheeks. While you wait for me to come in and read you your story,
         I want you to think about how you’re going to feel when you finally meet your new
         owner, and what you would like to do to show him how happy you are to be his concubine.”
      

      	
      Master Leo had done it again; Rose blushed as she went to obey him. He had put the
         Penthouse Forum and Schoolgirl Tales on the dresser, but she had absolutely no hesitation, because she wanted to come as
         soon as she could, to make the humiliation of having to play with herself for the
         camera as brief as it could be. She chose ‘No Panties for Alice’ from Schoolgirl Tales, her all-time favorite story, and found a tissue to use as a bookmark, and laid the
         book on the dresser.
      

      	
      Then she looked at her bed, where before yesterday she had slept soundly so many nights
         after playing with herself so very wickedly. On that bed, yesterday, she had been
         disciplined with the anal punisher. On it she had ridden only the second cock she
         had ever seen in real life, the enormous cock of her new master, and riding that cock
         she had three orgasms. On that bed she had been thoroughly fucked; upon it she had
         then been hogtied.
      

      	
      Now, she would have to play with herself on that bed again, but so very differently
         than before.
      

      	
      She got on the bed and assumed the position Master Leo had specified, thinking of
         exactly what he had told her to think about. What was her new owner like? Would he
         be kind to her, if she was good?
      

      	
      She looked down her body, at the mirror; she had not needed any instruction from Master
         Leo to tell her that she was supposed to arrange herself in that direction, so that
         she could see herself in the mirror. With her hands under her bottom cheeks she felt—as
         she was sure she was intended to feel—like she was offered to the mirror, and to the
         camera that soon would be there, to record her little show.
      

      	
      Her fingers moved, of their own accord, just a bit, and the motion of her bottom cheeks
         communicated itself to her pussy, and called a little whimper of submissive pleasure
         from her throat.
      

      	
      Would her owner make her play with herself, while he watched? Why would he do that?
         Why would Master Leo do that? What did it mean to be a concubine? Why Rose? Why not
         some other girl?
      

      	
      She thought about ‘No Panties for Alice,’ and about the way Alice learned her new
         lesson: the headmaster called her to his study and told her that she would go there
         every day for a special lesson. The headmaster told Alice that if he found her wearing
         panties when he lifted her skirt to give her the special lesson, he would cane her.
         When the headmaster told Alice that, Alice had no choice, because if she didn’t go
         he would write to her parents to say that Alice had been found playing with herself
         with her panties down.
      

      	
      At the thought, and the mental image of eighteen-year-old Alice with no panties under
         her plaid skirt, she felt her fingers moving on her bottom cheeks again, and she couldn’t
         help another whimper as she felt her bare pussy lips moving against each other just
         a little at the nearby movement of her backside. That was what being a concubine was,
         wasn’t it? It was about having no choice, because your master had the red collar,
         and he could put it on you any time.
      

      	
      It seemed to Rose suddenly that it didn’t matter why Master Leo had come to take her to the Institute, rather than some other girl. The Institute knew that Rose should
         have no choice but to serve an owner, who would know how to use her for his pleasure.
         Master Leo knew how to train girls like Rose, and he could pick as many of them up
         and take them there as he had space in his van to carry, and time to break as he had
         broken her.
      

      	
      Rose belonged to her owner now—what had Master Leo said about that? She was part of
         a strange, but real, family.
      

      	
      

      
   
      
      Chapter Eleven

      	
       

      	
       

      	
      “Lovely,” said Master Leo, when he came in, dressed in his jeans and black shirt again.
         He brought a chair, and put it next to Rose’s bed; then he brought his phone and put
         it again on the tripod and started to record. “Seems like you were a little bit naughty
         in here already, Rose,” he said, gazing down at her pussy. “You look a little shiny
         there.” He smiled and patted her right on her pussy, so hard that the pats were really
         soft slaps, and Rose cried out, “Please… no!”
      

      	
      Leo laughed. “Don’t worry, Rose. I didn’t tell you to keep yourself dry, so you’re
         not in trouble. This bedtime story…”
      

      	
      Rose screwed her face up in confusion at that, so Leo explained, “I know you’re wondering
         why you’re having a bedtime story at ten in the morning. That’s because I’m going
         to give you your sleeping pill after that, so that you’ll have a nice peaceful ride
         in my van—and maybe my plane, too? Who knows?”
      

      	
      Rose looked frightened now. “Don’t worry, Rose. The Institute is lovely, and very
         safe. Being a clever girl, I’m sure you’ve realized that I’m not lying about how valuable
         you are, and although I can understand the nerves, I’m pretty sure you’ll get used
         to the idea that your safety—even your happiness, in a roundabout way—is my most important
         responsibility. Your owner wants a well-trained girl, and well-trained girls need
         to know that they are safe, so that they can focus on their training, and, afterward,
         on pleasing their masters.”
      

      	
      He picked up Schoolgirl Tales from the dresser, and looked at the picture on the cover, of the barely legal girl
         in the plaid skirt, bent over her desk, looking back over her shoulder with her hand
         upon her bottom as if to shield it from the headmaster’s cane.
      

      	
      “I can’t say I’m surprised, Rose, though I did want to read a little more of ‘Backdoor
         Pleasures.’” He opened the book to the place where Rose had put the tissue, at the
         start of ‘No Panties for Alice.’
      

      	
      “No Panties for Alice,” he read. He looked at Rose, with a sort of librarian-ish air.
         “Alice gets butt-fucked, I hope?” he asked.
      

      	
      Rose swallowed, and nodded her head where it lay upon the pillow.

      	
      “Well, that’s promising, at least,” Leo said.

      	
      He settled himself in the chair. “So, Rose,” he said, “I’ll read until you come. There’s
         no right or wrong way for you to play with yourself, except for one thing: you may
         only touch your pussy from under your thighs. Understand?”
      

      	
      “Yes, Master,” Rose said. She said it automatically, and that little thing confirmed
         again that he had broken her.
      

      	
      “Very well. Let’s begin.” He turned his eyes to the page, and began to read aloud,
         pausing at the end of every few sentences to glance at the progress of Rose’s self-abuse.
      

      	
      “The headmaster called Alice to his study on the first day of the second week of term.”
         Rose had closed her eyes, and her face wore an expression of concentration, as if
         she were trying to forget that she was putting on a show for the camera. Leo was unconcerned;
         not only could she not forget, but he was sure she would soon be opening those eyes
         of her own accord. “‘Alice,’ he said, ‘you have been chosen by me for a special tutorial.
         You will come here to my study every day at this time, and learn certain important
         things about your body, and about the ways of men.’” Rose gave a low moan at the bit
         about Alice’s body, and Leo watched the fingertips of her right hand touch her pussy
         lips very lightly. Sure enough, her eyes flicked open, and he watched her see, in
         the mirror, what her hand was doing, and instinctively do it a little more firmly.
      

      	
      “Alice was confused, but she said ‘Yes, headmaster.’ The headmaster said, ‘Alright,
         then, I shall see you tomorrow. Listen carefully, Alice. You must remove your panties
         before you come to my study.’” Really, it was a charming story, Leo thought, as he
         watched Rose lose herself in the feeling of playing with her own bare pussy as if
         it were someone else’s, and of feeling how the loss of her grownup hair there made
         it strange and sensitive. She arched her back, and then relaxed it; she moved her
         head from side to side.
      

      	
      “‘But, sir,’ said Alice, ‘I mayn’t go back to my room during the day!’ ‘What is that
         to me?’ asked the headmaster. ‘You’ll just have to do without panties entirely, it
         would seem.’ The next day, Alice had to keep her hands on her knees, to hold her skirt
         down, all through her morning classes, before it was time to go to the headmaster’s
         study at 11, while all her friends went to study hall, giving her envious looks as
         they went.”
      

      	
      Rose had worked the two middle fingers of her right hand upward, and was rubbing her
         clit quickly, breathing hard. Leo watched her eyes open again, to steal a look at
         the mirror, and heard her give a little gasp at the sight of the bad girl, in her
         cuffs and belt and collar, commanded to put on this lewd show for the camera, and
         for the mirror.
      

      	
      “As soon as the headmaster had let her in, and closed the door behind her, Alice heard
         his voice at her back, saying, ‘I’m sorry, Miss Pierce, but a headmaster has certain
         needs.’ Suddenly he raised Alice’s skirt and put his hand around her waist, and seized
         her young pussy in his right hand. ‘You’re going to lie over my desk this instant,
         Miss Pierce,’ he said, ‘and take my hard cock in your tight little arse-hole. I am
         afraid you shan’t like it very much.’”
      

      	
      Rose came, screaming, “Oh, God… oh, God…” and pushing at her own bottom-hole with
         the middle finger of her left hand while she rubbed her clit with the fingers of her
         right in a frantic circular motion. Her head was thrown back, her mouth open.
      

      	
      Rose Hutchison was undoubtedly the most beautiful girl Leo had ever broken. David
         was going to get his money’s worth.
      

      	
      

      
   
      
      Chapter Twelve

      	
       

      	
       

      	
      “Are you satisfied?” asked Abigail, over video chat, once Joanne had watched all the
         videos.
      

      	
      “Yes,” she replied. “I think Rose is going to be very happy.”

      	
      “So do we. She presents a few difficulties, but so does every pick-up.”

      	
      “You mean how close she is to being a volunteer?”

      	
      “Yes, that’s the principal problem, we think. If she grows too willing, it may spoil
         her value—and the value of the program to her. That’s why Master Leo used the red
         collar.”
      

      	
      “What does the red collar mean?” Joanne asked, curious.

      	
      “Absolutely nothing,” said Abigail.

      	
       

      	
      * * *

      	
       

      	
      The woman in the short blue nightgown spoke in a firm, declaratory tone. “You are
         now in a house we simply call the Institute. This is a facility—a very luxurious facility,
         you’ll find—for the training of submissive concubines. You will spend as much time
         here as is required to make you into the kind of concubines your masters desire. From
         time to time your masters may visit you here, and enjoy you, to see how your training
         is coming along.”
      

      	
      Rose was kneeling, completely naked, with two other girls, in the foyer of what seemed
         to her to be a large country house. It was dark outside, she could see through the
         windows she glimpsed in the gracious rooms on either side of the foyer, but she heard
         a rooster somewhere in the distance; dawn would arrive very soon. Inside, the foyer
         was brilliantly lit by a chandelier high above, but that seemed to be the only light
         on at the Institute, except for dim fixtures in the hallways she could glimpse on
         either side at the top of the grand staircase in front of whose base the woman in
         the little blue nightgown was standing to address them.
      

      	
      Rose had awoken perhaps ten minutes before, lying on her back on a cot in a kind of
         entryway just outside this foyer. Her cuffs had still been on, fastened to the frame
         of the cot by short lengths of chain loose enough to allow her a full range of movement.
         Turning her head as she tried to remember where she might be, she saw the other girls,
         on their cots, looking back at her: a stunning model-beautiful redhead of about twenty
         with breasts so small they were like lemons, and a voluptuous brunette of about thirty-five.
         They too were fastened by cuffs, and wore collars and belts; they too, Rose saw immediately,
         had been waxed between their thighs.
      

      	
      For a long moment the three of them looked at one another; Rose was absolutely certain
         that they were all remembering similar experiences over the past forty-eight hours:
         being broken; learning that they were concubines. Where was Master Leo?
      

      	
      The door opened; Rose could see a grand foyer, with a brilliantly lit chandelier,
         beyond. A beautiful woman in a sheer pale blue nightgown that came to her knees in
         a lace border, her hair black with a few hints of silver, stood in the doorway, and
         said, “Welcome, girls.”
      

      	
      She stepped into the little entry hall, and three other women, younger—all in their
         20s, it would seem—emerged from the foyer into the entryway. Two wore the same blue
         nightgown as the woman who had spoken; the other wore an identical garment, but in
         white. In silence, each of them went to the cot of one of the new arrivals, and began
         to unfasten her. In silence, then, they unbuckled cuffs, and belt, and collar, and
         put those things in a chest that stood in the entryway.
      

      	
      Rose felt like she was still dreaming one of the dreams she had after Master Leo had
         given her the sleeping pill: girls in lingerie being fucked brutally in their backsides,
         and men in masks, with monstrous cocks to do the fucking.
      

      	
      Rose had expected, when she realized what the attendants were doing, that they would
         be businesslike about the task, but the touch of the girls in the little nightgowns
         was anything but clinical and, as if on cue, they began to murmur softly to the new
         girls as they took off their leather restraints.
      

      	
      “Lovely,” said the blond girl in the blue nightgown, as she unbuckled Rose’s ankle
         cuffs. “It feels strange to have your pussy so bare, doesn’t it, sweetie?”
      

      	
      On the next cot over, where a girl with long wavy black hair, tied in a red ribbon,
         was attending to the little redhead, she heard the black-haired girl say, “Did Master
         Jeff keep the nipple clamps on for a long time? He likes to do that with the small-sized
         girls, I know.”
      

      	
      What the blond who was removing the belt from the curvy brunette was saying was too
         soft for Rose to hear, especially because she felt her attendant let her fingers linger
         between Rose’s thighs for a long moment before beginning to unbuckle the belt. “Mmm,”
         said the attendant. “I bet Master Leo had fun this weekend.”
      

      	
      The older woman clapped her hands three times. “Enough!” she said. “Girls, I am afraid
         it is traditional here for new concubines to have this little initiation before their
         true one; I feel sure that in a few weeks you will be saying such naughty things to
         new girls yourselves, but I know how strange all of this seems. Please get up and
         follow me into the foyer. At the bottom of the staircase, you will find your kneeling
         mats, with your names on them. When we are done in the foyer, you will be rolling
         those mats up and bringing them with you at certain important times. From the moment
         you kneel on your mat for the first time, it is your responsibility, and you are to
         keep it clean, and have it with you when you should. Kerry, what happens to girls
         who forget their kneeling mats?”
      

      	
      “The cane, Miss,” said Rose’s attendant immediately, but also very quietly.

      	
      “You may direct any questions you have about how severely a girl is caned for forgetting
         her mat to Kerry, girls.” Rose saw that Kerry was blushing deeply, her eyes downcast.
      

      	
      “I am Miss Abigail, girls, but you are to call me simply, ‘Miss.’ I am going to ask
         you a question in a moment, and you are going to respond, ‘Yes, Miss.’ I hope that’s
         sufficiently clear, or you may earn your first punishment before you even get into
         the door. Are you prepared to follow my orders?”
      

      	
      “Yes, Miss,” Rose said, and heard the other two new girls say the same, the fear audible
         in all their voices.
      

      	
      Miss Abigail turned and walked into the foyer. The brunette, and then the redhead,
         and then Rose herself, followed. Their attendants entered after them.
      

      	
      As promised, there were three white squares on the creamy stone floor of the foyer,
         at the bottom of the staircase. They said, in blood-red letters along the edge closest
         to the staircase—letters that were upside-down from Rose’s perspective—‘Annie,’ ‘Bridget,’
         and ‘Rose.’
      

      	
      “Girls,” said Miss Abigail, standing in front of the mats now. “Please stand in front
         of your mats.” They obeyed. The brunette, it appeared, was Annie, and the redhead
         was Bridget.
      

      	
      “You will see that your names are upside-down. Leah, why is that?”

      	
      From behind Rose, one of the other attendants (Rose did not dare to turn around to
         see who it was) said, “Our names are for our masters, Miss.”
      

      	
      “Exactly, Leah. Your names do not belong to you, any more than your bodies do.”

      	
      Miss Abigail clapped twice, and suddenly a door behind the staircase banged open,
         and three muscular men (“Firefighters!” was Rose’s first thought), in black robes
         that hung open to display their enormous cocks, came out into the foyer. They had
         hair down to their shoulders, two of them brown-haired and the third blond, and the
         looks on their faces were stern and hungry.
      

      	
      Suddenly Rose realized that Miss Abigail had cast her eyes down to the floor, and
         folded her hands in front of her; trying to figure out what was happening, she turned
         to look behind her and saw that the three attendants had adopted the same pose. Rose
         saw that Annie and Bridget were also trying to figure out what to do; at the same
         moment they all seemed to decide to try to do what Miss Abigail and the others were
         doing, but by that time the men in the robes, who Rose had, she realized now, subconsciously
         expected to stop their advance, were upon them. One of the brown-haired men grabbed
         Rose around the waist, and said in her ear, “Get down on that mat, Rose, so I can
         fuck that sweet little cunt. Why should Leo have all the fun?”
      

      	
      He gave her no choice and, as she saw the same being done to Annie and Bridget, she
         was forced to her knees on the mat with her name on it, and then bent over until her
         cheek was against the cool marble of the floor. The man urged her knees apart, then
         he knelt behind her on her kneeling mat with her, and took her arms firmly but with
         an evident skill that would ensure that he did not injure her, and held them behind
         her back. She felt his cock at the entrance to her pussy, and realize that she was
         shamefully wet at the way he had simply pushed her down and positioned her for his
         use.
      

      	
      To her left she heard Bridget cry out as she was, certainly, entered by the blond
         man, and then Rose was crying out herself as her master began to ride her, holding
         her firmly around her wrists to give himself more leverage. Then Annie began to moan,
         under the cock of the third man.
      

      	
      “Do you see, girls,” Rose heard Miss Abigail saying, “what I mean about your bodies
         belonging to your masters?”
      

      	
      The sounds of fucking, masculine grunts and feminine cries, were the only answer.

      	
      “Answer me, girls,” Miss Abigail said. “Bridget, do you have a big cock in your little
         cunt?”
      

      	
      “Ah… yes, Miss.”

      	
      “How about you, Rose?”

      	
      Rose couldn’t get her mind around the sensations flooding into her mind, but her time
         with Master Leo ensured that she could reply, “Yes, Miss!” even as the cock of a man
         whose name she did not even know pounded into her pussy.
      

      	
      “And, Annie, you, too, are being fucked, are you not?”

      	
      “Yes, Miss!”

      	
      “Very well, you new girls. I can see how distracted you are. Kerry, Leah, and Maude,
         will you help them? Kerry, to whom do you think little Rose belongs?”
      

      	
      “To her owner, Miss.”

      	
      “Why is she being fucked by Master N, then?” Master N… just a letter, for the man
         who was ravishing her here in this grand foyer, next to two other girls who were being
         ravished at the same time.
      

      	
      “To teach her to be a good girl, Miss.”

      	
      “Very good, Kerry. Maude, do you think Master P will make Bridget suck his cock before
         bed, tonight?”
      

      	
      “Yes, Miss.”

      	
      “Why is that, Maude?”

      	
      “Miss, Master P always makes his newest girl take him in her mouth at bedtime. He
         says it quiets a girl down and gets her ready to serve in the morning.”
      

      	
      “Did you find that to be true, Maude?”

      	
      “Yes, Miss.”

      	
      Through this lesson, the subdued cries of Rose and her fellow new girls continued,
         as the huge cocks of the masters possessed them. The masters seemed content to fuck
         the new girls at a leisurely pace, so that Miss Abigail could accomplish the instruction
         she aimed to accomplish.
      

      	
      “Well said, Maude. Leah, what about Annie? What can you tell us about Master A’s specialty?”

      	
      “Miss, Master A trains girls whose owners want their concubines’ bottoms to be ready
         to give pleasure when the owner arrives, instead of reserving the girl’s bottom-hole
         for themselves, the way most owners do.” Rose remembered what Master Leo had said
         about her owner, and, as Master N thrust into her, gave a cry at the combination of
         the feeling of his powerful hips against the bottom that Rose’s owner would, she knew,
         come and claim one day soon.
      

      	
      “So what does that mean for Annie, Leah?”

      	
      Rose heard Annie give a scream.

      	
      “It means that Annie is going to get it in the ass right now, Miss,” Leah said, quietly.

      	
      “Oh, God… oh, God…” Annie was saying. “Oh, please, Master…”

      	
      “Hush, Annie,” said Miss Abigail. “Don’t fuss now. Why do you think your owner chose
         you? Look at that delicious backside on Annie, Leah. Do you think she should fuss?”
      

      	
      “No, Miss.”

      	
      “Oh, it’s too big…”

      	
      “Nonsense,” said Miss Abigail.

      	
      Rose heard a grunt, and a wail, and then Miss Abigail said, “There we go.”

      	
      Rose’s eyes had been closed, but now she opened them. With her cheek against the marble,
         whimpering as Master N began to ride her harder, Rose could see Master P was fucking
         Bridget exactly the same way Master N was fucking Rose. Beyond Bridget, though, where
         Master A was in Annie’s bottom, she could see a different rhythm, and Master A’s hands
         holding Annie’s hips still.
      

      	
      For a minute or so more, there was silence except for the new girls’ submissive noises
         as they learned to take their masters’ cocks, the masters’ little grunts as they taught
         that lesson, and the soft, wet sounds of fucking. Then Rose heard Master N say, behind
         and above her, after a hard thrust, “Masters, we rise.” He pulled Rose up, gently,
         really, to a kneeling position, as he withdrew his cock. “New girls, you have not
         yet earned the gift of your training masters’ seed. I feel sure, however, that three
         such lovely concubines will have their share of semen before too long, though.”
      

      	
      Rose heard him stand up behind, her, and saw Masters P and A do the same.

      	
      “Abigail, you may continue,” Master N said.

      	
      “Thank you, Master,” Miss Abigail said. That was when she had at last introduced them
         formally to the Institute, with her words about where they were and what they were
         going to be trained to be, as they knelt to receive her instructions, made receptive
         by the fucking their training masters had just given them.
      

      	
      Then Miss Abigail said, “New girls, you will notice when you pick up your mats that
         some of your wantonness has dripped upon them. Your first task as a concubine-in-training
         will be to wash your mat. Annie, you will go with Leah to Master A’s hallway. Rose,
         you will go with Kerry to Master N’s hallway. Bridget, you will go with Maude to Master
         P’s hallway. Do not fret: you will see your fellow new girls again soon, and you will
         have the opportunity to become very well acquainted with them indeed.”
      

      	
      Miss Abigail and the masters stayed in the foyer as the six girls, three naked and
         three in the little nightgowns, ascended the grand staircase in pairs, the new girls
         carrying their rolled-up kneeling mats.
      

      	
      

      
   
      
      Chapter Thirteen

      	
       

      	
       

      	
      Kerry led Rose down the long hallway on the third floor. Rose seemed like she must
         be a pick-up, as Kerry herself had been.
      

      	
      “You can talk now,” Kerry said, glancing behind her at Rose’s pretty, worried-looking
         face. “As long as a master or Miss Abigail isn’t around, it’s OK.”
      

      	
      Rose nodded, the worried look seeming to gain ground, rather than recede, but didn’t
         say anything.
      

      	
      Kerry stopped in front of the fifth door on the hallway. A card, inserted into a little
         fixture on the door, said simply ‘Rose (772), 15 November 2013’—that day’s date. Below
         the card in its fixture hung a little whiteboard, with an attached marker, of the
         kind one would find all over a college dormitory. On the board was written, in cute
         feminine cursive, ‘Welcome, Rose! Love, Master N’s girls, Kerry, Nancy, Sue, Hannah,
         Jill.’
      

      	
      Kerry paused before opening the door, so that Rose could see what was on it.

      	
      “772?” Rose whispered.

      	
      “That means you’re the 772nd concubine to be trained at the Institute,” Kerry replied.
         “Did you read the board? Once you do, I have to erase it, because the board’s really
         for… something else.”
      

      	
      “What?” The whisper was even lower.

      	
      “To tell the masters when they can come and… use you… and, um, for the other masters
         to tell Master N how they think you’re… coming along.” She saw the look of shock on
         Rose’s face. She sighed. “You get used to it. Let me show you mine, so you understand.”
         She led Rose a little ways down the hall, to a door where the card said,
      

      	
       

      	
      Kerry (754), 23 October 2013.

      	
       

      	
      Kerry’s whiteboard said,

      	
       

      	
      For fucking 11/14, 9–11:30

      	
      She’s coming along nicely.—N.

      	
      Shame that ass is off limits.—A.

      	
      Had to spank her when she forgot to kiss my balls, first. She opened nicely, though.—D.

      	
      No complaints.—P.

      	
      Kerry, report to me at 3 today to discuss your disrespect to Master D, please.—Miss
         A.
      

      	
       

      	
      “What did Miss Abigail do to you?”

      	
      “The strap,” Kerry said simply. She turned and lifted her little nightgown to show
         the fading bruises on her backside. “Not too bad, really. Not what I think my owner
         would give me if I forgot a protocol like that.”
      

      	
      “Protocol?”

      	
      Kerry smiled, remembering how similar she had been, on her own first day. “There will
         be time for that, sweetie. Do you need to pee?”
      

      	
      Rose nodded. “OK, follow me,” Kerry said, and led her to the bathroom at the end of
         the hall.
      

      	
      “This is… gorgeous,” Rose said, when they entered.

      	
      “Isn’t it?” Kerry looked with fresh eyes at the pink tiles and the plush divans. Then
         she grimaced, because Rose hadn’t noticed the most important feature. “But look,”
         Kerry said, and pointed to the toilets, which were in the middle of the tiled floor
         at the end of the room, completely exposed.
      

      	
      “Oh,” Rose said.

      	
      “You might as well get it over with,” Kerry said. “I have to watch you, and they have
         cameras in here of course, so I don’t dare not watch. I may as well make sure you
         see the showers, and the tubs, too.” Next to the area with the toilets, the shower
         room was completely communal; in another area were two beautiful tubs for at least
         two people, and another one the size of a small swimming pool.
      

      	
      Kerry saw Rose’s eyes go from the showers to the toilets, to the tubs, to the divans
         in the central area, and a thought seemed to occur to the new girl. “Do the masters…?”
      

      	
      “Of course,” Kerry said, ruefully. “We get fucked in here all the time. Master N is
         particularly interested in making sure we never forget that he is in charge of all
         our most private activities, so he’ll sometimes just order us all in and tell us to
         get over the divans in pairs.”
      

      	
      She watched Rose’s mouth open and eyes go wide, and felt her own mouth twist up in
         a wry smile. Kerry brought her voice down a whisper. “I actually like it. You must
         have realized this morning that being fucked next to other girls is… hot.”
      

      	
      Rose gave a little gasp. Kerry couldn’t suppress a giggle. “Oh, come on. I heard you.”
         She saw Rose’s face fall at that, and couldn’t resist giving her a hug to say she
         was sorry. “It’s OK, sweetie. I know how hard it is. I’m a pick-up like you.”
      

      	
      “What?”

      	
      “Go ahead and go pee and I’ll tell you while you do. It’ll take your mind off me watching.”

      	
      Hesitantly, Rose walked to the rightmost of the three toilets that sat next to each
         other, and sat.
      

      	
      “There are two kinds of girls here: pick-ups and volunteers.”

      	
      “Volunteers?” Kerry could hear the shock in Rose’s voice.

      	
      “Yes. Leah and Maude are both volunteers, and I think Annie and Bridget probably are,
         too. I don’t know about Miss Abigail; we never get to ask her questions.”
      

      	
      “So a pick-up is a girl who gets abducted? But volunteers join the program on their
         own? Why would you do that?”
      

      	
      “Are you sure you don’t know the answer, Rose? Master Leo is better than that, I hear.”

      	
      Rose closed her eyes and screwed up her face, and Kerry heard the pee coming out and
         hitting the bowl.
      

      	
      “That’s OK, sweetie,” Kerry said. “Don’t answer. I’m not like the masters or Miss
         A—just remember that you always have to answer a question from them, or you’re going
         to pay.”
      

      	
      After the bathroom, Kerry took Rose back to her room, and opened the door. The room
         was quite spacious, like all the girls’ rooms: it had a queen-sized bed with lovely
         blue sheets and a cozy comforter, a reading chair with a bookshelf next to it, and
         a little desk with a high-backed desk chair, which, Kerry did not tell Rose, was also
         the spanking chair for over-the-knee chastisement. The floor was covered with a thick
         blue rug that felt soft and luxurious to the feet. The one incongruous piece of furniture
         was the training bench in the middle of the room, with its faux-leather cover and
         the metal fixtures for restraint. There was no need to call attention to it
      

      	
      “See?” Kerry said. “Not so bad.” She followed Rose into the room and went to open
         the closet to show Rose the contents.
      

      	
      “These are your clothes.” The principal article, of which there were three, in white,
         pink, and pale blue, was the same sort of sheer nightgown of thin cotton with lace
         trim that Kerry wore.
      

      	
      “You’ll wear your gown without anything under it, unless a master or Miss A instructs
         you to don one of your undergarments.” The undergarments were in such profusion that
         Kerry could tell that Rose couldn’t see the specialized nature of some of them. She
         felt her mouth twist a little as she tried to figure out what to do. Rose was the
         first new girl she had shown around; Tracy, who had shown Kerry her own room three
         weeks before, had gone home with her owner five days ago, making Kerry the new hall-girl.
      

      	
      Tracy had called Kerry’s attention to the ones at the end of the rack, so Kerry decided
         to do the same. “Let me call your attention, Rose,” she said, “to the ones at the
         end of the rack.”
      

      	
      Then Rose saw that there were three different kinds of seatless panties hanging there.
         Kerry watched sympathetically as Rose put her hand protectively behind her.
      

      	
      “But… Master Leo said… my owner…”

      	
      “Your owner picked these out, Rose,” Kerry said gently. “You’ll be trained in them,
         and then when he comes for your ass-night…”
      

      	
      “My what?”

      	
      “Your ass-night, Rose. I know it sounds scary, but you’re going to get to see other
         girls having theirs before yours happens. You’ll see mine in a few days, I think.
         Anyway, usually if a master sends more than one pair of this kind of panties, he’ll
         have you try them each on for him, and pick the pair you’ll wear for your first anal.”
      

      	
      “Aren’t you scared?” Rose asked.

      	
      Kerry laughed, nervously. “A little,” she admitted. “But my owner came last week to
         use me, and so I know he’s not a cruel man.”
      

      	
      “Last week…?” Rose didn’t seem capable of putting together a coherent question at
         this point.
      

      	
      “Yes, you can expect to get at least one visit from your owner before your ass-night.
         These are men who can afford to pay vast sums of money for pick-ups like us. They
         can’t get their deposits back, I think, but if they decide they don’t want a girl
         whose pick-up they commissioned, they don’t have to pay the full cost, and the Institute
         can sell the girl at a discount and still make a lot of money.”
      

      	
      Kerry could see that Rose was now completely overwhelmed.

      	
      “None of us girls knows how it works, even the volunteers—they have to take the sleeping
         pill, too, so none of us even knows where we are. We talk about it a lot, though—the
         masters and Miss A don’t seem to mind. We think there’s something about it that prevents
         it from being human trafficking, but we can’t figure out what it is. The only thing
         we really know is that volunteers get paid a hundred thousand dollars if they stay
         with their owners for a year, and then per year after that, if their owner still wants
         them, and they want to stay.”
      

      	
      “And pick-ups?”

      	
      “We don’t know—this is just what the volunteers say. Maybe it’s the same for us. I
         mean, why wouldn’t it be?”
      

      	
      Rose’s face was entirely blank.

      	
      “Alright, sweetie. That’s enough for now. Why don’t you put on your blue nightie.
         Blue means you’ve been fucked today; pink means you’ve been punished. If you’ve had
         both, you wear pink. If you haven't had either, you wear white.”
      

      	
      “You’re wearing blue… but… it’s so early…”

      	
      “Master N took me for the night last night, to review my lessons from the other masters,
         and from Miss A.”
      

      	
      “So… um… how many times…”

      	
      Kerry could guess what Rose’s question was. She laughed. “Let’s just say that in the
         last twenty-four hours I’ve been fucked, in one way or another, five times. Don’t
         worry: you’ll understand, soon.”
      

      	
      As she watched Rose take the blue nightgown, Kerry said, “Don’t forget to wash your
         mat.”
      

      	
      Rose went white. She had left the mat in the bathroom, next to the toilet.

      	
      Kerry said, “Don’t worry; I won’t tell. Just go get it, and wash it, and, really,
         don’t forget again.”
      

      	
      “How…”

      	
      “How severely? Enough so that the welts lasted a whole week. You got caned on Saturday,
         right?”
      

      	
      Rose nodded.

      	
      “Well, your welts are already almost gone. Think about that. They tied me to the big
         bench in the refectory, with everyone watching, and I was screaming like I’ve never
         screamed in my life. Thirty-six. Most anyone’s gotten since I’ve been here.”
      

      	
      Kerry saw Rose’s hand drifting, and she smiled. “Better not. They have an image-analyzer
         watching the video feed to see if you’re playing with yourself. That’s not like forgetting
         your mat, but Leah got twelve for it last week. She thought she was so clever, just
         crossing her legs in her reading chair, but Miss A burst in and made her open up right
         there, and she was soaking, she says. So don’t do it unless you really think you can
         pay the price.”
      

      	
      “What’s ‘open up’?”

      	
      “That’s where you have to pull your knees back for inspection, or for someone to play
         with you. If Master tells you to open, that’s what you do. But it really is time for
         you to go get the mat and wash it. After that, come back here and wait until Master
         comes for you.”
      

      	
      “And…”

      	
      “You can imagine. It’s going to be just as bad as it was with Master Leo, and just
         as good, too.”
      

      	
      Rose swallowed, and nodded.

      	
      As Kerry walked away from Rose’s door, she remembered again how she had felt when
         Tracy had shown her around Master N’s hall, and when she had seen on Serena’s—another
         girl now gone to her owner—whiteboard:
      

      	
       

      	
      N., you have to get her to lift her ass higher. Paddled her hard for that, but it doesn’t seem
            like the message is getting through.—P.

      	
       

      	
      “She’s a volunteer,” Tracy had told her. “And a pain slut. I’m sure she’s lowering
         her backside just to get punished.” But the sobs Kerry had heard through the door
         had seemed to be real.
      

      	
      But what was real?

      	
      Master was coming toward her, she realized, down the hall. She fell to her knees,
         as she must, in his hallway, as one of his girls. It was one of the four protocols.
      

      	
      “You did well, Kerry,” he said. “Eyes on my cock.”

      	
      “Thank you, Master,” she replied, moving her gaze where, she always thought, it belonged.
         Did she imagine it, or was his beautiful manhood stirring at the sound of her submissive
         voice?
      

      	
      “Mouth,” he said, and she opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue, curling it down
         over her lower lip as she had been taught, by him, to do. Master N approached, and,
         taking his cock in his right hand, laid it on her waiting tongue. That was why she
         had forgotten about the scrotum kiss with Master D—because Master N’s protocol was
         different. It was no excuse, because she would have to know many different protocols
         as a concubine, but dammit, she had been picked up less than month ago. Master N took
         her head lightly in his hands, just to steady her, and sheathed himself to the back
         of her throat, while she practiced the concentration breathing exercise he had taught
         her to suppress the gag reflex.
      

      	
      “Nice, Kerry,” he said. “Good girl.” He thrust in and out three times, and then released
         her head and pulled out. “Is Rose ready?”
      

      	
      Kerry fought her instinct to say “As ready as I can make her.” Qualification was not
         acceptable in a concubine. “Yes, Master,” she said.
      

      	
      At that moment, Kerry heard Rose’s door open; she was going to the bathroom to wash
         her mat.
      

      	
      

      
   
      
      Chapter Fourteen

      	
       

      	
       

      	
      Rose stepped out into the hallway, wearing her blue nightgown, and saw Kerry kneeling
         at Master N’s feet, while he held his enormous cock in his hand. She could see it
         glistening with Kerry’s saliva in the dim light of the hallway lamp overhead. She
         saw Master N look at her; he was so handsome—even more handsome, and more muscular,
         than Master Leo—that she felt her knees tremble at the sight.
      

      	
      There was a pause that seemed like it would go on forever. Master N seemed to be expecting
         something from her, and she made a wild—but, really, she thought, fairly well informed—guess,
         and fell to her knees. Then she remembered about her eyes, and turned them to her
         master’s cock.
      

      	
      “Very nice, Rose,” said Master N. “You hesitated, but that is not a terrible thing.
         I worried for a moment that Kerry had forgotten to tell you protocol number one.”
      

      	
      Protocol number one must be something about kneeling, Rose thought almost idly as
         she saw Master N coming toward her.
      

      	
      “Where were you going, Rose?” he asked.

      	
      “To the bathroom, Master,” she said.

      	
      “Did Kerry not have you pee already?”

      	
      “She did, Master.”

      	
      “Why were you going to the bathroom, then?”

      	
      “To… to get my… mat and… wash it…, Master.”

      	
      “Ah,” said Master N. He turned back to Kerry. “Kerry, whose fault is it that Rose
         forgot her mat in the bathroom?”
      

      	
      “Mine, sir,” Kerry said, with a sob.

      	
      “Thank you for acknowledging the fault. I will overlook it.”

      	
      “Thank you, Master,” Kerry breathed, with so much relief that Rose felt a strange
         elation rise in her chest at the thought that this nice girl who had tried so hard
         to help her would not be beaten for what seemed to Rose such a minor infraction.
      

      	
      But then Master N moved toward Rose, and the fluttery feeling that came into her belly
         was beyond anything she had experienced with Master Leo. This enormous man had taken
         her, while next to her two other girls were taken, in the foyer of this grand mansion.
         She remembered the way he had simply come to her, and taken hold of her, and laid
         her down so that he could enter her like a rider upon his mount, holding her arms
         behind her like reins to control her and bend her to his pleasure.
      

      	
      He was right in front of her, now: his cock was right in front of her face. “Rose,
         please listen carefully,” his deep voice said, from above her. “I am about to give
         you a command. That command is ‘mouth.’ When I say ‘mouth,’ Rose, you will open your
         mouth as wide as you can, and put out your tongue, curling the tongue down and over
         your lower lip. Do you understand, Rose?”
      

      	
      “Yes, Master,” Rose said, her voice catching with fear.

      	
      “Mouth, Rose,” he said.

      	
      Rose opened her mouth, and tried to do as he had said with her tongue. “Tongue farther
         out, girl,” said Master N. “There we go.” He laid his cock on her tongue, then. “What
         a pretty sight. I’m going to take hold of your head, Rose, and have a little face-fuck.
         You will gag, and that’s alright, but I want you to try to pretend you’re swallowing
         my cock. It’s very hard at first, but you will get used to it, and when you learn
         to breathe properly, taking even a cock as big as mine will be easy. Kerry, isn’t
         that right?”
      

      	
      “Yes, Master,” Rose heard Kerry say from some distance away.

      	
      Master N did as he had said, and Rose gagged, but by the time he had thrust into her,
         filling her mouth much too full, four or five times, she thought she understood about
         the swallowing.
      

      	
      As he fucked her face, Master N said to Kerry, “After a little more of this, I’m going
         to take Rose into the bathroom to wash her mat; then I’ll take her to my training
         room. Where were you on your way to? Oh, Rose—that’s very nice. You’re doing so well.”
      

      	
      “I was going to get my kneeling mat and go to aerobics, Master.”

      	
      “Oh, good. Please tell the other girls that you should all come to my training room
         to meet Rose properly, at 3. Rose and I will be having lunch up here. It’s OK, Rose;
         your jaw is getting tired… just a few more, since your mouth is so nice and soft for
         me. Understood, Kerry?”
      

      	
      “Yes, Master.”

      	
      “You may go.”

      	
      Rose heard Kerry getting up from her knees, as she felt that she might faint from
         the insistent thrusting of her master’s huge cock.
      

      	
      Then Master N withdrew. “You may look me in the face, Rose,” he said. Rose turned
         her eyes up to his handsome face, looming above her. “Today is going to be difficult,
         I know, but you have started out very well. I have high hopes for you, and I think
         your owner has a real treat in store. Now get up, and go to the bathroom. I’ll be
         right behind you.”
      

      	
      Once they were through the door of the bathroom, Master N said, “Pick up your mat,
         Rose, and bring it to me.”
      

      	
      His voice was very stern, and she was already trembling a little as she complied.

      	
      “It was Kerry’s oversight not to remind you, but the mat is your responsibility, as
         Miss Abigail told you. I need to find a way to reinforce that lesson. Give me the
         mat.”
      

      	
      Rose handed the rolled-up square of foam rubber to him.

      	
      “These mats are designed to show secretions prominently, Rose,” he said. “That’s so
         we can figure out who’s been keeping her mat clean and who hasn’t.” He unrolled the
         mat in front of Rose, with her name at the top, so that the part of the mat her pussy
         had been over when Master N was fucking her in the foyer was at the bottom. “Do you
         see your wantonness, there?” he asked.
      

      	
      “Yes, Master,” Rose said.

      	
      “Lick it off, Rose,” he said.

      	
      “Oh, Master…”

      	
      “Do you want to be punished right here and now, Rose? Obey me.”

      	
      Rose bent her head to comply, looking at the little stains where her moisture had
         dripped onto her mat, betraying how arousing it had been to be fucked by Master N’s
         huge cock. She put her tongue out, and licked, and tasted new foam rubber with just
         the tiniest hint of herself.
      

      	
      “You are a bad girl, Rose. You know that, and I know that, and your owner knows that.”
         At these words, Rose was suddenly licking harder. “You are the particular kind of
         bad girl who is very valuable to the right men. You can pretend that you were abducted,
         but you and I both know that if I opened the gate and let you run away, you wouldn’t
         do it.”
      

      	
      “Oh, God,” she whispered as she licked.

      	
      The stains were gone very soon, and Master N had Rose go to the sink and wash her
         saliva off the mat.
      

      	
      “There,” he said, “good as new. Now go to the middle of the room, and lay your mat
         there, with your name facing me, and kneel for me.”
      

      	
      When she had complied, her eyes downcast, Master N said, “Eyes on my cock.” With a
         blush, she complied. “You were right to begin with your eyes down, Rose,” he said,
         gently. “Master Leo taught you well.”
      

      	
      He took a step toward her. She watched his half-erect cock sway a little, and she
         shivered at its menace.
      

      	
      “I want to tell you about your mat, Rose,” Master N said. “Miss Abigail has pointed
         out the way your name is written on it, so that your name is for my benefit, so that
         I have something to call you when I summon you for fucking or for punishment, but
         there is something else about the mat that I’m going to call your attention to, something
         that’s very simple. The mat has been given to you so that you may kneel upon it, the
         way you are kneeling now. When you carry the mat, when you look at it, when you wash
         it, you remember that kneeling in front of your master is your function. Mouth, Rose.”
      

      	
      It took her a moment to realize that she had been given a command, and in that moment,
         Master N stepped forward and slapped her, hard, across the face. “Mouth, Rose,” he
         said again.
      

      	
      Rose opened her mouth and put her tongue out.

      	
      “Your tongue position is better already, Rose,” Master N said, as he began once again
         to fuck her face.
      

      	
      His praise made her happy. How could that be? Her body, her soul, her very nature
         were being turned against her.
      

      	
      Master N made a little grunt of pleasure as Rose finally managed to open her throat,
         for a brief moment. “Oh, very good,” he said, and pulled out. “It’s time to learn
         another command, Rose. Lie on your back on the divan over there, please.”
      

      	
      When Rose had obeyed, finding that she could not resist feeling the way her pretty
         blue nightgown fell deliciously around her hips, Master N said, “When I say ‘Open,’
         Rose, you will raise your knees and take them in your hands. I’m sure you can see
         how that will open you.”
      

      	
      “Yes, Master.”

      	
      “Open.” Rose lifted her knees, and grasped them, underneath. Her blue nightgown slipped
         to her belly, so that when she looked down her body she saw herself opened almost
         as much as she knew Master N did. Rose had assumed positions like this by herself
         in bed, thinking about what a man might see if he looked there, but to do it for her
         master felt like yet another stripping away of the modesty she had been told from
         childhood she must leave intact. How could she do this? Was Master N right that if
         she could escape, she wouldn’t? But she had no idea where this place was! She’d never
         be able to find her way anywhere before… before what? Before they caught her? But
         he had said they would let her go… no, surely they wouldn’t. It was a trick, and they
         would put the red collar on her.
      

      	
      “Very nice, Rose,” he was saying. “Such a lovely little cunt and such a crinkly little
         anus.” Then he had taken hold of her hips and, saying, “Stay open now, Rose,” he pulled
         her toward him, to the edge of the divan, so that he could sink himself into her wet
         pussy.
      

      	
      “Mmm,” he murmured, “nice, tight cunt, Rose. You’re a good lay, you little slut.”
         His words seemed to travel from her ears straight to her clitoris, and she cried out
         as he used her, gripping her upper thighs tightly and pounding his strong hips into
         her bottom cheeks. Master N fucked Rose steadily that way for long minutes, and suddenly
         Rose felt herself starting to come. Was she supposed to ask? Was she allowed to speak?
         She looked into Master N’s face; he was looking down at the spectacle of his cock
         claiming her pussy again and again. The degradation was exquisite: this strong gorgeous
         man, fucking, interested in her pussy and only her pussy.
      

      	
      At the sight she gave a strangled cry, and Master N looked her in the eyes and said,
         “Naughty girl, Rose, to look me in the eye.”
      

      	
      She had almost come, but he pulled out of her, and, suddenly, turned her over, her
         bottom presented at the edge of the divan, and began to spank her, hard and quick.
         “Naughty,” he said, “naughty, naughty,” as the slaps fell on her backside over and
         over. Now she was crying out with the pain, and she felt like she was almost coming,
         but her master spanked her so hard that the desire left her, and she was sobbing at
         the burning in her bottom cheeks.
      

      	
      Master N stood up. “Get your mat, you naughty girl, and come to my training room.
         It’s at the other end of the hall, last door on the right. You’ve got a trip across
         my knee coming to make sure you don’t forget again.”
      

      	
      Rose heard the door open, and close. Shakily, she stood up, and got the mat, and rolled
         it up.
      

      	
      “A trip across my knee.” Did he know the effect that phrase had on Rose? Of course
         he did, Rose realized. Rose needed training, and she would have a trip across her
         master’s knee whenever she needed one to ensure that her training achieved the desired
         result, and made her a pleasurable concubine for her owner. And then, after that,
         she would have a trip across her owner’s knee when she needed it, once she had been
         taken home to his house, where he would enjoy her just as he liked, whenever he liked.
      

      	
      Rose walked down the hall with trembling knees, wondering why she was not just running
         away, rather than going into her master’s training room for a spanking. The red collar;
         that was the reason. She would have her trip across Master N’s knee, because she had
         no choice.
      

      	
      

      
   
      
      Chapter Fifteen

      	
       

      	
       

      	
      Neil waited in his training room. Rose was going to be a very good concubine, but
         the next few hours could have a decisive effect on just how good. Neil was sitting
         in his master’s chair: armless so that girls could go over his lap, made of steel
         and the same washable faux-leather surface that covered everything at the Institute
         upon which a girl might be fucked. In fact, after her trip across his knee, Rose would
         be fucked over that chair.
      

      	
      The other furniture of the large training room, a converted state bedroom with rich
         wood wainscoting and green walls that contrasted sharply, but not unpleasantly, with
         the activities in which Neil engaged there, consisted of a king-sized bed, without
         bedclothes except for a single sheet to cover the mattress, three of the standard
         training benches lined up against the wall as a single long bench—enough space to
         get all his girls over them at once, if necessary—, two trestles, and a St. Andrew’s
         cross. Chains could be lowered from the ceiling in four places.
      

      	
      Leo had done his job very well, Neil could tell. Rose’s submission was not deeply
         buried, as had been immediately evident from the reading material and the vibrator,
         and so Leo’s use of the red collar had been perfect: Rose absolutely needed something
         to fear, or she would be spoiled as a pick-up, and would become a volunteer in everything
         but name. If that happened, when David and Grace came to sample her, Rose would behave
         completely inappropriately, and fail to provide the pleasure David was really looking
         for, in paying so much for a pick-up.
      

      	
      Rose knocked. Neil knew that she had seen, on the whiteboard with the heading:

      	
       

      	
      MASTER N: TRAINING

      	
      ROSE: SPANKING, FUCKING, POSITIONS

      	
      9:00–3:00

      	
       

      	
      “Come in, Rose,” Neil called.

      	
      Rose opened the door and stepped into the room. She gasped at her very first sight
         of it; the St. Andrew’s cross was positioned so that it was the first thing a girl
         saw, and new girls tended to gasp when confronted by the reality of the thing.
      

      	
      “You really should be in your pink nightgown, Rose,” Neil said, still in his master’s
         chair, which faced the door from the other side of the room, past the St. Andrew’s
         cross. “Kerry did tell you what the colors mean, didn’t she?”
      

      	
      “Yes, Master,” Rose said. “But…”

      	
      “You will learn that any time you transition, if you should be wearing a different
         color, you must change, but that’s alright. First of all, I will shortly be giving
         you a much greater reason to be wearing pink.” Even from the other side of the large
         room, he could see Rose’s eyes widen in fear. “And, second of all, you are not going
         to be wearing anything but a few bits of leather for the next few hours. I have a
         new command for you. I am going to say ‘Knees,’ and you are going to come and lay
         your mat in front of me and kneel on it, with your hands clasped behind your back.
         As with every command, here, any master may give you this command at any time. Do
         you understand, Rose?”
      

      	
      “Yes, Master.”

      	
      “Knees, Rose.”

      	
      The girl was almost too satisfactory, Neil thought as she complied, already keeping
         her eyes on his cock where they should be. He would have to try to do something about
         that today, or he would be skating on thin ice through her whole training.
      

      	
      “Take off your nightgown.” Neil said this with an air of threat, and that, at least,
         had its effect, because of the earlier promise of the trip over his knee, following
         the spanking he had given her over the divan in the bathroom. He watched her hesitantly
         take the hem of the pretty blue nightie and lift it off over her head. “Thank you,”
         he said. “You may just lay it beside your mat for now. I’m sure you can figure out
         what the next command I’ll teach you means. Lap, Rose.”
      

      	
      He heard her make a fearful little whimper at the thought of the spanking. That sound
         couldn’t really be feigned, so at least she wasn’t a pain-slut, and there wouldn’t
         be an issue with healing. Pain-sluts were a serious challenge because it was hard
         to punish them in a way that didn’t take longer to heal than was consistent with thorough
         training.
      

      	
      Slowly, and trembling, Rose got to her feet. She looked at his lap for a moment, with
         an expression of doubt on her face. “Your head to your right, Rose. I’m right-handed,
         as is your owner. Unless you know for a fact that the master or mistress giving the
         command is left-handed, always put your head to your right and your master or mistress’s
         left. So come stand on the right side of me, and then bend yourself over.”
      

      	
      The lovely, naked girl obeyed, and Neil watched with satisfaction as her shoulder-length
         blond hair cascaded down around her face as she hung her head down, and, even better,
         her bottom, slightly pink still from the spanking in the bathroom, was offered up
         to him, prim and jiggling just a bit. Neil gently rearranged her hair to fall over
         her neck, so that they could have eye contact when he wanted it, as he said, “You
         are going to have a long spanking now, Rose. You need to understand how important
         obedience is, here at the Institute. I am going to be acquainting you with my paddle,
         which is what I use to punish girls who have forgotten a rule. I need you to understand,
         though, that as much as this spanking is going to hurt, Rose, it is the lightest punishment
         I give. If you were to displease me seriously, there are the strap, and the cane.
         I know you had the cane from Master Leo, so, as I give you the paddle, I want you
         to consider how it might feel to have more than a few strokes of the cane from me.”
      

      	
      Neil took the paddle from its hook on the wall right next to the master’s chair, and
         tapped Rose’s lovely, rosy bottom with it.
      

      	
      “Prepare yourself, Rose,” he said. He heard her take a gasping breath. Then he began
         to spank her, hard, but slowly. He began with what they called, at the Institute,
         a five-cadence: right cheek, left cheek, sit-spot, right thigh, left thigh.
      

      	
      As he had thought might be the case, she was crying out a little by the end of the
         very first five. He could also feel her pussy’s wetness dripping onto his thigh. That
         wouldn’t go on very long, he could tell, but the responsiveness was an important part
         of her profile. It also meant that he knew that his first task was very straightforward:
         stop her arousal, so that he could bring it back, to proper effect, later.
      

      	
      He gave her five fives without saying anything, at a pace of one stroke every two
         seconds. In the fourth five, she started to struggle, and he had to hold her down
         with his left hand, which he was not reluctant to do: he knew she could feel his cock
         growing hard under her belly as her pain aroused him, and that would help her, too.
         By the middle of the fifth five, she was still struggling, but also screaming, full
         throat. Her bottom was blazing red. When the fifth five was done, Neil hung the paddle
         back on its hook.
      

      	
      “We’re just getting started, Rose,” he said, in a low voice.

      	
      “No!” she cried, with a choking sob. “No, please, Master. I can’t… I can’t take it…”

      	
      “What you can and can’t take doesn’t matter to me, Rose,” Neil replied, starting to
         rub her bottom. She would become aroused again, very soon, he knew, and he didn’t
         want to let that arousal get too far.
      

      	
      “But, Master…”

      	
      “As far as I know, Rose, there’s no objection you can raise that would have the least
         effect on what’s coming to you, so you should simply hush, if you know what’s good
         for you. You are a purchased concubine, and what happens to your backside, as well
         as to the rest of your body, happens according to the decision of your owner, and
         your owner’s agents. You are very lucky that your masters and mistresses are as skilled
         as we are, but even if we were not so skilled, you would still be better off just
         taking what you are given, and thanking us for it.”
      

      	
      “Oh, God… oh, please…”

      	
      Neil got the paddle again, and without warning, began to spank Rose anew, this time
         in what was called a double-three: all on the bottom, two right, two left, two on
         her sit spots. He gave her five fast double-threes, while she screamed and writhed
         on his lap, her arms flying every which way, to no avail.
      

      	
      “Thank me, Rose,” Neil said.

      	
      “Oh, God… oh, God…”

      	
      Five more double-threes.

      	
      “Oh, no… oh, Master…” She was almost limp, and her backside was becoming a little
         bumpy.
      

      	
      “Thank me, Rose.”

      	
      “Oh, Master…”

      	
      Neil brought the paddle down with full force in a ‘one’: a single stroke in the middle,
         and Rose let out her loudest scream yet.
      

      	
      “Thank you, Master! Thank you, Master!”

      	
      “Good girl, Rose,” he said, and hung the paddle back up.

      	
      He began to rub again, this time working toward her arousal rather than away from
         it. “Look at me, Rose,” he said, softly. She turned her head and craned her neck to
         meet his eyes with her puffy, teary ones. “Do you ever want to feel my strap, or my
         cane?”
      

      	
      “No, Master,” Rose sobbed.

      	
      “I’m very glad to hear that. I hope you remember that feeling as your training continues.
         I think when you talk to my other girls you’ll quickly realize that what I just gave
         you was rather mild, compared to what I give for more serious infractions, like, say,
         disobedience. But it’s your first day, and we have a great deal to cover. When I tell
         you to, you will get up. I am going to get up, after you, and then, when I tell you
         to, you will face my master’s chair, and climb up and kneel upon it, and grasp the
         back in your hands. Do you understand, Rose?”
      

      	
      “Yes, Master.”

      	
      “Very well. You may get up now.”

      	
      When she was kneeling on the chair, her cunt was, as he knew it would be, perfectly
         positioned. “Hold still now, Rose,” he said. “I’m going to fuck you very hard.”
      

      	
      He positioned his cock, entered her fast and brutally, and then began to fuck. She
         was wonderfully tight, and he found that he had to use his concentration techniques
         to keep from coming. Holding her around her little waist was enchanting, too, and
         the pinkness of her bottom from the spanking, as well as her little cries of discomfort
         as his hips pounded into her punished backside, all made it a very lovely fuck for
         Neil.
      

      	
      Neil gave it to her that way for a full five minutes by the clock on the wall, which
         he always used very precisely to guide his training sessions. He fucked in complete
         silence except for his panting breathing, her cries of distress, and the wet sounds
         of the fucking. He made as sure as possible that it was not pleasant for her, again
         so that he could build her pleasure up later and use it as a weapon against her fear;
         the fear needed to be built first, though.
      

      	
      Precisely at the five-minute mark, he pulled out of her cunt and stood back from her.
         Reflexively, Rose turned her head around to look at him.
      

      	
      “Do you think I want to see your face, Rose?” Neil asked, angrily. With a look of
         fear that told Neil things were going well, she quickly turned her face back to face
         the high back of the chair. Neil got the paddle again from its hook, and began to
         spank her in one swift, fluid movement.
      

      	
      “Oh, Master… oh, please…” she screamed.

      	
      He kept spanking.

      	
      “Thank you, Master!”

      	
      He stopped, and hung the paddle back up. “When I leave you in a position, girl, you
         will hold that position until I tell you to do otherwise. Do you understand?”
      

      	
      “Yes, Master.”

      	
      

      
   
      
      Chapter Sixteen

      	
       

      	
       

      	
      Rose looked at the black vinyl that covered the back of Master N’s master’s chair.
         What was happening to her mind? She didn’t seem to be able to think of anything but
         making Master N happy. She hadn’t meant to turn around; she knew that the best thing
         to do was to stay where she was put, but she had been worried that he had pulled out
         because he was displeased, and desperate to know if that were the case.
      

      	
      Why? The red collar, and, now, Master N’s cane. Remembering Master Leo’s cane made
         her shiver, but Kerry’s description of her caning for forgetting her mat made her
         think that Master N wasn’t speaking idly when he said that it would be much, much
         worse to be caned by him. And whatever was behind the blue door (where was the blue
         door? she hadn’t even seen anything like that) for girls who had to wear the red collar
         must be so much worse.
      

      	
      It was better, Rose thought, just to think about pleasing him.

      	
      She heard him moving around the big room. Was that the clink of a chain?

      	
      “Alright, Rose,” his deep, commanding voice said. “Knees.”

      	
      Knees. That was…

      	
      She got off the chair, careful to keep her eyes directed downward. She got her mat
         from the floor in front of the chair, and took it, without looking, to the place where
         she thought his voice had come from. Rose found that she could at least figure out
         where her master was by sweeping her eyes, at about knee-level, around the room.
      

      	
      Master N was standing next to what looked a little like an old apothecary’s chest:
         a table-height structure with many small drawers. She put her mat in front of him
         (why couldn’t she stop noticing the way her name was upside-down, because it belonged
         to her master?), and knelt upon it, looking at his enormous, feet and his hairy, muscular
         calves.
      

      	
      She felt her master putting something around her neck, and buckling it.

      	
      “Hands in front, please,” he said.

      	
      He put cuffs on her wrists, and a belt around her waist, then he went around behind
         her and put cuffs on her ankles. He had her stand, and put cuffs just above her knees,
         and just above her elbows.
      

      	
      Then he said, again, “Knees,” and she complied, now feeling, even more than when Master
         Leo had put such restraints on her, marked as a captive, by these leather things.
      

      	
      “Look at me,” he said, and she turned her face up to his, struck again by his movie-star
         fireman good looks. “I’m going to chain you now, and then I’m going to get some work
         done. Rose, what do you think it means when a master leaves his girl chained up, while
         he does other things?”
      

      	
      Rose knew she had to try, at least, to answer. “That… that he wants her… there?”

      	
      “That’s a fine start, Rose. Why does he want her there?” The look on his face was
         patient, but not yet pleased.
      

      	
      “So that he can… um… use her?”

      	
      “Exactly, Rose.” Master N smiled. “So that he can use her whenever he wants. So that
         he knows he can use her at a moment’s notice. He doesn’t have to call her; if he chains her
         correctly, he doesn’t even have to tell her to get into position for fucking. Stand
         up, please.”
      

      	
      Master N led her to a place in the room where he had lowered a chain from the ceiling.
         “Feet a little wider than your shoulders,” he said. “Hands above your head.”
      

      	
      He clipped Rose’s cuffs to the chain.

      	
      “You may adopt any position you like, as long as your feet don’t move, Rose,” Master
         N said. “In particular, when your arms get tired, you may hang from the chain.”
      

      	
      He stood behind her, now, and she felt his fingers, suddenly, moving along her smooth,
         newly hairless pussy lips. She whimpered at the feeling.
      

      	
      “Shh, Rose,” said Master N. “You’re not going to come for quite a while, yet. But
         that doesn’t mean I won’t give you a little wank from time to time.”
      

      	
      “Oh… God…”

      	
      Master N withdrew his fingers, and spanked her once on each cheek. “Did I tell you
         you could talk, Rose?”
      

      	
      “No, Master,” Rose gasped.

      	
      “Then hush, girl.” His fingers returned to her pussy. “Very nice,” he said. “Master
         Leo does a good job with the wax, doesn’t he?”
      

      	
      “Yes, Master.”

      	
      “Did it hurt much?”

      	
      “Yes, Master.”

      	
      “But that made you wet, didn’t it?”

      	
      “Yes, Master.”

      	
      “Good girl.” He had two fingers inside her now, and she responded with rising cries
         of pleasure, but then he took them out, and he was gone, somewhere behind her.
      

      	
      She heard him pick up a phone and dial. “Master N here,” he said, then, “My girl Rose
         and I will have lunch in my training room, at noon,” then, “Thank you.”
      

      	
      Then Rose watched her master walk in front of her, and open the door, without looking
         at her, and leave the room, shutting the door behind him.
      

      	
      Rose could tell the time in no other way than how the sunlight coming in through the
         windows, moved across the floor. Once in a while, the door would open, and Master
         N would come in.
      

      	
      “Hello, Rose,” he said, or, “Time for a little spanking, Rose,” or “I can’t stop thinking
         about your sweet little cunt, Rose, so I’m going to have a fuck right now, if you
         don’t mind.”
      

      	
      And then Rose would be used exactly as her master wanted.

      	
      The third time or so (for Rose lost count) Master N gave her a taste of his strap
         and his cane, so that she could fully understand the necessity of avoiding them. Master
         N’s strap was short, and thick, and vicious: three hard strokes from it, and Rose
         was screaming, “No, please!” The cane was even worse: it was long, but thick, and
         when Master N hit Rose with it, right across her sit-spot, she knew what Kerry had
         meant about not forgetting her mat. Then Master N had hung the strap and the cane
         back up next to his chair, and left the room again.
      

      	
      When he fucked her, as she hung there, he would hold her hips tightly, and lift her
         all the way onto her toes. Using her waist for leverage he would thrust hard for a
         few minutes, and then he would say, “Good girl,” and withdraw, and, again, leave the
         room.
      

      	
      One time, after spanking her with the paddle, Master N said, “See what I mean about
         the chains?”
      

      	
      “Yes, Master,” Rose said. Master N, Rose realized, meant that having her chained meant
         that he need make no fuss at all about doing exactly what he wanted with her, and
         to her.
      

      	
      Eventually, she heard a bell ring. A few minutes later, Master N arrived, pushing
         the kind of cart used in hotels for room service. “Lunch, Rose,” he said. “It’s sandwiches,
         when we eat in the wings, but they do a very good job with sandwiches here.”
      

      	
      Rose could have wept for joy that she must now be released, but Master N took a glass
         with a straw in it, and held the straw to her mouth. “Drink,” he said.
      

      	
      Thus Rose was fed by her master, an act that should have felt like he was serving
         her, but instead felt like the ultimate enslavement: she must drink what he gave her,
         and eat what he gave her. The sandwich truly was very good: roast beef with horseradish
         sauce, one of her favorites. To have to take little bites as her master held it up
         to her face, however, was humiliating, and made her weep in sorrow instead of the
         joy she had expected, of being able to control this facet of her life. It appeared
         there was no facet that she controlled, at all.
      

      	
      Dessert was a little bowl of ice cream, but before she was allowed to have any, Master
         N played a little game where he adorned her breasts, and then her backside, with the
         cold stuff and then ate it off her. Finally, he got a little stool and sat on it right
         before her pussy: he took ice cream on his tongue; then, as she gasped at the terrible
         coldness, he pushed it up into her while licking her to shameful arousal at the same
         time.
      

      	
      “Good girl, Rose,” he said, and fed her ice cream while her body’s arousal subsided,
         leaving her even more frustrated than before.
      

      	
      After lunch, he had a little fuck in her pussy, and then she thought she heard him
         go to the drawers. She heard a drawer open and close, and then he was behind her again.
      

      	
      “I’m going to leave you for quite a while, now, Rose. But I won’t leave you without
         something to remember me by. This is a very pretty little butt-plug you’re going to
         wear for me now; I wish you could see it. It’s made of pink glass, and it’s shaped
         almost like a heart.” As he spoke, he began to push. Rose cried out at the invasion,
         but Master N, unlike Master Leo, gave her no choice about taking the entire plug:
         he insisted, and she screamed, and finally took it. She felt something like a disc,
         at the end of it, holding it outside and, she was sure, displaying to Master N and
         the world that she was a concubine who needed a butt-plug.
      

      	
      “There we go,” he said. “You look lovely.” From the bottom of the room-service cart
         he now got a bedpan.
      

      	
      Involuntarily, Rose said, “Oh, no.”

      	
      Master N tsked. “Let’s consider that the last time you may say No to me and have it
         go unpunished with my paddle, Rose. I must say I enjoy watching pretty girls pee into
         something they don’t want to pee into, but even if I didn’t enjoy it, this would be
         necessary.”
      

      	
      He positioned the metal receptacle between her legs. “I want you to look into my eyes
         while you do this, Rose.”
      

      	
      She had needed to go for a very long time, and now, as she looked into his eyes and
         saw his ownership of her there, she simply let go, and the shameful sounds of the
         pee seemed to arouse her, which was even more shameful. She watched his eyes go down
         to her pussy to see her peeing, and that was arousing too. She felt like she wanted
         to die with embarrassment, but she also was suddenly more desperate to be touched
         than she thought she had ever been, a girl with a pretty pink glass butt-plug peeing
         into a bedpan for her master.
      

      	
      Master N put the bedpan back under the cart. Then he returned, and without warning
         put his left hand on the back of her head, bent down, and kissed her, long and hard,
         as she moaned into his mouth.
      

      	
      “You’re doing very well, Rose,” he said, and pushed the cart out of the room.

      	
      She knew, from what she had heard Master N say, that she had two-and-a-half hours
         to wait before she met the rest of Master N’s girls. Rose tried to spend as much of
         the time as she could trying to remember their names from the doors she had glimpsed,
         and the sweet little note on her own door. Hannah: she definitely remembered Hannah.
         Rachel? Yolanda?
      

      	
      What were they like? Were any of them pick-ups like Kerry and Rose? What did it mean
         to be a volunteer?
      

      	
      Rose remembered her friend Joanne, and wondered whether all this were somehow because
         of that conversation she had with Joanne, after the movie. That had led to Schoolgirl Tales, and Schoolgirl Tales had led to the Penthouse Forum, and the Penthouse Forum had led to the online porn, and that had led to the vibrator bought online with an
         email address she only used for porn. Had they found her because of that email address?
      

      	
      Suddenly she had a strange mental image, something between a memory and a dream—really
         most like when she tried to remember a dream she had the night before, or even the
         week before, and couldn’t really do it, but thought it might have been about a certain
         person or a certain place. Joanne was saying, “What if there were a place where you
         could do the things in the book?” And Rose was responding, “Oh, but I couldn’t… just…
         no, never.” And then Joanne said, “What if, when you went there, they made you?” And
         Rose hadn’t answered, but she had become as wet as she had ever been.
      

      	
      The door opened.

      	
      

      
   
      
      Chapter Seventeen

      	
       

      	
       

      	
      Neil ushered his girls in. Kerry was first, of course. She seemed to have developed
         a liking and a protectiveness for Rose, as the hall-girl often did for the girls she
         got to attend—as Tracy had for Kerry. Hannah, of course, hung back shyly. Neil was
         already thinking that if they were going to pair Rose to meet the owner’s request,
         offering Hannah might be the best way. It would depend on how Rose and Hannah got
         along, but that was also to some extent in Neil’s control.
      

      	
      Nancy, Sue, and Jill bounced right in. Jill and Sue still had their white nightgowns
         on, but Nancy was in blue. Hannah was in white, of course; it was part of her special
         training that she was in white most of the time.
      

      	
      “How did your exam go, Nancy?” he asked. She was in blue because she had spent the
         morning under the cocks of the other masters, for her weekly assessment. Neil asked
         the question then, of course, in part because he wanted Rose to hear the answer, and
         because he wanted Nancy to have to give it in front of the new girl.
      

      	
      Nancy’s background was as high-society as it came; she had volunteered because her
         family had lost all their money, and she had felt so very stifled, but she loved to
         play the society miss. She blushed deeply, and said, “It went well, I think, Master.”
      

      	
      “Better than Kerry’s, at least, I think, since you’re wearing blue and not pink, eh?”
         He looked at Kerry, who was blushing and biting her lips at the words.
      

      	
      “Oh, Kerry, don’t feel bad,” Neil said. “You’re wearing blue now, aren’t you?”

      	
      “Yes, Master.”

      	
      “Hannah,” Neil called, “get your sweet behind in here, please, and don’t dawdle.”

      	
      “Yes, Master,” Hannah said, and came to him, her blue eyes wide in the pale face strikingly
         topped by jet black hair in pigtails.
      

      	
      “I want you all to meet Rose,” Neil said, and for the first time they all looked over
         to the far quarter of the room, where Rose hung, looking at them with wide eyes and
         no idea of what was expected of her.
      

      	
      “Master, why is she naked?” Hannah whispered, theatrically.

      	
      “Don’t be silly, Hannah,” Neil said. “You know why. Rose needs fucking and punishment—she’s
         like all you girls: she’s going to a master, soon.”
      

      	
      “And I’m going to a master, too?”

      	
      “Yes, sweetheart. You’re going to a master of your very own.”

      	
      “And he’ll… you know? And he’ll…” She blushed. “… he’ll spank me sometimes?”

      	
      “Yes, silly goose. The same way I spank you, and we sometimes do wicked things, to
         get you ready for your master.”
      

      	
      “Did Rose do wicked things with you this morning?”

      	
      “Yes, Hannah.”

      	
      Neil always loved to see the other girls’ reactions to Hannah’s rather remarkable
         acting gifts. Nancy loved Hannah, and was very protective of her, so she would always
         smile very maternally whenever Hannah played the imp. Jill was usually hard-pressed
         to keep her eyes from rolling; Sue tended to be on the verge of giggling; and Kerry,
         still so repressed in certain ways, always looked both aroused and troubled by her
         arousal.
      

      	
      Rose on the other hand seemed to be left gasping for breath with a desire that must
         have taken her completely by surprise. Defloration-play had been a possibility on
         her list—one of those areas she hadn’t explored, but which had been circled for likely
         growth.
      

      	
      “Did you have to spank her, too?”

      	
      “Yes, Hannah, I’m afraid I did. She looked at me in a way she wasn’t supposed to.”

      	
      “Oh, but isn’t that mean? She just looked at you, Master!”

      	
      “It’s for her own good, sweetie. If she did that to her owner, he would give her much
         worse than I did.”
      

      	
      “Oh!” Hannah said. She turned to Rose, “Hi, Rose!” she said brightly. “I’m Hannah,
         and I’m so glad to meet you! I’m sorry you got spanked today, but I’m sure it’s going
         to help you be a better girl for Master. It always helps me!”
      

      	
      Rose looked at Neil.

      	
      Neil said, “Rose, you are to answer the other girls when they talk to you.”

      	
      “Yes, Master,” Rose said, then turned to Hannah. “It’s very nice to meet you too,
         Hannah,” she said in a voice that suggested that she found Hannah charming, but also
         rather disturbing, and didn’t really know what to make of her. It was a start.
      

      	
      Nancy, brown-haired and brown-eyed with cheekbones threatening to ascend off her face
         and a society ski-jump nose, stepped forward. “Hello, Rose,” she said. “I’m pleased
         to meet you. I’m Nancy.”
      

      	
      “I’m pleased to meet you, too,” Rose said.

      	
      Sue (short strawberry-blond hair, blue eyes, bouncy) and Jill (swarthy and stunningly
         beautiful with hair down to her bottom cheeks in a long braid) were next.
      

      	
      “Hannah,” Neil said. “We’re going to be doing some advanced things now, so you need
         to run along to class.”
      

      	
      “Oh, mayn’t I watch, Master?”

      	
      “No, Hannah, you may not. You know you’re not ready for that.”

      	
      She pouted. “Yes, Master,” she said and, with a backward glance and a little wave
         to Rose, she left the room.
      

      	
      “Kerry,” Neil said, “I think you should probably explain to Rose about Hannah’s program.”

      	
      “Yes, Master,” Kerry said. “Very soon after she turned eighteen, Hannah volunteered
         for a smaller program that’s part of the Institute’s main concubine program. It’s
         for girls who have strong fantasies that revolve around being innocent virgins. Is
         innocence something that’s hot for you?”
      

      	
      “Kind of?” Rose said.

      	
      “Well, the basic idea is that Hannah doesn’t know about sex, and that she’s just starting
         to think about it. She’s not really a virgin anymore, but she loves to pretend to
         be one.” Rose nodded. “So Hannah gets slightly different training from ours. You’ll
         see that she’s almost always in her white nightgown, for example. Also, when she’s
         around, fucking is called advanced training.”
      

      	
      Neil could tell now that innocence was going to be an erotic homerun where Rose was
         concerned. She wore a look of guilty arousal that made him think the pairing with
         Hannah was probably perfect.
      

      	
      “You may ask any question you have, Rose,” Neil said.

      	
      “Where did she go?” Rose said, instantly.

      	
      “The innocent girls,” Kerry explained, “have a wing all to themselves for their daytime
         things. We all have classes, but girls like Hannah have some different kinds.”
      

      	
      “What do they do there?”

      	
      “There’s a lot of innocent stuff, like reading, but they also do some, um, medical
         things. Like, you know, enemas.”
      

      	
      Neil saw Rose swallow hard at that.

      	
      Neil said, “And once a week they have a practical lesson called ‘Giving our bodies.’
         The Institute sells videos of those lessons for a lot of money, and everyone does very well out of it, of course including the girls themselves.”
      

      	
      Rose’s breathing was becoming a little labored. Neil said, “Nancy, cunt.” Without
         the slightest hesitation, Nancy advanced to where Rose hung, laid out her mat between
         Rose’s feet, and knelt on it.
      

      	
      Rose screamed at the knowing touch of Nancy’s fingers spreading her open, and then
         her tongue, just where Nancy knew it would cause the greatest pleasure.
      

      	
      “Is she wet?” Neil asked.

      	
      “Extremely wet, Master,” Nancy replied.

      	
      “Sue, bottom,” he said, and Sue went to stand next to Rose, took the base of the butt-plug
         in her hand, and began to wiggle it very gently, while Rose moaned.
      

      	
      “Jill, nipples.”

      	
      “Kerry, mouth.” Kerry stood just behind the kneeling Nancy and, placing her hands
         on Nancy’s shoulders to support her as she leaned forward, she began to kiss Rose’s
         mouth, which was now emitting sobs of pleasure.
      

      	
      “Don’t worry, Rose,” Neil said. “I know you couldn’t keep yourself from coming now,
         no matter how hard you tried. It would take a very, very experienced concubine to
         do that. Go ahead and come. I’m sorry to say, though, that this is going to go on
         until you come five times.”
      

      	
      “Oh, God…” Rose managed, around one of Kerry’s kisses.

      	
      “Girls, rotate after each orgasm, please,” he said. That meant that Nancy would relieve
         Sue, Sue would relieve Jill, and Jill would relieve Kerry, while Kerry had to assume
         the most difficult of the duties, kneeling acrobatically between Rose’s thighs and
         craning her neck to keep her face in contact with Rose’s smooth pussy. It was the
         least his girls could do, though, to pay for their own sessions on their own first
         days. He got letters almost every week from concubines thanking him for their training,
         and almost all mentioned this exercise as one that had given them more pleasure than
         they had ever imagined they could feel.
      

      	
      “This is a very special exercise for a pick-up like you, Rose,” Neil said over the
         moans and the licking, kissing sounds. “It’s a very rare pick-up who has ever been
         made to endure the caress of another girl; certainly you have never endured it—nor
         had Kerry, here, before her own first day.”
      

      	
      He paused, as Rose came to her second orgasm. In the silence that followed, while
         the other girls changed places, Neil continued, “And of course, you are thinking about
         the moment, a moment coming very soon, I assure you, when you will have to kiss another
         girl’s cunt for the very first time. I know you have read many naughty stories, Rose,
         and I know you have watched many naughty videos. I imagine you always blush when you
         get to the parts where girls have to kiss one another’s cunts for the first time.
         But let me tell you what is going to happen in just a little while, unless you care
         to feel my strap. These other young ladies, who are so kindly giving you pleasure
         right now, are going to bend over the long bench against the wall, and you, Rose,
         are going to raise their nightgowns and pleasure them, with your mouth, and then open
         their cunts for me to fuck them.”
      

      	
      Rose came again.

      	
      “Alright, girls,” Neil said. “Those of you whose mouths aren’t occupied may tell your
         new friend what kind of pleasure you expect from her.” Neil always enjoyed this part
         of the activity greatly, especially as it allowed him merely to circle the little
         scene, menacingly stroking his hard cock. He rarely felt quite as much the Sultan
         in charge of an ever-changing, ever-delightful submissive harem as at these moments,
         watching his girls do the naughty things he had commanded.
      

      	
      Kerry, who was caressing, and occasionally tonguing, Rose’s nipples, said, “You’re
         going to finger-fuck me very hard, Rose. You’re also, I’m sorry to say, going to put
         your tongue in my anus.” Rose made a strangled little moan of protest, through Nancy’s
         kisses.
      

      	
      Jill, rhythmically tugging on the little glass butt-plug, said, “I just like a lot
         of tongue on my clit, sweetie, but I do like a finger up my backside, too, and a thumb
         in my pussy. I know you’re new, but Master likes us to be honest. I’ll understand
         if you can’t do it very well, yet.”
      

      	
      Rose came.

      	
      Sue, released from cunt-duty, was back on the butt-plug, and said, giggling, “I’ll
         come as soon as you kiss my clit, I promise, Rose. I’m so easy.”
      

      	
      Poor Nancy’s mouth was still occupied, so Neil said, “Nancy, you may use your fingers
         while you tell Rose what you enjoy.”
      

      	
      “Thank you, Master,” said Nancy, her face still between Rose’s thigh and her voice
         hard to hear, surrounded as she was by so much delectable feminine flesh. “Rose, since
         you must use your mouth, please just kiss my bottom cheeks.”
      

      	
      “Nancy here,” Neil explained, “has learned to pleasure another girl’s cunt, but her
         upbringing makes her continue to feel terribly uncomfortable having another girl service
         her. Rose, I’m afraid that where you’re concerned, that means that you are going to
         pull out every ‘stop’ you think you can pull out. We’ll put Nancy last in line, so
         that you can use whatever experience you can gain with Kerry, Sue, and Jill to work
         on her to help her overcome her reluctance.”
      

      	
      “Yes, Master,” Nancy said. Neil and Nancy had an interesting relationship, as far
         as he was concerned, at least. She trusted him always to overcome her reluctance,
         and he reciprocated by making her do the shameful things for which, despite being
         a volunteer, she could never ask.
      

      	
      Rose came.

      	
      “Bench,” Neil said. “All but Rose.”

      	
      They deserted her and followed the command, spreading their knees as they went over
         the benches to expose all their backsides’ secrets. Ordinarily Jill would be last,
         as the junior (but for Rose, of course, who would soon occupy the final place), but
         Jill and Nancy remembered to switch, as he had specified a moment before.
      

      	
      Four delectable backsides, one with his own fading cane marks (Jill, for talking down
         to Hannah after being instructed to treat her kindly), and a lovely attendant hanging
         ready be taken down and forced to kiss another girl’s cunt for the first time. Sometimes
         Neil couldn’t believe his good fortune. As he unfastened Rose’s wrists from the hanging
         chain, he thanked heaven for the existence of rich men and the strange phenomenon
         of such men’s tastes: make a girl like Rose more expensive than the finest caviar
         and the most spacious Bentley, and men like her owner would beat a path to your door.
         All Neil had to do was make sure his girls had a polish to them, and the program satisfied
         the needs of everyone—the pick-ups above all—to a T.
      

      	
      “Rose,” he said, “I think you can grasp the next command easily. Cunt-service, Rose.”

      	
      Released from the chain and standing there naked with her hands clasped instinctively
         over her bare little cleft, Rose turned a lovely shade of pink at his words.
      

      	
      Neil sighed. “Let me make that clearer, then, Rose. Get your mat, and lay it in front
         of Kerry’s ass over there, and get started licking her pussy, or you’re going to get
         the strap. After you’ve shown me that you’re obeying, we can get you started on satisfying
         their particular orders, like the rim-job Kerry’s interested in.”
      

      	
      But Rose seemed paralyzed. “Master,” she said, “I… I don’t think…”

      	
      Neil moved quickly to his rack of implements, and took the thick, reinforced leather
         strap. Then he moved straight to Rose, who was of course expecting a threat rather
         than the strap. Neil, however, simply took her wrists, and held them tight, and began
         to beat her.
      

      	
      “Ahhhhh!” Rose screamed, so startled and in such pain that whatever word she had meant
         to form became lost in her cry.
      

      	
      Neil gave her three hard strokes, two on her thighs and one across her cheeks, then
         he said. “Cunt-service, Rose. Now.” Putting his hand, still holding the strap, around
         her waist, he pulled her to where her mat still lay in front of his master’s chair.
         “Pick up the mat, Rose, and go to the bench, and give Kerry the pleasure she has earned
         from you.”
      

      	
      Neil released her wrists and waist. Rose started to bend, but Neil said, “Faster,
         girl,” and struck her across the cheeks again. Rose howled, and grabbed the mat, ran
         over to Kerry’s ass, and lay the mat down. Without hesitation, then, she knelt. Neil
         was behind her, again, and when she paused for a second, looking at the rear-view
         (the lovely rear-view, Neil thought) of Kerry’s sweet pink pussy, he struck again,
         and Rose instantly, after her little sob, leaned her face in and kissed. Kerry gave
         a little giggle, and a little sigh.
      

      	
      Neil stroked Rose’s lovely blond hair, down to her shoulders and so disheveled now,
         with his left hand, while he tapped the strap against her bottom in a slow rhythm,
         to encourage her. “There we go, Rose. Very nice. Kerry doesn’t taste very different
         from you, does she? Say thank you, Kerry.”
      

      	
      “Thank you, Rose!” Kerry said.

      	
      “How is she doing, Kerry?”

      	
      “She’s learning, Master!” she gasped.

      	
      “See, Rose? You can do it. You know what makes a cunt feel good, don’t you?”

      	
      

      
   
      
      Chapter Eighteen

      	
       

      	
       

      	
      As Rose began to lick with a little more skill, Kerry remembered the first time Master
         N had commanded her to do cunt-service, and how she, too, had needed the strap to
         get going. She knew that Rose would lie awake that night, as Kerry had, trying to
         figure out whether there had been some part of her that wanted to be beaten, not because
         she didn’t want to kiss another girl between the legs, but because she did want to do it, to do the taboo thing that had come into her mind unbidden for so many
         years.
      

      	
      “Now Kerry’s sweet asshole, Rose,” said Master N. Kerry’s upper body arched back with
         the pleasure of it. Just as she herself had, Rose was learning very quickly. “Now
         I’m not going to have you do the finger-fucking Kerry asked for, because I can’t resist
         the sight of that cunt all glistening from your mouth and her wantonness. So you’re
         going to learn a new command, Rose—‘Spread.’ ‘Spread’ means that you put your first
         two fingers on each hand into that pretty cunt and spread it open just a little, to
         show me where to put my cock. Once I’m fucking Kerry, there are several commands I
         might give you, but I’ll only teach you two of them, now, and they’re pretty obvious:
         ‘cunt’ means you kiss Kerry’s cunt, and ‘balls’ means you lick my balls. Do you understand,
         Rose?”
      

      	
      Kerry felt Rose pull her head back. “Yes, Master.” It was Master N’s way always to
         give a girl just a little bit of what she wanted, but still Kerry was longing for
         Rose’s fingers on her g-spot, a kind of pressure even Master N’s massive cock couldn’t
         quite manage, though he was himself very skilful with his fingers—to the point where
         it sometimes seemed that he could command an orgasm from all his girls within a minute
         or less.
      

      	
      “Spread, Rose.” Kerry felt the inexperienced fingers obeying Master N, and she whimpered
         both at the sensation in her pussy and at the anticipation of being fucked, once again,
         by Master N. The head was there, so comforting, and then he was driving, peremptorily
         the way he always did—the way Kerry had thought about whenever she had been in bed
         with one of her boyfriends, on her back, wishing he would take charge but never being
         able even to admit to herself that she wanted that.
      

      	
      Oh, how she had fought Master Leo when he had ravished her the first time—so much
         that he had to rig her a harness from rope, to hold her open on her back on the bed
         so that he could fuck her. As Master N thrust into her now, she remembered that moment,
         when Master Leo had given her the first really dominant fucking of her life had been
         when she had the strange vision, of the man’s face—the man who had turned out, so
         very strangely, to be her owner—saying, “What if there were a place where they would
         make you?”
      

      	
      Master N said, “Balls,” and Kerry felt Rose shifting her face, obedient now, to do
         as she was told. That’s right, Rose, Kerry thought, serve your master, you little slut. The face of her owner came into her mind, and she blushed, thinking about how he had
         spent so very long with her in the big bed in the visitors’ suite, making her demonstrate
         her developing skills and sometimes, at times when he seemed to forget himself in
         the pleasure of her body, saying strange things like, “You never used to do that.”
      

      	
      “Cunt,” Master N said, and Kerry heard herself cry out, and in her imagination she
         brought up the part of the visit from her owner that she had been saving for this
         moment: when he had lain behind her on her bed, with his left hand possessively around
         her throat and his right middle finger pressed up against her anus, telling her how
         much he was looking forward to her ass-night, and how happy he was that her anus was
         being trained for his pleasure.
      

      	
      “May I come, Master?” she screamed.

      	
      “Yes, Kerry, you may,” said Master N.

      	
       

      	
      * * *

      	
       

      	
      After Rose’s first training session was over, Master N told Kerry to get her out of
         the leather, and to take her to her room to change into pink, and then, with the other
         girls, to show Rose around the Institute.
      

      	
      As soon as the door to Master N’s training room was shut behind them, Kerry turned
         to Rose and gave her a hug. Rose was instantly in tears, the way they all had been
         at that moment, themselves. Sue hugged Rose, then Jill did, then Nancy hugged her
         for a long time, stroking her hair.
      

      	
      “It’s OK, sweetie,” Nancy said. “I know. You can just cry. Don’t say anything.”

      	
      They led her, still crying, to her room and sat her on her bed, with Kerry on one
         side of her and Nancy on the other. Jill sat in the reading chair, while Sue got Rose’s
         pink nightgown, gently pulled it down over her head, and then sat in the spanking
         chair herself. They all simply sat for long moments, while Rose began to calm down.
         “I…” she choked out.
      

      	
      “It’s OK, honey,” Kerry said.

      	
      “I don’t want…”

      	
      “Hush,” said Nancy. “Just let it go. Unless you’re very different from the rest of
         us, at this moment you can’t really tell what you want and what you don’t want. Just
         wait until you’re told to punish another girl.”
      

      	
      “What?” Rose cried.

      	
      “It’ll happen on Sunday, if not before,” Jill said. “We have what they call ‘accounts’
         on Sundays. We have to punish each other for our demerits, while Master watches.”
      

      	
      This new information seemed to snap Rose out of her initial subdrop, so Kerry said.
         “Alright, let’s go show Rose around. OK, Rose?” Rose responded with a nod.
      

      	
       

      	
      * * *

      	
       

      	
      “The Institute has five wings…” said Kerry, as they walked down the grand staircase.

      	
      “That we know about,” cautioned Sue.

      	
      “That we know about,” Kerry confirmed. “We know that there are things underground
         that we never see, and some girls claim that they saw what they swear was a herd of
         naked girls on the property on the other side of the back fence, too.”
      

      	
      Nancy said, “Seems unlikely to be true, but would you have ever guessed that this
         place could exist?”
      

      	
      “Anyway,” Kerry continued, stopping for a moment on a landing of the stairway to point
         in various directions and show Rose how the Institute was laid out. “Each wing has
         two halls; four of the halls are residential, like ours, and the others are for things
         like the innocents’ program and the domestic-discipline program and the dungeon program.
         There’s a master for each residential hall—those are the senior masters—and then there
         are regular masters for each of the program halls, So there are ten masters in all,
         though we see the most of our master, and Master A and Master P and Master D—he’s
         the one you haven’t seen yet.”
      

      	
      “When do we see the other masters?” Rose asked.

      	
      “For classes, like aerobics and… other things,” Nancy said, blushing a bit.

      	
      “Can they all… come… to our rooms?”

      	
      “Only the senior masters, unless a regular master requests permission from Master
         N—but when we’re in class, of course, they can do anything they want.” Kerry saw Rose
         color a little as she considered what that might mean.
      

      	
      They were back in the foyer now. Kerry saw Rose looking around with a puzzled expression.
         “Seems strange to think about what happened here this morning, doesn’t it?” Kerry
         said, and Rose nodded.
      

      	
      Just then they saw a similar group of girls in their mostly blue nightgowns coming
         out of one of the grand living rooms off the foyer. Master A’s girls were showing
         Annie around. Kerry watched Annie find Rose with her eyes, and Rose looked back. A
         sort of wry smile passed between them as they read in one another’s expressions that
         their days had been similar.
      

      	
      “Hi, Kerry,” said Leah, Master A’s hall-girl. “How’s Rose doing?”

      	
      Leah had always been Kerry’s favorite of the other hall-girls; Maude, Master P’s hall-girl,
         and Jacqueline, Master D’s, were nice enough, but those masters (P and D) trained
         girls to be formal protocol-concubines, and they always seemed standoffish to Kerry.
      

      	
      “Really well,” Kerry replied. “How is Annie?”

      	
      “She’s doing well, though…” Leah turned to wink at Annie, “… her backside is a little
         sore.”
      

      	
      Annie giggled, and Kerry saw Rose give a start, at the thought that anyone could giggle
         after a first day’s training. It was the fundamental difference between the volunteer
         and the pick-up—and it was especially true when it came to Master A’s girls; you didn’t
         get to be one of Master A’s girls unless you loved, and craved, anal.
      

      	
      “Just a heads-up,” Leah said, “when we were going by the innocents’ hall it sounded
         like Hannah was getting spanked.”
      

      	
      “What?” Nancy said. “Why?”

      	
      “I don’t know,” Leah replied.

      	
      One of the other of Master A’s girls said, “I bet it was that Lisa again—I thought
         I heard Hannah say that she wouldn’t say sorry, and we all know what that means.”
      

      	
      “Lisa is such a brat!” Nancy said. “If only Master D would give her what she deserves.”

      	
      “Maybe her owner wants a brat,” said Kerry. “Oh, poor Hannah. Rose, do you mind if
         we go there? I’ll just point out the other halls on the way.”
      

      	
      “No,” Rose said, “that’s OK.”

      	
      On the way to the innocents’ hall, Kerry pointed out the refectory, the little viewing
         room for movies, and the exercise hall with the gym and the aerobics studio, telling
         Rose that beyond them were the other halls that she’d learn about tomorrow when she
         went to her first classes.
      

      	
      When they got to the innocents’ wing, Hannah, in tears, was running out of the big
         classroom. She ran straight to Nancy and let herself be enfolded in her friend’s arms.
      

      	
      “Stupid Lisa!” Hannah said, through her tears. “She said that she had a richer master
         than anyone else, and I only said that she’s mean when she tries to make herself feel
         special by saying those things, and then she told Master R that I hurt her feelings,
         and then…” She stopped.
      

      	
      “Then what, my love?” Nancy asked.

      	
      “I said I wouldn’t say sorry.”

      	
      Nancy hugged her tight, and said, “Oh, my love… Hannah, you mustn’t do that.”

      	
      “I know,” Hannah sniffed. “But Master R was so strict! He took me over his knee in
         front of everyone, and pulled up my nightgown, and Lisa got to see me get smacked!”
      

      	
      “Hush, Hannah,” Kerry said. “It’s not that bad. Come back with us and put on your
         pink nightgown like a good girl, and go back to class.”
      

      	
      “OK,” Hannah said, rubbing her eyes charmingly.

      	
       

      	
      * * *

      	
       

      	
      “Kerry, look,” said Sue, in a quiet, almost awestruck voice, as they returned to Master
         N’s hall and passed Kerry’s door.
      

      	
      On her whiteboard, Kerry saw in Miss Abigail’s feminine cursive, “Ass-Night, 11/19.”

      	
      Kerry felt herself reach out for Sue’s hand. Sue took it in hers, and said, “You liked
         him, right?”
      

      	
      Kerry nodded.

      	
      “A lot, right?” Jill said.

      	
      Kerry nodded even more firmly, and whispered, “A lot. But… but he told me he’s going
         to be hard on me… on… when…” Her voice trailed off. Her owner had whispered in her
         ear, as he lay behind her on her bed and gently rubbed her tiny, cringing bottom-hole,
         “I want to make sure you’re sore here for a week, Kerry, when I have your ass for
         the first time.”
      

      	
      Hannah said, behind them, “What is it? I want to see!” She pushed through, and then
         she gasped, when she saw. “Oh, Kerry,” she cried, “I’m going to miss you so much.”
         She stood there, chewing on her lip, for a moment, then said, “Kerry? Do you think
         it’s going to hurt?”
      

      	
      “Hush, my love,” Nancy said. “Think of Kerry’s feelings.”

      	
      “But Nia is in Master A’s wing, and she said yesterday that it hurts a lot when your
         master makes you do it that way.”
      

      	
      Kerry laughed a little at that. “I think it will probably hurt a bit, Hannah, but
         I want to please my new owner.” She looked over at Rose, who was, it appeared, just
         trying to absorb what she was perceiving about her new fellow concubines, and about
         the Institute itself.
      

      	
      “How are you doing, Rose?” she asked.

      	
      “I… don’t know,” Rose confessed.

      	
      

      
   
      
      Chapter Nineteen

      	
       

      	
       

      	
      For the next four days Kerry wore the special red sash, with the big bow in back,
         that meant that hers was the next bottom to be deflowered. The girl who wore the sash
         got special privileges, like an extra dessert, if she wanted it, and the right to
         choose the movies in the viewing room, but she was also subject to special attentions
         from the masters, who, conscious both of the need to make the experience of first
         anal as significant as it should be for a new concubine and of the sad necessity of
         losing Kerry’s favors to her owner, would stop her in the halls and have a little
         face-fuck, or come into the viewing room while the girls were watching the movie Kerry
         had chosen and tell her to get over the training bench at the back of the room and,
         while the movie continued, would ride her vigorously for a quarter of an hour.
      

      	
      Also, it appeared that Kerry’s room was open to the masters at any time until the
         night before her ass was to be deflowered, and Rose saw that Kerry got little sleep:
         her final examinations, as the masters called them, though there was really no assessment
         involved any longer, made Kerry rub her jaw in discomfort at meals, and wince at times
         when she walked. She wore her blue nightgown constantly, but, Rose noted with a little
         relief for Kerry, never her pink one.
      

      	
      At the same time, Rose was learning the everyday protocols and customs that governed
         life at the Institute, with the help especially of Sue, who was Kerry’s closest friend
         and had taken a liking to Rose when she saw that Kerry approved of her. Because Kerry
         was being prepared for her ass-night, it was Sue who accompanied Rose to her first
         classes. The first week those were deportment, aerobics (which all the thirty-or-so
         girls did every day at 9:00 am, naked unless they needed a sports bra), and FP (female
         pleasure, where Sue was now Rose’s partner; girls took the class once when they arrived,
         and again before they left).
      

      	
      The ‘academic’ side of the Institute was less formal than a real school; although
         girls arrived once a week, they left at irregular intervals, Sue told Rose. There
         were always about twenty-five girls there, but the classes, except for aerobics, had
         many fewer girls in them because of all the various things going on, like visits from
         owners and individual training sessions. Some of the classes (like deportment) lasted
         for a girl’s first two weeks, and some (like MP—male pleasure) lasted for the two
         weeks after that, and some, like FP, were spaced out in various ways so that a girl
         would come back later to help the newer girls, and also to review.
      

      	
      “I trained to be a teacher,” Sue confided, “and the Institute’s learning philosophy
         is really very progressive. It all depends on what you’re ready to learn, when, and
         you get to help decide that in consultation with your teachers, and Master N, and
         Miss A.”
      

      	
      “Am I going to see Miss Abigail often?” asked Rose with some trepidation, for Miss
         Abigail had frightened her with the way she presided over her initiation in the foyer,
         and her little notes on other girls’ whiteboards all seemed to be about coming to
         see her for punishment.
      

      	
      “You’ll see her for FP, and you’ll meet with her at the end of each week,” Sue said,
         with a wry laugh, “but you should hope you don’t see her more than that.”
      

      	
      In deportment class, Rose learned the protocols and the basic positions in a more
         formal way than she had the day before. The first protocol was indeed about kneeling:
         a girl must always kneel instantly to a senior master in that master’s hallway, and
         to a regular master in his classroom. Rose learned how to kneel quickly; every deportment
         class began with a solid ten minutes of practice, while Master Q walked about the
         room with a stiff punishment strap, applying encouragement to speed up the process
         as necessary.
      

      	
      There were three other protocols to learn, and two of them Master Leo had already
         taught Rose: downcast eyes in the presence of a master, and silence. The fourth protocol
         applied to visits of a master to a girl’s room: the girl must greet the master’s cock
         by kissing his balls, first, and then kissing his cockhead. Then she awaited his command.
      

      	
      Master Q taught the fourth protocol practically, using his own cock and balls. Rose
         was made to practice the protocol five times, and then Master Q said “Mouth,” and
         used her that way for a while, pronouncing her skills already to be developing well.
         “More commands tomorrow,” Master Q said, as he dismissed them.
      

      	
      Aerobics was after that, with Master G. Sue showed Rose her locker in the locker room
         next to the aerobics studio, with Rose’s name on it; there was a sports bra inside,
         and also something at the bottom that she didn’t get a chance to look at, because
         she had to get quickly out of her white nightgown and hang it up, and join the other
         naked girls, most of them putting on their bras as they laid out their mats and knelt
         on them, waiting for Master G to arrive.
      

      	
      The exercises at the start of the class were standard dodging and punching motions,
         but then Master G said, “Alright girls, go get your dildos,” as if he were saying
         “Go get your steps” or “Go get your weights.” The thing at the bottom of her locker
         was really rather like an aerobics step, but it had a fixture for a dildo, and there
         was a dildo there, too, to be set into it: not a very big one, but rather long. Rose
         watched the other girls and, like them, placed her dildo on her mat, and then crouched
         over it.
      

      	
      Master G changed the music, which had been relentlessly poppy, to a classical adagio,
         and said, “Four count, hands and knees.” Rose watched and imitated, though it was
         of course terribly shameful even when there were twenty other girls around you doing
         it. First they rode the dildos on hands and knees; then they knelt up, and posted
         up and down that way four times; then they put their hands on the little stands that
         supported the dildos and represented, in a sense, the man whose cock they were riding.
         Then it was back to hands and knees.
      

      	
      Rose heard some of the girls whimper, and others cry out; she heard herself whine
         a little as she had to go up and down on the dildo just like every other girl there,
         for the fifteen or so minutes that the exercise lasted.
      

      	
      Then they put away the dildos, and practiced positions, as if they were yoga poses.
         And, Rose realized, most of them were very close to yoga poses. Master G was patient,
         but he also did not hesitate to bestow discipline when he thought it would help. Rose
         felt his strap more than once, to encourage her to hold herself more open and to present
         her backside more prominently.
      

      	
      It was hard not to picture the room as Master G saw it, and the thought made Rose
         blush: twenty-five lovely young concubines in the ‘Happy Baby’ yoga pose, their sweet,
         hairless pussies presented for his visual enjoyment. And, in fact, for more than that,
         Rose realized, as she held herself in that pose, looking at the acoustic tiles on
         the ceiling, and heard the unmistakable sounds of Master G fucking the girl to her
         left. Then it was Rose’s turn, and the sandy-haired deportment master was kneeling
         at the edge of Rose’s mat, and entering Rose’s pussy with his huge cock, to test her
         skill at holding the position and to sample her charms, as he gripped her widespread
         thighs lightly just to keep her steady for his thrusts.
      

      	
      “Good girl,” he said, after a while, as he withdrew and stood up. Then he simply announced
         the next pose.
      

      	
      The last class on that first day was FP—female pleasure, with Miss Abigail. FP, it
         seemed, always began with every girl, upon the lovely firm cushions with which Miss
         Abigail’s classroom was well-stocked, bringing herself to an orgasm using the toy
         that Miss Abigail had decided upon for that morning. On Rose’s first day, the toy
         was a rabbit vibrator; next to Rose, Sue came within thirty seconds, as did most of
         the other girls. Only Rose, Annie, and Bridget were left still trying, while Miss
         Abigail said, “Yes, I know it’s still new, girls. Relax, and let it happen. Think
         about all the fucking you’ve had over the last twenty-four hours!”
      

      	
      Annie and Bridget came, but Rose couldn’t seem to give herself to the pleasure of
         the vibrator that claimed her so thoroughly. Miss Abigail came and stood over her,
         holding her strap. “Sue, can you help her?” she asked.
      

      	
      “Yes, Miss,” said Sue, and moved to kneel next to where Rose, flushed and sweating,
         her white nightgown around her hips, made little panting cries as she worked herself
         with the toy. “Shh, Rose,” Sue said, gently, and laid her hand atop Rose’s on the
         vibrator, slowing Rose’s frantic rhythm.
      

      	
      Rose looked up at Miss Abigail, and, entranced, watch her slap the strap across her
         palm, to tell Rose that if Sue couldn’t bring her over the edge, Miss Abigail would
         be forced to punish Rose, and it was that sight that did it: the idea that she would
         be punished for not coming made her come, screaming.
      

      	
      “Very good, Rose,” said Miss Abigail. “Despite it being the fundamental building block
         of everything we teach here—which is why we begin with it every day—the act of bringing
         yourself to orgasm is not a simple one, especially for a new concubine. Even for you
         more experienced girls, it can become difficult when you are distracted, and the things
         that work to get you where you need to go change over time. Really, this course in
         female pleasure is our attempt to get you to pay attention to your body’s erotic needs.”
      

      	
      Miss Abigail walked around the room as she gave this little lecture. “Rose, and Bridget,
         and Annie, I can see in your eyes that you’re not quite ready to make this connection,
         but let me spell it out for you… and as you gain experience here, I think you’ll understand
         more and more. And I think your more experienced partners will also be able to help
         you figure it out. As a concubine, you may be thinking, isn’t it my owner’s erotic
         needs that matter? Isn’t the idea that my owner will use me precisely without regard
         for my pleasure?”
      

      	
      Miss Abigail reached the front of the room, and turned, rather dramatically, to face
         them. “Yes,” she said. “But every owner whom the Institute allows to purchase one
         of you girls is a man who cannot be pleased unless he knows he has your pleasure at his command. He will not always give it to you, but to have it within
         his power is the essence of what he seeks. Leah,” she said, turning to Master A’s
         hall-girl, who was Annie’s partner, “what does that mean your most important duty
         is?”
      

      	
      “Our own pleasure, Miss.”

      	
      “Exactly,” Miss Abigail, said. Rose felt her brow furrow in confusion, and, though
         she didn’t know whether it was allowed, she couldn’t help raising her hand.
      

      	
      “Yes, Rose?” Miss Abigail asked. She seemed pleased, thank goodness, to have a girl
         engaged enough in the lesson to raise her hand.
      

      	
      “But… he is the one who… will…”

      	
      “Don’t worry,” said Miss Abigail. “I know how new it all is. I think what you’re asking
         is probably whether your owner will feel the need to please you—whether he will for
         example consult you in the way he touches you, or even in the way he fucks you.” She
         looked at Rose with raised eyebrows, to ask if she had guessed right, and Rose nodded.
         “The answer is No. But that is all the more reason that you must know how it is you
         find pleasure, because the more a study you make of it, the more responsive you will
         be to him, whatever he does to you and however he enjoys you. That is the paradox,
         and it is why in the end you have a very important kind of control over your life
         with your owner: you have the power to enjoy it. His pleasure comes first, but can
         it come first if you have none that it can precede?”
      

      	
      “No, Miss Abigail,” the more experienced girls chorused.

      	
      “Your master’s pleasure can only come first if your pleasure comes second.”

      	
      “Yes, Miss Abigail,” Rose said, with the other girls of her new family.

      	
       

      	
      * * *

      	
       

      	
      Four days later, Miss Abigail led Kerry into the grand living room, wearing a virginal
         white nightgown that fell all the way to the floor and thus marked her out immediately,
         as much or even more than the red sash with the bow in back had done, as a girl on
         her way to be reft of her final maidenhead. All the other girls of the Institute,
         even the innocents, in their own special area, were present, kneeling on their mats
         in a way that reminded Rose of a cross between a concert scene in a period movie and
         some sort of pagan ritual. Sue walked with Kerry, holding her hand, all the way to
         the bench that sat at the very front, in front of the enormous mantelpiece.
      

      	
      Sue helped Kerry take off her nightgown, and then she came to kneel next to Rose,
         in the front row, where all Master N’s girls (except for Hannah, for the innocents
         were placed off to the side, perhaps with the idea that they couldn’t see as much,
         there) had their places. Miss Abigail whispered in Kerry’s ear, and she nodded, wide-eyed,
         and—though Rose could see that her lovely naked body had begun to tremble—she swung
         her leg over the bench, and laid her upper body down onto it, facing away from the
         audience.
      

      	
      A little murmur seemed to go through all the girls at the sight of the lovely bottom,
         offered to its new master, and ready to be ravished. That was when the door to the
         living room opened again, with a bang. The girls all turned around on their mats,
         to see that Kerry’s owner had entered.
      

      	
      

      
   
      
      Chapter Twenty

      	
       

      	
       

      	
      Neil watched Hank Stallings, completely naked and really not badly built, walk down
         the center aisle, toward the bench where Hank’s new concubine’s ass waited for his
         cock. The story of Kerry and Hank was a pretty common pick-up scenario: Kerry had
         never been able to find any pleasure in sex, and had a sad string of failed relationships
         to show for it. She had finally opened up to Hank when it appeared she was going to
         lose him, too, and told him about the hidden, forbidden ravishment fantasies. Rich
         enough to gain access to the Institute, Hank had brought Kerry to the recruiting office
         himself. The hypnotism had been a little delicate, because there had been a whole
         relationship to erase from Kerry’s memory, but it happened frequently enough in the
         program that success had been assured from the start; the only question was whether
         Kerry could be brought to understand her own desires.
      

      	
      Hank watched as Miss Abigail lubed Kerry’s anus, while she gave little questioning
         sighs of submission. What happened now was completely at Hank’s discretion: he could
         speak or remain silent; be tender or brutal. He stepped forward, holding his hard
         cock, and put its head at Kerry’s rear entrance.
      

      	
      “Are you ready, sweetheart?” Neil heard Hank say, softly, as he took hold of his concubine
         around her hips.
      

      	
      “Yes, Master,” Kerry sobbed.

      	
      “Are you going to be my good little ass-girl?”

      	
      “Yes, Master.” Then she cried out as Hank pushed into her bottom, and she kept crying
         out as he began to ride.
      

      	
      The scene, and the feeling of having Kerry’s ass at last, and the sound of her submission,
         ensured that Hank was quickly near his climax. Neil had told him that in his own judgment,
         that would be the best time to bring Kerry’s memories back. The other pick-ups in
         the room (there were only three, and only Rose would be close enough that she could
         perhaps have any notion of what was going on) were preconditioned to dismiss the idea
         that they might have buried memories, so the Institute judged the positive effect
         of the revelation to be greater than the potential negative effect on other pick-ups’
         conditioning.
      

      	
      Neil thought that Hank was going to come without saying the release phrase: the man
         (and Neil could not blame him) seemed overcome by the charms of his concubine, but
         suddenly he shook his head slightly, and said, quietly, to the back of Kerry’s head,
         “Snow on Lake Michigan in August.” As Neil had recommended, then, he made love in
         her backside slowly and tenderly for a few moments, as Kerry shook her own head first
         slowly, then more quickly. Neil could almost see her memories come flooding back.
      

      	
      “Oh my God… oh my God… Hank… oh…”

      	
      “I love you, baby,” Hank said, as he started to increase his rhythm again.

      	
      “Master… oh… God… Hank—Master… I love you…”

      	
      Neil looked at Rose’s face, which wore an expression of concentration. If her own
         hypnotic conditioning were working properly, she would think that Kerry was a very
         lucky girl to have a master she could love so deeply. The volunteers around her were
         wiping away tears at the sweetness of the scene; Rose seemed pensive, but certainly
         also deeply moved.
      

      	
       

      	
      * * *

      	
       

      	
      Hank shook Neil’s hand, after Kerry was in the car and waiting to leave. “Thank you,
         Neil,” he said. “Watching the tapes… it’s like all of the wonderful things about Kerry
         are there, all the time, now. I mean, it was hard watching her… you know… with all
         those masters… but it seems…”
      

      	
      “She’s a wonderful girl,” Neil said. “And if you marry her, you’ll save yourself a
         shitload of money.”
      

      	
      Hank laughed. “Well, that was the plan she and I agreed to. Seems to be going pretty
         well.”
      

      	
      Neil watched them drive away through the gates, feeling that as strange as his work
         might seem to people in the everyday world, he had no doubt at all that he was giving
         both owners and their concubines at least some approximation of what they really needed.
      

      	
       

      	
      * * *

      	
       

      	
      At the beginning of the third week of her training, Rose had settled in nicely. It
         appeared to the masters that she had formed a strong bond with several of the other
         girls, but especially with Hannah, two doors down on Neil’s hall.
      

      	
      So, when the time came, in the middle of that same week, to find a girl to complete
         the set that David had asked for, Abigail and Neil had no doubt at all: Hannah was
         the natural choice. He had Abigail tell Hannah what was required, and he brought Rose
         in for her first individual session since the long one on her first day.
      

      	
      He was riding Rose hard, over a training bench, when Hannah came in, as he had arranged
         with Abigail. He could see the look of wonder on her face in the mirror, as she stood
         in the doorway.
      

      	
      “What are you doing to Rose, Master N?” she asked. “Is it a punishment?”

      	
      “Go away, Hannah,” Rose said. “It’s advanced… oh… it’s not for you now. Master, please
         send her away!”
      

      	
      “I’m training Rose to be a good girl for her master. Would you like to watch?”

      	
      “Oh, no!” Rose said.

      	
      “Yes, please,” said Hannah. “Why is her bottom up like that? Did you make her do it?
         It looks like you’re riding her the way you ride a pony.” The charming girl giggled.
      

      	
      “Yes, Hannah,” Neal said. “Rose has to put her bottom up because masters like to ride
         their girls this way.”
      

      	
      “Are you going to put your thing in her bottom, too?”

      	
      “No, Hannah. Rose’s owner has told us that he wants to be the first man to put his
         cock there.”
      

      	
      “She won’t like that, will she?”

      	
      “No, that’s right. Rose doesn’t like having anything in her backside bigger than the
         little vibrator she used to play with before her owner chose her.”
      

      	
      Under him, Rose’s whimpers into the bench betrayed the arousal that for her always
         came alongside the shame of such words.
      

      	
      “Why?”

      	
      “It hurts, especially when a big punisher or a big cock is there, and it makes her
         feel ashamed that she has to have something there.”
      

      	
      “Does she have to?”

      	
      “Yes, Hannah. Rose belongs to her owner now, and he gets to decide what happens when
         it’s time for him to enjoy her.”
      

      	
      “Like when I’m with my master,” Hannah nodded, her face earnest and appealing.

      	
      “Please, Master,” said Rose with a little sob of humiliation. “Don’t let Hannah watch.”

      	
      Neil pulled out of Rose and left her there on the bench. “Hannah,” he said, “come
         give Rose a little kiss to make her feel better. I have some news for both of you.”
         He moved a chair so that Hannah could sit comfortably right at Rose’s backside.
      

      	
      “Oh, no,” Rose said, when she realized what was going to happen.

      	
      “I’m sorry, Rose,” Hannah said sweetly, “but Master said,” and began to give Rose’s
         pussy little kisses. “And you’re so sweet that I think I might do this even if it
         got me in trouble and Master had to spank me.”
      

      	
      “Oh, God…” Rose cried.

      	
      “Alright, girls,” Neil said, “here’s the news.” Hannah turned her face and laid her
         cheek against Rose’s bottom, making Rose give a little whimper of longing. “You keep
         going, Hannah,” Neil said. “I want Rose to feel how nice it is to have a friend like
         you.”
      

      	
      “Yes, Master,” said Hannah, with a puzzled look, and turned back to Rose’s bottom.

      	
      “The news is that you are going to train as a matched pair from now on. Rose’s owner
         and his wife have requested another girl, to go with Rose. Rose is a present to her
         owner, but he decided that he wanted to get a girl for his wife, as a thank-you gift.”
      

      	
      Rose was crying out in pleasure even as she blushed furiously. Neil was certain that
         a great deal of both came from the idea that she would go to her master with another
         girl.
      

      	
      “When they come to sample you in a few days, they’ll have time with you on your own,
         but also together, and they’ll make it clear what your lives are going to be like
         in their house.”
      

      	
       

      	
      * * *

      	
       

      	
      As the car carrying David and Grace Handelson pulled through the gates of the Institute,
         David had difficulty believing he had finally come so close to realizing the fantasy
         that had dwelt with him—afflicted him, really—as long as he could remember. Born of
         a Swiss banking family, educated and cultured and a man of leisure in all but the
         name of ‘Officer of the Bank,’ he had nevertheless managed to pretend to himself for
         many years that the fantasy was impossible, or, if not impossible, wrong. He took
         Grace’s hand. She had been the one, when at last he had confessed the fantasy to her,
         to make it happen: the girls, Rose and Hannah, were Grace’s thirtieth birthday present
         to him; or, Rose was. And when Grace told him, he had made her confess that she really
         wanted a virginal girl of her own, and this plan, which had fueled his sex life with
         Grace beyond anything they had ever known these past months, as they thought about
         having Rose and Hannah, had been born: a matched pair, who would not only make them
         the envy of the enclave in which they spent their life, of enlightened, liberated
         couples (and more unusual family units), but would keep their lives and their libidos
         ever-fresh.
      

      	
      Neil and Abigail met them at the grand front entry that was called, formally, the
         owners’ door. After the pleasantries, Neil and Abigail escorted the Handelsons to
         their suite. It was midafternoon; David and Grace would have an hour to freshen up
         and prepare the suite any way they liked—and there were staff available, of course,
         to move furniture—and Rose and Hannah would arrive precisely at 3; David and Grace
         might return them to Neil when they liked. Abigail said that it was not even very
         unusual for an owner to decide to stay at the Institute for a week, enjoying the not-quite-trained
         charms of his concubine, before returning her for her final lessons. If David and
         Grace liked, too, they might stay at the Institute during Rose and Hannah’s final
         week, and then take them home after their ass-night.
      

      	
      Or, rather, Rose’s ass-night, since Hannah’s backside was going to be reserved for
         Grace to dispose of at some future date: blushing, she had confessed to David her
         desire to be in control of Hannah’s erotic experiences thus, and David had found the
         idea charming.
      

      	
      After they had eaten a late lunch, and talked over how they wanted the first part
         of the visit to go, they sat impatiently, reading, as they usually did (David read
         history, when he wasn’t reading the financial news; Grace tended to read classic novels
         and was currently in the middle of War and Peace), but unable to concentrate on their books. At last, exactly at three, there was
         a knock on the door, and David went to answer it.
      

      	
      Abigail stood there, with Rose and Hannah. Both girls wore white nightgowns, signifying,
         David and Grace knew from having pored over all the literature sent by Abigail to
         prospective owners, that they had been neither taken nor chastised yet that day. With
         a thrill that made his manhood very hard, David thought, I’m going to change that, as soon as I can.

      	
      “David and Grace, I would like to introduce your girls to you,” said Abigail. “Rose
         and Hannah will be staying here with you as long as you like, so that you can sample
         them and make sure they are making the progress toward being the sort of girls you
         were looking for when you decided to honor the Institute with your business. We know
         that, as a man of means, you have several programs to choose from when you select
         a concubine, and we’re delighted that you chose ours. We think even now, when Rose
         and Hannah are only part way through our program, you will find your visit very enjoyable.”
      

      	
      “Thank you,” David said. “Come in, girls.”

      	
      “Thank you, Master,” the girls said together, and came into the room, going directly
         to the middle of the rug in the big living room of the suite and kneeling there, side
         by side facing Grace where she sat on the couch, but with their eyes downcast. David
         had known they would be well-trained, but to see it in action took his breath away.
      

      	
      Abigail came in, too. “There are no covers on the beds right now, so that you won’t
         have to worry about them while you’re enjoying yourselves; when you would like the
         covers put on, just give me a call. The little bedroom has been prepared for the girls
         to sleep in, if you care to have them do so. They have nightgowns in the closet, as
         well as several pieces of lingerie, and they will remember to change their nightgowns
         when it’s appropriate, right, girls?”
      

      	
      “Yes, Miss,” they said.

      	
      “You should find your suite stocked with everything you might need to help you enjoy
         these girls, but if there’s something we haven’t thought of, please don’t hesitate
         to call me and we’ll do our best to make any desire a reality.”
      

      	
      

      
   
      
      Chapter Twenty-One

      	
       

      	
       

      	
      The door closed behind Miss Abigail. Hannah couldn’t believe that she and Rose were
         with their new owners, who seemed so cultured and nice.
      

      	
      “Girls,” said Mistress Grace, “you will call me Mistress, and I believe you already
         know what you are to call Mr. Handelson.”
      

      	
      “Yes, Mistress,” Hannah said, and heard Rose say the same, quietly.

      	
      “Girls,” Mistress continued, “we would like to begin by explaining a bit about why
         we have decided to purchase you. Rose, you are a birthday present from me to your
         master. Why don’t you go and kneel in front of him?”
      

      	
      “Yes, Mistress,” Rose said. Hannah heard Rose shifting her position, to comply with
         the command and move to where David was standing in front of an armchair.
      

      	
      “Rose,” Master said, in a voice that sounded a little strained. “You are going to
         take me in your mouth now.” Hannah heard him unbuckling his belt, and then heard his
         trousers fall to the rug. The chair creaked a bit as he sat back down.
      

      	
      “Yes, Master,” Rose said. Hannah could hear that she was frightened, though Master
         seemed to Hannah to be quite a kind man.
      

      	
      “Hannah,” Mistress said, “come here and sit in my lap.”

      	
      “Yes, Mistress,” Hannah said.

      	
      “Watch,” said Mistress, when Hannah had settled into her embrace. Mistress was a tall,
         powerful woman who clearly exercised every day; she made Hannah feel small, the way
         Hannah knew she was supposed to feel, and that feeling made Hannah snuggle into Mistress’
         chest. As they watched Rose struggling to pleasure her master for the first time,
         Mistress stroked Hannah’s hair and said, softly, “There, there. Don’t be scared, Hannah.
         I won’t make you do that for a long while yet.”
      

      	
      Mistress began to stroke Hannah’s thigh a little. Then her fingers seemed to find
         their way up under Hannah’s nightgown. “Rose is a wicked girl to suck her master’s
         thing like that, isn’t she, Hannah?”
      

      	
      Hannah, exercising the freedom with her owners that, as an innocent—rather different
         from a more standard concubine like Rose—she had been trained to use, said, “Oh, but
         Rose is so nice! I’m sure she’s not wicked!”
      

      	
      “Oh, but I think she is.” Mistress’ fingers drifted under Hannah’s thigh, into secret
         places that made Hannah sigh. “You are not wicked, though, are you, Hannah?”
      

      	
      “No, Mistress.”

      	
      “If you are not wicked, sweet Hannah, why are my fingers so very wet?”

      	
      Hannah blushed. “I don’t know, Mistress. You make me feel so funny.”

      	
      Mistress’ fingers travelled over Hannah’s thigh, now, and changed Hannah’s position
         on Mistress’ lap so that Hannah was sitting with her little legs spread open. With
         the other hand, Mistress swept up Hannah’s nightgown. Hannah looked at her master
         in the armchair, with Rose kneeling in front of him, her head buried in his naked
         lap. Hannah saw her master’s eyes come rest between her own thighs and upon her own
         private part. She saw upon her master’s face how his pleasure grew, when he saw what
         Mistress was doing with Hannah’s tender private part, even as he felt the even greater
         pleasure of Rose’s mouth, which was giving out the little wet sounds of a girl struggling
         to please her master that way.
      

      	
      “Sweet Hannah,” Mistress said in her ear, “I am afraid your mistress is very wicked.
         Your mistress very much wants to spank Rose right now, because of that bad-girl thing
         she is doing. Would you like to see Rose get a spanking?”
      

      	
      Truly, the answer was Yes, but Hannah said, loyally, “No, Mistress. That would hurt
         Rose, and I love her.”
      

      	
      Hannah did love Rose—even more than she loved Nancy, who was gone now to some British
         nobleman’s house, who had said he might even marry her if she was a good girl for
         him. Rose always had a smile for everybody, just like Kerry had, but Rose was sweet,
         too, and always asked her how class had been, and whether Hannah were getting along
         with Lisa and the other innocents. Hannah could tell that Rose was very curious about
         the special way Hannah was being trained, but also that Rose genuinely wanted to be
         sure Hannah was alright, and happy.
      

      	
      Hannah thought that it was probably something that happened to the pick-ups: the idea
         that their choice had been taken away when the breaking master had come to get them—that
         they would be beaten until they did the things that the masters wanted and that if
         they tried to run away they would be caught and the red collar would be put around
         their necks—seemed to make them be nice to all the other girls, especially the ones
         on their hall. It was as if the idea that Hannah had chosen to become a concubine,
         that Hannah had decided, freely, to give up her right to choose, fascinated Rose,
         and even made her love Hannah because Hannah had a kind of freedom that Rose dreamt
         of. That freedom wasn’t a freedom not to do what her master (and now, it appeared,
         her mistress) told her to do, no matter how shameful or wicked: it was a freedom to
         admit to herself that she wanted to do those shameful, wicked things. Rose and Kerry seemed to long for that freedom.
      

      	
      Hannah often wondered what it was about her that had made it so easy for her to decide,
         as soon as she had read about the program, that she would apply. She couldn’t remember
         a time when she hadn’t felt like a concubine, hadn’t longed to live that part of her
         soul. When she had seen the cryptic post on the net, soon after her eighteenth birthday,
         ‘Concubines trained for wealthy masters,’ she had simply emailed immediately.
      

      	
      Growing up in suburban New Jersey, she had always longed to be part of something bigger
         than herself. When her contact at the Institute, after a long interview process that
         had finally included undressing in front of her webcam to be evaluated that way, had
         at last told her what it was she was applying for, she had known in an instant that
         the concubine program was that thing.
      

      	
      One characteristic that had struck her about both Kerry and Rose was the way they
         talked about their lives before their breaking masters came for them. There always
         seemed to be an air of unreality about the things they said and the stories they told,
         as if those things had happened to someone else. She remembered how Rose had told
         her about being married: “I don’t know why I married him, really,” she had said. Kerry
         had said something similar about her most serious boyfriend—“I guess I’ll never know
         why we were even together; he wasn’t even nice to me.”
      

      	
      Hannah couldn’t imagine thinking that sort of thing about her life before the Institute,
         even though it had assumed a kind of dream-like quality. Now, in her new mistress’
         arms, it seemed like everything before she had volunteered had simply been a prelude:
         Hannah had always known who she was, and now, with Mistress playing with Hannah’s
         little private part so that her new master could see Mistress’ fingers at work, while
         poor Rose had to suck his thing to make him feel the pleasure that masters are entitled
         to, it all seemed to come together into a kind of wicked rightness that added contentment
         to the incredible pleasure her mistress was making her feel.
      

      	
      Hannah watched her master’s hands descend onto Rose’s head, as he helplessly began
         to make little thrusts up off the chair into Rose’s mouth.
      

      	
      “Are you going to come down that bad girl’s throat, David? Is that what you’re going
         to do?” Hannah’s mistress said.
      

      	
      “Oh… God…” Master said. Mistress’ hands grew naughtier and naughtier in Hannah’s secret
         places, in front and even behind.
      

      	
      “Do you like to see me play with my sweet Hannah’s pussy?” Mistress asked.

      	
      “Mistress!” said Hannah, shocked at the language.

      	
      “Rose,” Master said. “You are going to swallow my seed now. Get ready.” He groaned,
         and held Rose’s blond head against his lap, while the girl made plaintive little sounds
         around his manhood. “There you go. There you go. Drink it up, girl,” Master grunted,
         as his body spasmed into his release. Then he gently raised Rose’s face, and looked
         down into her eyes. It made Hannah happy to hear Rose say, “Thank you, Master,” and
         to hear him say, “Thank you, Rose.”
      

      	
      “Let’s take them into the big bedroom,” Master said to Mistress.

      	
      David got two of the special cushions from the closet, and put them on the bed. Then
         he told Rose to take her nightgown off and to get on top of the cushions, on her back,
         as if they were a kind of seat. It looked very comfortable, Hannah thought, but she
         could see that Rose trembled as she had to obey Master.
      

      	
      “Spread your legs now, Rose,” he said. With a whimper, Rose obeyed, hesitantly, and
         Hannah had a beautiful view of her lovely pink pussy and anus, glistening with her
         wantonness. “Hands under your thighs to offer your cunt,” Master said.
      

      	
      “Oh!” said Rose as she obeyed, and felt how it opened her.

      	
      “We’re going to watch, Hannah,” Mistress said, and led Hannah to a couch that had
         a good view of the side of the bed where David now pulled up a desk chair, between
         Rose’s spread thighs.
      

      	
      Master turned to Mistress. “Thank you, Grace,” he said, “for this beautiful little
         cunt.”
      

      	
      That made Rose gasp, and Hannah blushed furiously when she saw that Rose’s pussy was
         clenching at the way David spoke of her.
      

      	
      “You’re so welcome, David. Happy birthday.”

      	
      Master turned back to Rose. “I am going to have my first taste of you now, Rose,”
         he said, “and you are going to watch me. If I see you look away from where I am tasting
         you, you will be punished. Do you understand?”
      

      	
      “Yes, Master,” Rose whispered, her eyes wide with distress at the thought.

      	
      Hannah watched David’s face come closer and closer to Rose’s beautiful pussy. Rose’s
         eyes were fixed on him, and Hannah saw that David’s eyes were looking right into Rose’s
         gaze. David put out his tongue, and licked. Rose cried out, and, with a sob, looked
         away.
      

      	
      She cried, “I’m sorry, Master… I’m sorry…” as David continued to lick, but then, after
         a few moments, David pulled his head back and said, “Hannah, sweetie, would you go
         the closet and get the paddle with Rose’s name on it?”
      

      	
      “No!” said Rose. “Oh, please… Master… I’m so sorry!”

      	
      But David had returned to his licking and kissing, and Rose was mewing with forced
         pleasure again, while Hannah obeyed. Two small leather paddles hung there, one with
         her name in calligraphy on the handle and one with Rose’s.
      

      	
      Mistress’ voice came from behind her, “You’d better get your own paddle too, sweetie,
         and bring it to me.”
      

      	
      Hannah swallowed, and fetched the two paddles. When she brought Rose’s to David, he
         pulled his face back, and used Hannah’s white nightgown to wipe his lips, delicately.
      

      	
      “Thank you, Hannah,” he said. “Now go to Mistress.”

      	
      “Over my lap, sweetheart,” Grace said.

      	
      Hannah turned and looked at her, brow furrowed. “But why, Mistress?” she asked with
         a little wail.
      

      	
      “Because I like to spank girls,” Grace said, simply.

      	
      As Hannah began to arrange herself over Grace’s lap, with her face to the couch cushions
         and her feet on the floor, she saw David turning Rose over, and rearranging the cushions
         beneath her so that Rose was ready for punishment.
      

      	
      Every time Hannah heard Rose’s paddle spank her bottom, and heard Rose cry out, she
         felt her own paddle strike her own bottom, and she cried out in sympathy.
      

      	
      “You will learn, girls,” David said, as the spanking and the crying continued, “that
         when I ask for something, I will get it, or you will be punished. These paddles will
         hang in your rooms, and Mistress and I will use them when necessary to enforce our
         desires.”
      

      	
       

      	
      * * *

      	
       

      	
      A little while later they all lay together on the big bed, while Master told Hannah
         and Rose about their new family.
      

      	
      “Girls,” he said, “you can tell already, I am sure, that Grace and I are not a traditional
         sort of couple. We know that both of you come from much more conventional backgrounds
         than we do, and so it’s important that we tell you about the way we were brought up,
         and the way we have lived as a married couple, and what that means for you.”
      

      	
      David was lying behind Rose, both of them on their right sides, and Grace was lying
         behind Hannah, facing them, upon their left sides. David was naked, and Grace wore
         only a pair of lacy black panties. The girls were in their nightgowns, though Rose
         had changed into her pink one.
      

      	
      “We grew up together in a very wealthy, very exclusive community on Long Island,”
         David continued. “We are both descended from very old Swiss banking families. When
         you grow up around people who can have anything they want, you end up different from
         other people, I think. Some of that is good and some of that is bad, but now that
         I’m older I think I can see that especially where sex is concerned, it simply is what
         it is. Grace and I grew up thinking that if a man feels aroused when he spanks a girl,
         or a woman feels aroused when she’s spanked, there’s nothing wrong with that—even
         if the man is married, he can find someone who for the right price will have to let
         him spank her, and have her, and the same goes for the woman.”
      

      	
      “And,” Grace added, “if a woman wants a girl to play with and do wicked things to,
         she can find someone like you, sweet Hannah.”
      

      	
      “Our little enclave preserves many of the appearances of conventional family life,
         partly because we need to keep up the show to get by in the world outside our community,
         and partly because the traditional ideas have merit as a way to give children a rooted
         existence. But in addition to fathers and mothers, most households also have servants,
         and many of those servants are concubines.”
      

      	
      Hannah watched David take Rose’s throat, gently, in his left hand, and caress her
         softly. Rose whimpered in a scared way, but Hannah could tell from the whimper that
         Rose couldn’t help the arousal she also felt.
      

      	
      “In buying you girls,” he said, “we are following a pattern that seems to be very
         common in our enclave: Grace and I married when I was twenty-five and she was twenty,
         after having a great many erotic experiences both in and out of the enclave; many
         of those experiences were with each other, or at least in each other’s company.”
      

      	
      David put his fingertips at Rose’s lips, now, and Hannah watched him push them gently
         inside. Rose gasped as she had to take her master’s three middle fingers into her
         mouth. Hannah felt her own wetness come at the shameful sight.
      

      	
      “Mostly,” Master continued, more slowly as he moved his fingers slowly inside Rose’s
         little mouth, “married couples concentrate on building their own family lives. Grace
         and I played with other couples, and with girls we met in various ways.”
      

      	
      David’s other hand was behind Rose’s head, stroking her hair, but now he gathered
         her tresses together and held them back forcefully in his hand, at the same time working
         his fingers faster between Rose’s lips, while the submissive sounds continued to come
         from her throat.
      

      	
      “But I had always had a fantasy of having a concubine of my very own,” Master said.
         “I wanted a girl who had to do what I said, and had to please me in whatever way I
         chose, no matter how wicked; a girl I could beat when I wanted, and have when I wanted,
         any way I wanted. Other men in the enclave had girls like that. Grace’s father had
         a lovely one, of whom Grace has always been very fond.”
      

      	
      Rose’s little cries seemed to grow frantic at these words, as if she were so aroused
         she were begging for someone to touch her between her legs.
      

      	
      “She came,” Mistress said, “from a school that was like the Institute, but not as
         careful. When my father bought her, she was very inexperienced, I remember, and she
         was often breaking rules and being punished, though I suppose that may have been because
         she wanted to be punished. This was after I was eighteen myself, which is a kind of
         informal rule… Hannah, sweetie, kiss Master’s hand.”
      

      	
      Hannah moved her head forward, and kissed the back of David’s hand, and then his knuckles,
         as he held them inside Rose’s mouth.
      

      	
      “Kiss Rose, now,” Master said. Mistress held Hannah’s hair back just as Master was
         holding Rose’s, and Hannah obeyed. Rose sobbed into Hannah’s mouth, and they kissed
         for a long, long time.
      

      	
      

      
   
      
      Chapter Twenty-Two

      	
       

      	
       

      	
      After a lovely dinner of chicken Kiev in the suite’s dining room, overlooking the
         beautiful little pond on the grounds of the Institute, surrounded by tall oak trees
         that prevented any attempt to see what lay outside those grounds, Master said, “Rose,
         why don’t you go get into the red lingerie set, and go back into the big bedroom and
         lie on the bed?” He turned to Mistress, and said, “You’ll take Hannah into the little
         bedroom, alright?”
      

      	
      “Certainly,” Mistress replied.

      	
      “Hannah, honey,” Master said, “please help Rose get into her new things. Then you
         can go and wait for Mistress in bed.”
      

      	
      Rose thought she was beginning to understand Master and Mistress’s relationship a
         bit. They clearly loved one another very deeply, but they seemed free of possessive
         feelings about one another. Perhaps, Rose thought, when people grow up surrounded
         by everything they could ever want, they understand possessions differently. To own
         a concubine—to own a concubine—didn’t mean that you were possessive, but that you could enjoy yourself
         in a way you wouldn’t otherwise be able to enjoy yourself. For Rose to belong to David and Grace as a possession like that, as a birthday present, didn’t mean that
         David and Grace loved each other any less; it meant that they had the means to create
         a completely different kind of household.
      

      	
      As she took off her nightgown and began to put on the lacy red panties, with their
         matching red suspender-belt corset and white stockings, she realized that she had
         never even considered that there might be families that were different, while still
         being families. She remembered what Mistress had said about the concubine Mistress’
         father had.
      

      	
      “Hannah,” Rose whispered as Hannah stood behind her, lacing up the corset, “they seem…
         nice, don’t they?”
      

      	
      “Yes!” Hannah said. “I love them!”

      	
      “Is she… is Mistress… a… um… switch, do you think?”

      	
      “I think she must be.”

      	
      “Did she spank very hard?”

      	
      “Not as hard as Master N!”

      	
      “Do you think she’s going to spank you again, now?”

      	
      Hannah giggled as she finished the lacing. “Maybe.”

      	
      “Oh, Hannah, I love you,” Rose said. “You make everything seem so… so OK.”

      	
      “I’m going to get in bed now, alright?”

      	
      Rose nodded. She put on the stockings and clipped them to the suspenders on the corset.
         Then she ran to the bed and kissed Hannah on the cheek. “See you later?”
      

      	
      Hannah smiled and nodded back. Feeling a knot in the pit of her stomach that was somehow
         both scared and thrilled, Rose walked slowly out of the door of the little bedroom.
         Master and Mistress were sitting on the couch, holding hands and talking quietly.
         When she emerged from the little bedroom, they turned to look at her.
      

      	
      “Lovely,” said Mistress. “Just lovely. Are you happy, my love?”

      	
      Master kissed Mistress, while Rose stood there, uncertainly. “Thank you,” said Master.
         “Grace… just, thank you.”
      

      	
      “Thank you, David, for my sweet Hannah!” Mistress stood up, and walked over to Rose. She took
         Rose’s hands in her own, then leaned down and kissed Rose on the lips, tenderly. “Lovely
         Rose,” Mistress said, “I hope you can learn to be content, the way my aunt Sally did.
         Your master is a wonderful man, and I think we will all be very happy together.”
      

      	
      “Yes, Mistress,” Rose said, timidly, looking at the floor the way she should.

      	
      “You’re a good girl, Rose,” Mistress said. “We know, because we’ve watched you. But
         we know you’re still a little sad.” Mistress kissed Rose again. “I think we can help
         you learn to enjoy the way you are made. I hope that makes sense. You may look at
         me, by the way.”
      

      	
      Rose looked into her tanned face, with its beautiful hazel eyes looking at her in
         concern, but also possessively. “Yes, Mistress,” she said.
      

      	
      Mistress kissed Rose again, and stroked her cheek briefly. Then she went into the
         little bedroom, and closed the door behind her.
      

      	
      Rose cast her eyes to the floor, lost in thought for a long moment. It seemed to happen
         to her very often these days; she supposed she had always been a bit of a daydreamer,
         but since Master Leo had come for her, she could slip into a reverie that went on
         and on, just looking at the floor and waiting for her master to tell her what would
         please him. Was that what Mistress meant by contentment?
      

      	
      “Rose?” she heard his voice across the room.

      	
      “Yes, Master?”

      	
      “Shouldn’t you be getting into bed?”

      	
      “Oh! I’m sorry, Master… it’s just… When Mistress…”

      	
      “That’s alright, Rose,” Master said with a little chuckle. “She’s a very arresting
         woman, isn’t she?”
      

      	
      “Oh, yes, Master. She… I…” Rose felt herself blush. “I like her very much, if that’s
         alright.”
      

      	
      She heard him cross the room, saw his feet come into her field of vision, felt his
         hand on her neck again.
      

      	
      “Look at me, Rose,” he said. She obeyed, and saw in his blue eyes that it was alright.
         “I am glad.” He bent his head down, and kissed her, hard and long, running his right
         hand all over her body, lingering on her breasts, and between her thighs, feeling,
         she was sure, the way the lace claimed her charms for his pleasure. “Into bed now,
         girl,” he said when he had broken the kiss.
      

      	
      Rose turned her eyes back to the floor, and turned her body toward the door of the
         big bedroom, in obedience.
      

      	
      When Master entered the room, he was naked once again, and Rose could see his cock
         begin to stir and rise as he came toward the bed. Her new master’s cock was not as
         big as Master N’s or Master Leo’s, but, somehow, knowing that it was the cock of the
         man who had purchased her for his pleasure made a thrill go through her body where
         she lay on the bed in the wicked garments he had bought for her.
      

      	
      Master stood next to the bed and said, softly, “Rose, we are going to fuck now.”

      	
      “Yes, Master,” she responded, breathless at the note of command in his voice, and
         at the way his refined way of speaking had suddenly expanded (not changed—for he said
         ‘fuck’ in the most refined way imaginable) to include such humiliating coarseness.
      

      	
      “Turn over, and get that backside up, right here in front of me. You’re going to get
         a fucking with your panties on, to teach you that I don’t care whether your little
         cunt is covered up or not. Have you ever been fucked with your panties on, girl?”
      

      	
      “No, Master,” Rose’s heart fluttered as she complied with his command, getting onto
         her hands and knees and presenting her rear as Master N had taught her, back arched
         and knees a little more than shoulder-width apart. Why did it make her feel so submissive
         to be told that her master would put his cock in her even when she was wearing panties?
      

      	
      “Well, you’re going to get very used to it. To fuck a pretty little cunt in red lace
         is just about the most heavenly thing in the world, as far as I’m concerned.”
      

      	
      Rose felt her master’s hand on her bottom, cupping possessively around both cheeks,
         caressing gently. “It’s very hard to believe, Rose, I must confess, that you really
         are mine, but I feel sure I shall get used to it.”
      

      	
      Then to her uncomfortable surprise, David began to spank her, with his open palm.

      	
      Rose cried out as he gave her spank after spank, in a steady, but quickening, rhythm.
         She was desperate to know why her master was spanking her, but all she could do was
         take the reasonless chastisement and keep her bottom high the way she should.
      

      	
      At last, when her backside felt very tender, still without a word, she felt David
         running his fingers under the lacy material that didn’t cover her bottom as much as
         it showed that as his concubine she was not allowed to have it covered—the thin strip
         between her bottom cheeks that widened just a bit as it ran forward and marked her
         pussy out, too, as a wealthy man’s property. Her master pulled that strip aside, and
         held it out of the way, across her right bottom cheek, while he put the head of his
         cock at the entrance to Rose’s pussy.
      

      	
      Then David entered his new concubine in the place where his cock could give Rose pleasure,
         as well as himself. He rode her with an easy rhythm, resting his right hand, which
         still held the gusset of her panties in its fingers, upon her bottom, and grasping
         the laces of the corset with his left, to control Rose’s own movements upon her master’s
         cock. Each time he thrust all the way into her, Rose felt his hips against her spanked
         bottom, and gave a little whimper.
      

      	
      “Do you know why I spanked you, Rose?” David asked, his breathing coming a bit harshly
         in his pleasure.
      

      	
      “No… no, Master,” Rose replied, with difficulty.

      	
      “Because I could,” her master said, simply, “and because I like to spank girls. You
         are going to have to get used to being spanked, because I can spank you whenever I
         like now, since you are my birthday present.”
      

      	
      “Oh, God…” Rose cried. David’s words seemed to make the pleasure in her pussy grow
         until it was almost too much.
      

      	
      “How does that make you feel, Rose?” David grunted, as his thrusts became more spasmodic
         and uneven, which Rose could already tell was the sign that he was close to coming.
         “How does that make your little cunt feel, when I fuck it the way a master should
         fuck his little concubine’s cunt?”
      

      	
      “Oh, Master… Master… I… I can’t…” Rose cried, and then she had to scream, “Please,
         may I come?”
      

      	
      “No, Rose, you may not,” said David, and came himself, letting the panties fall from
         his fingers and holding both her hips in an almost-painful grasp as he jerked out
         his climax against her still-blazing bottom.
      

      	
      He released her hips and withdrew, and left her there for a moment. She heard him
         get something from a little table, and then he returned. The gusset of the lace panties
         was still across her right bottom cheek, so that she knew he could see her charms
         laid out before him: her glistening, hairless pussy; her cringing virginal anus above
         it.
      

      	
      “I want you to think about your ass-night now, Rose,” David said quietly, and she
         heard a click, and buzzing sound, and then something was entering her there, where
         her master would, someday soon, put his cock. “It’s your cute little pink vibrator,
         Rose. Master Leo gave it to me, because I own you now.”
      

      	
      Rose gave a little sob, and without willing it, tried to make her anus tight against
         the vibrator. But her master insisted, and finally, with another sob, Rose took what
         she had to take, much deeper than she had ever pushed it into herself, those nights
         in bed alone.
      

      	
      Rose could do nothing but whimper with every breath, so overwhelming was the feeling
         in her bottom, and when David began to push his fingers into her pussy, and touch
         her clitoris with his other hand, she had no choice but to scream, “Master, please!”
      

      	
      “Shh,” said David, withdrawing the vibrator, and taking his hand from her pussy. “You
         are going to beg me to put the vibrator back, so that you may come with it deep inside
         you.”
      

      	
      Rose felt herself rebelling against the terrible, shameful thought. In her mind she
         heard Miss Abigail saying, “Your pleasure comes second.” Now her master was showing
         her the way he claimed that pleasure, and made it wicked, because Rose was a naughty
         girl who put things in her bottom.
      

      	
      “Oh, God…” Rose said.

      	
      “Beg me, you wicked girl,” David said quietly but forcefully. He spanked her. She
         whimpered.
      

      	
      “Beg me, or I’ll get the cane, Rose.”

      	
      “Master… Master, please…”

      	
      “I hope you’re going to say, ‘Please put it in my ass,’” David said, and spanked her
         again.
      

      	
      “Please put it in my ass, Master,” Rose sobbed.

      	
      “Why, Rose?”

      	
      “Oh, God…” Rose felt her pussy clenching uncontrollably, felt her hips working up
         and down, desperate for relief.
      

      	
      David spanked her again. “Why do you want your little vibrator all the way up your
         ass, Rose?”
      

      	
      “Because I want to come with it inside me!”

      	
      Rose screamed as she felt the tip returning to her, entering her, filling her, deeper
         and deeper. The buzzing of it inside her made her breath come so quickly she thought
         she would hyperventilate. Then at last her master returned his fingers to her pussy.
      

      	
      “You may come now,” he said quietly, “as long as you are thinking about yourself on
         the bench, taking something much more precious in that cute asshole. As long as you
         are thinking about my cock, in your ass, at last.”
      

      	
       

      	
      * * *

      	
       

      	
      That happened just five days later. Hannah sat in her white nightgown in Grace’s lap,
         off to the side but facing the audience of the other girls of the Institute, while
         Rose shrieked at the rough way David rode her bottom. As the contents of her closet
         had promised when she had first arrived at the Institute, David had chosen as Rose’s
         only garment a pair of white seat-less panties, so that his predilection for fucking
         girls still in their lingerie might easily be honored, while at the same time Rose
         might feel as she approached the bench to have her backside deflowered by her owner,
         that she would from henceforth be subject to that predilection and every other desire
         her owner might have in regard to her body.
      

      	
      In the intervening five days, Rose and Hannah had done their finishing work; for Hannah,
         at Grace’s request, this work had comprised some tongue-strengthening exercises—apparently
         Grace hadn’t been quite satisfied when she had put Hannah on her back to ride her
         face, though Hannah told Rose that she guessed Mistress just wanted something to have
         Hannah work on, for she had seemed very happy, and had played with Hannah’s own private
         part as a reward until Hannah had screamed and come over and over.
      

      	
      For Rose, however, the finishing was harsher: she was sent to Miss Abigail for twelve
         from the cane, so that she would bear those marks when her master took her backside,
         and so that Rose would have a grasp (so David said himself) of the way that he might
         delegate her punishment to others, just for the pleasure of knowing that Rose was
         being beaten, without having to take the trouble to do the beating himself. Rose had
         tried to be brave, but Miss Abigail had to call Master N at the end, and have him
         secure Rose to the bench for the final six, because Rose had tried to run away. Thus
         the bottom David fucked was adorned with twelve lovely purple welts, an art-form in
         which Miss Abigail was very skilled indeed.
      

      	
      As Rose sobbed over the bench, feeling David’s cock in the place where she had fantasized
         a master fucking her so very many times, she remembered Grace’s words, as she had
         so often over the past days, and wondered how something so painful, and so shameful,
         could feel so right to her. By breaking her, had Master Leo somehow unlocked a part
         of her that couldn’t have been unlocked any other way?
      

      	
      David’s cock was huge in Rose’s anus, filling her over and over, holding her burningly
         open there. But the idea that he, her owner, was enjoying himself in her bottom turned
         that terrible discomfort into a kind of tribute to Rose’s finally emerging submissive
         nature and to her acknowledgment—even if it was just the tacit acknowledgment of not
         needing to be beaten, nor to be bound to this erotic altar upon which she was being
         consecrated to David’s use—of her need for mastering by a man like David.
      

      	
      As Rose felt David begin to come inside her anus, shouting out his pleasure at the
         delicious tightness his cock was experiencing inside his concubine’s virginal rear,
         she suddenly saw a strange vision before her eyes: her signature on a contract—more
         specifically, on a schedule that made up part of a contract—which said, “I, the undersigned
         Rose Hutchison, consent to be penetrated in my anus by my owner, or by anyone to whom
         my owner gives the right to penetrate my anus.”
      

      	
      What did it mean? Was it real? How could it be real? It was like one of those strange
         dreams where your entire life turns out to be different from what you thought it was:
         sometimes it’s wonderful, but mostly it’s terrible—you’ve forgotten that crime you
         committed ten years ago, but here are the police at your door, and then you wake and
         it takes long minutes before you can convince yourself that the dream wasn’t real,
         and you never committed that crime. With this vision of the contract, though, Rose
         was suddenly filled with a strange joy: somewhere, as unreal as the contract seemed,
         there was something inside her that knew what she really needed… that might even sign
         a contract to say so. Some version of Rose knew that the kind of family David and
         Grace were offering her could be the foundation of a much, much better life than any
         of which she had ever even dreamt.
      

      	
      “Thank you, Rose,” David was saying, as he stroked Rose’s back and her bottom cheeks,
         letting himself detumesce inside her anus.
      

      	
      So confused was Rose by the vision of the contract that she nearly forgot to say,
         “Thank you, Master.”
      

      	
      

      
   
      
      Chapter Twenty-Three

      	
       

      	
       

      	
      “We’re a little concerned about how distracted Rose was at the end, there,” said Abigail,
         after Joanne had watched the video of Rose’s ass-night.
      

      	
      “It looked like subspace to me,” Joanne said, puzzled. “Isn’t that exactly what you’re
         hoping will happen?”
      

      	
      “Subspace definitely accounts for a lot of her reactions, and Neil has done a wonderful
         job with Rose. We have no doubt at all that she got the full benefit of the experience
         of being taken that way by her owner for the first time. But towards the end there’s
         a look of surprise on her face that could be indicative of memory-recovery.”
      

      	
      Abigail found the point on the video she meant, and froze it for Joanne. Joanne had
         to agree that Rose’s look was strange—but, really, what constituted strangeness when
         it came to the way people reacted in BDSM scenes, especially fully realized ones like
         the Institute mounted for an occasion like an ass-night?
      

      	
      “So what does that mean?” Joanne asked.

      	
      “First,” replied Abigail, “it means that we’ll be watching very closely for further
         memory-recovery. When memory-recovery does occur, it very rarely causes any problem,
         but there have been instances in which the concubine repudiated her consent, and while
         there are procedures in place for that, it’s best for everyone concerned if it’s caught
         quickly and the concubine is removed and counselled. Second, if recovery does happen,
         and it’s positive, it would mean that you would have to be ready to intervene to help
         Rose make the decisions she’ll have to make.”
      

      	
      “That would have happened at the end of the year anyway, right?” Joanne asked.

      	
      “Yes, that’s right, but we’re going to have to ask you to check in with us every day
         from this point on, because if Rose does get her memories back, you’ll have to be
         ready.”
      

      	
      “That makes sense,” Joanne said.

      	
      

      
   
      
      Chapter Twenty-Four

      	
       

      	
       

      	
      Grace couldn’t get over how lovely Rose and Hannah looked together, bound side-by-side
         upon the double spanking bench, waiting for the guests to arrive. Next to each of
         their lovely naked bottoms, presented in the foyer of the Handelsons’ villa on Saint
         Martin, was a little table, and upon each little table was a paddle: a little leather
         one for Hannah’s bottom and a big wooden one, with holes to let the air through so
         it could strike the backside harder, for Rose’s bottom.
      

      	
      David and Grace had agonized for quite a while about how to present the girls: should
         they enter in elegant dresses, and then remove them to reveal naughty lingerie? Should
         they simply enter in the lingerie, or even without it?
      

      	
      They had decided that there would be time, by end of the evening, for an entrance
         like that, but that the breathtaking spectacle of two such shapely backsides, clearly
         owned by David and Grace and offered to the discerning guest for exploration and chastisement,
         would convey both the Handelsons’ pride in having acquired the girls and the way they
         regarded such fabulous treasures as Rose’s and Hannah’s bottoms not as riches to be
         hoarded but as wealth to be shared with the friends who would understand the meaning
         of the gift.
      

      	
      Under each bottom, between the girl’s spread knees, Grace had placed a little card
         on a wooden stand. The cards read:
      

      	
       

      	
      Hi! I’m Hannah, and I’m only nineteen! My mistress is teaching me to be a good girl,
         but I always need a reminder. Spank my bottom with my paddle to show me how important
         it is to be a good girl.
      

      	
       

      	
      and

      	
       

      	
      Hi! I’m Rose, and I’m my mistress’ birthday present to my master. I’m a very bad girl:
         before I became a concubine I used to touch my anus when I shouldn’t. Now my master
         fucks my bottom every night to teach me my lesson. Please paddle me hard, to help
         me learn.
      

      	
       

      	
      Grace and David had the girls read their cards at breakfast that morning. Both Hannah
         and Rose blushed so charmingly at the indignity that Grace couldn’t help giving them
         each a hug.
      

      	
      “Will it hurt very much?” Hannah had whispered.

      	
      “I’m afraid it might, little one,” Grace had said. “Our friends know how to give a
         good paddling. But I’ll be watching to make sure your pretty bottom isn’t really harmed.”
      

      	
      “And I’ll be watching yours, Rose,” David had said. “I wouldn’t miss watching my girl
         get paddled for the world.”
      

      	
      “Yes, Master,” Rose said.

      	
      It had been two weeks since they had left the Institute, driven by chauffeur to the
         little airport and then making their way via helicopters and private jets down to
         the island in a mere four hours or so. Every day, Grace had found that she seemed
         to love the girls more than the day before—Rose especially, because Grace had been
         so worried about how she would feel, watching David go in to Rose every night, watching
         him fuck Rose on the beach, in the water, on the balcony. But David was so blissfully
         happy, and it truly seemed to Grace that what he gave to Rose had not been taken from
         her.
      

      	
      That was why she loved Rose, Grace thought. Rose truly was the submissive that Grace
         had pretended so many times to be for David, to make David happy. Grace could see
         on Rose’s face that having David’s cock in her ass took her to that different place—the
         same different place, really, Grace thought, where Grace herself went when she spanked
         Hannah.
      

      	
      Because from the first moment when she had taken Hannah over her knee in the little
         bedroom at the Institute, Grace had known that she had finally found out who she was
         supposed to be. She was Hannah’s mistress, and when she had arisen from the chair
         where that first spanking had taken place, there had been an enormous wet spot on
         the cushion; Grace had never been so aroused in her life. When she had held Hannah
         on her lap afterward, with those bright, dark eyes looking into hers and the tears
         running down the little face, she had thought, almost hyper-consciously, “This must
         be what it’s like for David to put his cock in a submissive girl’s ass.”
      

      	
      It had been the look on David’s face, at that party in Paris, when he was at the host’s
         encouragement fucking the backside of the host’s concubine, that had made her think
         she had to ask him whether he wanted one. Now she felt the look on her own face, as
         she surveyed Rose and Hannah—especially Hannah, Grace’s own little girl—offered in
         that same way to the guests of the Handelsons’ island villa.
      

      	
      These guests, all associated closely with the enclave in which Grace and David had
         grown up, would start arriving very soon. Grace was too intelligent a woman to think
         that things could finally have become as permanently blissful for her and David as
         it seemed right now, but the project of acquiring the girls had apparently done wonders
         for their lives together, and it was hard to see how it could fail to continue thus,
         happily, for a good long time. She remembered her mother saying to her, when Grace
         had come home crying from school once because she had seen her best friend Ellen Stoddard
         teased and bullied over living in a polyamorous household (the elders of the enclave
         had resolved long since to send their children to public school to prepare them to
         deal with the outside world), “Family is not a single thing, Grace, though you will
         meet many people who think it is. You may be bullied someday yourself because of choices
         your father and I make about whom we love, and Ellen probably will be bullied many
         times, but listen to me: these years, before you come of age, when you look back at
         them, will have gone in a flash, and you will have a life ahead of you so much more
         fulfilling than the lives of any of those bullies that you may find yourself truly
         feeling sorry for them.”
      

      	
      Best of all, Rose and Hannah both seemed happy. Really, Grace supposed it to be terribly
         difficult not to be happy on Saint Martin, as long as you wore your sunscreen. When
         they weren’t being played with, they spent their time reading or exercising at the
         club (they had been given suitable clothing to wear outside the house), or watching
         movies in the screening room, some of which wouldn’t be in cinemas for weeks, since
         David’s book of business included some of the Hollywood studios. Or they would be
         online, often with friends from the Institute who had been placed, like them, and
         were allowed the privilege; the Institute maintained an ultra-secure social network
         for the purpose, and monitored all the communications.
      

      	
      Every day they spent two hours on the beach with David and Grace. Mostly, if David
         and Grace weren’t interested in enjoying them over a lounge chair or in the water,
         they built sandcastles, with Hannah taking up her girlish role with apparent joy and
         Rose coming along as a sort of older-sister helper.
      

      	
      Only once had Hannah had to be punished; Rose had not been punished at all, though
         of course David beat her from time to time, for both their pleasure. Grace had to
         have David give Hannah a very hard paddling because she had misbehaved at the club:
         a friend of David’s family, rather older than David, had heard Hannah use a bad word
         to Rose in the bar, where David and Grace had allowed the girls to go on condition
         that their behavior be perfect, and had told her to get over his knee for a spanking.
         Hannah had refused and said, sassily, “You’re not my master or my mistress, are you?”
      

      	
      After her paddling from David, which occurred as soon as the girls returned home,
         the incident having been relayed to them by the friend, who was called Uncle Peter,
         Hannah had been sent over to his house for additional punishment and a long afternoon
         of pleasuring him.
      

      	
      “Be honest with me, sweetheart,” Grace had said to her that evening as Hannah sat
         in her lap. “Did you mean to earn that punishment?”
      

      	
      “Oh, Mistress,” Hannah had replied, blushing, “I suppose I did, but being here with
         you and Master I can hardly tell anymore.”
      

      	
      “Was your time with Uncle Peter very bad?”

      	
      “No, though I think he thought it was, and I cried a lot for him because it seemed
         to make him happy.”
      

      	
      Grace had to admit to herself that the thought was making her rather happier than
         might be consistent with a strictly loving role. “Did he… have you, sweet Hannah?”
         she whispered.
      

      	
      Hannah nodded solemnly. “That made him very, very happy,” she whispered back. “And
         I didn’t mind. After he spanked me, he was very nice, and…”
      

      	
      “And what, Hannah?”

      	
      “I told him I wanted to make him feel good with my mouth, like girls do sometimes
         with their husbands, and the way Rose has to do with Master when Master tells her
         to.”
      

      	
      “Naughty!”

      	
      “Oh, Mistress, I’m sorry! I hope it was alright!”

      	
      “Yes, child, it was fine. It was wonderful, and I’m glad Uncle Peter got to see what
         a pleasing young lady you really are.”
      

      	
      The doorbell rang. It was, in fact, Uncle Peter himself. He gave David a hug, and
         the cash-filled envelope that was the universal enclave birthday gift. Everyone gave
         cash because no one in the enclave ever wanted for anything, and the competition to
         buy ever more garish gifts had seemed to the founders of the community wasteful and
         vulgar. Gifted cash that need not pass through anyone’s digitally discoverable accounts
         was always very welcome, on the other hand, though it usually simply circulated from
         one celebration to the next, sitting in the safe still in its various envelopes until
         a birthday or engagement party invitation arrived.
      

      	
      “I know I’m common to arrive so close to on time,” Peter said, “but the thought of
         seeing your girls, and having the chance to get to know them even better—though of
         course I know Hannah rather well, now, already—didn’t let me rest.”
      

      	
      Grace laughed. “I can see that,” she said, looking pointedly at the tent in Peter’s
         trousers. “They’re just for spanking right now, alright?”
      

      	
      “Of course,” Peter said, moving across the foyer toward the long spanking bench, to
         admire the proffered backsides. “Girls,” he said, “it’s Uncle Peter. We met at the
         club last week—do you remember?”
      

      	
      “Yes, Uncle Peter,” Rose and Hannah chorused back, their faces charmingly revealed
         by the big mirror Grace had placed on the far side of the bench. “How are you coming
         along, girls? Rose, are you enjoying Saint Martin?”
      

      	
      “Very much, Uncle Peter.”

      	
      “And, Hannah, I hope your bottom is feeling better?”

      	
      “Yes, Uncle Peter. Thank you again for my punishment. I won’t sass you again, I promise.”

      	
      “Oh,” said Peter, comically, “that’s a shame. Thank goodness that tonight I don’t
         need an excuse to redden these bottoms!” Just as he picked up Hannah’s paddle, the
         doorbell rang again, and the guests began to arrive in number, until the full complement
         of the thirty-five invited friends were present.
      

      	
      With so many guests, David rationed each of them to no more than ten paddle-spanks
         on each bottom, but even so the bottoms quickly grew so red and the wails and tears
         of the girls so authentic that Grace had to announce a break in the chastisement at
         around 8:00: “You may give these naughty bottoms the rest of David’s birthday spanking
         in fifteen minutes!”
      

      	
      An audible sigh went up from the queue of friends and relations, but they happily
         filed into the living room to fill their glasses and eat seafood in great profusion,
         secure in the knowledge that they would have their chance at Rose’s and Hannah’s backsides
         in a little while. Before she went to join David and the guests, Grace went to stand
         between the bottoms, and laid a maternal hand on each of them, looking into Rose’s
         and Hannah’s bright eyes in the mirror.
      

      	
      “You’re doing so well, girls,” she said. “Thank you.”

      	
      “Thank you, Mistress,” said Rose.

      	
      “Thank you, Mistress,” said Hannah.

      	
      

      
   
      
      Chapter Twenty-Five

      	
       

      	
       

      	
      Really, Rose was so used to being spanked now, and so accustomed to the arousal that
         it brought, that being paddled by these rich people seemed like a dream of submissive
         pleasure. Indeed, she had to admit that ‘accustomed’ was the wrong word: really, she
         craved the humiliating discomfort of being placed over the spanking bench and paddled
         by her master, and now, tonight, to know that he was watching these strangers spank
         her seemed to send her into a different place, high above the world she had known
         before she had been his concubine. And when Rose realized that David was watching
         Rose, too, as in the mirror she saw them spanking his new concubine—saw the lustful
         looks on her master’s guests’ faces, as they enjoyed giving David’s birthday present’s
         bottom what it had coming to it for the naughtiness that never, ever seemed likely
         to go away—it all seemed like she had travelled through the cover of Schoolgirl Tales and ended up in a wonderland of spanking and sex that she never wanted to leave.
      

      	
      After Rose and Hannah had remained by themselves in the foyer for fifteen minutes,
         listening to the guests and whispering to one another—giggling, even, about Uncle
         Peter—Grace declared that it was time for those who had not gotten a chance with the
         paddles to return and queue up for a second round of birthday chastisement. After
         more sharp smacking sounds, and wails of pain from Hannah and Rose, the guests had
         at last finished saying hello to the new acquisitions, and it was time for the next
         part of the festivities.
      

      	
      Before the girls were sent for their next duty, though, Grace brought out a small
         gift box, and handed it to David.
      

      	
      “I told you not to,” David said.

      	
      “I know you did,” Grace replied, “just like every year. But when I thought of this
         I couldn’t resist. Open it now.”
      

      	
      David complied, opening the paper, neatly folding it, and laying it aside. Rose watched
         in the mirror as he opened the little box, while Grace stood by him and peered into
         it. Inside were two thin silver collars, with clasps bearing tiny locks. David’s and
         Grace’s initials, ‘DH’ and ‘GH’ were affixed to them on little medallions that hung
         from the delicate, shiny circles. David laughed as he took out the little keys.
      

      	
      “Perfect,” David said.

      	
      “And the sizes are right,” Grace said. “I got the numbers from the Institute.”

      	
      “Do you want to put them on the girls?” David asked.

      	
      Grace said, “You should do Rose, and I’ll do Hannah.” David handed the slightly smaller
         collar to Grace, and David and Grace advanced toward the girls. Rose watched David’s
         face in the mirror, feeling her stomach flutter at how intent he appeared on enjoying
         this moment of possession, as she felt his hands, so familiar now, on her neck, fastening
         her new collar around it, and heard the little click of the lock. In the mirror, she
         saw the initials on the little medallion: DH.
      

      	
      “You may get up, girls,” David said, “and go get into your lingerie.”

      	
      Grace said, “We’ll see you just after David blows out his candles, OK?”

      	
      “Yes, Mistress,” they said.

      	
      David had picked out the lingerie: white for Hannah and black for Rose, matching garter
         belts and stockings, with nothing else.
      

      	
      Besides the manner of their entrance, David and Grace had declined to tell them anything
         about what would happen once they were among the guests. “Birthdays are a time for
         surprises,” Grace had said. Rose felt her stomach flutter as she imagined the various
         possibilities.
      

      	
      They stood, waiting, in the kitchen, while a caterer put the candles on the cake.
         Rose wasn’t positive, but the caterer seemed to be blushing at the site of Hannah
         and Rose in their garter belts framing their hairless pussies. Hannah took Rose’s
         hand and whispered, “It’s going to be OK.” Rose realized that she was shaking like
         a leaf.
      

      	
      The cake departed for the living room; they heard the guests singing ‘Happy Birthday.’
         “Let’s go,” Hannah said. They walked through the dining room, and stood in the entry
         to the living room, which was broad enough to hold both of them, and watched David
         try to blow all thirty of the candles out. Grace finally had to help him, as the guests
         laughed and applauded.
      

      	
      The lights came up, and the guests began to notice Hannah and Rose standing in the
         doorway. An appreciative murmur seemed to run through the crowd. As the caterer began
         to cut the cake into pieces for the guests, Grace said, to the whole party, “David
         told me that I should introduce the girls, because Rose, as you know is my present
         to him. We’ve already bored you all with the story of how Hannah comes to be with
         us, too, so I’ll just say that I think I’m the luckiest woman ever to give her husband
         a concubine.”
      

      	
      The guests laughed uproariously at that, and Rose felt her heart rise as she saw the
         beatific smile on Grace’s face. Suddenly her eyes found Uncle Peter’s, and she realized
         that he was looking straight at her, with a fixed gaze, that—she had no doubt of it—was
         clearly hungry. Absurdly, she felt herself blush under his gaze as she had not blushed
         to be in front of all these people clad only in a garter belt and stockings, with
         her pussy smooth and bare.
      

      	
      She cast her eyes down, where she knew they should be.

      	
      “Anyway, with David’s permission,” continued Grace, “I’m the one who gets to tell
         you what we have planned. We want to make sure that you get the chance to get to know
         our wonderful girls as intimately as you would like. So when we go out onto the patio
         in a moment, Rose and Hannah are going to put on a little show, to start off with.”
      

      	
      Now Rose was blushing as she thought she had never blushed.

      	
      “After that, Rose is going to be tied over a bench, and you’ll have the opportunity
         to use her however you’d like. Hannah, as you know, is a bit different. She’s very
         attached to Rose, so we’re not going to separate them tonight, when you can well imagine
         they’re both a little nervous. So we’re going to tie Hannah to the bench that Rose
         is over, but she’ll be on a long leash. She’ll be on her little stool there, and there’ll
         also be a big chair nearby, for you to sit in if you’d like. One of my favorite things
         in the world is to have Hannah in my lap while I watch David enjoy Rose. You may do
         that with Hannah, or you may, if you want, put her over her stool, or over the chair,
         for a little spanking. Hannah tends to be very naughty while Rose is being enjoyed.
         You may find it necessary to chastise her for that. The choice is yours, but Hannah’s
         play of innocence is important to us, and we ask you to respect that.”
      

      	
       

      	
      * * *

      	
       

      	
      At the end of the patio, well lit by floodlights in the trees, there was a raised
         platform built out of the same stone as the patio, and Rose and Hannah were ordered
         to go up the steps to it. Atop the platform, gymnastics mats had been laid out. Those
         mats had themselves been placed on a slightly slanted structure, so that what Rose
         and Hannah did on the mats would be visible to the guests, milling about, drinking
         and eating cake on the patio. Thankfully, at the bottom of the little slope of mats,
         more mats had been secured as a lip, so that the girls stood in no danger of falling
         off the platform. Against that lip, too, there were cushions that Rose and Hannah
         could use as they liked to position themselves and each other.
      

      	
      Rose and Hannah were told to begin by kneeling, facing each other, and then to embrace
         and kiss, and rub their breasts together. Then they had to hold one another’s bottoms,
         and show the guests how they rubbed their pussies together. David gave all these commands
         amid an ongoing flow of dirty talk that had both Rose and Hannah flushed and panting:
         “Show these nice people how naughty you are,” and, “I’m sure that little pussy is
         very wet, isn’t it?” and, “Look at those cute pink bottoms! You all did a very nice
         job with the paddles!”
      

      	
      Then, however, it was time for David to ask for requests from the audience as to what
         the girls would do. In their female pleasure class at the Institute, Rose and Hannah
         had learned to put on this kind of performance, not in the manner of porn stars, but
         in the manner of innocent young things who are frightfully ashamed of doing the things
         they are commanded to do. Nor did Rose find it very difficult to assume that attitude,
         for it did feel so very shameful to have to do the things that were called out, with
         Hannah, like sixty-nine, and taking turns spanking each other, and, “Bend down and
         open up those asses for us.”
      

      	
      Then David got out the toy box, and the commands were “Double dong!” and “Hannah,
         put that big one in Rose’s pussy!” and “Ass to ass!”
      

      	
      The show went on for an hour or so. In between the various things David and the guests
         told them to do, Rose and Hannah got the chance to be creative: Rose arranged some
         cushions, for example, so that she could sit comfortably and take Hannah on her lap
         and cuddle her naughtily, facing the party guests but letting the two of them focus
         on each other. Rose whispered into Hannah’s ear things like “Such a good girl, Hannah,”
         and “Naughty wet pussy,” as she caressed the friend who now really did feel to Rose
         like a little sister.
      

      	
      After the show, Hannah and Rose were led to the far end of the patio, where there
         were tiki torches to light the bench with the stool and the chair next to it. The
         torch light glinted off their new silver collars, and Rose found herself touching
         hers, and the medallion that said ‘DH’ on it, self-consciously, but also with a kind
         of secret pleasure.
      

      	
      It went on for a long time. There was no long queue, as there had been for the paddles
         at the beginning of the party, because Grace was making her way through the guests,
         asking whether they would like some time with Hannah and Rose. Sometimes there was
         just one man there, taking his pleasure of Rose, perhaps instructing Hannah to watch,
         as Uncle Peter did. Sometimes a couple came, and the husband would enjoy Rose while
         the wife spanked Hannah, or the wife would don the strap-on harness that lay on the
         table next to Rose’s bench, and plunge into Rose that way, where Rose lay arranged
         for such indignities, and the husband would sit in the chair and give Hannah an orgasm
         with his fingers as they watched.
      

      	
      Always Rose could see a few spectators, and notable among them was David himself.

      	
      The lessons that Master Leo had begun with her, in multiple orgasm, Miss Abigail had
         brought to a high state of readiness for this sort of activity. Rose came under the
         cocks, and the fingers, and the toys, over and over and over. Every time she did,
         David seemed to be there next to her, saying, “Good girl. Good girl. Come for Master.”
         More than once, the person playing with Hannah would try to synchronize Hannah’s own
         climax with Rose’s. Often Rose felt like hearing Hannah come made her own orgasm even
         more intense, and it seemed to be the same way for Hannah, because when they had simultaneous
         climaxes, those climaxes always seemed to be so loud that they heard laughter at the
         sounds from the guests on the patio.
      

      	
      After what seemed like an endless time of that, Rose heard Grace say, “Alright, let’s
         give the girls a rest.” Tied as she was, facing away from the party, Rose couldn’t
         tell what was going on, but Hannah brought her little stool close and sat upon it
         and talked to Rose.
      

      	
      “Most of them are naked now,” Hannah whispered, with a giggle. “Some of them are having
         grown-up time with each other.”
      

      	
      “What’s Uncle Peter doing?” asked Rose.

      	
      “He’s in his underwear,” Hannah replied. “He’s sitting off to the side with another
         man, who’s naked, and it looks like they’re talking business.”
      

      	
      “He looked at me like he wanted to eat me, while they were doing the cake,” Rose said.

      	
      “I think he said something when he was over here about having you come over for special
         time, like I did.”
      

      	
      “Would Master send me, do you think?” asked Rose. She shivered. “I’m not sure I could
         do that.”
      

      	
      “I don’t think Master would make you do that. He’s so nice, isn’t he?”
      

      	
      Rose sighed. “Yes,” she said. “It’s so strange. He beats me nearly every day for no
         reason, but I love him more than I ever loved my ex-husband.”
      

      	
      “What do you think your ex-husband would have done if you had told him that you wanted
         him to beat you?” asked Hannah, curiously.
      

      	
      Rose felt her brow furrow. “You remember I told you about that movie I saw, and the
         conversation I had with my friend Joanne?”
      

      	
      Hannah nodded.

      	
      “Well, after that, I tried to hint at it to Joe over and over. But the one time I
         actually came out and said I think I deserve a spanking, he said ‘Don’t be ridiculous.’”
      

      	
      “Oh,” Hannah said.

      	
      “So I never said anything like, ‘If you don’t beat me I’m going to leave you,’ but
         even though we never talked about it, by the time he left it was completely clear
         that he was not a dominant and didn’t ever want to try to be one.”
      

      	
      “And now you’ve got Master.”

      	
      “Yes, Master,” Rose said, really just because she wanted to say the word, and think
         about David. “But… I don’t think I’m in love with Master. And that’s funny, because
         I was so sure I was in love with Joe.”
      

      	
      “Maybe you were,” Hannah said, “but being in love isn’t as strong as loving your master.”

      	
      “He just makes me feel… I don’t know… whole… safe… loved… and maybe just content to
         be who I am. This fantasy that I never let myself really have… I mean, I played with
         myself thinking about it all the time, but when I thought about it in real life, I
         said no, never… to be a good, strong man’s possession. Then Master Leo came, and all
         of a sudden I just was. It’s like being abducted was the best thing that ever happened
         to me.”
      

      	
      That was when another of the visions came. Rose saw Joanne Goshen’s face, watched
         her mouth move, and make the words, “You won’t remember that you said Yes.”
      

      	
      “Rose,” Hannah was saying, “what’s wrong?”

      	
      “Um… nothing,” Rose replied. “Just daydreaming for a second.”

      	
       

      	
      * * *

      	
       

      	
      After all the guests had departed, David and Grace came to get Rose and Hannah. Before
         they released them, Grace sat in the big chair, with Hannah on her lap, and watched
         while David took Rose in her ass. Then David took Rose back to his bedroom, and Grace
         took Hannah back to hers. As Rose fell asleep in David’s arms, still in her garter
         belt and stockings, strange dreams surrounding those visions seemed to play in her
         head. David gave Rose to Uncle Peter, saying, “She doesn’t remember that she said
         Yes.” Miss Abigail, wearing an enormous strap-on, came toward her, saying, “You agreed
         to be penetrated in your bottom. Now get that backside nice and high for me.” Grace
         sat in the big chair, with her knees wide spread, and said to Rose, “Don’t you remember
         that you asked for this? Now come be a good girl for me.”
      

      	
      

      
   
      
      Chapter Twenty-Six

      	
       

      	
       

      	
      Peter came by the next morning to plan the night he had asked David about, at the
         party. David had been very amenable, so when Peter came down to the Handelsons’ beach,
         David called Rose in from the water where she and Hannah had been splashing, so she
         could hear about her duties the next night.
      

      	
      “Now, tonight, Rose,” David told her as she stood before his lounge chair, “the Millers
         are coming to meet you and Hannah, as I told you yesterday. But Peter here was wondering
         last night at the party if I might like to share your ass with him tomorrow night,
         and I said I thought it was a great idea.”
      

      	
      David watched the look of horror that spread across Rose’s pretty face, and felt himself
         get very hard as he saw it “What, Master? I… thought…”
      

      	
      “You heard me, Rose. Do I need to have you fetch your paddle and get over Peter’s
         knee right now?”
      

      	
      “No, Master.”

      	
      “So we’ll go over to Peter’s house for dinner, just you and I, tomorrow night, and
         after dinner Peter will take you in your bottom, while I watch, and hold your hands.”
         David turned to Peter. “She’s still really tight, but don’t use too much lube, okay?
         I want her to feel like she’s getting it hard.”
      

      	
      “Sounds good to me,” Peter said.

      	
      “Master…” Rose said, the fear in her voice dominant, he thought, but not completely
         covering over the arousal.
      

      	
      “Are we going to have a problem, Rose?” David asked.

      	
      “No, Master,” Rose replied, but uncertainly.

      	
      “Then run along back into the water and play.”

      	
       

      	
      * * *

      	
       

      	
      David knew it was going to be hard for Rose; much harder than having the Millers over—and
         much harder than it had been for Hannah to go over to Peter’s the previous week for
         her punishment. Rose was precious to David for the way that such things were hard;
         she was exactly the concubine he had always wanted precisely because he had to make
         her submit to having her ass enjoyed by a friend of the family, over his dining room
         table after dinner: because of the way he knew her heart was quailing now, thinking
         about how it would feel to have her master hold her hands while he watched Peter’s
         cock moving in her backside.
      

      	
      All that day David was hard, thinking about watching Peter having Rose’s ass. Of course,
         since David and Grace had taken possession of Rose and Hannah, it seemed hardness
         was his constant state—something David didn’t mind a bit, knowing that when he wanted
         to he could summon Rose or Hannah or both of them, and have them precisely as he wished.
      

      	
      In the morning, Rose had emerged from her bedroom in a skimpy black bikini bottom
         with knots on her hips: the one David had put out for her, thinking about the way
         he would untie those knots later. He, her owner, had chosen that wicked bathing suit,
         which modest Rose Hutchison would never have worn before her breaking, but which at
         David’s command Rose wore with nothing else save the silver collar with his initials
         hanging from it, all day.
      

      	
      In the early afternoon, when the sun was high, he told Rose to go to her room and
         to wait for him, bottom up over the cushions that were kept next to her bed for the
         purpose. When David emerged from Rose’s room a half-hour later, he turned to look
         back, and had a delicious, shameful glimpse of his Rose, bottom still raised over
         the cushion, left upon her bed after serving her master. Just as he knew he would
         see and longed to see, the little black bikini bottom, untied at the left side, hung
         now upon Rose’s right knee where he, her master, had carelessly left the tiny garment
         when he had unclad Rose’s bottom to enjoy himself there.
      

      	
      When she had emerged, and they were all by the pool in the blazing sun of the afternoon,
         and Rose’s beautiful little breasts seemed to cry out for him to touch them, and his
         hard cock strained against his own bathing suit, it was his right to call her over,
         and rub sunscreen into those beautiful pert peaches. It was his right, too, to have
         Rose bend over, and to rub precautionary sunscreen into the apples of her bottom,
         too.
      

      	
      That night, as they had informed the girls, John and Carol Miller, with whom David
         and Grace had grown up on Long Island, came to dinner. Rose was naked except for a
         little apron (because John had a maid thing) and Hannah was in virginal white lace
         (because Carol loved Victorian play).
      

      	
      After dinner, over cognac in the living room, David said to John, “My girl Rose is
         a good lay, and she gives good head.”
      

      	
      Grace had taken Carol and Hannah off to the patio, and they were playing in the pool
         like schoolgirls. No bathing suits were being worn.
      

      	
      David turned to Rose. “Rose, come over here, and let my friend get his hands on you.”

      	
      “Yes, Master,” said Rose, in that lovely soprano touched just the tiniest bit by a
         twang from her Wisconsin upbringing.
      

      	
      In fact, John Miller had been slipping his hand up under Rose’s apron all evening,
         stroking her lovely little bottom cheeks, and tweaking the little cherries of her
         nipples to make her shriek and giggle.
      

      	
      Now David had Rose get over the ottoman, with her naked backside presented to John.
         David looked at Rose’s face: her eyes were downcast and a blush suffused all her features.
         David stood to one side, bent over, and put his hand on Rose’s bottom. He stroked
         the lovely, pert cheeks that belonged to him.
      

      	
      “You know, John,” David said, “about me and a pretty little ass like this one.”

      	
      John Miller laughed. “And you know I’m the same way, David—that’s why we’re such good
         friends.”
      

      	
      “Well,” David said, “tomorrow I’m bringing it over to Peter’s for him to try out.”

      	
      John chuckled and shook his head. “That guy has all the luck. I heard he had a great
         time spanking your Hannah, too.”
      

      	
      “Rose,” David said, “John’s going to take you into your room, and I want you to give
         him a nice blowjob.”
      

      	
      Rose’s face betrayed apprehension as she said, “Yes, Master,” in a nervous voice.

      	
      “Don’t worry, sweetheart,” John said, “you’re so pretty that I’m just about ready
         to come already.”
      

      	
      “You’ll swallow, Rose, understood?” David said.

      	
      “Yes, Master,” she said, and John led her away.

      	
      Listening to the sounds coming from Rose’s room, as he sat drinking cognac in his
         enormous living room overlooking Orient Bay where the boats were prettily lit as they
         rode at night anchor, David sighed in a kind of pleasurable disbelief at the blessings
         life had brought him. An extraordinary wife with whom he had a lifelong bond that
         he could hardly imagine any other man in history had enjoyed with his spouse. The
         means to live exactly as he pleased—and to acquire two beautiful creatures to be part
         of their family, who, it was clear, already loved David and Grace just as David and
         Grace loved them.
      

      	
      He heard John say, “Take it now, sweetheart,” and then the rhythmic wet sounds of
         Rose complying, and then John groaning, “Oh, Rose, sweetheart, you’re so… you’re so
         good, baby, oh, God…”
      

      	
      David smiled. Sharing Rose seemed to make him harder even than having her himself,
         sometimes. And the most extraordinary part—the part that he’d read about in the Institute’s
         materials, but which hadn’t made a great deal of sense until he had actually had Rose
         in his possession—was that Rose’s need to be forced, to be made to suck David’s old
         friend’s cock, to be spanked until she got her bottom up as high as David wanted,
         made this new life of theirs, all together, a kind of fulfillment that had seemed
         impossible. The four of them, together, all living out the erotic identities they
         had thought they could never live out, playing with each other, using each other,
         loving each other.
      

      	
       

      	
      * * *

      	
       

      	
      When the Millers had left, David and Grace and Rose and Hannah were all in the master
         bedroom, which had a super king-sized bed that could fit them all. Hannah was very
         tired after what Grace and Carol had asked of her, by the side of the pool, but it
         was so nice to be all together in bed that she didn’t want to go to sleep and have
         the day end.
      

      	
      Master had Rose lie on her back on the high bed that came up to the middle of Master’s
         thighs, with her bottom just at the edge and her legs dangling over, and then he told
         Hannah to crouch over Rose’s face, turned toward the foot of the bed. Mistress sat
         on the bed and held Hannah’s hand as she whimpered at the lovely feeling Rose’s tongue
         and lips were producing, underneath the little white nightgown so that Rose’s face
         was completely hidden. Master kissed Hannah, very gently and chastely, while he had
         some sex time with Rose, spreading her legs around his own and putting his thing inside
         her while Hannah watched him pump gently in and out of his concubine.
      

      	
      Mistress held Hannah’s hand tight, while she bounced up and down just a tiny bit,
         loving the feeling of having Rose’s face underneath her little pussy. “Naughty girl,”
         murmured Mistress, as Hannah found the top of the hill of her pleasure, with a little
         cry.
      

      	
      After that, they lay together on the bed. Hannah watched David lift Rose’s left leg,
         so that he could put the head of his cock at the entrance to her pussy. Then he put
         his left hand gently around her throat, under her chin. Rose whimpered, and Hannah
         whimpered in sympathy to see the terrible, lovely sight.
      

      	
      Now David was fucking Rose in slow, gentle strokes. Hannah felt Grace working her
         hand up under Hannah’s white nightgown (she wore her nightgown every night, at her
         mistress’ command) and pushing insistently between her thighs.
      

      	
      “Let’s reverse Hannah,” David said, quietly. Hannah felt Grace nod, her chin pressing
         against the top of Hannah’s own head. “Hannah,” Master said, then, “you’re going to
         kiss Mistress’ private part, now, and Master and Rose are going to kiss your bottom
         and your little pussy, okay?”
      

      	
      “Yes, Master,” Hannah said, feeling ashamed, but knowing that the sorts of things
         she had imagined so many times were finally coming true. They were things that you
         couldn’t do as a virgin because you were always supposed to pretend to be so innocent.
         And if she hadn’t had that training, this moment wouldn’t have made her so very lightheaded:
         all of the training seemed to lead up to the delicious shame she felt, seeing her
         mistress’ private part under her mistress’ trim waist, with a neatly shaped patch
         of private curls that left the thick lips, running now with Mistress’ wickedness,
         mostly bare.
      

      	
      “Kiss, Hannah,” she heard Master say, from what felt like it was far above, up the
         bed where the others’ faces were.
      

      	
      It looked so funny that it made her blush, and it smelled very wicked, but Hannah
         gave a little kiss there, and Mistress said, “Good girl,” and Hannah felt content—and
         then she heard Master say, “Look at that sweet little slit. Kiss it, Rose,” and Rose
         did, using her tongue that was now so very experienced. Hannah screamed into Mistress’
         pussy at the pleasure of what Rose did to Hannah’s own.
      

      	
      Master’s voice became a little labored as Hannah could hear him pushing in and out
         of Rose more vigorously. Rose herself made the little puppy sounds Hannah knew so
         well now, as she tried to keep giving Hannah pleasure with her lips and tongue. Master
         was using his fingers, too, which distracted Hannah greatly from her own task, though
         Mistress seemed happy with Hannah, from the evidence of the harsh sighs coming from
         Mistress’ chest.
      

      	
      Rose planted a series of desperate kisses on Hannah’s pussy, and then she said, “Master,
         may I come?”
      

      	
      “Not yet, Rose,” Master said. Rose gave a little whimper.

      	
      Mistress said, “Oh, Hannah, good girl, keep doing that, please. Oh… David… may I come?”

      	
      “Alright, girls,” Master said, “Let’s all try to come together.” Then he fell silent,
         and made Rose cry out as he thrust into her.
      

      	
      Then they all seemed to be gasping and grunting and sobbing in pleasure, knit together
         in the writhing mass of their unconventional new family.
      

      	
      

      
   
      
      Chapter Twenty-Seven

      	
       

      	
       

      	
      Rose woke with worry already sitting in the pit of her stomach. Master would give
         her ass to Uncle Peter tonight. Why did that idea seem so terrible, so much more shameful
         than anything that her masters had made her undergo before? When David had deflowered
         her bottom, somehow it had seemed like he had made that part of her precious to him—like
         he had at last taken responsibility for the fantasies that she had never been able
         to confess to, which her masters had now forced her to live out.
      

      	
      David had used her bottom almost every night since they had left the Institute. Rose
         could tell that to use her bottom made him feel truly masterful, and that had somehow
         become her solace as she thought about the life ahead of her. She loved Grace and
         Hannah, but to know that her backside belonged to her master alone made her feel content
         with her lot as his concubine.
      

      	
      Rose remembered that strange vision, of the contract that said that her owner might
         take her anus, and might assign the right to take her anus to whomever he chose. What
         did it mean? Was there something inside her that wanted her master to give her bottom
         to other men for fucking?
      

      	
      David didn’t spank her or take her that day, as they had their usual Saint Martin
         morning and afternoon, sunbathing, swimming, reading. When, around 3 o’clock, Grace
         had Hannah kneel on a towel by the pool, between Grace’s spread knees, and give pleasure
         thus, Rose’s master looked at her and said, “I’m saving you for Peter today, Rose.”
         That felt to Rose like David now rejected all the pleasure he had taken in her, like
         the whole basis of her submission in being a bad girl who needed to be owned by a
         man like David and bent to his will and his pleasure had come to pieces. Silent, she
         trembled.
      

      	
      Grace laid out a beautiful white dress for her on her bed. It had a deep V in front,
         and a low back and a short skirt that hugged her bottom tightly. “I picked it,” said
         Grace, when she was going in to put it on. “Good for the occasion.”
      

      	
      “So lovely,” said David, when she emerged. “Peter won’t be able to take his eyes off
         your bottom.” Grace gave her beautiful white pumps, too, saying, “These will just
         give that bottom a little extra lift, don’t you think?”
      

      	
      Hannah gave her a big hug. “Trust Master,” she said.

      	
      With a little sob of fear, Rose said, “I’ll try.”

      	
      In the car, on the way to Peter’s house, David said, “I can’t wait to see Peter’s
         cock in your ass, Rose. Your submission pleases me so much.”
      

      	
      Rose knew she couldn’t do it, then. Her heart pounded in her chest, and her stomach
         felt heavy. She wouldn’t be able to do it: she couldn’t submit that way, despite being
         broken, despite being trained. Rose Hutchison was not a girl whose ass could be given
         to another man; it was too much, and she would rebel.
      

      	
      Dinner was a lovely boeuf bourguignon, but Rose could hardly eat a bite. Afterward, there was chocolate mousse. Rose had
         a single spoonful. David looked at her sympathetically, then at Peter, and said, “I’m
         sure you can understand she’s nervous; it’s the first time I’ve given her ass to anyone.”
      

      	
      “It’s alright, sweet Rose,” said Peter. “You’ll get used to it.”

      	
      The dishes were cleared away, and a velvet cushion was put on the table. “Why don’t
         you get over the cushion, Rose?” Uncle Peter said. “It’s time.”
      

      	
      Rose got up and tried to run away, but David caught her, held her fast despite her
         struggling, and laid her over the cushion. They had to hold her down, and to pull
         her dress roughly upward, and her lace thong down to her knees, and Uncle Peter had
         to spank her with his strap, which hung conveniently from his mantelpiece. David said,
         “Get that bottom up, Rose. Peter is going to have your ass one way or the other before
         we leave here tonight. Your backside is already going to pay a heavy price for this
         disobedience when we get home, young lady. Don’t make it worse for yourself.”
      

      	
      But when they were lubing her anus, she began to struggle again, and Uncle Peter had
         to give her six more strokes with his strap, until her bottom was aflame with pain.
         With a sob, she pushed her bottom up and felt them, both of them, getting her ready,
         pushing their slippery fingers into her.
      

      	
      Rose heard Uncle Peter’s pants fall to the floor. She turned her face this way and
         that, but she couldn’t see anything except her master’s shirt, as he held her down
         over the cushion.
      

      	
      “Open up, Rose,” he said quietly.

      	
      Her master’s voice said, sternly, “You’re a bad girl, Rose. Bad girls get fucked in
         their bottoms, so there’s no use trying to keep Peter’s cock out of there. Open up,
         naughty slut.”
      

      	
      The shame, and… oh, no… the sudden on-rush of arousal—more arousal than she had ever felt in her life, arousal
         that made her feel like her pussy were gushing moisture onto the velvet cushion—seemed
         to explode inside her, then, and she opened to the cock that mastered her.
      

      	
      Uncle Peter’s cock pushed hard, now, at her bottom-hole. Rose cried out, loud.

      	
      But that explosion of sensation, and the pain, as it lifted her into realms of eroticism
         she hadn’t known existed, seemed also to be so powerful that it dislodged some kind
         of blockade inside her mind, too.
      

      	
      Rose’s memories came back as Uncle Peter fucked her in the ass, gently at first but
         then with more and more violence, as if he simply couldn’t contain himself. Exactly
         like that shameful act, somehow, the memories came back a little at a time, and then,
         suddenly, all together.
      

      	
      First there was more and more of the conversation with Joanne when Joanne had told
         her about the Institute. Then there was the memory of masturbating for hours, thinking
         about the concubine program, with the little vibrator inside her bottom, moving it
         gently and trying to imagine what it would be like to have a man there whenever he
         wanted, whether she felt like it or not; so aflame that after two hours of tossing
         and turning she had reached for the vibrator again—how strange to think that now,
         after her training, she could come and come and come, when her master wanted it, and
         that she knew to keep her own hands off herself except when told to arouse herself
         for the pleasure of those who owned her.
      

      	
      Then, all together: the phone call to Joanne saying she might want to do it, the meeting
         with Leo (she gasped when she realized that the first time she had met him had been
         at the mysterious office and not when, disguised as the cable guy, he had invaded
         her apartment). The contract, the psychiatrist who hypnotized her. The money. All
         the money. And she could walk away right now. It was all legal, and she had the legal
         right to walk away, and pocket a million dollars.
      

      	
      Here she was now over her owner’s friend’s dining-room table, with her owner’s friend’s
         cock in her ass, and this part was also in the contract, but the idea that her ass
         had been given away—that it could be given away, even if her owner was only lending it for an hour or so—seemed to have
         done something very strange to her feelings about the whole experience. Something
         about the way David had claimed her had made this submission—the giving of her anus to another—break open the floodgates of her psyche.
         And now, she realized as she felt Peter thrusting deeper and deeper into her bottom,
         she would have to choose.
      

      	
      Did she want to have her anus given, if David chose to give it? Now that she had come
         so far—now that she was here in this BDSM paradise—how essential did the fantasies
         appear? How much did she need them? She had been the one to call Joanne, early the
         next morning after that sleepless night spent playing with herself, to say “They’ll
         really do it? They’ll really erase my memory and then kidnap me?”
      

      	
      Now she cried out under her master’s friend’s cock as he gripped her hips in the silk
         of her white dress, and rode her backside, over her pulled-down white lace panties,
         with authority. She screamed, “Thank you, Master,” and she had the first anal orgasm
         of her life, every muscle in her body contracting and spasming, until she thought
         the pleasure itself was part of her punishment.
      

      	
      And then at last Uncle Peter was coming inside her, and then her master had picked
         her up, turned her around, and gathered her into his arms. Rose looked up at him.
         David’s face seemed to shine with pleasure, and his eyes were wide. “Thank you, Rose,”
         he said, and kissed her.
      

      	
       

      	
      * * *

      	
       

      	
      When they returned home, at around midnight, Grace and Hannah were asleep in the big
         bed, and David led Rose to her room, and closed the door behind them. “Over the bed,
         Rose, with your clothes off,” he said quietly. “It’s time for your punishment for
         your resistance tonight.”
      

      	
      They had been silent all the way home. Rose’s mind had been racing, and it was racing
         still, trying to figure out what to do about the memories, and the knowledge she now
         had about her new life. Above all, she had to figure out what to do about the money
         and the walking away.
      

      	
      “Did you hear me, Rose?” David said. “Get over your bed for a whipping. You disobeyed
         me, and your bottom has to pay the price.”
      

      	
      “Oh, Master,” she said with a sob, “please… please… I’ll be good.”

      	
      “What’s gotten into you, Rose?” David said sternly. “Am I going to have to put you
         over the bench and strap you down?” He gestured to the training bench that stood in
         the center of Rose’s room, as an identical one had stood in her room at the Institute,
         over which the masters would have her bend for her weekly assessments.
      

      	
      Rose tried to run away, again, then, but as earlier that night, David grabbed her
         around the waist, easily. He held her fast over the bench while he got her cuffs and
         put them on her, and clipped the cuffs to the rings on the bench.
      

      	
      “Rose,” her master said, “you’ve earned quite a whipping with this strange, rebellious
         behavior. I hope you’re happy. You’ve earned thirty-six from the cane.”
      

      	
      “Oh, no! Oh, please, Master!”

      	
      The fear was too much.

      	
      “Master…” One last moment’s hesitation, and the cane came down on her bottom with
         a fiery line of punishment, and she cried, “Master, I got my memory back!”
      

      	
       

      	
      * * *

      	
       

      	
      The phone rang in Joanne Goshen’s apartment, waking her. The clock told her the time:
         3:07.
      

      	
      “Joanne,” said Abigail Podret, “we have a problem.”

      	
      “What happened?” Joanne asked, groggily.

      	
      “Rose’s memory came back. Fancy a free trip to the Caribbean?”

      	
      “Um… yes?”

      	
      

      
   
      
      Chapter Twenty-Eight

      	
       

      	
       

      	
      Joanne and Abigail found Rose on the beach, at sunset the next evening. She was sitting
         on a lounge chair, looking out at Orient Bay as the shadows gathered over the water,
         and the boats’ lights began to twinkle.
      

      	
      “Rose,” said Abigail.

      	
      Rose turned around. Her eyes widened when she saw Abigail, and she said “Miss Abigail!”
         and scrambled off the lounge chair to get to her knees in front of Abigail. As she
         watched the tiny scene play out, Abigail saw in Rose just what she had expected. Rose’s
         expression, before she realized who was there, had been troubled—almost sullen—now,
         looking up at Abigail, there was a life in Rose’s face that simply hadn’t been there
         before she had fallen to her knees in front of her training mistress. There was fear
         there, too, but of a strangely happy, content kind. From long experience, Abigail
         knew that Rose had lit up because she knew this fear—the fear of being punished by Abigail—very well. But the fear of what would happen
         next—even with a million dollars—was a fear Rose did not want and with which she did
         not know what to do.
      

      	
      “Good girl, Rose,” Abigail said. “Are you alright?”

      	
      “Yes, Miss,” Rose said.

      	
      Abigail put her hand down to touch Rose’s new silver collar. “Lovely,” she said.

      	
      That was when Rose noticed Joanne, who had hung back a little.

      	
      “Joanne!” Rose cried. “What are you doing here?”

      	
      “I’m here to help,” Joanne said. Then, as Abigail and Joanne had agreed on the flight
         to Saint Martin, she said, “I’m here to take you home.”
      

      	
      Abigail was not surprised to see that Rose’s face did not reflect pleasure at this
         news. “But… I am home,” she said, unhappily, “aren’t I?”
      

      	
      “Oh, Rose,” Joanne said. “I’m so sorry. They can never predict exactly what will happen
         with the memories, it seems.”
      

      	
      “David doesn’t want me anymore?” Rose asked Abigail, pleadingly.

      	
      “That’s not exactly right, Rose.” Abigail replied. “Let’s take a walk and talk about
         it, OK?”
      

      	
      Rose got up, looking puzzled.

      	
      “I know how strange a thought it is to take a walk with me,” Abigail said with a smile.
         “I want you to hold onto that feeling.”
      

      	
      They walked along the beautiful beach. Abigail said, “David does want you, but he
         wants, and has paid for, a concubine.”
      

      	
      Rose gave a little sob. “I was just so scared, and I didn’t know what to do.”

      	
      “When?” Joanne asked.

      	
      “When he was going to give me thirty-six with the cane, like Kerry had at the Institute.”

      	
      “Here’s what it is, Rose,” said Abigail, “and it’s really very simple. The question
         is whether everything you’ve done up to now—your breaking by Master Leo, your training
         at the Institute, your life with David and Grace and Hannah so far—whether that has
         changed you enough that you want to take that caning, because your master wants to
         give it to you.”
      

      	
      Rose nodded.

      	
      “Do you remember how you felt when you saw me, a few minutes ago, and came to kneel
         in front of me? How did you feel?”
      

      	
      Rose hesitated, then she said, “This is going to sound crazy, but I felt happy—happier
         than I’ve been since… since the memories came back. Maybe even since the whole thing
         started, because seeing you reminded me of how it feels to know you’re a good girl…
         and then, when you said, ‘good girl’… it was just pure joy, for a few moments.”
      

      	
      “That’s what I thought,” Abigail said. “Now you have to decide what that feeling really
         means to you.”
      

      	
      “So David still wants me?” Rose said, with hope rising in her voice.

      	
      “He does, but it would be under the new contract we use for pick-up concubines who
         have recovered their memories. And, David says, you’re going to take that caning.”
      

      	
      “Rose,” Joanne said, “I know this is going to be difficult to hear, but think about
         it. Even if he does want you back, is life as his concubine what you really want?
         I got you into this, but it wasn’t supposed to happen the way it happened, with you
         recovering your memories, and I just don’t know if it makes sense for you to stay,
         when you could still have a normal life, with a lot of money. No, don’t answer me
         now,” she hastened to add, as she saw Rose start to shake her head. “Really, that’s
         just what I want to persuade you to think about—not right now, whether you want to
         stay with David, but whether you want to take a day or two, or a week or two or even
         a month or two, to think about it before you decide to go back.”
      

      	
      “Well,” interjected Abigail, “remember that you might go back to the Institute for
         re-placement as a volunteer, but you would not be going back to David and Grace.”
      

      	
      “Even if she just took a day or two?” Joanne asked.

      	
      “We could give her forty-eight hours, I think,” Abigail said. “I’d have to approve
         it with David and Grace, but I imagine that they’ve grown fond enough of Rose that
         they would like to give her that space. We’d have to put her up at a hotel and take
         the charges out of her account at the Institute, but it’s not an uncommon request.”
      

      	
      “I don’t…” Rose started, then stopped. Then she said, “Can I talk to Hannah? I don’t
         think I need forty-eight hours. I think I just need to talk to Hannah.”
      

      	
      “I’ll have to ask David and Grace,” Abigail replied, “but I can’t see why they’d refuse.”

      	
       

      	
      * * *

      	
       

      	
      “Why,” said Rose to Hannah, without preamble, when they were both sitting on the sand,
         looking out at the bay, “did you volunteer?”
      

      	
      It was nearly dark now; only the faintest glow of gold colored the sky above, while
         in front of them, far, far past the boats with their lights in the bay, far past even
         the freighter whose lights twinkled out in the Atlantic, the Eastern horizon was nearly
         indistinguishable in the gathering gloom upon the sea.
      

      	
      Hannah was silent. “Was it the sex?” Rose asked. “Because… because if it’s just the
         sex, then… I guess…” She let her voice trail off, having no idea how to finish, but
         meaning that she had always heard, before Joanne had referred her to the Institute,
         that sex was something you did in your bedroom, sometimes, that didn’t have anything
         to do with ‘real life.’
      

      	
      When Hannah finally spoke, her voice, youthful as it was, had none of her light, giggly
         virgin tone. She sounded like a much older person: a person who had thought long and
         hard about the things she now said. “It was the sex, and it is the sex, Rose, but what I never understood before I came to the Institute is that
         for me, and for you, and for David and Grace, and Miss Abigail, and the masters… for
         people like us, the sex isn’t just the sex.”
      

      	
      Rose was puzzled. “You mean, like, romance?”

      	
      “No,” Hannah said. “It’s not about commitment, or maybe it doesn’t have to be about
         commitment. It’s about… fantasy, and… creativity, and sharing the things that make
         us feel really, really good.”
      

      	
      Rose whispered, “Like anal?”

      	
      Hannah’s solemnity went away in an instant, and she giggled. “Yes. Like anal, sweet
         Rose. Like having your master make you take a big butt-plug because he wants to see
         your bottom full of black rubber.”
      

      	
      “Oh, God, Hannah…”

      	
      “Like,” (here Hannah deepened her voice, so that she almost sounded like Miss Abigail)
         “having him ride your backside until you’re screaming that you can’t take it, because
         his cock is just too big, and your bottom is so little, and you know you’re a bad
         girl because he put his cock in there, and now you’re learning your lesson.”
      

      	
      “Hannah…” Rose heard the plea in her voice, and she realized that, thank goodness,
         Hannah had heard it too, for Hannah’s eyes were shining in the twinkling lights from
         the boats on the bay.
      

      	
      “Get on your stomach, Rose,” Hannah said. “I’m going to finger-fuck your ass that
         way, right now.”
      

      	
      “Yes, Hannah,” Rose said, and turned onto her belly, and pulled down her shorts and
         panties. She got on her knees, with her cheek upon the sand.
      

      	
      As Hannah took her bottom with all five fingers of her right hand in a little cone,
         thrusting in a controlled, dominant way, Rose thought about how she would tell David
         what had happened, and about how David, in the dominant tone that he used even better
         than Master N or Miss Abigail, would sternly decree her punishment. Thinking about
         it, and thinking about what Hannah had just said about creativity, she felt a strange,
         perverse little fantasy-hope rise up inside her heart: suddenly she wanted Hannah
         to use her so shamefully that David would have no choice but to cane her until she
         couldn’t sit down for a month.
      

      	
      “Hannah… Oh, God…” she cried as Hannah’s fingers filled her as full as David’s cock,
         or Uncle Peter’s, burning her little ring with each thrust, “use me hard… so that
         my master will see how naughty I am… please…”
      

      	
      “Hush, Rose,” Hannah said, and fucked on, and Rose knew in those two words that Hannah
         would do as Rose hoped, and that when Rose went back, and asked for her caning, they
         would all live happily ever after.
      

      	
      

      
   
      
      Chapter Twenty-Nine

      	
       

      	
       

      	
      David scheduled Rose’s caning for New Year’s Eve. Christmas in Paris with the girls
         had been magical. David and Grace’s house, right on the Seine, had been lit up in
         a style rather more American than French, and there was still, in the living room,
         an enormous Christmas tree. David’s family had some very large trees over the years,
         but on this occasion, in Paris with the girls for the first time, he had tried to
         outdo all of them and had—if he said so himself—succeeded: the poor angel at the top
         was crowded against the ceiling, though that ceiling was twenty feet high.
      

      	
      Seeing Rose’s joy at being a consenting, submissive member of her new family made
         it hard to conjure the righteous anger to cane her as a punishment for her disobedience.
         Really, though, a fantasy of righteous anger wasn’t requisite at all. He had not spanked
         Rose since the single cane-stroke he had given her the night she had recovered her
         memory, and now he could not wait any longer.
      

      	
      The next day, when Rose and Hannah had come up the beach and into the house, and Rose
         had fallen to her knees in front of him, begging him to cane her then and there, he
         had refused. He had said, instead, that they were going to Paris, and Rose would be
         punished there. All the way over the Atlantic, in first-class on Air France, sitting
         next to Grace and watching Rose and Hannah cuddle and whisper like kittens in the
         seats across from them, he would catch Rose looking at him apprehensively every five
         minutes or so, and his cock would swell as he watched her blush and cast her eyes
         down to her lap, but he had not taken her to the airplane lavatory to bare her bottom,
         though he had thought of it over and over.
      

      	
      In the limousine from the airport, Rose had sat next to him, and he had put his arm
         around her, and she had even flinched a little bit, but even then he had not pulled
         her over his lap the way he wanted.
      

      	
      “Shh, Rose,” he had said. “It’s alright. We’ll wait ‘til New Year’s Eve. I’m not going
         to beat you until then.”
      

      	
      “Oh,” Rose had said, sleepily. “OK, Master, but…”

      	
      “I’ll have you tonight, in my bed, yes. We’re all going to sleep together there, tonight.”

      	
      And they had; they had all slept through the rest of that day, the day before Christmas
         Eve, and most of the night, but David had awoken long before dawn, and found that
         Rose, too, was awake, looking timidly—shyly, almost—at him. He saw her notice that
         he was awake, and his heart filled with dominant joy when he realized that she remained
         silent, like a good concubine, waiting upon his waking pleasure. On the other side
         of Rose was Hannah, sleeping like an angel. Grace stirred a little, beyond Hannah,
         fitfully moving the arm that rested on Hannah’s white-nightgown-covered waist.
      

      	
      “Your bottom, Rose,” David said softly. “Back to me, and your left leg bent.” He reached
         over to the nightstand and got the lube.
      

      	
      Rose gave a little whimper of submission, and complied.

      	
      David raised her nightgown, and began to get his concubine’s anus ready for him. As
         he entered her, gently, and she yielded to him, he kissed her blond hair, touched
         her silver collar, and whispered in her ear, “You are mine, little Rose, aren’t you?”
      

      	
      She nodded, making little whining sounds as he moved in and out of her bottom. “Shh,”
         David said, “don’t wake them,” though really he hoped that Hannah and Grace would
         wake up, and see that he had his cock in Rose’s ass. Rose nodded bravely, and tried
         to suppress her little cries, but after a minute, David saw Hannah’s eyes open, and
         then widen as she took in what was going on next to her.
      

      	
      “Give Rose a kiss, Hannah,” David said, and watched Hannah lean her face in to kiss
         Rose. Then Grace woke, and she moved them all closer to one another, snuggling Hannah
         and Rose close together while David kept up his steady rhythm in the backside of the
         girl Grace had given him for his birthday. Grace propped herself up on her elbow,
         and kissed David, then Rose, then she turned Hannah around so that she could kiss
         her little girl, too. As Grace moved down the bed to taste Hannah, the girls’ cries
         in the still air of early morning grew louder and louder, until finally David came
         inside Rose’s bottom, with a shout.
      

      	
      “Grace,” he murmured when he had caught his breath, “lie on your back.”

      	
      He told Hannah to get between Grace’s thighs, and put Rose on his wife’s right side,
         to kiss her breasts, while he kissed Grace’s mouth passionately.
      

      	
      Grace came, screaming, three times, and then she said to David, “Rose’s turn.”

      	
      “No,” David said. “Rose doesn’t come until after her whipping New Year’s Eve.”

      	
      “Yes, Master,” Rose said.

      	
      “Surely…” Grace said.

      	
      “Is it my decision or not?” David asked.

      	
      “Of course it is,” Grace said. “But think of everything she’s been through.”

      	
      “I think it would be a very good thing if Rose felt what it was like to go without
         an orgasm for a few days, at least, don’t you?”
      

      	
      Grace twisted her mouth in silent disagreement, but said to Rose, “I suppose it won’t
         hurt you in the long run, will it, my love?”
      

      	
      “No, Mistress,” Rose said. “And…”

      	
      “Yes, Rose?” Grace asked.

      	
      “And I deserve it. I’ve been very wicked.”

      	
       

      	
      * * *

      	
       

      	
      Now Rose stood in her white nightgown next to the Christmas tree in the enormous living
         room. David had taken her at least twice a day every day in the intervening days,
         in the sweet little room on the third floor that Rose could call her own and had once
         been Grace’s bedroom when the house had been her French grandmother’s. Possessing
         Rose against the windows overlooking the Seine and the Ile de la Cité started each
         day beautifully, in a fashion worthy of Paris, and commanding the pleasure of her
         mouth in the afternoon was no less charming. Rose was in her white nightgown tonight,
         though, because that day—New Year’s Eve—David had merely given her a great many hugs,
         while they enjoyed the wonderful Paris New Year festivities. Rose seemed to run to
         him over and over for reassurance that she pleased him with the way she skated with
         Hannah, with the way she drank her hot chocolate at the little café by the outdoor
         skating rink, with the way she ooh-ed and ah-ed at the sights of Paris.
      

      	
      Each time, he gave her a hug and a kiss, and a little pat on her bottom. Really, he
         could tell she was playing, and enjoying the play so much she wanted to make it go
         on forever. “It will hurt so much, won’t it, Master?” she would say, as he hugged
         her. “I’ll be brave, I promise. I know I deserve it.”
      

      	
      David would say, “It will be alright, Rose. We both need this.” And Rose would run
         back to Hannah, and Hannah would hug her, and they would go off into a shop or for
         a little walk down to the Seine.
      

      	
      “Take off your nightgown, Rose,” David said, “and lay yourself down over the piano
         bench. It’s time for your caning.” He had in his hand the stiff cane he had bought
         from the little store Abigail ran out of her office at the Institute, thinking that
         he would save it to use upon Rose on a special occasion. He slapped the end of it
         against his palm, and felt the sting even from that light stroke.
      

      	
      Rose obeyed him, and now, as Grace and Hannah sat watching on the couch, Grace’s arms
         around Hannah, Rose presented her bottom to them all, for punishment, with her legs
         together but a little hint of her pussy peeping through her shut thighs nonetheless.
         David’s head felt light at the sight, and at the thought of how he would mark that
         bottom before he finished her whipping.
      

      	
      “Rose,” David said, “it’s time for us to understand one another as well as we possibly
         can. Do you agree?”
      

      	
      “Yes, Master.” Rose’s voice came up muffled, as she spoke into the leather-covered
         cushion of the piano bench.
      

      	
      “When I cane you, in a moment, I will not be punishing you for resisting Peter when
         I gave your ass to him.”
      

      	
      “You won’t, Master?”

      	
      “Indeed, I won’t be punishing you at all. You resisted Peter because you wanted to
         decide to whom your ass belonged.”
      

      	
      “Yes, Master.”

      	
      “Even if our relationship were truly some sort of barbaric bond of chattel-ownership,
         I might I suppose punish you for that, but when I begin to beat you in a moment it
         won’t be a punishment.”
      

      	
      “Why, Master?” Rose’s voice sounded a bit breathless, and in fact David noticed that
         a slight sheen had arisen where the cleft of her pussy was just visible between her
         thighs.
      

      	
      “Because your caning is, in truth, actually a communication—a sharing—between me and
         you, my sweet girl. I am saying to you that I want you to be mine, and no one else’s,
         and you are saying that you want to be mine, and no one else’s.”
      

      	
      As he finished enunciating the possessive ‘s’ of ‘else’s,’ he brought the cane down,
         very hard and, as Rose screamed and screamed, in real pain, he continued to beat her.
         Soon, her hands were flying up to try to cover her blazing backside, where the welts
         were quickly forming in a crisscross pattern, and he was holding those hands behind
         her back and caning her still. He heard Hannah crying, and Grace saying “Shh, Hannah.
         It will be alright. They both need this.”
      

      	
      Rose’s screams gave way to harsh panting intermingled with little sobs, and her rear
         became a mess of stripes from waist to knees. At last, David dropped the cane, and
         knelt next to Rose. He stroked her hair and her tear-stained cheek, saying, “Good
         girl. Such a good girl. I love you.” He ran his forefinger gently along her beautiful
         collar, put his hand softly around her neck and cherished her little chin in his hand.
      

      	
      Rose said, through sobs, “I love you, Master. Thank you. Thank you so much.”

      	
      Gently, ever so gently, David, still kneeling next to his beautiful concubine, put
         his hand between her thighs. Rose gasped; her legs instantly parted.
      

      	
      “Naughty,” chided David, as he claimed her with his hand. “So very naughty.”

      	
      “Oh, look,” he heard Grace say, as he went to kneel behind Rose, between her knees,
         and he knew that Grace wanted Hannah to turn her face away from Grace’s bosom and
         to the sight of David giving Rose what she needed most in the world right now.
      

      	
      “What’s Master doing?” asked Hannah, charmingly as only (David thought) she knew how.

      	
      “Master is making Rose feel very nice,” Grace said.

      	
      “Oh!” said Hannah. “Why does it sound like he’s still hurting her?”

      	
      “Sometimes when a girl feels very, very good, it sounds like that.”

      	
      David kissed, and touched, and licked, and Rose screamed, “Master, may I come?”

      	
      “Yes,” David breathed, straight into his sweet, beautiful Rose’s pussy. “As many times
         as you like.” Tenderly, he placed his middle finger against her crinkly pink bottom-hole,
         and pushed just a little bit.
      

      	
      At that, Rose began to come.

      	
       

      	
      * * *

      	
       

      	
      Abigail lay in Joanne’s arms in the lovely hotel room—of the sort Joanne could now
         afford, once in a while, thanks to the finder’s fee she had collected when Rose had
         stayed with David and Grace for a year.
      

      	
      “Abigail?” Joanne said.

      	
      “Yes, Mistress?” Abigail said.

      	
      “There’s something I’ve wanted to ask you for quite a while.”

      	
      “Yes, Mistress?”

      	
      “You are so very good at dominating your girls…”

      	
      “Thank you, Mistress.”

      	
      “Are you always a submissive, in bed?”

      	
      Abigail looked up at Joanne from where she lay with her cheek pillowed on Joanne’s
         big left breast, and smiled. “Maybe, Mistress,” she said, “and maybe not. Would you
         like a spanking?” Abigail’s voice was suddenly the harsh one she used with girls at
         the Institute, and her words did not inquire as much as they threatened.
      

      	
      “No, thank you, Abigail,” Joanne said. “I’ll be the mistress here, thank you very
         much.”
      

      	
      “Yes, Mistress,” Abigail said, obediently and happily, and snuggled back into Joanne’s
         arms.
      

      	
      “But… you are a submissive.”
      

      	
      “Yes.”

      	
      “Like Rose.”

      	
      “Yes.”

      	
      “Were you…” Joanne’s voice fell to a whisper, “… broken? Like… like Rose was?”

      	
      “Yes,” Abigail replied, “I was. It’s a story that’s even longer than Rose’s, perhaps,
         because eventually of course it landed me at the Institute, responsible for the breaking
         of others, like Rose.”
      

      	
      “And…”

      	
      “May I guess what you want to ask me, Mistress?”

      	
      “Yes,” Joanne replied, as always amazed by Abigail’s perspicacity and wisdom.

      	
      “You want to ask if it turns out OK, when a girl decides that she doesn’t want to
         walk away with the money and have a normal life.”
      

      	
      Joanne nodded. “Yes. I mean… I know your story isn’t exactly the same, but… you chose
         not to marry that alpha guy you told me about once, right?”
      

      	
      “That’s right. I chose the kind of family that looks different—very different.” She
         paused, and looked into Joanne’s eyes. “And I lived happily ever after.”
      

      	
       

      	
       

      	
      The End

      	
   
      
      Stormy Night Publications would like to thank you for your interest in our books.

      	
       

      	
      If you liked this book (or even if you didn’t), we would really appreciate you leaving
         a review on the site where you purchased it. Reviews provide useful feedback for us
         and our authors, and this feedback (both positive comments and constructive criticism)
         allows us to work even harder to make sure we provide the content our customers want
         to read. Reviewing stories you enjoyed also helps them sell better, which in turn
         leads to more high-quality work from your favorite authors in the future.
      

      	
       

      	
      Adding keywords and tags (on Amazon, Barnes and Noble, etc.) really helps as well!

      	
       

      	
      If you would like to check out more books from Stormy Night Publications, if you want
         to learn more about our company, or if you would like to join our mailing list, please
         visit our website at:
      

      	
       

      	
      http://www.stormynightpublications.com

      	
   
      
      More Stormy Night Books by Emily Tilton

      	
       

      	
       

      	
      The Count’s Discipline

      	
      When Robert de Lourcy’s wife spurns his desire to spank her, the young count contents
         himself with disciplining other women of the court, until a rash decision to chastise
         the women of a captured castle arouses the ire of the local bishop and Robert is forced
         to seek absolution. In an act of penance, he visits a cathedral and stumbles upon
         a young girl named Sophia who has been set upon by robbers. Remembering his promise
         make amends for his sins, Robert takes pity on the destitute child, placing her in
         a convent so that she may be properly educated.
      

      	
      When Sophia comes of age, the nuns at the convent grow more firm with her. The young
         woman is simultaneously drawn to their discipline but also unconvinced that their
         motivations are particularly noble. After Sophia’s education is complete, Robert brings
         her into his household to serve as his secretary. Though he has decided to never spank
         another woman again, when Sophia begs him to chastise her as the nuns did he cannot
         resist the opportunity to take her over his knee.
      

      	
      The two begin a happy relationship based on Sophia’s acceptance of the count’s discipline,
         but he remains devoted to his wife until she dies tragically in childbirth. After
         that sad event, Sophia expects the count to marry another noblewoman, but will that
         new wife be jealous and send her away? Is she doomed to be cast back onto the streets
         from whence she came, or will Robert break the shackles of society and wed a commoner?
      

      	
       

      	
      Geoffrey’s Rules

      	
      For as long as she can remember, Chloe has imagined what it would be like to be utterly
         and completely dominated by a man. When she meets Geoffrey—a man who can make her
         blush red with shame and quiver with lust at the same time with nothing more than
         a word or a glance—Chloe begins to wonder if her fantasy could become reality.
      

      	
      As hot as her desire burns, though, Chloe struggles with herself. How can a modern
         woman feel this way? Should she not berate herself for longing to be taken over her
         man’s knee for a bare bottom spanking? No matter how she yearns for it, does she really
         belong on her knees at Geoffrey’s feet, naked and waiting for him to take her any
         way he pleases?
      

      	
      When Geoffrey offers her what she knows deep down she has always wanted, will she
         turn him away, or will she submit to his rules and allow her new master to take her
         fully in hand?
      

      	
       

      	
      Tamed by the Highlander

      	
      When raiders fall upon Urquhart Castle, Elisabeth Grant, the daughter of the castle’s
         lord—a highlander by birth, but educated in the lowlands—is left defenseless when
         her cowardly father abandons her. At the last moment, her life and her maidenhead
         are saved from the raiders by Angus MacGregor, the proud highlander she had only hours
         earlier ordered locked in the pillory for his insolence toward her.
      

      	
      Vowing that she will see her home rise from the ruins after the attack, Elisabeth
         resolves to stay as close to the castle as possible. With her father and his soldiers
         gone, however, she has nowhere to turn for protection except to the highlander who
         so recently rescued her. When Angus informs her that he has no interest in a ward
         or a servant, she impetuously offers to wed the uncouth, yet undeniably brave and
         handsome highlander whose firm words and strong arms both terrify and excite her.
      

      	
      Angus agrees to marry Elisabeth on one condition: she will serve and obey him as a
         proper wife should, and if she fails in her duties, she will be soundly spanked. She
         agrees to his condition, but when she surrenders to his touch one moment and defies
         him the next, his desire for her only grows fiercer. Though it quickly becomes clear
         she will not yield without a fight—and a taste of his leather strap upon her bare
         bottom—he soon discovers she is like no woman he has ever known, as being chastised
         until she is writhing and begging only increases her lust for him.
      

      	
      But when her father returns to rebuild the ruins of Urquhart even as the threat of
         another assault on the castle looms, Angus wonders whether Elisabeth will abandon
         him and return to the life of a noble lady. Even if she stays by his side, will their
         newly forged bond be shattered in the heat of battle, or will their love and courage
         be enough to withstand the swords of the marauders?
      

      	
       

      	
      Their Firm Men

      	
      When she hears about the engagement of her sister, Esther, to one of San Francisco’s
         wealthiest merchants, twenty-five-year-old Amelia Lander decides it is high time she
         obeyed her mother’s last wish—that she watch over her younger sister. Amelia leaves
         her teaching job in New York City and travels by train to San Francisco, where she
         loses no time in calling on Esther and her new husband, Samuel Allen, and providing
         them with proof that she is Esther’s sister and that her existence has been intentionally
         concealed by their father for seventeen years, since Esther was a toddler.
      

      	
      Samuel suggests that Amelia live with them, but when Esther says something impolite
         and Samuel tells her—in front of Amelia—that she can expect to be soundly spanked
         for her rudeness, Amelia is shocked. Samuel informs Amelia that he will run his house
         as he sees fit, and when she responds with insults and defiance, Amelia soon finds
         herself over the knee of Samuel’s business partner, Michael Sullivan, for a long,
         hard spanking on her bare bottom. In spite of her shame and fury, however, Amelia
         cannot help but be drawn to the man who chastised her so thoroughly.
      

      	
      When she learns that her father is once again up to no good, Amelia runs straight
         to Michael with the news, and he and Samuel form a plan to stop him. But can Amelia
         bring herself to obey Michael and stay out of the way, or will her foolhardy actions
         cost the life of the man she has reluctantly come to love?
      

      	
   
      
      Emily Tilton Links

      	
       

      	
      You can keep up with Emily Tilton via her blog, her Twitter and Facebook pages, and
         her Amazon and Goodreads profiles, using the following links:
      

      	
       

      	
      http://etiltonexplorations.blogspot.com/

      	
      https://twitter.com/ETiltonExp

      	
      https://www.facebook.com/pages/Explorations-by-Emily-Tilton/524106554315976

      	
      http://www.amazon.com/Emily-Tilton/e/B00CB4VHVY/

      	
      http://www.goodreads.com/author/show/7048431.Emily_Tilton
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